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CHAPTBB X.—(Continued.) 
"What li the matter with you?" said 

Hiss K>acre in a low tone, drawing a 
«hair to the:, tea table where Hope Des-
tnond presided. "You look pale and 

.111, and as if you had been erymg. 
'•Pray, forgive me," she added, seeing 
'the quick color rise In her victim's 
•cheek, "but I knew quite well you 
could not stand Mrs. Saville for long," 
tn a low tone. 

"Oh. yes I can," said Hope, smiling 
a brave defiance. "Don't you think 1 
am likely to (have worries and bad 
news apart from poor Sirs. Saville?" 

"Well, I. suppose so; but it did not 
occur to me. She Is not popular, you 
know, though I always get on with her. 
I am going to play a bold stroke just 
now. It will astonish you all. 'Noth
ing venture, nothing have,' you know." 

Here Lord Everton, who had been 
•peaking to Saville, and of whom the 
mistress of the house had not taken 
the slightest notice, approached and 
Pegged for a cup of tea. 

"It is a beverage of which I am ex
tremely fond," he 6aid, "and I think a 
decided liking for tea ought to be a 
patent of respectability to any man. 
Ah," he added on taking a cup from 
her hands, "you never put up one lit
tle prayer for me on that trying occa
sion. you remember?" i 

"I did not know what to pray for." 
"Oh, for my deliverance generally; 

so. instead, I was delivered into .the 
hands of the tormentor." 

"I am glad to see you have complete
ly recovered." 

"The shield of a good conscience, 
tthe sword of an innocent spirit brought 
<me through the ordeal." 

"Then you did not want my pray-
?ers." 

"Yet I deserved them. I shall ex
plain my claims one day in the silent 
recesses of some tangled wood." And 
the lively old gentleman laughed with 
Almost boyish glee at Hope's rather 
Tpuzzled.. expression. 

"You have been a good deal on the 
'Continent,. I believe, Miss Desmond?" 
he resumed. 

"I have traveled occasionally In my 
aunt's lifetime; but I also enjoy re
turning to England." 

"Indeed! Well, I do not. The mo 
ment I set foot on my native shore I 
cease to be a free man; invisible detec
tives put me ill social irons; cruel war
ders imprison me with adamantine 
barriers, where I am obliged to eat and 

-drink and speak and have my being 
according to rigid rules. I must give 
my money for what satisfieth not, and 
go to the funereal hostelries frequent
ed by my peers. I must don evening 
dress and wear unlimited^ purple and 
fine linen. Then my exasperating rela
tives will pester me with, invitations 
because they think they must not neg
lect 'that poor old beggar Everton.' 
Now, on the other side of the channel, 
my only habitation is an airy bedroom, 
•outside which a whole world of cafes 
and restaurants are 'before me where, 
to choose' my breakfast and dinner, 
where I meet pleasant, intelligent peo
ple of every shade of opinion with 
whom I can converse freely in happy 
Ignorance of their names and condition, 
as they are of mine; and- occasionally 
I stumble on old acquaintances who 
•enjoy life in my own fashion. It is 
wonderful the clearness of judgment 
and general enlightenment of those 
who are not weighed down by this 
world's goods." 

"I dare" say you are right, Lord Ev
erton. Still, a few of them are advan
tageous though I do not see that 
money can purchase any essential of 
.life." 

"That depends very much on what 
•you consider essentials " 

"That is true—but Miss Dacre is go-
tag to make a speech," for that young 
lady had said, in an audible tone, "I 
am going to tell you a story." 

"I know," whispered Lord Everton, 
•"If her pockets had always been empty 
ahe would have known better how to 
Shold her tongue." 

"This story came to me in a letter 
"from the wife of a cousin of mine 
whose cousin was eye-witness of the 
adventure," Miss Dacre was saying as 
she posed herself on an ottoman and 
every one turned toward her. "Scene: 
a dark, stormy night, a distant sea, 
one of her majesty's big ships tossing 
about on the waves, which make noth
ing of her bigness. Young sailor doing 
something incomprehensible with a 
rope or ropes loses hold or balance and 
drops into the black depths of the rag
ing waters. Captain orders boat to be 
lowered. 'He'll -be gone before you can 
teach him,' they say. 'He cannot 
swim,' pries another officer, throwing 
off his shoes while he spoke, and 
^springing over the side at a bound. 
'This is suicide!' exclaimed the cap
tain. The young officer Is a huge fa
vorite with the crew; the crew work 
•with a will; the boat is lowered away, 
a lifeboat probably, tliey surmount the 
waves and slide into the watery hol
lows; they come up with the gallant 
lieutenant, who is supporting the 
senseless sailor and nearly exhausted 
'himself; they drag them into the "boat; 
they regain the ship; the men crowd 
around; their cheers ring above the 
roar of the storm; the rescued and res
cuer are safe." 

"Most dramatic," said Lord Ever
ton. 

"I don't exactly see " began 
Richard Saville. 

"I have heard the tale before. The 
•only difference is that the weather 
Was not quite so stormy as you—your 
correspondent, I mean—represents it," 
said Mr.-Rawson, playing with his 
double glasses. 

"It was really much worse than I 
•represent," exclaimed Miss Dacre, with 

. ;an air of profound conviction. "Now, 
•does no one want to know the name 
>of my hero?" 

There was a moment's pause. Mrs. 
£avUle sat silent In her armchair. 

Lumley's laughing eyes caught Miss 
Desmond's, but she was sheltered be
hind a massive urn which always ap
peared at teatinie. Only Lord Everton 
rose to the occasion. 

"I am dying of curiosity, my dear 
Miss Dacre," he said, languidly. 

"Name! name!" cried Lumley. 
"Hugh Saville," said Miss Dacre, ris

ing and assuming an attitude. 
"I thought so," said Hichard. 
"Just like him!" cried Lumley, cor

dially. 

CHAPTER XI. 
"Give me your arm, Mr. Rawson. I 

have letters to show you in my study. 
I avoided church because I did not 
think prayers or sermon would im
prove my headache. I did not bargain 
for being obliged to sit out a dramatic 
recital," said Mrs. Saville. dryly, then 
added to the company: "You will ex
cuse me; I do not feel equal to gen
eral conversation." She touched Mr. 
Rawson's with the finger tips of her 
right hand, and walked with much dig
nity through the door which Lord Ev
erton, with a sad. and solemn expres
sion of countenance, held open. 

As soon as she had passed he closed 
it gently, and advancing a step or two, 
glanced from one to the other with so 
comic a look of dismay that both Lum
ley and Saville laughed. 

"Courage such as yours, my dear 
Miss Dacre, deserved success; and yet 
it has not been successful," he said, 
with an air of deep sympathy. 

"I never saw any one like Mrs. Sa
ville—never!" cried Miss Dacre. grow
ing red with disappointment and mor
tification. "I really hoped that such a 
story of bravery and humanity would 
have done something toward softening 
her heart; and I flatter myself I did it 
pretty well." 

"If you had asked my advice," said 
Richard Saville. "I could have told you 
it would be a simple waste of breath." 

"But," exclaimed Miss Dacre, with a 
sound of tears in her voice, "Mrs. Sa
ville always used to mind what I said, 
and—and seemed to be fond of me. I 
was rather proud of It, she likes so few 
people." 
• "I am afraid there is some difference 
between the past and present," said 
Lumley. "Come, Miss Dacre, you have 
done your best, and your best is very-
good. Now take a cup of tea and par
d o n  m y  a u n t  h e r ' s c a n t  c o u r t e s y .  I a m  
going to write to Hugh, and I'll tell 
him of your championship." 

"You ought," said Miss Desmond, 
who had not spoken before, but whose 
voice showed slio had not been un
moved. "Very few can count on such 
courageous advocacy of the absent and 
of a losing cause." 

"You are very kind to say so. Yes, 
I will have a cup of tea. My mouth 
feels parched." 

"No wonder!" cried Lord Everton. "I 
am sure my tongue would have cleav
ed to the roof of mine had I dared to 
utter such words to the lion of Ingle-
field." 

"I wish you would come out and 
take a little walk with me, Miss Des
mond," said Miss Dacre. "I feel fright
fully upset." 

"I should like to do so very much, 
but Mrs. Saville may want me to write 
for her, or something, and I do not 
like to be out of the way." 

"Heavens! what penal servitude!" 
cried Miss Dacre. 

"You must not say so. I agree to 
perform certain duties, and it would 
not be honest to run away from them." 

"Why do you always take her part?" 
and Miss Dacre made an impatient 
grimace. Then, addressing the gentle
men: "I dare say you are all dying 
to smoke, which Mrs. Saville will not 
permit in this part of the house. Just 
go and have your cigars outside, or 
walk back to the Court, and I can fol
low by myself. Then I can have a 
quiet talk with Miss Desmond." 

"Very well," said Lumley, rising. "I 
will escort my uncle to the Court, and 
return for you." Miss Dacre gave 
him a nod and smile, and the gentle
men left them. 

The young heiress was, as she said, 
much upset, and, besides this, she had 
felt for some time what she herself 
would have termed an "aching void" 
for want of a confidante. A confidante 
had always been a necessity to her, as 
it generally is to persons much taken 
up with themselves. Her last devoted 
friend, the depository of her secret 
troubles, projects and love affairs, had 
lately married a brutal husband who 
had taught his bride to laugh at Mary 
Dacre's storms in a tea cup and two
penny-halfpenny tragedies; so her 
heart was empty, swept and garnish 
ed. and ready for the occupation of 
another "faithful friend and counsel
or," when fate threw Hope Desmond 
in her way. There was a short pause. 
Miss Desmond's eyes looked dreamy, 
as if she were gazing in spirit at some 
distant scene, and not as if she were 
quivering with impatience for the rev
elations about to be made her. 

The silence was broken suddenly by 
a somewhat unconnected exclamation 
from Miss. Dacre: "He is certainly 
very nice looking." 

"Who? Lord Everton?" asked Hope. 
"Lord Everton! Nonsense! He might 

have been forty years ago. I mean 
Captain Lumley. There is something 
knightly in his looks and bearing—one 
could imagine him going down into the 
lion's pit for one's glove, and that sort 
of thing." 

"I do not think I could," smiling. 
"I do not fancy Captain Lumley or any 
other logical modern young man doing 
anything of the kind. He might, if 
extra chivalrous, bring you a dozen 
new pairs to replace the one you had 
dropped." 

"Ah, my dear Miss Desmond, I fear 
you are not imaginative. Or perhaps 
you have only known prosaic men." 

"I have only known Tery few of any 
kind." 

I "And I have had such a wide expe-
1 rlence!" said Miss Dacre, with a sigh. 
i "You can see I am no beauty; yet I 
have the fatal gift of fascination in an 

I extraordinary degree. Yes, really it Is 
I quite curious. I feel in something of 
n difficult position just now, and I 
have no friend neat with whom to 'take 
counsel. Now, dear Miss Desmond, I 
feel attracted to you. I am certain 
you could be a faithful friend, and 
silent as the grave." 

"I should be very happy to be of 
any use to you," said Hope. 

"I knew you would. I am so tired 
of feeding on my own heart! I want 
a friend. Now, I dare say you are sur
prised to see how earnestly I advo
cate Hugh Saville's cause. Ah, there 
Is a little tragic story which will color 
my whole life." 

"Indeed!" with awakening interest. 
"I trust your life will be free from 
ail tragic ingredients." 

"Ah, no! that it cannot be. You must 
know that I saw a great deal of Rich
ard and Hugh Saville when I was a 
little girl. Well, as soon as I left off 
playing with dolls and began to feel, I 
was in love with Hugh; and he was 
very fond of me. Then he went to sea, 
and we did not meet for years, until 
after I had been presented' and had 
refused half a dozen men. I shall 
never forget our flrfet meeting when he 
returned. He was so pleased to see 
me; but soon, very soon, I saw that 
he who was the light of my eyes was 
the one man of all I had met who re
sisted the attraction I generally exer
cise." Here she paused in t her volu
ble utterance and pressed her handkei* 
chief to her eyes. 

(To be continued.) 

ORIGIN OF PUMPKIN PIES. 

Happy Legend of the Early Stage* of 
the Toothsome Delicacy. 

Once upon a time—a long while ago. 
children:—there lived a wise old man 
wbo was always trying to see what he 
could discover. 

Having made several perpetual mo
tion machines and one or two airships, 
he was walking through the fields to 
avoid his creditors, when lie* came up
on a pumpkin. 

"This," he said to himself, bending 
down and feeling of the • yellow orb, 
"Is a vegetable growth; but I flrmly 
believe that it. acquires its hue from 
smaJJ particles of gold which it ex
tracts from the earth." 

So he put the pumpkin ou his shoul
der and took It home, telling all anx
ious inquirers that he was going to dis
cover how to extract gold from it. 

At home, in spite of alights wife said, 
be cut the pumpkin up, and put it in 
a pot and boiled it:—only he argued 
that he was melting it. 

When at last it was a pulpy massshe 
poured it out of the pot, and right on 
top of a pan of dough that his wife 
had rolled out for the purpose of mak
ing a dried-apple pie. 

Now you know the kind of a wife he 
had, do you not? A woman who will 
feed her husband on dried-apple pie 
deserves to be married to two or three 
inventors, doesn't she? 

And so fie put the pumpkin and the 
dough Into the oven, asserting that he 
would harden it with the heat and pro
duce a solid sheet of gold, and be so 
rich that he could afford to run for 
office on a reform ticket. 

But, bless you! when the pumpkin 
and the dough came out of the oven 
it was not a solid sheet of gold at all, 
but a rich, golden, tantalizing section 
of goodness. 

And the poor inventor was hungry, 
so he bit into it. 

A few moments later several of his 
creditors broke into the house and came 
upon him, crying: "Look here! Where 
is all that gold you were going to get 
for us?" 

And he never even looked up at them, 
but kept right on eating, saying; "Who 
cares fr gold? (Bite, bite. O-oo-oh!' 
Who cares f r gold? Men, I hat* dis
covered pumpkin pie!" 

And the creditors sat down also and 
ate, and they, too, were happy ever 
after. 

So now, when you eat pumpkin pie 
y<m should be glad that the poor in
ventor did not succeed in making gold 
of the pumpkin. For If he had, the 
pumpkin might never have gone fur
ther than to fill your teeth.—Judge. 

The Only Way. 
Mrs. Subbubs—We muni give a din

ner party, dear, and that's all there is 
about it 

Mr. Subbubs—Why, you haven't any 
excuse for giving anybody a dinner 
party. 

Mrs. Subbubs—Yes, I have. It will 
give me a chance to borrow back the 
fine dishes I loaned to Miss Nextdore 
when she gave her dinner party last 
spring.—Philadelphia Press. 

One Man's Opinion. 
"I understand that Mr. 'Wederly 

hasn't had a moment's peace since he 
married his third wife," said Mrs. 
Gro wells. 

"Serves him right," rejoined Gro-
wells. "Any fool man who repeatedly 
goes up against the same old game 
deserves all he gets and then some." 

Getting Bven. 
"I understand," said a stranger at 

the reception, "that Miss Caustique is 
the belle of the season." 

"She's the belle of two seasons at 
least," replied a former masculine ad
mirer who had been left at the post. 
"She has a peppery tongue and a vine
gary face." 

Her Only Comment. 
"I'd have you know, madam," said 

the loud-voiced head of the combine, 
"that I am a self-made man." 

"Well," rejoined tlie meek and lowly 
other half, "all I've got to say is there 
ought to be a law to prevent a man 
from cheating himself." 

Another Victim. 
Quinn—How did you make out on 

that stock tip? I heard Booster say 
he was going to let you in on the 
ground floor. 

j)e Fonte—It must have been the, 
cellar, from the way I fell through. 

How It All Happened;' 
Dick—What made you drop out of 

society? 
Jerry—We didn't drop out; it slid, 

from under us. 

FEAR IN INE PRESENT DAY. 
Gabriel <fe la RnM»km)<. 

To-day,we are far removed from fear of heat, 
of cold, or of wild animals. We- have caps, 
coats, houses and firearms. The most poverty 
stricken among us Is infinitely better protected 
from all danger , than was the most powerful 
ruler of ancient days. Nevertheless we possibly 
are become only the more fearful. How often 
In d train we hear a corpulent man shout: "Close 
that door. Don't you feel the draft?" The tone 

is uiat of a person terrified by the sight of some great 
danger. Our own epoch Is not content, however, with fear
ing illness alone; it fears life also. How many despairing 
Individuals we find In every class! How many tragedies 
find their origin solely in the disgust felt for life itself! 
How many suicides are due to the dread of a struggle! 
iAnd how many unfortunates there are who, feeling re
pugnance at this brutal 'manner of solving the problem, 
seek in another way to forget their sad fate.. And forget-

E" ulness in the majority of cases is found in the laboring 
lasses in Inebriety. It is not to wine or alcohol, how-

lever, that the wealthy classes have recourse In order to 
jforget their troubles. Generally subject to heart weak
ness, the members of our high society are sentenced by 
jtheir physicians to a regime of water. They are the vic
tims of their parents and of their ancestors, who have left 
them bodies charred by too abundant feeding, and -blood 
burnt out by too long continued diet of truffles. Thus it 
happens that they generally demand of the druggist poisons 
which will stupefy them or enable them to avoid pain. 
Monsieur fears a touch of toothache—quick, bring cocaine. 
Madame feels a suggestion of headache—get some cere-
brine or antipyrlne. . 

Only the roar of a cannon or the declaration of a war 
Is needed to cause the fear of living to give place to the 
fear of dying. Then, as of old, ths fear of death takes 
possession of humanity. Brothers, relatives and friends 
are being killed. Mankind, for a few weeks or a few 
months trembles as did the man of ancient time. The 
crisis of madness ends, civilization takes up its work. 
Then the weakening processes begin again, 'the races con
tinue to grow old, and man, pursued by fear of suffering, 
takeB recourse to theory and to science, and yet in spite 
of all be does or thinks, fear lives on undestroyed, hidden 
and inaccessible. 

JAPAN WILL TRIUMPH THROUGH HER tOYALTY. 
By 3lr Edwin Arnold. 

Although ho value could possibly 
attach to any opinion of mine upon 
technical military problems, at the 
present juncture I venture to recall 
the incidents and pictures of a memor
able day which I passed in the com
pany of his Imperial Majesty the Em
peror of Japan, with his military staff, 
and some 33,000 troops detailed for the 
annual maneuvers. Never can I forget 
the glory of that early dawn, along the 

SIB EDWIN ABNOLD. r]dge of the southern hills, which 
sweep through all the length of coast, from Kamakura and 
lovely Enoshima, over the foot of splendid and stately Fuji 
Yaina to Gotemba, Oiso and Nara itsolf. We were ad
vancing up the steep paths, many thousand strong—horse, 
foot and artillery—but chiefly foot, to hold the long ridge 
against some detested enemy deploying in the vast flats to 
the eastward and southward. Right ahead of us, in the 
center of the position, not far away, was a breakfast tabic 
roughly improvised out of four ammunition boxes, and 
over these thrown a richly embroidered tablecloth of silk 
purple in color, with golden klku—the Imperial chrysanthe
mum—worked by hand upon it, the only touch of anything 
like luxury visible throughout the vast martial display. 
Though the sun was yet hardly high enough to touch the 
snow upon Fuji Yama with saffron and rose, his Imperial 
Majesty was there drinking tea from a small silver cup. 

The young sovereign was held, as one might easily see, 

in supreme reverence by all around, but a reverence which 
had In It passionate and unchanging affection as well as 
custom. In Japan national loyalty has not as yet divided 
Itself from the actual worship given to the dynasty whose 
origin loses Itself, In the thoughts of forty-five millions of 
homogeneous people, amid the mysteries of the invisible. 
Time was, of course—and only a few years ago—when such 
a proximity as ours to that divinely descended personage 
would have been impossible, incredible, madly presumptu
ous. Three times afterwards even I myself had the privi
lege of respectfully watching from near at hand the dark, 
serious, unchanging, Introspective countenance of him upon 
whom Is focused the-absolute devotion of the Japanese peo
ple, in a manner not only unparalleled elsewhere, but hardly 
even comprehended. It Is this traditional sentiment of the 
wonderful nation wlilch Is the mightiest of all her forces, 
and which will bring her in honor and triumph out of all 
dangers. 

I shall not attempt to dwell upon What I have seen and 
heard personally of his Imperial majesty. Otherpens may 
dare to make him Into paragraphs. Whenever'I, saw that, 
silent potentate I was set thinking of the ancient, legends, 
and of the sun goddess, and of Avaloklteswara. Now that 
-I can only recollect, it is still with something like awe, as 
well as with profound respect and sympathy, that I recall 
the steadfast brows and the stern, sad lips of his Imperial 
Majesty Mutsuhlto—whose Order of the Rising Sun I 
have the honor to bear, and of whom I am the humble 
servant and well wisher—believing, as .1 do, that In his 
august hands Providence has placed the duty and the glory 
of linking forever together the East and the West in a 
union which once appeared impossible. 

VANITY IS MODERN WOMAN'S HANDMAID. 
By Mrs, Desmond Humphreys 

There never was an age when woman's vanity 
was so impressed upon the public mind and so 
absolutely paramount in her own. She seems 
to rule the press by her unqualified defects and 
her need of curing them. She Is apparently 
wrongly made to begin with. That is a good 
sendoff for the cor3et manufacturer and an ad
vertisement for senseless idiots who write of 
sixteen inch waists as a desirable possession. Has 

she a good skin - It must be creamed and massaged and 
electrified in order to keep it in condition. Has she a bad 
one? Then she is more to .be pitied, for every journal 
she takes up offers her a remedy. Is she too slender? Lo! 
there appeals to her the inventor of anatomical develop
ment. Is she stout? Are there not delectable tablets and 
wondrous unguents for reducing inartistic measurements 
to due proportion? Has she no color, or too much Reme
dies for both defects -iJare before her sight in the columns 
of any feminine or' unfeminlne weekly that covers the 
bounteous book stalls! Does the shape of her nose, or the 
color of her hair, or the mole upon her chin offend -her? 
She need no longer fear to "cast out," or remove, or have 
removed, any such personal unslghtliness. The handmaids 
of Vanity stand on every side. Is not this the age of the 
worship of the beautiful? 

It is an appalling thought, when one looks at the mod
ern woman, how much Is real and how much art? What 
will wash, what will take off, and what sort of face will 
pay its devoirs to Morpheus? It is,only to be expected 
that It will differ materially from that of the beautifully 
gowned, coiffured, tinted, massaged and artificial beauty 
who takes (or thinks she does) twenty years off her age by 
daily and nightly service at the temple of the beauty spe
cialist, whose cult she has built up and whose comfortable 
income she supplies.' 

There is but one efficient method of preserving the skin, 
preventing wrinkles, and defying gray hairs. The woman 
who would defy the ravages of time must never shed a 
tear, never worry over anything in life, and never love 
or consider any human creature but—herself! Thus will 
she achicve perennial youth and be able to smile defiance 
at beauty doctors and their nostrums. ''For, however ex
cellent a cure may be, prevention is a million times better. 

ROCKING THE BABY. 

I hear her rocking the baby— 
Her room is just next to mine— 

And 1 fancy I feel the dimpled arms 
That round her neck entwine, 

As she rocks and rocks the baby, 
In the room just next to mine. 

I hear her rocking the baby 
Each day when the twilight comes, 

And I know there's a world of blessing 
and love 

In the "baby bye" she hums. 
I can see the restless fingers 

Playing with "mamma's rings," 
And the sweet little smiling, pouting 

mouth 
That to her in kissing clings, 

As she rocks and sings to the baby, 
And dreams as she rocks and sings. 

I hear her rocking the baby, 
Slower and slower now. 

And I know she is leaving her good
night kiss 

On its eyes and cheeks and brow. 
From her rocking, rocking, rocking, 

I wonder would she start. 
Could she know, through the wall be

tween us, 
She was rocking on my heart? 

While my empty arms are aching 
For a form they may not press, 

And my emptier heart is breaking 
In its desolate loneliness. 

I list to the rocking, rocking, 
In the room just next to mine, 

And breathe a tear in silence 
At a mother's broken shrine, 

For the woman who rocks the baby 
In the room gust next to mine. 

—Philadelphia Telegraph. 

1 KJK1M II m. 1 

T. OM knew little about the theatri
cal section of the great city, but, 
latterly, he had been reading a 

good deal of it, and felt that he was 
not wholly unversed in its geography, 
inhabitants and customs. 

Ever since Edith Blythe had left 
Stautonvlllc to go on the stage, Tom 
had been a subscriber to and a devoted 
reader of all the dramatic and semi-
dramatic newspapers on which he 
could lay a hand. 

Once in a while, far down the street 
he would spy some one, who by the 
poise of her head the manner in 
which she walked, made him think for 
a moment that she was Edith, but each 
time he was disappointed. 

But at last she came, caught in the 
eddy of the crowd, and was almost 
past him before he could reach her 
side. 

They bad luncheon together; not at 
one of the big restaurants full of peo
ple who laughed too loudly and looked 
as though they were all—men and 
women—accustomed to eating and 
drinking too much, but at a quiet place 
on the avenue, which Tom had discov
ered during previous visits. 

And at the luncheon they talked— 
talked of Stauntonville, when nothing 

to occur. 

"I've been away for four years," 
said Edith,- with half a sigh, "but I 
don't imagine that I should find the 
place changed so much after all, should 
I?" * 

"Changed," replied Tom, with his 
hearty laugh, "nothing ever changes in 
Stauntonville." 

"You have not, at any rate." 
- "I have not changed in any particu

lar., I hopa" 
"Not In anything, Tom?" 
Editb was not looking at him as she 

asked this- last question, but out of the 
window. The question was innocent 
enough In its wording, but there was a 
little half minor cadence in her voice 
as she asked It that lent significance to 
the words. 

"Not in anything," he answered, 
very soberly. 

"I take the Stauntonville Clarion, 
Tom, and I have always been expect
ing to read that you were married. 
Haven't you found the right woman 
yet?" 

"You know that I found the right 
woman long ago, Edith, and I am still 
waiting for her. I will always be 
waiting for her." 

"So. Stauntonville—and you—never 
change! I have been living In a world 
of constant change for so long that it 
seems strange to think of people who 
do not change." 

There was the same dreamy, half 
minor cadence in her voice, as of one 
who was indulging in retrospection and 
saw a pleasant, if not regrettable, 
vision. 

"But you, Edith, In your world of 
constant change, have also remained 
unchanged. You are what you were 
before—just Edith. And you know 
you are the only woman I ever loved 
or ever could love. Are you still de
termined to make a career for your
self upon the stage? I take it that you 
have been fairly successful, but do you 
never think it might have been better 
to have choscn the other life? You 
know it is not too late. I am always 
waiting for you." 

"I have been fairly successful," she 
replied, "and when I met you I was 
just coming from rehearsal. I have 
been engaged to play the second role 
in the company of Miss , the star. 
And it begins to look as though suc
cess were not far ahead of me. 

"Bu* do you know that when I was 
engaged, Miss — asked me to lunch
eon with her and had a long talk with 
inc. It seeins that she took some sort 
of a fancy to me and was Instrumental 
In obtaining the engagement for me. 
, "She asked me if I had fully deter
mined to make the stage my life work, 
and when I answered in the affirmative 
she sighed. Then she went on to tell 
me just what the life, in pJl its drudg
ery, its uncertainty and its destruction 
of home ties meant. 

"She asked me if I had ever been 
in—well, I mean I told her about you. 
She asked all sorts of questions about 
you, and then—then she—but you don't 
know her, so why should you be Inter
ested In what she said?" 

"Why should I ba Interested I Qo 

right on and tell me what she said. 
What did she advise you to do?" 

"She said thai success, even success 
like hers—and you know that she is 
one of the most popular actresses In 
the country—was not worth the price 
one paid for it. That any woman had 
better marry and settle down in—in a 
village' like Stauntonville than ever 
achieve stiardom. In short, she advised 
me to marry you." 

Tom leaned suddenly across the ta
ble and took Edith's band. He utterly 
forgot that they were in a public res
taurant 

Fortunately they were cut off from 
the general view by a bank of palms, 
and their waiter, discretion personified, 
promptly retired when he saw that his 
presence was not wanted! 

"And you are going to marry me, 
Edith?" 

"I have a very high opinion of Miss 
K , and attach much Veight to her 
opinion," she replied, demurely. "But 
are you sure you still want me?" 

"I told you tm things never changed 
In StauntonvIlfP You must go back 
with me to tlie world where things 
never change. Just send Miss K a 
little note to the effect that you have 
taken her advice; it is only a few 
blocks to "The little church around the 
corner," and we can leave for Staun
tonville this afternoon."—Indianapolis 
Sun. 

Early Precocity of Great Men. 
The .young Mozart was seated in his 

cradle,' composing a scherzo in B minor 
for the left hand. 

"What doest thou, mein lieber kind?" 
inquired the coming maestro's mother, 
in- very fair south Germanese. 

The child wonder waved her aside 
with his chubby fiist 

"Mutter," he said in vexed though 
prattling tones, "you haf interrupted 
de flow of chenious. I was chust hold
ing a sustainet seventh, sostenut cum 
largo, ven you proke In- upon me rait 
your idle inquirings." He paused and 
rested his bulbous head on his tiny 
hand. 'I caunot take oop my work 
again yet I am not in de humorings 
for it. Vere is my bottle?" 

"It is vanning In de ofen,' replied 
his doting parent. 'I will pring It so 
quickly." 

And as she stamped heavily from 
tlie room the child artist puckered his 
tiny lips and skilfully whistled, for the 
first time in public, a wooden shoe 
march that was In perfect rhythm with 
his maternal parent's ponderous foot
steps. 

Sifinga Bank Laws. 
It Is anticipated that several of the 

Southern States will soon pass savings 
bank laws similar to those of New 
York and the New England States. 

First of American Strikes. 
Three hundred shoemakers who 

struck for higher wages in Philadel
phia in 1876 were the first workingmen 
to adopt such tactics in this country. 

A man must be mighty crooked 
these days to gat into the pentuntlaqr, I 

f asdfe 
Calling Down the Teacher. 

A school teacher In Dlcklnsi 
county, ICansplf^cpelved the following 
not from tlie mother of one of her A 
pupils: "Miss—1 Wan yuc 2 deafluk- " 
ly understate if I kepe susan ote of skul :'#> 
2 help du the washtaan skrubbln It l£.> 
nun of yilrs or the troont oflsers bisnes 
its me la runtn ml kids and yue ( air 
the etalt of Kansas tend 2 yun 
owen bisnes. mrs.—." 

L. 

The. Jews have a greater number of 
religions papers, 1 proportionately, than 
any Christian denomination, and theli 
papers are the best supported. . '' 

This* Is Mlracnlona. 
Manhattan, Kan., March 14.—One of 

the strangest cases that has ever been 
heard of In Riley Co. Is that of the 
three-year-old daughter of Mr. Jonas 
Brubaker, of this place. 

Some time ago the little girl took 
whooping cough, which was followed 
by pneumonia. When the pneumonia 
left' her, she was taken down wifi^ 
malaria fever with at times symptoiqf^ 
of spinal meningitis. 

The family doctor brought her tad 
ly through these troubles, but alter 
the fever Brlght's Disease set in and 
the doctors gave her up. Her father 
tells the rest of the story: 

"We began to give her Dodd's Kid
ney Pills, and after she had taken 
about three and a half boxes, she was 
entirely cured. Now she Is well as any 
child, running and playing as if noth-
lug had ever been the matter With her. 
The doctors said she was beyond the 
reach of medicine. Dodd's Kidney 
Pills certainly saved our little girl's 
life, when she was so far into the 
chronic stage of Brlght's Disease that 
we thought nothing could save her." 

. 1— 
Striking Coincidence. 

Dagau—Casey, yez clock is broke. I| 
Struck foive for six. 

Casey—Faith, it's more lucky than 
mesilf, thin. Yistiddy whin Oi wor broke 
Oi hod to shtroke foive for wan.—Kan> 
sai City Journal. 

You can do your dyeing In half an 
hour with POTNAM FADELESS 
DYES. 

Up in the Air. 
The Doctor—So you have moved 

office to the top floor of a "skyscrajj! 
eh?, ^ , 

The Lawyer—Yes. 
The Doctor—How do you like it? 
The Lawyer—Don't know. Haven't 

got acclimated yet 

Ynu Can Get Allan'* foot-Ease FRKE. 
Write to-day to Allen 8. Olmsted, Le Boy, 

N. Y., for a FKEE sample of Allen's Foot-
Base, a powder to shake Into your shoes. 
It cores tired, sweating, damp, swollen,' ach
ing feet. It makes new or tight shoes easy. 
A certain cure for Corns and Bunions. All 
druggists and shoe stores sell It. 29c. 

Not Natural. 
"I suppose the prisoner refused to talk 

—referred you to his lawyer, eh?" 
"Oh, no; the prisoner is a woman."— 

Cincinnati Times-Star. 

AGRICULTURE IN WE8TERN 
CANADA. 

It* Grain Fields-Ranching Lan4 
Dairying Keaourcca. 

The editor of the Wisconsin Ag—: 

turist, who was one of a party of edi
tors of agricultural papers, took a trip 
through Canada during the past 
spring, writes to his paper in the fol
lowing strain: 

The reason of his visiting Canada, 
was to satisfy himself that the reports 
coming to hi^ pqjper regarding the won
derful resourciiiaf that country were 
accurate. In view of the wonderful 
settlement that was going on there, 
many from this country crossing the 
line in search olj permanent homes and 
in view- of wtyrt he had heard in re
gard to conditions of soil, water, cli
mate, topography,' fuel, grasses, rain 
fall, markets:; "et<?., and also the influ
ence which these have had on the 
present and future of agriculture he 
deemed it necessary to make an ex
tended trip through all of the above 
territoiy. 

Inspeaking of the Province of Man
itoba, he says: 

"The. province of Manitoba com
prises within its limits the far famed 
grain-growing valleys of the Assini-
boine and Red Bivers. Although call
ed the Prairie Province of CaiiAfla, 
Manitoba has large areas of foffl||f, 
numerous rivers and vast watl'^ex-
panslons. 

"The soil is a rich, deep mould, or 
loam, resting on a deep clay sub-soil. 
It is well adapted to wheat growing, 
giving a bountiful yield of the finest 
quality, known the world over as No. 
1 hard wheat. During the past ten 
years the growth of wheat and other 
grains has steadily increased, until 
now the production, by 35,000 farm
ers, reaches over 100,000,000 bushels. 
Of the 23,000,000 arable acres in Mani
toba, probably not one-half of it is 
occupied. Cultivated- grasses yield 
about two tons per acre, and native 
grasses a ton and a half. 

"There can be no question but that 
dairying will become a great industry 
throughout the Northwest, and espe
cially cheese making, as the climate 
is favorable and similar to that of On-
tarlo. 

"Crops grown are wheat, barley, 
oats, flax, rye, peas, corn for fodder, 
brome, potatoes roots etc. The soil is 
very fertile and moisture ample. The 
climate is good and the growing sea
son, while not quite so long as in Wis
consin, matures crops as the sun shin<J 
much longer, rising about 4 o'clf 
and shines until about 9 at night 
can easily read a newspaper at 10 
p. m. The long days make growth fast 
and push crops to maturity ahead of 
frost. 

"The ranching, the wheat growing 
and the mixed farming belts all cross 
over Assiniboia. The yield and the 
quality of wheat raised along the main 
line of the Canadian Pacific Railway, 
at such places as Indian Head and its 
allied districts, have become famous, 
tys possibilities are shown, by the aver-
ages of tests made at the experimental 
farm in 1902, when eleven varieties 
of the most suitable wheat, sown on 
April 19, were cut in. 130 days, and 
yielded 4,314 pounds of straw and 43 
bushels and 2 pounds of grain per 
acre. Its mixed farming area is ex
cellent, its range cattle, horses and 
sheep are the equals of any seen in 
the Northwest, and its treeless portion 
Is underlaid with coal. The town of 
Medicine Hat is heated and Illuminat
ed with natural gas. There are abun
dant deposits of brick, pottery and fire 
clays." 

Agents of the. Canadian Government 
Will be pleased to mall an- Atlas 
any one Interested and alsO all othJ 
Information regarding railway rat<l\ 
•to. 
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