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with conic misgivings. Then he re-
gained his

"I have come to offer this agree-
ment in behalf of Mr. Naylor," he
said, "but, as I have told you all about
it, a further explanation is notneces-sar- y.

I will guarantee the payments
named in the document."

Miss Ada Nelson accepted the pa-
per. She glanced at the lawyer. He
nodded as if from some prearranged
understanding. Miss Nelson placed
the paper in the blazing grate, where
it was consumed to ashes.

"You are a noble man," said Miss
Nelson, extending her hand impetu-
ously. "We must cast the veil of
charity over the .harsh judgment of
my dead uncle. Let me help you in
making still more secure and happy
the worthy man you so generously
befriended."

And, their young, glowing hearts in
unison with human sympathy, soon
merged into the deeper ecstacy of
mutual love.

ABOUT JAPAN'S BRIDGES
The ceremony of opening new

bridges to the public is one of the
great events of these days in Tokio,
Japan. Many of the old historic
landmarks are being replaced by
more modern, if not more artistic
structures. But the superstition at-
tending bridge building of bygone
days, is, for the most part, absent in
the ceremonies. There was a time
when the Japs, to insure a strong
foundation, buried a victim, prefer-
ably a maiden, alive, under a pier of
the bridge. Nowadays more scienti-
fic foundations are laid.

One custom of old times still ob-
served in the opening of a bridge is
the sweeping of the roadway across
perfectly clean and then forming a
parade led by a family consisting of
three generations. The grandfather
and grandmother are dressed in old
Japanese ceremonial robes, the
father and mother in modern cos-
tume and the younger couple in Eu-
ropean clothes.

While inspecting agricultural oper-
ations in a western harvest field, old
chap, I was startled by the clangor
of a handbell, operated in the vicinity
of the farmhouse. The agriculturists,
one and all, dropped their implements
and began to run, one of them shout-
ing to me as follows:

"Hatk to the corned beef chimes!
Don't you hear that appetite curfew
ringing out the glad dope that grub
grazing ime has came. The fuel is
laid out from dates to doughnuts at
the shack and let's beat it there be-
fore these hungry provision tenders
get their grappling hooks on all the
fodder!"

My word !

A CHRISTMAS'SUCCESTION "

A dozen little silk bags made of all
shades of lavender to purple ribbons,
filled with dried sweet lavender, may
be surely- - acceptable to a new house-
keeper. Any colors may be used for
the bags, but the prettiest I saw wen
in shades of purple. There are so
many places in one's house these lit-
tle, thoughtful" gifts may go and be a
comfort.
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