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CHAPTER VII. 

R. LORRAINE was 
now long past the 
great climateric, 
and breaking fast; 
indeed, so infirm 
had he become that 
he had more than 
once thought of re
tiring from the 
ministry altogeth
er. Though his 
body was frail, 

however, his intellect was as bright as 
•ver, and when Marjorie entered the 
study he was busily engaged in read
ing one of his favorite books. 

He looked up with his kindly smile 
as his foster-daughter appeared. 

"Is it you, my bairn?" he said, as 
tie came over and kissed her. "Wel
come home again! Though you have 
been scarcely a week away, I have 
missed you sorely,, and have been 
counting the days till your return." 

For some months past, I should now 
explain, Marjorie had been accustomed 
to stay at a ladies' school in the neigh
boring town from Monday till Friday 
of every week, returning each Friday 
afternoon, and remaining till the fol
lowing Monday. This arrangement had 
been found necessary, as it was im
possible for the girl to complete her 
simple education at home, and as the 
distance was too great for her to go 
to an>l fro daily without inconvenience. 

"And what news have you got from 
the town?" continued the minister, as 
Marjorie, holding his hand in hers, 
sank into a chair at his side. "How is 
Miss Carruthers? and how do you get 
iloig with your studies?" 

"Miss Carruthers sends her compli
ments, and as she is called away to 
Edinburgh to see her sick sister I am 
to bide at home for a week. A whole 
week, Mr. Lorraine, and in May-time! 
Oh, I am so glad!" 

"So am I, my bairn," said the min
ister, "A week's rest will do me good, 
too, I hope, for I have been far from 
we)l since you went away. I had one 
of my 0I6. attacks on Tuesday, and 
have> been obliged to keep in the 
house." 

"You will be better now," said Mar
jorie. "I will nurse you!" 

"Ay, ay; ard the sight of your face 
nnd the sound of your voice will do 
me more good than the doctor. By the 
way, my bairn, I had one here, today 
Inquiring after you, and she will be 
.here again this evening." 

" I  know! Miss Hetherington, of the 
'"Castle?" 

"Yes, Miss Hetherington. It is 
•ntrange, my bairn, how much interest 
-the good lady takes in you—she who 
• r.ires so little for any other living 
thing; and yet, after all, it is not 

•.strange, for my Marjorie is a favorite 
%with high and low." 

The girl's face grew troubled as she 
answered: 

"I hope, Mr. Lorraine, she won't be 
asking me up to the Castle; I feel so 
lenely there, and she—she frightens 
me sometimes! She has such strange 
ways, and the house is an awful place." 

"Well, well, you must be careful not 
to offend her, for she is a true 
friend." 

"I know she is very rich and good, 
too, but for all that. I cannot bear to be 
alone in her company. I wonder why 
she likes to have me! She sits in her 
arm-chair looking at me for hours to
gether, till sometimes I feel as if I 
could scream out and run away!" 

"She is a strange woman," said the 
minister, thoughtfully; "but you have 
no reason to fear her. She takes a 
great interest in you, and in all that 
concerns you." 

"I know that, but—" 
"Her eccentricities are only put on, 

I think, to conceal a heart that is truly 
kindly. You must try to humor iier, 
my bairn. Not that I would have you 
shape your conduct toward her by any 
sordid hope of future gain; no, no, 
that would be unworthy; but it is well, 
after all to have so powerful a friend, 
should anything happen to me." 

"Oh, don't speak like that!" ex
claimed Marjorie, her eyes filling with 
tears. "I cannot bear it." 

Solomon here interrupted the con
versation by bringing in the tea. 

Marjorie took off her hat and shawl, 
and, sitting at the table, began to pour 
out the tea, while Mr. Lorraine, forget
ting his recent train of thought, ques
tioned her anew about her doings in 
the town. Thus far they chatted cheer
fully together and shared the simple 
meal. 

"And how about the French, Mar
jorie?" asked Mr. Lorraine presently. 
"Are you coming on?" 

"Very slowly," was her reply. "I 
find it hard to pronounce, and the verbs 
are a dreadful trouble—and the gen
ders. It's so hard to tell whether a 
thing is masculine or feminine, and I 
"wonder how the French folks them
selves can tell. I'm afraid I'll never 
learn the French rightly." 

"I could never master it myself, 
though, after all, maybe, I never fairly 
tried; it's a queer kind of tongue, like 
the chirping of birds, I'm thinking. 

; What like is your teacher?" 
"Monsieur Caussidiere? A handsome 

gentleman, with black hair and black 
«yes." 

"A young man, Marjorie?* 
"Not old, but very grave ^nd sad as 

if Im bad bad much trouble: ud I 

think he has, for he is an exile and 
cannot return to his native land." 

"Has he not other scholars?" he 
asked quietly. 

"Only myself out of our school. I 
go to his house for my lesson every 
afternoon. And he is very, very kind! 
He would scarcely take the fee3. He 
said " ' 

But here Marjorie paused and blush
ed, for she suddenly remembered 
Caussidiere's words and ardent looks 
of admiration. 

"Well, what did he say?" 
"He said he was ashamed to take 

money for teaching, and then—then 
talked about France, and how he longed 
to return, and how sad it was to be an 
exile. That was all!" 

Mr. Lorraine did not question any 
further, but seemed plunged in thought. 

"By the way, Marjorie," he said, after 
a pause, "you know that your school 
fees are paid by Miss Hetherington?" 

Marjorie nodded. 
"It was her wish that you should be 

taught French. For my own part, I 
never thought much of either the lan
guage or the people, but that may bo 
my prejudice. Miss Hetherington thinks 
that every young lady should learn 
French. Curious, the interest she takes 
in you!" 

There was a noise at the front door, 
a sound of feet in the lobby. 

Solomon entered abruptly. 
"She's outside," he said. "Will I 

bring her in?" 
"Who is outside, Solomon, my man?" 
"Wha but. Mistress Hetherington, 

frae the Castle. The carriage is at the 
door, and she's wrangling wi' the 
driver." 

Mr. Lorraine rose feebly from his 
chair, while Marjorie nervously put 
down her cup and saucer and prepared 
to receive the visitor. 

"This way, mem!" said Solomon; and 
immediately there entered the room' a 
woman of middle height, with snow-
white hair, leaning upon a stall or 
hand-crutch. 

She had black piercing eyes, a com
plexion like alabaster, and her front 
teeth projected slightly over her under 
lip. Though she had the air of an old 
woman and walked with a stoop, ner 
face had scarcely a wrinkle, and her 
voice was deep and powerful. 

Marjorie sprang up and stood trem
bling. Without a word, Miss Hether
ington crossed the room and looked 
fix'edly in the young girl's face. 

"Weel, Marjorie Annan?" she said in 
a strong Scotch accent. 

"How—how do you do, Miss Hether
ington?" 

"As you see—well enough not to 
complain. Stand still and let me look 
at ye! There, you may kiss me if you 
like!" 

Marjorie did not like, but she bent 
forward and touched the lady's frosty 
cheek. 

"Did ye come doon in the wagon
ette? Nae need to answer, for I ken, 
and I ken who came along wi' ye! 
What's this between you and Johnnie 
Sutherland?" 

Had a bomb exploded under her "eet, 
Marjorie could not have shown more 
consternation. She stammered, and 
blushed, and cast an appealing glance 
at Mr. Lorraine. 

"How's this, Marjorie?" he said, 
gently. "You did not tell me that 
Johnnie had come back." 

"I'll swear she didna," exclaimed 
Miss Hetherington, with a low, harsh 
laugh. "See hoo she blushes! The lad 
and she had a tryste in Dumfries, and 
came down together." 

Here Solomon, who stood at the room 
door looking on, thought it his duty 
to interfere. 

"And what then? What if Johnnie 
Sutherland did conv.ey our Marjorie 
hame? There's nae bairm in that, I'm 
thinking." 

"Hold you tongue, Solomon Muclile-
backit," said Miss Hetherington, with 
a sharp rap of her crutch upon the 
ground. "Mind your own business!" 

"It is my business," retorted Solo
mon, doggedly. "Marjorie, dinna heed 
her!" 

"Solomon!" cried Mr. Lorraine, with 
a certain authority. 

"Weel?" 
"Be good enough to leave the room." 
The old man uttered a low snort of 

defiance, but immediately obeyed. Miss 
Hetherington took a chair close to the 
fireplace, and sat in it, leaning heavily 
on her crutch. 

"Nae fool like an old fool!" she mut
tered, looking at Mr. Lorraine, but re
ferring to the refractory sexton. "Be
tween the twa o' ye, you're spoiling 
Marjorie Annan altogether." 

"I hope not," returned the minister 
mildly, resuming his own seat. "After 
all, too, Solomon is quite right. John
nie and Marjorie are old friends." * 

"All the parish kens that," said the 
lady of the Castle. "Come here, Mar
jorie, and dinna be feared—I'll no eat 
you! Look me in th0 face! Are you 
and Johnnie courting?" 

Marjorie's face was scarlet, and she 
trembled violently. 

"Oh, Miss Hetherington," she cried, 
"what do you mean?" 

And she held out her hand to Mr. 
Lorraine, as if beseeching him to take 
her part. 

"Really, Mlsa Hetherington," he said, 
"Marjorie is a child, and I am sure such 
nonsense as you fpeak of has naver 
entered her bead." 

"Nonsense is it?" retorted the lady, 

with the Mime low, harsh laugh as be
fore. "Weel, it's the nonsense to 
which a' folk come early or late, gentle 
and simple, and trust mc to keir bet
ter than either you or that idiot Solo
mon what young lasses are made o'. 
Do you think Marjorie Annan's .made 
of stanc or aim, and doesna ken a fair 
favored lad from a rowan tree or a 
milk coo?" 

"I think she is too young for love-
making," returned the minister. 

"Then you think wrang; it's never 
o'er early for a lassie to begin.. As for 
Johnnie, I'll no say but what he's a 
decent lad and a modest, and he has 
talent as weel, the rogue, heaps o' tal
ent, though he's only a weaver's son— 
eh, Marjorie. has he no?" 

And as she looked at Marjorie there 
was no anger in her stern black eyes; 
rather a sort of grim-humored sym
pathy. Seeing his foster-child's con
fusion, Mr. Lorraine attempted to give 
the conversation another turn. 

"If young Sutherland has developed 
natural gifts he has you to thank for 
the opportunity. We all know how kind 
you have been to him." 

"Because I bought two o* his pic
tures," she retorted, with her charac
teristic and disagreeable laugh. "I gave 
fifty pound apiece for them, the more 
fool I. One was a view o' the Castle 
frae the south, wi' a cuddie eating 
thistles in the foreground—a cuddie as 
big as a hippopotamus; and the other 
was Marjorie hersel,' wi' her lap full 
o' wild flowers, sitting by the side o' 
Annan water, and about as like her, 
by that token, as it was like Solomon 
Mucklebackit." 

"We always considered it an excel
lent likeness," said Mr. Lorraine, good-
humoredly. 

"So it was," cried Marjorie impul
sively; "everybody said so." 

"And what everybody said must be 
true?" demanded the lady, with a sneer. 
' Weel, likeness or no likeness, the lad 
has talent, as I said; and if he works 
hard, maybe he'll be able some fine day 
to paint a picture. So much for John
nie Sutherland. Now we'll come to the 
business which brought mo doon. 1 
want Marjorie to come to me tomor
row and spend the day." 

The very proposal which Marjorie 
dreaded! She opened her lips to give 
a trembling refusal, to frame some 
awkward excuse, but before she could 
say a word Miss Hetherington con
tinued with decision: 

"I'll be expecting her early, say at 
ten. She can walk the distance, unless 
she's o'er idle; in that case, I'll send 
the carriage to fetch her." 

"I am very sorry," stammered Mar
jorie, "but tommorrow—" 

She paused, and glanced in supplica
tion at her foster-father. 

"The fact is," said Mr. Lorraine, "we 
had made other arrangements for to
morrow. Some other day, maybe." 

Miss Hetherington's eyes flashed, and 
her crutch was sharply struck upon the 
floor. 

"Tomorrow and no other day will 
suit me. I hae something to say to her 
that will na keep. Do you hear that, 
Marjorie?" 

"Yes," answered Marjorie timidly; 
"but I have only just come home, and 
I would rather—" 

"Come or stay," she exclaimed. 
"Please yoursel', Marjorie Annan; 
but if you stay at home the morn, 
you'll wait lang for another invita
tion." 

Eager not to give offense, Mr. Lor 
raine now interposed. 

"If you wish it, Marjorie shall come ' 
"Very well," said Miss Hetheringt' 11 

sharply; then, turning to the girl, s ie 
added: "Will you walk, or shall i 
send the carriage?" 

"I—I—will walk," returned Marjorie 
timidly, with the air of one doomed tc. 
condign punishment. 

"Then I'll expect you at ten, and nae 
later. Now, gie me your arm to the 
carriage." 

Marjorie obeyed, and with a short 
"God-day" to the minister, Miss Heth
erington left the room. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Napoleon'* Journey to ICllia. 

That the wrath of his subjects com
pelled the great Napoleon to play a 
very undignified part when he traveled 
from Fontainebleau to Elba in 1814 is 
known to all readers of history. The 
full details, hov/ever, of that wretched 
journey have only just bean revealed 
by the publication of Count Paul Schou-
valoff's original reports to Count Ne3-
selrode. From Lyons onward the tem
per of the population grew more and 
more violent. At Orgon a gibbet had 
been prepared and the little escort 
had much difficulty in robbing it of so 
illustrious a victim. A few miles 
further Napoleon, becoming alarmed, 
donned the blue uniform and whit€ 
cockade of one of the outriders, whom 
he induced to fill his place in the car
riage. Thus attired he reached Aix al 
full gallop. Then the innkeeper's wife, 
ignorant of his identity, cried, "So Na
poleon is coming! They had much bet
ter kill him at once. As soon as they 
get him on the sea they will certainly 
drown him." After hearing these 
words the emperor assumed the name 
of Lord Burghersh, but next morning I on the* road 

GRAVES OF HEJtOES. 

MANY BODIES ON HILLSIDE 
NEAR SANTIAGO. 

Little Aid for Invnllda—Wounded Pass 
Through Trying and Dangerous Or
deals While Milium; Efforts to Reach 
the Hospital. 

James Langland wrote from Siboney, 
Cuba, under date of, Juiy 14, as fol
lows: 

For nearly a week Capt. Capron's 
grave was the only one on the hillside 
just above the western part of the 
village. Now there are many beside 
it. Most of them are the resting places 
of wounded men who have died in the 
hospitals. 

Every day several details of soldiers 
or of Cubans are sent up to open new 
graves in the rocky ground, and they 
are followed by processions carrying 
stretchers on which rest the dead. The 
funeral ceremonies are brief and sim
ple; usually they are confined to the 
reading of the burial service and a 
shcrt prayer. The interments are made 
about sundown or after the moon has 
risen, when the air is cool. Every
thing is done quietly, almost silently. 
There is no firing of salutes over the 
graves and no sounding of trumpets. 
Persons a few paces away may not 
even be aware that the soil of Cuba 
is receiving the remains of more Amer
ican heroes. 

There can be no denial of the fact 
that conditions here are against the 
recovery of those badly hurt; wounds 
ordinarily considered slight are dan
gerous. The heat, combined with hu
midity, the unsanitary state of every 
place occupied by Cubans and the lack 
of accommodations, as well as of the 
luxuries which are of so great value 
in sick rooms, impose a heavy handi
cap upon the invalid. There are too 
few nurses to give the proper amount 
of attention to the disabled and those 
that are here have to contend with 
many and great difliculties. They are 
overworked, underfed and without the 
right kind of shelter either day or 
night. It is almost a marvel that they 
have been able to do any work at all. 

One reason why so many of the 
slightly wounded fail to get well is 
that after receiving their hurts they 
were compelled to walk many miles 
over wretched roads or to ride in 
heavy, jolting wagons to get to the 
hospitals. After the battle of Canea, 
July 1, many soldiers came all the 
way to Siboney to get treatment. 

For a well man the journey is any
thing but pleasant. He imagines, and 
with reason, too, that in the dark re
cesses of the tangled forest on either 
side lie concealed men whose business 
it is to kill without mercy; he hears 
mysterious noises in the underbrush 
and the unfamiliar cries and calls of 
night birds; he stumbles over the dis
carded clothing of men who have pre
ceded him; he sees hideous objects 
crawling across the path; he finds a 
rude litter under a tree and wonders 
what has become of the soldier who 
was carried on it; here and there he 
recognizes the dim outline of newly-
made graves. 

The road becomes nairower and 
darker and more wearisome as he pro
ceeds. The miles seem never-ending. 
At last, after what seems to him an 
eternity, he emerges into the light and 
finds that he is on the top of the high 
hill overlooking the town which is his 
goal. He staggers down the rocky 
slope to find at the foot the rudest 
kind of shelter, the poorest kind of 
food and the hardest kind of a bed. 
This is the experience of a strong, 
healthy man. What must have been 
that of the wounded, who for days 
and nights kept coming from distant 
battlefields in search of relief? 

Those who were carried in wagons 
fared a little better, but not much. 
They had companionship, and com
pany under such conditions means 
much, and they had some protection, 
though not always. But the wagon 
roads were worse than the trails. Cut 
up into deep ruts by the heavy team
ing and the passage of batteries of ar
tillery, filled with rocks and other ob
structions, hub-deep in mud and slime 
in the swampy stretches and made 
dangerous for six-mule teams by steep 
hills and sudden turns, they were 
about as bad as they could be. 

The six or eight wounded men 
crowded into each wagon were unmer
cifully jolted. In some cases their 
wounds were started bleeding afresh. 
In no case, it is safe to say, did the 
long, rough ride do a disabled soldier 
any good. On more than one occasion 
wagons loaded with patients were up
set, causing painful bruises and break
ing limbs. 

The regular Red Cross ambulances 
did good service and saved many lives. 
They were 'comfortable and afforded 
shelter from the sun and rain. The 
wagons were open, only a few of them 
having canvas covers. The wounded 
protected themselves by holding 
branches of palm leaves over their 
heads. When it rained they usually 
got wet, their rubber coats having 
been abandoned on the battlefield or 

borrowed the uniform of an Austrian 
general, and instead of occupying his 
own carriage drove behind it in a (hum
ble caliche as a member of the foreign 
suite. 

Those Unnece*aary Questions. 
He had lost control of his wheel and 

the wheel left him to his fate. H< 
rose in the air and then pitched upon 
the dusty road, gathering great quan
tities of dirt and accumulating ache: 
and bruises. A few moments after
ward a sympathetic "countryman cami 
along. "Had a fall,  eh?" "No." "Y t  
didn't? Then what's happened?" "i 
climbed- a tree to look at the scenery. 
How are crbps and what are you charg
ing a dozen for Franco-German pota
toes?"—Judgt. 

Hereafter it is certain that better 
preparations for the care of the wound
ed will be made. Gen. Shafter has 
impressed the fact upon the authori
ties that more surgeons, more ambu
lances and more medical stores must 
be provided in order to prevent a vast 
amount of needless suffering. This 
is one of the lessons taught by the 
Santiago campaign. 

«* 
The War Spirit la Kansas. 

Here is the inscription painted on a 
harvest wagon that passed through 
Lyons, Kan., the other day: 
"Thirteen hundred Spaniards down be

low; 
Praise God from whom all blessings 

'flow," 

HOW ANTS MAKE SLAVES. 

Wsntwff Slake Raids Against Nests of 
the Small Turf Ant. 

The warrior ant is a slave-making 
species. It is a large red ant, and it 
makes raids against nests of the small 
yellow turf ant, a mild and docile race, 
large numbers of which it carries off 
to act as servants. But it does not 
steal fully grown turf ants; their hab
its are formed and they would be use
less for such a purpose. What the 
warrior ant wants is a raw material, 
which can be turned into thoroughly 
well trained servants. So it merely 
kills the adult ants which strive to 
oppose its aggression, and contents it
self with trundling- home to its own 
nest the larvae and pupae of the turf 
ants which it has put to flight and van
quished. In time these grub^ and co-
coon» produce full grown yellow work
ers, which can be taught by the war
rior ants to act as nurses and house
maids. I once saw in a garden in Al
giers a great pitched battle going on 
between slavemakers and the family 
of the future slaves, in which the 
ground was strewn with the corpses of 

.the vanquished. Not till the nest of 
the smaller ants was almost extermin
ated did they retire from the unequal 
contest and allow the proud invader to 
carry off their brothers and sisters in 
their cocoons, asleep and unconscious. 
Occasionally, by dint of mere numbers, 
they beat off the invader with heavy 
loss; but much more often the large 
and strong-jawed warriors, and 
destroy to a worker the op
posing forces. They crush their ad
versaries' heads with their vise-like 
mandibles. Meanwhile, within the nest 
the other half of the workers—the di
vision told off as special nurses—are 
otherwise employed in defending and 
protecting the rising generation. At 
the first alarm, at the first watchword 
passed with waving antenae through 
the nest, "A warrior host is attacking 
us!" they hurry to the chambers where 
the cocoons are stored and bear them 
off in their mouths into the rccesses of 
the nest, the lowest and most inacces
sible of all the chambers.—Strand Mag
azine. 

A New Wine Berry. 

"There is a new table berry on the 
market this year," said a market deal
er to a reporter, "which proves that 
there is something new under the sun 
after all, at least in the berry business. 
The newcomer is called the wine berry. 
In shape and color it is not unlike the 
rospberry, though it is a trifle smaller 
in size. Its taste and flavor is a com
bination of the raspberry and the old-
fashioned red currant. It is superior 
to either of the berries from which it 
sprung, and has an advantage over 
either in that it ships better and lasts 
longer. It is a graft from the rasp
berry and is the result of considerable 
study and experiment. It grows In ev
ery respect like the red raspberry and 
is as prolific. Those that have 'been 
sent to market so far this season do 
not show up as well as they should for 
the reason that there has been but lit
tle rain in this section of the country 
for the past two months, when the 
fruit was making."—Washington Star. 

Kearlng the Brink. 
He (feeling his way)— I wish we 

were good friends enough for you to— 
to call me by my first name. She (help
ing him along)—Oh, your last name 
is good enough for me.—New York 
Wee'kly. 

WHEELING NOTES. 

Cycling is making great progress in 
India, which can ngw boast two jour-
als devoted to the pastime. One is 
published in Bombay, the other in Cal
cutta. 

In Berlin arrangements are being 
made to apportion off a narrow track 
along the sides of the principal thor
oughfares. Under these conditions the 
risk of cycling even in the city would 
be minimized. 

It is surprising that more accidents 
do not occur, especially to lady riders, 
owing to the lack of attention which 
many of them pay to their machines, 
and also their unwillingness in many 
cases to attain any mechanical knowl
edge, which they regard as unneces
sary and so much avoidable trouble. 
One has often seen ladies riding on 
machines in a condition which almost 
"raises one's hair," and with an indif
ference which no man would dare to 
emulate. 

A rather alarming prospect is sug
gested by the announcement that a 
medical man has found the bicycle 
of great benefit to patients In the early 
stages of mental disease. If it can be 
guaranteed that the insane cyclist 
shall be strictly confined to his own 
premises, or to those of the asylum or 
sanatarium of which he may be a 
guest, well and good. But the mere 
off-chance of the addition of bedlamite 
"bikers" to the already abounding per
ils of the streets is enough to shatter 
the timid wayfarer's last remnant of 
nerve, and to darken his daily walks 
abroad with the. shadow of an ever-
present terror. 

A lady cyclist has written a cycling 
paper making the extraordinary dec
laration that ever since she began rid
ing she has made it her chief ambition 
to run over chickens. One has often 
marveled at the imperturbable calm 
with which the average domestic fowl 
will stand in the path of an advancing 
cycle until the very last moment, and 
then with a swift simultaneous move
ment of legs and wings neatly elude 
It by a hair's breath. They are caught 
sometimes, though, and it was the fact 
of several riders having been thrown 
by unskillful chanticleers which drew 
forth the announcement of this eccen
tric lady's pastime. 

* 

irt & 
Vti 

' • ? 

The Joys extracted by a corkscrew, 
•re always transitory ones. 

• HI® HAPPENED IN KANSAS. 

County Virmar is Almost 
Strangled by a felrocco. .<*< 

Dennis Sullivan, who lives west ot 
Brookvllle, is in town today marketing M a 
his wheat and relates a strange expe-^-vjffv 
rience at his place.* Mr, Sullivan hai 
been ln>thls country eleven years and 'oJ', 
came to America on account of very1, if ' 
unpleasant domestic relations. The ' u. 
Incident referred to took place Thurs
day morning about 11:30 and occurred-' 
in a patch of rye near the Sullivan pas-" 
ture. Mr. Sullivan went there to look 
after a young calf; when he entered 
the field he noticed a movement in the 
grass as of some animal. But no ani
mal appeared, only some Btrange spirit 
of the wind or unknown thing passed 
over the field in a narrow zigzag path, 
whirling and ' beating the grain in a 
horrible lashing manner and coming 
in Mr. Sullivan's direction. He hur
riedly stepped aside and only felt the 
edge "of this strange element as it 
swept by. He was almost strangled 
and fearfully wrenched and was pow
erless to move. He saw the grass 
beaten and torn, with dead leaves and 
grain following the wake hish in the 
air after the demoniacal sirocco. The 
calf which stood partially in the path 
was struck cn the hind leg and gave 
a low bellow of fear and pain. As 
socn as Mr. Sullivan recovered he went 
to the calf's assistance and found the 
flesh bruised and torn, and bones brok
en as if some mighty club had smote It. 
Mr. Sullivan says the grain traversed 
over and the grass also had died clear 
to the roots. He can not account for 
the terrible thing that swept upon him. 
He only remembers the curse that was 
hurled upon him and his household by 
his aged father so many years ago in 
the land beyond the sea, and is look
ing for a black-edged letter from Coun
ty Clare from his boyhood home telling 
of his father's death.—Sallna 
Correspondence of Topeka State Jour
nal. 

HEART-DISEASE. 

It is safe to say that a far greater 
amount of misery is caused by suppos
ed heart trouble, than by actual disease 
of that organ. "This is due in the first 
place to the fact that supposed heart 
troubles, functional troubles, as they 
are called, are much more numerous 
than the real, the organic diseases; 
and in the second place to the fact 
that true heart disease shows itself 
with comparative infrequency, by 
symptoms which the patient himself 
can discover, whereas the palpitations, 
the thumping in the chest, and the 
sound of surging blood in the ears, or 
the noise of the labored pumping, are 
the common expressions of a nervous 
or functional disturbance of the heart's 
action. 

The most common causes of heart 
disease are dyspepsia, nervous prostra
tion and excessive smoking. 

It is often difficult to persuade the 
supposed sufferer from heart disease 
that the stomach is the offending or
gan. There may be no other dyspep
tic symptoms, and it seems absurd to 
argue that one organ can be diseased 
without any symptoms, while another 
presents symptoms without being dis
eased. Furthermore, some people feel 
a little consolatory pride in having a 
heart affection, and do not like their 
diagnosis to be brushed aside and their 
trouble referred to the unromantic 
stomach. 

Such an unbeliever should credit his 
doctor with good intentions, at least, 
and give his treatment a fair trial, 
when he will probably find that "hia 
faith has made him whole," and his 
heart disease will disappear as his di
gestion improves. 

One fairly distinctive difference be
tween functional' and organic heart-
disease is that the symptoms—the pal
pitation, the irregular pulse, and the 
consciousness of the heart's action-
are persistent in cases of organic dis
ease, but uncertain and of varying 
intensity in cases of functional diffi
culty. 

A regularly Irregular pulse, for ex
ample, is more apt to belong to real 
disease of the heart; yet this is not an 
Infallible rule, for the cause of the 
functional disturbance — excessive 
smoking, for instance—may be so con
stantly active that the functional dis
turbance is allowed no recess. j 

The anxiety aroused by the supposed 
presence of heart disease and the con
sequent foreboding of sudden death 
have a very natural tendency also tt 
intensify and make permanent the dis
quieting symptoms. I 

The safest and wisest course for ont 
who thinks he has heart disease is t* 
seek the opinion and abide by the ad
vice of a skilful physician. Self-diag
nosis and consequent worry are worse 
than useless. >• 

•.::4 A Pretty Stone 
It is recorded of a young fop who 

visited tine of the Rothschilds he 
was so proud of his malachite sleeve 
buttons that he Insisted upon exhibit
ing them to his host. The latter look, 
ed at them and said: "Yes—It to a 
pretty stone. I have a mantelpiece 
made of it in the next room."—Mod
ern Society. 

, 
Lucky Cuss. 

A New York bacteriologist rfaime 
that he has discovered about a miim 
germs on a $5 bill. He is lucky; i 
great many of us would like to tn 
that experiment. . 
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Half the people can't wrtu 'lsibly 
or spell, yet we continue to spend t 
great deal of money. oo "hlgher'sdi* 
c a t i o n . "  . . . .  
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