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s. CHAPTER VI. 
She rang the bell, and tea soon ap

peared. While she was attending to it 
the others talked; but Mwjnus, com
ing to her side, helped her at the tea-
table. The voices of the other two 
grew lower. For a moment they hardly 
rose above a whisper. When tea was 
handed round the conversation became 
more general, and turned on Evan's 
accident. Presently Miss Stuart asked: 

"And how muca longer are you to 
remain at Abbot's Head?" 

"I have already trespassed too long 
on the hospitality of Dr. Halcrow," 
•aid Evan. "I was thinking of leaving 
tomorrow." He glanced at Magnus, 
who sat strictly silent. 

"And you are going to Stromness 
then?" asked Lilith. 

When Lilith rose presently, both 
young men stood up. She glanced up 
at Magnus. 

"Would it be too much to ask you to 
bring my machine round. Dr. Halcrow? 
And you are going a little bit of my 
way, are you not?" 

"I am going to Borenow," Magnus 
replied briefly. He turned and left the 
room. 

Lilith bade Day good-bye with her 
usual languid grace; then she turned 
to Evan. 

"You will see me to my machine?" 
she said, in a low voice. "That is all 
I will ask of you." 

Evan bowed and followed her. On 
the doorstep they stood for a few mo
ments, conversing in a low tone. They 
were there when Magnus brought 
round Lilith's machine. The face of 
the Doctor looked darker than Evan 
had yet seen it as he glanced at them. 

"I am at your service, Miss Stuart," 
he said, coldly, removing his cap. 

"Thank you," said Lilith. She did 
not offer her hand to Evan, but, saying 
in a low voice, "Remember!" she went 
forward to take her machine from Mag
nus' hand, then, putting her foot on the 
pedal, she was off. 

Magnus was leaning on his handles, 
his brow drawn in a dark frown. He 
•did net foilow Lilith immediately, 
though she glanced round to see if he 
was following, but paused for a mo
ment by the step on which Evan was 
standing. 

Then he spoke, without lifting his 
•yes from his handle bars: 

"You have been under my roof for a 
week, Mr. Monteith. Were there' the 
same occasion again, I should' ask you 
to remain under it as I dfd before. 
Were you my greatest enemy I should 
<lo the same. 

"But I thought you would act hon
estly and honorably by us, with whom 
you have been on such terms of friend
ship. Instead, I find you have deceiv
ed us. Over and over again you have 
allowed us to believe you knew no one 
In all the island. Was that fair? Was 
It honorable? I put the question to 
you yourself, but I ask you no an
swer." 

Without another word, and not al
lowing Evan time even to open his 
lips, he sprang on his machine and 
was gone. Evan Monteith returned 
•lowly to the drawing-room. His facs 
was pale and troubled; there was an 
odd contraction about his lips. 

Day ha.d risen from her seat by the 
little tea table and was at the piano, 
where she was playing a plaintive air 
with one hand. Evan knew the air. 
It was the sad but beautiful one of 
"The Flowers of the Forest." 

She did nqt hear him come in, and 
fee went up to her and laid his hand 
lightly on her shoulder. She started 
and looked up, a half-frightened look 
leaping into her eyes. 

"It is only I," said Evan gently. 
"Well, Miss Day, I have got my march
ing orders, and I feel as if I were the 
meanest hound on earth! I have par
taken of your hospitality, and to you 
hotn I owe my life; and I have re
paid you by a reticence which amounts 
to deceit. The worst of it Is, I cannot 
Mr anything to extenuate cr explain 
•gr conduct My mouth is shut. I 
•an only trust to your clemency and 
sweet charity." 

Day was silent, but he could see her 
Bps Quivering; and her downcast eyes 
Crew heavy, as if with unshed tears. 
Ke spoke again, presently, in a lower 
ton*. 

"I must leave yoa tomorrow. Before 
I go will you not speak one word of 
kindness to me, and say that, in spite 
«C appearances, yon trust me, and will 
trust me always?" 

Day could not reply. 
"Speak, Day!" he pleaded—"only one 

word. Tell me. that you still think of 
me as a friend—that you will not turn 
•gainst me." 

Then at last Day found her voice, 
albeit a somewhat low and trembling 
one. 
/"Mr. Monteith, why should I turn 
•gainst you? You have a right to keep 
your own secrets if you will. We do 
not wish to pry Into them. If my 
friendship can be of any use to., you, 
If it is of any value, I am ready to be 
your friend now and always/' 

"Of any value?" he cried, 
tow Httle you k?ow!'| 
' He went <$owji on his knees' 
Iwi an<^ t^ok her v hand in. his. 

i love you' with my whole1 soul! mm have only known you a week/ and ijfet I love you. My pure-souled little 
„ can you, ever care for ,me? 

> 
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"Day, 

Can you love , me, in spite of doubt 
and suspicion? Day, won't you look 
up? Won't you let me see those sweet, 
truthful eyes, and read my answer in 
them?" 

He loved her! He loved her! 
Oh, what earthly happiness could be 

compared to this? Day's whole past 
life seemed blank and empty in the 
light of this glorious .sunshine that had 
now co&e into it. 

She could not speak; but she looked 
up, and Evan read the truth in those 
sweet, shy, melting eyes. He opened 
his arms and drew her within them. 
And Day made no resistance, but bur
ied her face on his breast, until he 
bade her again lift it up, and then laid 
on her young lips the first kiss of love 
they had ever known. 

CHAPTER VII. 
One day Magnus had come home 

from Crag Castle looking strangely 
pale and dejected. Day was wise 
enough, like a tactful maiden as she 
was, not to ask him anything; but 
when she had given him his tea, and 
Magnus was leaning back in his chair, 
he suddenly said: 

"Your friend, Mr. Monteith, was at 
the castle when I was there, Day." 
Day started, and warm blood rushed 
into her cheeks, then receded, leav
ing them deadly pale. 

"With—Miss Stuart?" she asked, af
ter a long pause. 

"With Miss Stuart," Magnus replied, 
in a tone of assumed cheerfulness. He 
was silent for a little; then, rising, 
walked to his sister's side and laid nis 
hand on her shoulders. 

"My dear little sister, there is Just 
one word I wish to say to you, and 
then we shall allude to this subject 
no more. It is about this young fel
low, Evan Monteith. We must remem
ber that we know absolutely nothing 
about him. I do not wish to enter
tain any prejudice against him; but 
this we can say in all fairness—he has 
preserved a perfect reticence with re
gard to himself towards us. 

"It is better, I think, for us both tq 
treat him as this reticence almost 
compels us to do—as a mere chance 
acquaintance, a stranger, with whom 
there can be no question of friendship, 
simply because the necessary basis of 
friendship does not exist. Now, little 
one, that is all. Put him out of your 
mand, if you ever allowed him to have 
any place there; and be my own sweet, 
light-hearted little sister once more. 
Don't let us speak again of the sub
ject. Now give me a kiss, Day, and 
let me see you smile and look as bright 
as you used to do." 

Day held up her mouth to his, but 
a rush of mingled tenderness and pity 
swept over Magnus as he felt the piti
ful trembling of her lips. She made a 
brave effort to smile, and succeeded 
not badly. 

"That is like my joyous Day," said 
Magnus, smiling. His own gloom had 
disappeared in his effort to render her 
cheerful. 

"Now another cup of tea, little one, 
I am going over to Kirkwall tomor
row, Day—or, rather, to Scapa. Capt. 
Ferguson's boy is ill, juid he wishes me 
to see him. 

I shall have to take a conveyance. 
What do you say to coming, too? It 
woud be a nice little trip, and you 
could call for the manse folk at Kirk
wall on the way back." 

Day's heart was sick within her, but 
she made another brave attempt to 
look delighted, though the projected 
trip held out no attractions for her 
now. A fortnight ago she would have 
leaped at it with childish delight. 

"It would be nice, Magnus," she said, 
wondering if Magnus guessed how 
hard it was to make her voice sound 
cheerful. "Yes, of course, I shall go. 
It isn't likely I would miss such a 
chance." 

So they chatted gaily over the pro
jected expedition, though the heart of 
each was heavy; but love made each 
try to hide that from the other. 

News flies fast over the length and 
breath of the Orkneys, and Day found 
that Monteith's accident had been re
tailed in Kirkwall with sundry addi
tions to it 

"And we heard such a queer story 
yesterday, my dear," said Mrs. Nichol
son, the parish minister's wife, who 
was a known lover of gossip. "It was 
that this young fellow—what is his 
name again?—is up at Crag Castle at 
all hours. Robertson, the coachman 
from the Gow hotel—where he is stay
ing, you know—told the minister yes
terday that Miss Stuart herself cycled 
half-way to Stromness to meet him, 
and they went on together to the castle. 
I always said she was a strange crea
ture, my dear, lady of the manor as 
she is—a very strange creature!" 

Day got away at last, heart-sick and 
miserable. Could it be true? Could 
Evan Monteith, after all, have been 
merely amusing himself with her, 
while all the time his heart was per
haps pledged to Lilith Stuart? Oh, it 
was not possible! There could not 
he such heartless cruelty hidden be

hind those earnest, dark eyes, which 
had looked with such deep sincerity 
into hers! There must be somei ex
planation! She would trust .him still. 

But the slow poison of doubt was In 
her veins, and no reason could check 
its evil effects. , , , 

wtefr. 

Tnat erenibB, ittilmfc slowly 
from Stromness, It seemed to Day is 
if all the fair earth and sky had grown 
dark and clouded for heir. 

She turned a sharp coraer,:which led 
over a steep "brae" to•<$1#''road for 
Crag Castle. As she did so she start
ed, a sharp physical pain shot through 
her heart. For there, standing very 
close together on the road, evidently 
in deep and earnest conversation, were 
the two people she was thinking 
about—Lilith Stuart and Evan Mon
teith! They did not see her—their 
backs were towards her; but even as 
she looked Day saw Miss Stuart sud
denly lay her hand on Monteith's arm, 
and lift her face to his with an ex
pression which Day could not see, but 
which she "could guess. 

She hurried on, feeling as if she 
could not get beyond reach, beyond 
sight of them, fast enough. "It is all 
at an end," she said to herself. "He 
could not have loved me. He was only 
playing with me. Oh, it is hard! Why 
did he ever come? My life was so 
peaceful and happy* before. I was 
quite content with the love I had— 
Magnus' and Bell's, and even Ola's, 
and that of the poor people whom I 
loved in return. And now it is all 
ended! Things can never be the same 
again—never! never!" 

A quick step rang on the dry sum
mer road behind her. Day heard it, 
and knew whose it was; and the blood 
rushed from her face to her heart. 

In a few minutes he was by her side 
and had taken her hand in his. 

"I saw you as I was coming up Bell 
Brae on my way to the hotel, and ven
tured to run after you," he said, a tone 
of eagerness in his voice. "It seems 
such a time since I saw you last, and 
yet it is only a week. Do you know 
where I have been all that time?" 

Day's white lips framed the word 
"No," but it was almost too low for 
him to hear it; yet her heart had 
bounded. He had been away some
where, then! At least he had not been 
near her all that long week, and yet 
never troubled to come to see her! 

"I have been to London and back 
again. A good long distance from this 
land of nightless summer, is it not?" 
he said, almost gaily. "Business took 
me there, and business has brought 
me back again; but I think, even if I 
bad had no business, I should have 
come." 

Then the thought darted into Day's 
mind that he had gone to see Lilith 
Stuart before he had even thought of 
her; and again bitter, miserable jeal
ousy, which will find a lodging in the 
gentlest and most tender heart, crept 
over her. 

"Have you missed me at all, Day?" 
Monteith asked, after a long pause, 
during which he waited in vain for 
Day to speak. He asked the question 
almost in a whisper. 

Day's heart melted, then she hard
ened it again. How she loved him! So 
much that even as he spoke, her heart 
was at his feet. But for the sake of 
her own woman's pride she must crush 
that feeling down, and not allow Lil
ith Stuart's lover to think he could 
flirt with her for a summer day's 
amusement. 

"I wondered a little what had become 
of you," she said, trying hard to steady 
her voice and speak calmly and indif
ferently. "I thought you might have 
called to see us if—if you were leaving 
Orkney; but I had no right to expect 
it, of course; we were almost stran
gers to each other." 

(To be Continued.) 

ARTIFICIALLY GROWN PEARLS. 

The Method of Producing Them Is 
Not Difficult. 

The method of producing figures and 
symbols from the fresh-water mussel, 
dipsas plicatus, of Lake Riwa, central 
China, has been in vogue many cen
turies, says Popular Science News. Su
perb examples of Buddha and flat, 
pearl-like disks—produced by inserting 
between the mantle and shell of the 
mollusk small tinfoil figures of Bud
dha, or small hemispherical disks, 
which in time become coated by the 
pearly nacre—are to be seen In col
lections, such as that of the Field Co
lumbian and other well-known muse
ums. Experiments of a like nature 
with the "rough-shelled" unlos, of Ce
dar River, Iowa, have been practiced 
by the writer the last three years with 
fair success. An average-sized shell, 
or shells, from a section of the river's 
bed known to produce brilliantly lus-
tered shells, were allowed to remain 
in .the sun until the valves part. With 
a quickly inserted fredge in the open
ing the shell Is immediately dipped in 
water to sustain life. The operator 
then carefully lifts the mantle from 
the shell and, with a pair of tweezers, 
drops in a pellet of wax, glass bead or 
other small article that he Is desirous 
of having coated. Care Is taken not to 
strain the muscles by forcing the 
wedge while the clam Is resisting the 
intrusion. 

After the objects are placed hi that 
part of the mussel showing the best 
color the mantle Is drawn to place, 
the wedge removed and the shell , al
lowed to resume its normal condition. 
With a sufficient number "fixed" in 
the above-described manner they .are 
then placed in a pond or bayoa.that 
will not freeze its depth in winter. At 
the expiration of six months, or one 
year at most, the unio will have 
thrown over these irritating foreign 
substances a nacreous covering that 
fastens them to the 'shell. Usually 
about two^hirds of the abject thus 
fastened remains above . the shell, 
though it 1? presumed that In time the 
natural growth, of the shell would en
tirely efface 'this, v; fjy eareful work it 
is poeaible'to remove these ojbjetf*, w 
as to have considerable pearl shtiacfl. 
though their ^imefeia|~ is 
small—very small, Indeed, (ft wunpoii-
son to more.,perfect 

SGIENTIflC^plpS-
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CURRENT NOTES OF DISCOVERY 
ANb'INVENTION.' * V ^ 

Polisher — Ko*elCandls Modern 'shoe " 
Holder—The Moon Mi . the' Weather 
—Popular Beliefs ai to : Tlielr Con
nection Are Altogether Unfounded. 

"— ' • . 
.i Modern Shoe 'Polisher, 1 

Wllh the popularity of the up-to-
date etiwael, patent and russet leather 
and kid shoes, the use of patented 
preparations for cleaning and polish
ing them, the function of the old time 
blacking brush is becoming les4 im
portant in the boot polishing outfit, 
its place being largely usurped by a 
piece of cloth. Lamb's wool polishers 
are excellent for this purpose, but un
fortunately they, are rather expenslv?, 
and when a man has to do his own 
polishing it requires considerable dex
terity on his part to manipulate a long 
strip of cloth in the artistic manner 
of the professional. The shoe-polish-
ing device here shown, the invention 
of an inventor of Cedar Rapids, Iowa, 
is offered as an aid to this mighty 
army of unfortunates. Perhaps its 
most essential feature is the cheapness 
and simplicity of its construction, be
ing made out of a single piece of wire 
bent and looped as shown, with pro
vision at one end to take a fold in the 
polishjng cloth, and at the other with 
two "tangs" that hold the other end. 
This arrangement forms a convenient 
and easily manipulated holder for the 

cloth, permitting of that elasticity of 
the latter so necessary forits success
ful operation by allowing the polishing 
cloth to conform to the outline of the 
shoe. 

¥m 

The Moon and the Weather. 
A belief that the moon has a potent 

influence on weather changes is well-
nigh universal. The moon's appear
ance goes through such marked 
changes each month that it would be 
very natural to attribute weather 
changes to these. In this way un
doubtedly such sayings as these hav9 
arisen: "The weather won't change 
till the moon changes." "If the moon 
lies so that the water cannot run out 
we shall have a drought." "A wet 
moon is one upon which a huntsman 
can hang his horn,"' etc. Diligent in
quiry, at one time, as to the popular 
belief regarding this question, brought 
out the view more persistent than any 
other, that more rain wiir occur at the 
new moon than at the full moon. Sin
gularly enough,in Connecticut,on Lons 
Island Sound, there does seem to be 
such a law, but it does not hold in 
the interior of the country, and a test 
on the Pacific coast showed, if any
thing, exactly the opposite. At Lon
don, where observations have been 
made for more than a century, a care
ful computation for the whole period 
has shown no effect. If we reflect 
that the moon is .dead and does not 
have any air, even, up on it, that It 
always shows the same face to the 
earth, that its changes are simply due 
to changes in its position as respects 
the earth and sun, and that its vary
ing appearances are all borrowed, we 
see how absurd the notion is that the 
moon does influence our weatber. 
There is, however, another argument, 
that appears quite valid at first 
sight If the moon can raise a tide of 
sixty feet in the ocean, why may :t 
not raise tremendous ' tide in . the 
extremely tenuous air, 800 times light
er than water, or a tide of about 48,-
000 feet, and if so, it seems easy to see 
that such a commotion would affect 
our weather enormously. .The tide of 
sixty feet, (the highest in the world) 
is experienced only in the Bay of Fun-
dy, and is due to the configuration of 
the Atlantic coast. In the open Pa
cific the tide is only a little over one 
foot. Most careful observations of a 
lunar atmospheric tide have been 
at St. Helena in mid-ocean and hate 
shown a tide a little more than .001 
Inch. Since ordinary weatber changes 
affect the pressure a thousand times as 
much, we see how extremely insignifi
cant the moon's total effect must be. 
There is a common saying, "The full 
moon has power to drive away clouds," 
and some computations seem to bear 
out this Idea. It any one will look to 
the east as the rising full moon shines 
through the clouds, ho will often see 
the clouds disappear. There Is a nat
ural 'explanation for this, however, 
and in no wise dependent upon the 
moon. A long series of observations 
have shown a diurnal range of cloudi
ness with a minimum, point, or time 
of least clauds, from 6 to 9 p. m., hence 
we see that as the full moon rises and 
advances In the sky during this period, 
there will often appear'a diminution of 
clouds. Lord Rosse turned; his big 
reflecting telescope (so big that a tall 
man walking erect in it could carry a 
spread umbrella) toward the nioon and 
found that if anything, the earth re
ceived' a little chilling from the full 
moon. More recently the bolometer, 
an instrument which can measure less 
than one-millionth of a degree of tem
perature change, has ahown that the 
earth receives a tiny bit of heat ttaUir 
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the full moon. The' evldettce. ii iiittiti'f 
Jative and overwhelming] * i^at ^ ' 
weather changes can be ascribed tb tfi|-

.moon.—Prof..H. A. Hazen, InPopular 

... Modern High Explosives. 

Mr. J. S. S. Brame.F. S. C„ gave 
lecture at the London Institution, 
Dundee, the dther day, on "Modern Ex
plosives." lie began by showing, says 
the Courier of that, city, that an ex
plosion was simply rapid combustion, 
caused by the combination of oxygen 
with some inflammable material, and 
the application of a light. A step on* 
ward led him to gunpowder—charcoal, 
brimstone and nitre—the nitre supply
ing the oxygen. These three things 
made up the powder of the ancient 
Chinese, as well as that used in the 
rude cannon of the battle of. Cressy, 
in 1346. But during the last few years 
artillery has been so developed that 
gunpowder could not properly fire the 
huge shot fired by the 110-ton gun. 
What was wanted was something that 
would burn slowly at first, apply its 
power as the shot moved up the gun, 
and have expended itself by the time 
the muzzle was reached. So that we 
got gun-cotton, and later cordite. The 
making of cordite was explained fully. 
Its constituents ,are nitro-glycerine 
and gun-cotton dissolved in a mutual 
solvent, and vaseline added as a lubri
cant. 

Lyddite, he explained, was carbolic 
acid in combination with sulphuric 
and nitric acids, forming picric add. 
The only way of exploding it was by 
means of a powerful detonator. When 
the shell has been filled with the melt
ed yellow lyddite, a "picric detona
tor" is placed at the top; and above 
this a fulminate of mercury detonator. 
When the shell strikes an object the 
fulminate explodes, flashing the second 
detonator, which in its turn explodes 
the lyddite. The only disadvantage 
of lyddite was that there was less cer
tainty of detonating picric acid than 
of firing powder. Melinite was sup
posed to be a gelatinised compound of 
picric acid. Among several interesting 
experiments was one in which a little 
white flag was treated with nitric acid, 
and thereby converted into gun-cotton. 
At a touch of the gas flame it vanished 
in an Instant.' 

SIS:? 

GM-^ey'r /eall ifr tho fatal*' 
ture depaytment, mti'am.-Chlcago Tri
bune. 

Horse Power for the Great Exhibition. 

Engineering mentions the surprising 
fact that 20,000 horse-power of machin
ery will be required for the Paris ex
position. As it is intended that the 
processes of manufacture shall be dis
played side by side with exhibits of 
raw material, much machinery will be 
distributed throughout the Champ de 
Mars, and the transmission of energy 
will be electrical. About 5,000 horse
power will be needed for this purpose 
besides 15,000 horse-power for light
ing, making a total of 20,000 horse
power; The steam producing plant 
will be collected in two buildings plac
ed parallel to the old Machinery hall. 
Of course in each case the generators 
supplying steam will constitute exhib
its, and payment made for the steam 
supplied, with an allowance towards 
the cost of installation. The coal sup
ply will be taken through underground 
passages. The electrical units, consist
ing each of an engine and direct-
coupled dynamo, will be placed as near 
as possible to the boiler-houses in a 
gallery parallel to the'm. 

Kovel Candle Bolder. 

Nothing to the inventor appears too 
trivial for improvement, and even the 
modest candlestick that has remained 
the same for generations is now to 
be transformed into a new article of 
manufacture by an inventor of New 
York city. This patentee claims a 
portable candle holder in which there 
are two fixed wings for the support of 
the candle and an adjustable wing at
tached to the handle. This arrange
ment permits of the use of candles of 
different sizes, and of the removal of 

the butt end which is left after the 
candle has burned down as far as pos
sible., The simplicity ot the Haafgn 
permits of cheap manufacture, an es
sential feature of such an article. 

Armored . . 
The: magnificent armored traini used 

by England in her war with the Boers 
will protect. her troops, in about the 
same way that HoBtettei^s: Stomach 
Bitters, drives dyspepsia from the hu
man 'stomach, and then mounts guard 
that it does not returto. The Bitten 
have won in every case of indigestion, 
constipation; liver and kidney trouble 
for. fifty years. ' 

, Awsks Listening. - ^ 
What makes Mrs. Henpeck look so 

worried these days, I wonder?" 
"Her hnsband has developed a habit 

of talking In his sleep, and it's driving 
her crazy."—Philadelphia Press. ; 

. % 
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* Insanity* 
In his book on "Mad Humanity: its 

Forms, Apparent and Obscure," Dr. 
Winslow states his belief that insanity 
is on the increase; that the degenera
tion of the human race is "in gradual 
and sad progression"; and that much 
of this result is due to Indulgence In 
alcohol. His attempted proof of Lorn-
broso's theory that genius is akin to 
insanity consists merely in a list of 
geniuses who were more or less de
ranged. Dr. Winslow hopes his book 
may do good in enabling'some to de
tect the incipient progress of mehta7 
diseases;r>|gg| •' 

. rf 
ilfy! • rnith 1 £*• Pnlth Cores; 

In an -article In the American foiir-
hal of Psychology entitled "The 
fects of Miiid on Body as Evidenced 
by Faith Cure*" Mr. Qoddard di*4? 
cusses Christian science, dlvin* hw|f i; 
Ing, relic cures, hypnotic therapetiSr! r{ 

patent medicines, etc., and arrlvM^ii! 
the conclusion that all mental hcaliU; 
is. by way of suggestion. 
Aealth'tends'^j^ 
portion to the 

Cloanao 
Your Blood 

• The thing most desired of a Spring 
' vMedicine is thorough purification of 

- the blood. With this work of 
cleansing going on there is com
plete renovation of every part ot 
your system. Not only is the cor
rupt blood made fresh, bright and 

; lively, but the stomach also re
sponds in -better digestion, its 
readiness for food at proper times 
gives sharp appetite, the kidneys 
and liver properly perform their 

:. allotted functions, and there is, in 
short, new brain, nerve, mental and 

.digestive strength. 

HOOD'S 
SarsaparSlla 

, Possesses the peculiar qualities— 
Peculiar to Itself—which accom-

> plish Jthese good things for all 
< who take it. An unlimited list 01 

wonderful cures prove its merit. 

WHERE JEFF DAVIS COURTED. 

A Large Stone That I'larared In HI* 
Youtlifcl Romance Preserved. 

When Gen. Zacbnry Taylor was in 
command at Fort Knox, near Vincen-
nes, Ind., Jefferson Davis, afterwards 
president of the Southern Confederacy, 
was a lieutenant in the army, and was 
with his command at the fort. Tradi
tion has It that Davis and Miss Taylor, 
whom he aftenvads married, took 
strolls upon the prairie near the fort, • 
and that they often seated themselves 
upon a large stone which lay on a knoll 
some distance away. It is stated that 
while seated thus, one day Davis pro
posed marriage to Miss Taylor and 
was accepted. Davis and Miss Taylor 
were married .at Vincennes, and them
selves told of the courtship on the 
stone. To commemorate the romantic 
incident, Mrs. Dr. J. H. Rabb of Vin
cennes,' has caused the stone to' be re
moved to the house where it is now to 
be seen.—New York Sun. 

PATOKTI. 

List of Patents Issued Last Week to 
Northwestern Inventor*. 1 

Jrn.es O. Bane, Waseca, Minn., 
spring attachment for pump rods; Mi
chael Beck and E. Ferrant, Minneapo
lis, Minn., automatic magazine gun; 
Harvey L. Marlett, Warner. S. D., and 
C. Marlett, Pargo, N. D., self-beating 
dinner pnil; Will S. Metcalf, Fandreau. 
S. D., plow coulter; William Newton, 
Minneapolis, Minn., starching machine; 
Caesar Wilson, Litchfield, Minn., plow 
attachment. 

Mcr*'n. Lothrop ft Johnson. Patent Attor
neys, Oil ft 912 Plonsar Presi Bldg., St. Paul 

Why He Was Afraid to Bid. 
At an auction sale of miscellaneous 

goods at a country store the auctioneer 
put up a buggy robe of fairly-good 
quality. An old farmer inspected it 
closely, seemed to think there was a 
bargain in it, and yet he hesitated to 
bid. 

"Think it cheap?" asked the auction-
err. crying a 10-cent bid. W 

"Yes, kinder," was the reply. 
"Then why don't you bid and get it?* 
"Wall, I've bought heaps o' things In 

dry goods an' so on," slowly rejoined 
the old man, "and I never took homo 
anything yet that tyie old woman 
thought was worth the price. If I got 
that 'ere robe for even 15 cents she'd 
grab it up, pull at one end and chaw 
on a corner and call out, 'cheated again 
—more'n half cotton!' That's th' rev 
son I dasn't bid."—Arizona Graphic. 

A Book of Choleo Redoes 
Bunt free by Walter Baker * Co. LtdT. UoraliMtav 
liana. Mention tbli paper. - ' ^ 

Human Nature. 
Mr. Ties—I don't see how that Mon^ 

real girl could sleep sixty days. 
Mrs. Tigg (speaking from observa

tion)—Probably some one kept calling 
her to breakfast right along.—New 
York Press. 
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The latest hiding place for microbes 
is in moustaches. 

'Mil A boy never realizes how good hla 
nother is until he gets sick. 

W. L. DOUGLAS 
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