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Oh, drowsily the breezes lingered over 
lane and lea, 

And wayward moonbeams, fairy-fingered, 
hushed the restless sea. 

When through the meadows, dim with 
shadows, came my love to me. 

A dainty ditty he was singing—Oh, I 
loved him well! 

And all the world went idly swinging 
where the echoes fell. 

While soft, serene, by hill and dene there 
throbbed an evening bell. 

Oh, wistfully the winds, went sailing o'er 
the sobbing sea, 

And cloud-wrack swift with moonlight 
trailing worked its wizardry. 

When far away, as lovers may, went 
forth my love from me. 

—Wilfrid L. Randell, in Boston Tran
script. 

(Copyright, 1903. by Daily Story Pub. Co.) 

"Francis!" The name came Invol
untarily, "in a sharp whisper. 

The hostess, who introduced them, 
had disappeared, and Russell drew his 
wife's arm within his an£ led her out 
into the cool, shadowy moonlight. 

"Nannie," he said, suddenly getting 
both her hands ih his, "do you think 
that that woman would still 'like to 
believe' that her husband had told her 
the truth," 

She met his gaze for an instant, 
impassioned, pleading, compelling, 
and her eyes went down. v 

"I am afraid she has never—ceased 
to—believe, dear, since it was—too 
late." 

He stooped and took her in his 
arms, but for only a moment. Some 
one was coming, and they moved off 
down the veranda. At the end of it 
they came face to face with Hurlbut. 
Russell held out his hand. 

"First, chance I've had to speak to 
you, old man. I was very much inter
ested in that little story of yours to
night. Meet me at the club to-morrow 
at one, and I may be able to give you 

Russell had made 110 mistake. There 
was but one jewel like that in the 
whole world. He had made sure of 
That before he bought it for his wife— 
ten years before. Curious it was; a 
solid diamond heart, flanked by a 
score of tiny ruby ones, held in place 
by the finest thread of gold that was 
quite invisible #at the distance of a 
few feet. 

To-night she was wearing it in a 
new place—as a sole ornament to the 
gleaming pile of corn-gold hair that, 
alone, might have made Nannie Rus
sell beauty-famous. But besides this, 
there were eyes of a matchless amber-
gray, a richly pale, perfect skin, and 
fine, scarlet lips that were gravely 
sweet. 

Russell gradually let his eyes away 
from the jewel to a furtive contempla
tion of his wife's familiar features. 
No; seven years had made slow prog
ress in ageing a woman of this inde
structible type. If anything, she had 
grown more splendid in her thirties 
than she had ever been in the old girl
hood days of their first love. 

She was conversing spiritedly with 
an ambassador, and Russell thanked 
Heaven that he had been allotted a 

would hardly bestow more than a 
casual glance in that direction, and he 
relied upon his short beard and eye
glasses to protect him from recogni
tion. 

The dinner progressed tiresomely, 
and the running fire of small talk Rus
sell found himself obliged to keep up 
with the lady on his right, was about 
the hardest work the young broker 
had ever done in his life. 

Presently there was a lull, and he 
became conscious that all eyes were 
turned upon the man who sat directly 
opposite to him. 

"Yes," Hurlbut was saying, "it 
seems I am here on a very absurd 
quest, considering the fact that I don't 
even know the fellow's name or ad
dress—or that of any of his friends. 
All I have to go on is that he lived on 
Fifth avenue seven years ago—was 
tall and dark and smooth-faced, with 
the 'prettiest wife in New York,' and 
spent his work hours on Wall street." 

Russell started. Luckily no one 
was looking at him. and the ridiculous 
red that poured over his face went 
unnoticed. After all, how many thou
sand people there were to whom this 
description might apply as well as to 
himself! He sincerely hoped he was 
not growing egotistic. 

"The man was dying, you see—it 
was out in India—and all I could get 
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She had grown more splendid in her 
thirties. 

out of him was that this friend of his 
had brought a lot of trouble and seem
ing disgrace upon himself in trying to 
shield him from it, and that I must 
move Heaven and earth to locate him 
and make matters right between hinr 
and his wife, who, it appears* left him 
because of this thing." 

Russell shifted his gaze transiently 
to bis wife's face. From, pale, it had 
grown all at once bloodless, and she 
was leaning forward with parted lips 
and wide, tense eyes. A remark from 
her dinner partner recalled her to iler-

self, and ^fent the crimson to her 
cheeks. She made some hurried re
sponse, laughing in a half-hysterical 
little way to conceal her agitation. 
Then she looked back at Hurlbut 
again; he had stopped talking, and 
Russell almost jumped at the sound 
of his wife's clear, controlled tones. 

"Do tell us all about it, Mr. Hurl-
bur," she was saying, "a romance like 
that is too rare not to be interesting." 

"There isn't really much more to 
tell,"-he answered, smiling, "that's 
where the trouble comes in. Evans 
was always more or less gloomy, al
most melancholy—except at times; 
then he was unpleasantly hilarious. 
One day. he got confidential and told 
me all about his trouble, but withhold
ing the names of the parties, A 
month later, he was stricken with a 
fever, and they sent for me at his re
quest. In .some way, he made it 
known to me that I must look up 
these people and make things right, 
now that' he was going. But he was 
too far gone to talk distinctly, and 1 
never could get at the names. The 
story, in brief, however, is this: 

"He was staying with some friends 

afraid 

in town two weeks prior to his wed-

house, and Evans—man-like—found 
himself making love to her in spite of 
himself. One night, he kissed her in 
the rose-garden. In some way, it has 
never been discovered how, the fact 
came to the ears of his fiancee. She 
wrote an immediate letter, dissolving 
their relationship. Evans replied, as
severating his innocence. He could 
not do otherwise. But the girl refused 
to budge. He confided in his friend, 
who, like a brave Don Quixote, took 
the affair into his own hands and 
went to see the girl, and. in order to 
prove to her that Evans was innocent, 
himself took the blame of the whole 
thing, a'nd swore that he it was who 
kissed the young lady in the rose gar
den. And in turn, the young lady who 
was kissed, betrayed the man to his 
wife, and the wife took French leave." 

"But did the girl—the one who was 
kissed—did she uphold the husband in 
his deception, to protect the other 
girl's fiancee?" 

"Just exactly." 
"Then I should have thought that 

the husband would have explained" 
everything to his wife!" 

"He tried to—'pleadings were 
vain.'" 

"I don't much blame h&r, do you?" 
"Well—I hardly know." 
"A man's reply. Were there any 

children?": 
"I don't think so." 
"That was lucky. So many women 

have to endure a continual flagellation 
of their souls if there are children." 

"But the man—think of him! He 
loved his wife; he mus^ have suffered 
terribly when she turned on him." 

"If he loved her so much, why did 
he place her in such a position?" 

"He thought he could explain; 
thought that she would trust and be* 
lieve him. And he loved his friend, 
and couldn't bear to see his life 
wrecked all on account of a little non
sense." 

Mrs. Russell laughed then, the ten
sion had to give way somewhere, and 
when she looked up again, her eyes 
were, calm, with a new light in them. 
"Quite a little drama," she remarked, 
"and so it has* fallen to your lot to ar
range a climax?" 

"In a way, it has." 
"And do you think the woman 

would believe—" 
"On the oath of a dying man? I 

think so. Don't you?" 
She nodded. • "I think she would 

like to, at any rate." 
"I gave Evans my solemn promise." 
"Why did he wait so long to set 

matters straight?" 
"He never knew of the estrange

ment till a year ago. He went to In
dia, you see." 

After" that;, there / was • a k silence, > st||d 
soon the'hum of general conversation 
was resumed. 

Half an hour later, on emerging' 
from the smoking room. Russell found 
h iraself being presented to his wife.: 

At the sound of his namte, .she look
ed up.jjtartled, and the color/ faded 

she has never ceased 

a clue." He turned to his wife with a 
little half-laugh, "and if you'll conde
scend to dine with us at seven, there 
may be even a chance of meeting 
some of the dramatis personae." 

Political Orator Delivered Speech the 
Other Had Prepared. 

In the Hfiyes-Tilden campaign the 
Hon. W. W. Rice of Worcester, Mass., 
was a candidate for Congress, and 
made a desperate fight for his elec
tion. He had secured the aid of a 
friend of Gen. Butler to speak for and 
with him. 

On the 20th and last night of the 
campaign Mr. Rice, who before that 
had always spoken first, said to his 
friend as they were driving to West-
boro, "Joe, you must speak first to
night." 

The reply was; "I have raked after 
the cart so far, and decline respectful
ly to change the program." Mr. Rice 
insisted, and Ms friend said, "Well, 
what shall I talk about?" "Anything 
you please." 

The thought flashed through his 
friend's mind to play a little joke on 
the principal, and he replied, "All 
right, I will open the meeting and 
give you the pleasure of closing-it." 

Mr. Rice had prepared carefully a 
speech which he had given at all his 
meetings,, and his friend had heard it 
so often that he was familiar with all 
its details. When the meeting was 
called to order Mr. Rice's friend was 
introduced as the first speaker and 
exhausted, in his own choice of worgs, 
every point of Mr. Rice's speech. 

As he sat down, Mr. Rice slapped 
him on the knee and said, "Joe, when 
I get you out of doors, I'll give you a 
sound spanking." Which he forgot to 
do, as he had enough to do to extem
porize a speech in his turn at the' 
wheel. 

Diphtheria in School. Children. 
Attention has been called to the 

fact that there is an observable in
crease in diphtheria cases among 
school children almost, immediately 
upon their return to school after the 
holidays, and a gradual decrease as 
the term advances. This is accounted 
for by the fact that during vacations 
the drainage is imperfectly attended 
to, but' with the* opening of ' school 
there is abundant flushing of pipes by 
reason of#onstant use. This, theory 
is interesting when it is taken into 
consideration that a number of vio
lent outbreaks of this disease have 
followed long dry spells... An ample, 
supply of good water, with the free 
use of potash or good soap, would do 
much toward keeping not only diph
theria, but many other diseases, in 
check. , 

Third Belmont to Join Racing Game. 
August Belmont III., though he has 

decided 1 to take part In business*'af
fairs, evidently does not meap to keep 
out o£ the sporting game altogether. 
He has made-application for member
ship In the Jockey club, which will 
elect him no doubt at its next meeting. 
It is his intention to relieve his father 
of much responsibility in connection 

What She Desires. 
"It may not be your intention,'' re

marked Miss Gladdie,] "but doesn't it 
occur to you that your treatment of 
me is rather calculated to make us 
bad friends?" 4 

"No," replied Miss Kander, coolly, "I 
had an idea it woul<$ make us good 
enemies." V' 

Dangerous Experiment. 
"What makes Pecl{ look so' wor

ried?" ' ?i 
"He's been contesting his wife's 

will." 
"Why, I didn't kii^v his wife was 

dead." 
"That's it—she isn®&" 

She Was It. 
Mr. Sophtly—I saw you in the res

taurant where I took lunch to-day. 
Miss Bewtie—Nonsense! I haven't 

been in a restaurant for weeks. 
Mr. Sophtly—Oh, l5ut you were there 

all right, and they had you on the bill 
of fare in big type—peaches and 
cream. 

A Peculiar Case. 
Grace—But she couldn't think of 

marrying anybody so dreadfully un
conventional. 

Helen—And is he, really? 
Grace—Why, yes. Why, when he 

proposed he didn't tell he couldn't 
live without her. 

SCHEME. 
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Why She Was Doubtful. 
"George said he went to a Turkish 

bath last night and that's what kept 
him out late," remarked Mrs. Newli-
wed. 

"I don't believe there is such a 
thing as a Turkish bath," replied her 
mother. 

"You don't? Why?" 
"Because I saw a Turk once." — 

Catholic Standard. 

SOLDIERS OF JAPAN 

OYAMA'S WARRIORS A MARVEL, 
SAYS EASTERN WRITER. 

Fortitude and Obedience Cardinal Vir
tues of the Men Whose Long String 
of Victories Has Astonished the 
Whole World. 

the 
Mutual. 

"You here, James," exclaimed 
slum-worker, visiting the jail. 

"Yes'm," replied the new prisoner, 
who was in for burglary. 

"Well, well, I certainly am sur
prised." 

"So was I, ma'am, or I wouldn't be 
here." ' 

Only Two Styles. 
Mrs. Spenders—I wonder what will 

be the popular styles in bonnets this 
fall. 

Mr. Spenders—My dear, women's 
bonnets will 'be divided into two styles 
this fall, as usual; the style you don't 
like and the style I can't afford. 

Customer—Yotfft have to alter this gown—it's too tight. 
Dressmaker—wly ,don't you take a bottle of anti-fat? It's such a pity to 

Clever Child. 
"I suppose you will marry when you 

glow up?" said the visitor, pleasantly. 
"No," replied the thoughtful little 

girl, innocently. "Mamma says papa 
is nsoie care than the children, so I 
guess the care of my children will be 
enough for me without the care of a 
husband.''—Tit-Bits. 

Now She'll Marry Him. 
Her—Our engagement is broken off. 

All is at an end between us. I shall 
not many you next week as I intend
ed. 

He—Is this final? 
Her—It is. 
Him—Have you a telephone in your 

house? 
Her—What do you want? 

. Him—I want to call up my tailor 
and countermand the order for secret 
pockets in all my clothes. 

his 
cost 

easy 

Thought It Blackmail. 
The Biblomaniac (showing 

treasures)—Here is a book that 
me $15,000. 

The Society Man—You're an 
mark, I must say. 

The Biblomaniac (warmly) — Easy? 
Why, I was ready to pay twice that 
sum for it. 

The Society Man—Great cats! What 
sort of a past have you, anyway?— 
Puck. 

Making Him Pay for Tardiness. 
Mrs. A.—My husband and I agreed 

to meet at a milliner's shop at 2 
o'clock yesterday afternoon, and he 
kept me waiting over an hour. 

Mrs. B.—I suppose you were quite 
angry. 

Mrs. A.—No, he was angry with me. 
You see, I spent the time buying 
ever so many nice things I wanted. 

No Wonder. 
So your husband has quit smoking' 
Yes. 
And was he obliged to substitute 

some other habit for it? 
"Uh-huh. 
I thought so. What does he do now? 
He swears. 

The Last Question. 
Willie Just one more question pa 

1 told you, Willie, to go to bed! 
I know, pa, but I just want 
am I really made of dust as 

Willie 
to know; 
the Bible 

Pa—No, you're 
you'd dry up. 

not. If you were 

An Unkind Suggestion. 
Gerald—An idea has struck me. 
Geraldine—Aren't you afraid of con

cussion of the brain? 

Asserts Himself. 
Mrs. Fergusdn (looking at the pur> 

chase)—That isn't the kind of towel
ing I told you to get. I wanted some* 
thing plain and simple. That's too 
loud. 

Mr. Ferguson—Loud? Well, it 
ought to be. It's crash. 

A Cinch. 
"He certainly has a good disposi

tion. The last time I saw him he was 
looking for work and he didn't seem 
the least bit unhappy." 

"No, that's when he's happiest, be
cause when he's looking for work he 
hasn't any to do." 

* "dp; 
"It's too bad that none of us can 

ever be as good as some people think 
we ought to be." 

"Yes, but then there's the consola
tion in the thought that none of us 
can ever be as bad as some people 
think we are." 

When Two Philosophers Meet. 
"What's the difference between bein' 

married an' bein' in jail?" asked the 
Pohiclc philosopher. 

"There's a heap o' difference," re
plied the sage of Plunkville.- "A man 
in jail kin get some time off fer good 
behavior." 

She Knew Him. 
"Mrs. Kutely has finally convinced 

her husband that it's sinful to play 
golf, especially on Sunday." 

"Why, she plays herself."' 
"Exactly, and that was the only way 

she could induce her husband to play 
with her." 

Enlightened. 
Kelly—"Shure, they towld me that 

Niagry wor harnissed, but divil th' 
harniss kin I see—not a thrace!" 

Hogan—"Ye pitiful pinhead, ye! 
Don't ye know it is th' invisible 
horses' harniss they do be usin'?"— 
Puck. 

THE WAY NOWADAYS. 

A Bad Risk. ' l 
"My new theater," boasted the man

ager, "is absolutely fireproof. Stage, 
walls, seats, even the curtain—all 
made of steel." 

"You have overlooked one thing," 
objected the insurance man. "I at
tended the show last night and ob
served that your actors are undenia
bly wooden. Irs a bad risk." 

First Lesson in Cooking. 
Ethel—Mamma, don't you .think wo

men should know hcrw to cook so that 
they may be able to look aiter itheirs 

husbands' digestion when they marry? 
Mamma—Certainly, dear. 
Ethel—Mayn't I go to the kitchen, 

then, and) practice making butter
scotch?—Town and Country. 

Two Kinds Excepted. 
He—You know they say a woman 

can't keep a secret. V 
She—That's a libel. A woman can 

keep a secret as easily as a man can— 
all but two kinds. There are secrets 
that aren't worth keeping and others 
that are too good to keep. 

^Mistake'on'Both t Sides. / 

Binks—When I first met you, sir, I 
tkought yqu ^rere a, gentleman. 

Spinks—And when I met you, sir, I 
was sure you were an idiot. 

Binks—Well, let'ssbak? hands and 
make up, I'm willing to , admit that 
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Before the signing of a definite 
treaty, while Marshal Oyama's host is 
still in. its full strength, ready for any 
orders, the marvelous Japanese army 
ought to be given more complete rec
ognition as a- wonder of the age. Its 
like has never been seen, says the 
Cleveland Leader. 
' Here is a combination, on a vast 

scale, of scientific, clear-eyed intelli
gence, never self-deceived, always un
der perfect control, far-seeing and or
derly, with the highest imaginable per
sonal courage and devotion. Duty and 
the fighting instinct are equally de
veloped. Obedience is perfect and the , 
need of it is as slight as it can be in a 
great army, for every man wants to 
do his utmost for his country and 
knows well how to strike the foe with 
telling effect. 

But the astonishing work of the Ja
panese on the field of battle is not so 
wonderful as their behavior in camp 
and on the march. Oyama's great host 
has only a handful of camp followers. 
There is no horde of dissolute women. 
No liquor sellers swarm about tfie Ja-
panes lines. The few traders deal 
mostly in writing materials and little 
fans. -

The soldiers who have won every 
battle fought and displayed marvelous 
stamina, courage and fortitude, send 
many letters home and in hot w,eather 
they use their fans freely for personal 
comfort. They do not get drunk. Chi
nese women and children go about 
their daily vocations, all alone the 
300-mile front of the Japanese host, 
wholly undisturbed, entirely safe. 

The fighting men of Nippon build . 
little toy gardens in the fashion of 
their native land. They grow plants 
and flowers with loving skill and 
amuse themselves with handicraft of 
various kinds. Wrestling matches en
tertain them. But they do not make 
themselves the prey of appetite or pas
sion. . • ' ^ .. _ 

^er^'aps^a greater marv^fef tfio j a-
panese army's abstention from drink
ing water condemned by the remark
able medical staff which has done 
much to make the death rate from 
disease almost incredibly low. The 
Japanese are great water drinkers. 
They are said by some authorities to 
average a gallon a day apiece. But 
they have fought through hot summer 
days, from early morning till night, 
close to inviting streams and wells, and 
let the water remain untasted, because 
it had been declared unfit for drink
ing. 

All this is wonderful beyond the 
belief of western soldiers. Americans 
and Europeans, in the heat of combat, 
or made reckless by the inertia of 
camp life, show scant respect for or
ders which conflict with their thirst or 
their hunger. 

An army so careful to live, yet so 
willing to die; so obedient and so bold, 
so sound in health, so strict in disci
pline, so rich in individual initiative 
and so respectful to officers, has no 
parallel., It deserves -the" triumphs it 
has won. 

"I understand that Miss Swellglrl's marriage was a failure." 

Harvey Collison Hears His Critic, 
During one of the campaigns made 

by Gov. Russell for re-election he. 
with Josiah Quincy and Harvel N. 
Collison, spoke in Village Hall, Whit
man. After the rally a reeeption wa? 
held by the governor in Hotel Bates 
for the purpose of meeting the local 
political lights. Among the latter was 
Timothy Meany, a local business man 
and a liberal subscriber to campaign 
funds. 

After -introductions to Messrs. Rus
sell and Quincy, Mr. Meany was pre
sented to Mx\ Collison,. when the lat
ter asked him how he liked the 
speeches. 

"Well," said Mr. Meany (who, by 
the way, was slightly" deaf), "Quincy 
and the governor were all right, but 
that Collison was no good at all." 

Mr. Meany is now dead, and it it, 
doubtful if he ever fully understood 
the roar of laughter that followed bis 
statement.—Boston Herald. 

A Triumph Over Obstacles. 
Her first ventures at cooking din 

ner in her own home had passed sue 
cessfully, and they sat i? silence at op
posite ends of the table, wondering at 
the novelty of it all, and gazing ai 
each other. 

"Honestly, honestly—on your woru 
of honor—did you like it, Fred?" she 
asked, finally. 

"Never enjoyed anything so much in 
my life," he said, and swallowed a 
lump. 

"Everything—everything—from soup 
to pudding?" 

"Every mouthful, from isonp to pud
ding;" he said bravely. 

"Oh, I'm so relieved, then," she said, 
as a huge sigh escaped her. "You see, 
I forgot'to order the simp for the 
sauce for ' the podding, and I had to 
have something, so I took the cough 
straps andlwas so afraid you'd taste 


