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CHAPTER 1IV.

Mad it been possible for Winifred to
guess Errol Hastings' real feclings she
would have been forced to confess how
grently she had misjudged him. He was
for the first time in his life nnregsonably,
bewilderingly, in love, and his judgment
was ot wir with lis passion. Reflection
did not belp him, either,

“1 have heard,” bhe thought, “of meu
counting the world well logt for a wom-
an's sake, but [ never realized the feul-
ing until now. Now 1 feel that I svould
glive all 1 possess if 1 conld ralse her to
my position, or sink to hers, She is only
% hright, charming child yet, but what
divine womnphood she will grow lito
whoen she begins to love, 1 epunot imag
ine any g ter lhinppiness than to look
into the depths of those henntiful eyes.
asnid rend theee, T love you,' op to inke
o little, slénder bands in mine, and
ar the confesslon from her lips. DBat
I conld not trust myself to stay here and
ey lrop ofton: silence wonld be impossi-
Ble.  If It were not for our cursed Hast-
ings pride T might tell her now, this yery
diy, how 1 love her, and marey her If
she wouldl have me, abbot that chunot be.
Huve nll my ancestors kept thelr resolye
in spite of eversthing until oow, and
ehinll 1 be the first obe to break it by my
wita ki downrdide? No! nol nel”
v thought, passionately—"the honor of
onr house first."

And &b Brrol made np his mind that he
would gee Winifrinl no more—he would
not yleld to temptution, of expose hey to
disappointment, nnd when he pnssed the
next day with Miss Champion he kept
his fuee steadily aterted from the Farm,
Mitle ptessing how bitterly the woman
hie loved was commenting on his npparent

neglect.
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Severnl days passed, and the honse was
fill of guests, Everyone declired that
Hazell Court was the most charming
country honse to stay at, ond that Mr.
Instings was the perfection of a host.
He and Lady Grace Farqubar made the
most delightful arrsngements for the gen-
ernl amusement; and everybody was
amused and pleased in consequence, Miss
Champion and her brother were over at
the Court almost every day, somewhat
to the chagrin of Lady Ulrica St Ego,
who had resolved to do everything in her
power to win Errol Hastings, Her sis-
ter, Lady Angoln, had similar intentions
toward Lord Harold Erskine, who wns
almost o< rich, though not of nearly such
old tiamily.

One day, when Errol had ordered his
four-in-hand to take the party driving, he
asloed  Migs Champion, who was sitting
on the hox beside him, which way they
shounld go.

“Over the eommon and up the hill, 1
think is the prettiest,” answered Plora,
with the maliclons design of prssing the
Tura, that Winifred might see them,

Just ag they came op to the Farm, Win-
itred, who had been standing nt the gate,
turned nnd walked sway to the house,

1 say!" eried Lord Harold, “what an
elogunt woman! Miss Champion, you
are the great puthority in the county—
please tell me who that young beauty
is!"

“She is a farmer's daughter,” sald
Tloty, coldly; and Errol almost hated her
for saying it

“A furmer's daughter! 1 could have
gworn, with that figure and tournure, sho
aelonged to one of the hest families in the
connty. I was just indulging a hope,
Yastings, that we should see her at the

bull. Do yon know her?’
“Yeg! snid Krerol, gravely, "1 have
that honor."

“Conld you not invite her?" Lord Har-
olil went on.

“Ask the ladies,” answered RErrol, with
an unwonted tinge of sarcasm, “whether
they would consent to the presence of o
girl who was only a farmer's danghter?"

Stadeed, T am sure 1 would,” eried Miss
Alton, who was too pretty to be jealous;
but the others remained silent,

Winifred had turned away from the
gaie with a swelling heart.

“He may not care for me,” thought
the poor ¢hild; “but he nead not come
past g0 often with his aristocratic friends
to show how far nbove me he is!"

The day before the ball, Krrol had
retired to his sapctum, after lunch, to
write two or three letters, when there
came n gentle tap at the door,

“Oome in!” and Lady Graes appeared
on the threshokd,

“Will you pardon my intrusion’?" she
snid, I have nlways wished to see your
haunt, and a request T have to muke to
you hus at lastsgiven me a falr pre-
toxt.”

“You might have taken my consent for
granted,” he answered, with n pleasint
smila;“but I o quite content that you
should think it necessary to ask it, since
your seruple brings you here.”

UMy request relates in a measure to one
of the dearest friends I had, poor Wini-
fred Champlon.'”

“Champion?* gaid Hastings, interroga-
tively.

“Yes, the danghter of old 8ir Howard,"

“L did not know that there was another
daughter than Lady Valanton.™

“Yeq, but she mnde a mesalliance, and
Rir Howard, who is a dreadful tyrant, has
pever allowed her name to be mentioned
gince. I was very fond of her, poor girl,
nlthongh she was gome yenrs younger
than I wus, but I never saw her after
she ran away, for I was abroad with my
husband, and before I returned to Eng-
1and, she died. Her governess, Madame
de Montolieu, was a very good and charm-
lng person, und 1 have always kept up n
cortespondence with her from time to
time. [ invaded your retreat this sfter
poon on purpose to ask if T may have the
pony earringe, in order to drive over and
pay the old lady a visit,”

“Why not take the barouche, Lady
Grace? Lady 8t. Ego and Lady Marion
have declined driving this afternoon, and
the young ladies intend to ride over to
Mrs. Champion's before dinner.”

“Thank you, I would rather not discon-
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cert my old friend by too much state; be-
sides, I have a great fancy to drive your
pretty ponies.”

“By all means, then,” exclaimed Errol.

Lady Grace Fargquhar arrived, very
quickly at the litle cottnge, and pre-
pared for a long chat with Madnme de
Montolien, who was very glad to see her,

“I heard,” she said, “that you hud ar-
rived at the Court. but I scarcely ven-
tured 1o expect you until after the festiv-
ities were concloded.”

“1 whould have come over long ago,”
Lady Grace answernd, gayly, “but 1 am
doing my duty at the Conrt as hostess,
You see, degr madame, T am getting so
old that it seems quite natnral for me to
be neting ns Mr, Hastings’ mother.”

“This My, Hastings,” asked Madame de
Montolien, “do yon like him?"

“1 think him charming. He is so agree-
able, and clever, and well bred.”

“But 14 he good, and honest, and troe®”

Lady Graee looked a little surprised at
this question, the more so g it wns pat
with an unusual degroe of earnestness,

“1 ennnot tell, but 1 should think so,"
she replied, *It scems to me as if his
greatest failing was the hereditary Hast-
ings pride. Why do youn ask?"

“I remember his  mother,” remarked
Madame de Montolien, checking herself.
“HBhe wns very good and aminble.™

“She was, indesd!” sighed Lady Grace,
“T have been going to ask you, in 8o
many of my letters, whit has become of

Winitred's cbild, She was a bright-
looking, intelligent lerle givl”

“Al, Laily Grave," said the okl French
Indy, sighing, “she gives me the keencst
anxfety."

“How sn? Is ghe not turning ont well 2"

“Toa well, too well,” ejacnlated Mad-
ame de Mootolien, with an expressive
shake of the head. “She iz al]l the fond-
est mother or friend could wish; beau-
tiful, amiable, gracefol and aceomplish-
ed—n child to be provd of. Ah, dear Lady
Grace, I fonr greatly that I have taught
her too much, she is so fur beyond her
fother's station; but, indeed, I did it all
for the best, I hoped Sir Howard would
have noticed and bronght her out, but
he sternly refuses to have anything to
do with her; and they are all so cruel
and disdainful to the poor child it breaks
my heart." ’

"1t is Jjust like that detestable old Sir
Hownrd," eried Lady Grace, with un-
usunl energy. "IHe always Insisted on
sacrificing ceverything to his stubborn
pride. Can nothing be done?"

“I fenr not," replied the old lady; and
them she proceeded to tell her friend of
Miss Champlon's treatinent of her cousin,

Lndy Grace was highly indignant,

“1 can quite believe it,” she remarked,
“Migs Champion has an air of haughty
supercilionsness that offends me greatly.
I cannot understund how it is that Mr,
Hustings secms to admire her so much,"

At this moment the door opened, and
Winifred entered.  She drew back on see-
ing n stranger,

“Eoter, my loce,” said Madame de
Montolien, “This is Winirred Byre," she
ndded, addressing her visitor,

Lady Grace was fairly astonished at
the sight of such a graceful, elegant crea-
ture,

“Uome here, my dear,"” she said, gently,
“nnd ler me see if you are like your woth-
er"”

Lindy Grace left the cottage that after-
noon perfectly charmed with Winifred,
“I will see if something eannot be done
to bring her into a position for which she
Is fitted,” she thonght, as she drove slow-
l¥ back to the Court. “Ah, if 1 could
only have had snch a daughter!” and poor
childless Lady Grace sighed heavily,

CHAPTER V.

Winifred had just left the Farm on her
wny to the cottnge, when she met and
wns accosted by Hawking, the gamekeep-
"r.

“I beg your pardon, miss, for making
so free,” he said, taking off his cap re-
spectfully, “but I thought maybe youn'd
like to see some of the grand dolngs up
at the Court to-morrow.”

Winifred colored painfully, and Haw-
kins, remarking it, was terribly concern-
ed.

“1 am sure, miss, I meant no offense—
I hope you won't tnke what I snid na a
liberty.,” The man looked anxiously at
her.

“Indeed, no,"” exclaimed Winifred, re-
covering herself; “I am much obliged to
yon for thinking of me, Hawkins."

“You see, miss," sald the gamekeepor,
engerly, it was in this way. [ says to
myself, why, the doings at the Court to-
morrow will be quite a sight; there's the
hallropm done up In that beautiful way
as "ud be a show in it=elf, let alone all
the county fam'lies coming from miles
round. They tell me as how the maoster
wonld make everybody promise to be
there by hualf-pmst nine, so thinks I, if
Mirgs Eyre "I just step round about ten
o'clock T could let her into the lttle
garden that the ballroom looks into, and
she could see all the gay doings without
a soul being the wiser™

“Thank yon, Hawkins," said Winifred,
gently: “it was very good of you to think
or me."

As Winifred went on her way she was
terribly hurt at a proposal so Injurious
to her dignity: bot it was impossible for
her to feel any annoyance with the man,
who had evidently spoken from sheer
good-will and the wish to afford her a
pleasure, But the idea of her, Winifred
Eyre, going to look In surreptitionsly at
a window to see the upper clusses amus-
ing themselves wns s dreadful offense to
her 1‘!l‘i{1|.'.

But it frequently happens that when
we violently repodinte an idea at first
we are all the more likely to come round
to it afterward. And as Winifred walked
along, insidlouns thoughts erept in to un-
dermine the stronghold of her determina-
tion.

“After all,” whispered Curiosity, “why
should I feel so hitter at the thought of

being only & speetator of this grandeur?

1 shall never be able to participate tn i,

and why should 1 refuse an opportunity

1 have =0 often coveted, of seeing u realiy

grand hall?*

Then spe foll into a train of thonght.
| “If I had only the advantage of being
Sir Howand's granddanghter, that Flora
| Chumpion bas—if 1 could have met Mr.
| Hastings in society, und ridden and
danced with him ae she has dove, 1 think
I conld have mude him love me; but 45 &
farmer's danghter, what chance have I
with au admired, aristocratic beauty ¥

Here words failed ber, and she sat
down on the bank in the lonely woods,
nnd the tears streamed down her face.
8o intent was she on her misery that she
did not hear footsteps approaching her,
and when a man's voice sounded tenderly
in her ears, saying, “‘Miss Eyre, are you
in trouble?" ghe started, blushing, to her
feet.

“Mr. Hastings,” she exclaimed, covered
with confusion and ecrimson shame; bat
someinow the sight of his handsome face
banished the memory of her sadness, and
u bright smile came into her eyes,

“1 am so glad to see a smile again,”™
Errol said, with the tenderest inflexion
of his voice, 1 could not bear to see you
in distress.”

“When people have not very much to

occupy their minds,”” Winifred answered,
“they are rather subject to fits of de-
precsion, without adequate cause, [ envy
you almost now-—yon ure so busied in vn-
swinining and nmusing people, you have
time for regrets,"
“Na time for regrets!" echoad Mr,
Hastings; *“for the lnst three weoeks my
{ife has been one unceasing, haunting ree
gret,”

Winifred looked up into his face im-
quiringly.

“It is u trouble I cannot ask anyone to
ghare =you least of all," he sald, after o
panse,

Winifred's oyes drooped beneath his
gaze—Iit wus so sud, yer so eager.

A voice was heard calling, "Hastings,
Hastings!"

In an instant he had taken her hand,
kissed it passionntely, nnd was gone.
Winifred turned awny quickly, and went
on her way to {he cottage. She was trom-

pling, confused, glad, sorpriged. She
searcely knew what her real feelings
were, But as IHawking' proposal re-

eurred to her mind, she determined to
necent it.

When she arvived at the cottage, she
found Lady Graee, ns has been described,
When glie had accompanied her to the
pony earringe, she returned to the littie
drawing room.

“Dear wadame,” snid Winlfred, kneel-
ing besile her old friend, and half hid-
ing her face. *1 want yeu to take me to
the Court to-morrow night"

“The Coort!" exclaimed Madanme de
Montolien, in overwhelming surprise;
“has Mr. Huastings, then, invited you to
his ball?"

“0Oh, no, not that,” Winifred answered,
qulckly, with a deep blush, *“To-night,
as I wns coming here, Hawking met me,
and usked me if 1 should like to see the
ball, He said he would let me into the
little garden under the ballroom, and
there wonld be no one else there, At first
I was angry at the idea, but 1 have chang-
ol my mind; and, oh, madame,” she con-
cluded, earnestly, “1 do so want to go."

Muadome de Montolleuw lonked at her
with Impressible astonishment. BShe al
most fulled to believe her senses when
prond Winifred Eyre mude such a re-
quest,

“1 know It must seem strange to you,
Winifred said, imploringly; “yon think I
am forgetting my pride, and my self-
esteem; but I have a reasou—indeed 1
have,"

“Winitred!" cried Madame de Monto-
lien, in a pained volce, “you are think-
ing too much of this Mr, Hastings."

She caressed the head that lay in her
lap pititully and tenderly while she said:

“1 will go with you if you wish it.,”

“1 do wish it; thank you a thousand
times.”

The next evening, shortly before ten
o'clock, Winifred and lher companion,
cloaked and velled, appenred at the lttla
garden gate. The faithtul Hawking was
walting for them, and, true to his prom-
Ise, not another person wns to be seen,
He had placed two chairg for them belilnd
a elomn of lnurels, and as the ballroam
windows were down to the ground they
conld see plainly. everything that took
place.

Winifred saw Lady Grace Farguhar,
robed in deliente satin and lace, stand-
ing with other ladies on a kind of a
velvet dnis, receiving the guests as they
entered with stately graclousness, Then
ghe saw something that made her trem:
ble and turn pale, Mr, Hastings entered
the room, looking more handsome and
econrtly than she had even imngined, and
on his arm leant Flora Champion, with
the proud dignity of an empress,

A jenlous pnng shot through Winl-
fred's heart nt the sight, and when she
saw Hastings bend down to Flora, and
perceived the smile that was reflected
back In hig eyes, she elinched her tecth
over her lips to keep back the tears of
mortification,  She turned to Madnme
de Montolien and said, in quick, gaspiog
tones: “'It I8 enough—let us go!l”

{To be continuned.)

If yon thirst for something really
new, if you want to do something
which ing never been done before, here
i o chance for you. Climb Mount
Everest. Its helght s 20,002 feet, and
you wiil not find anything in the nature
of a paper bag on its snow-capped sum-
mit, for the excursionist has not reach-
ed there yet. The highest point to
which man has so far elimbed Is 28 303
feet, This Is the helght of Aconcagua,
the loftiest summit of the main cor-
dillera of the Andes. This point was
res *hed by the gulde Mattins Zurbrig-
gen and Mr. Vines, two members of
the expedition that went out In 1807
under Mr, E. A, Fitzgernld. Before this
the record was held hy Sir Willlam
Martin Conway's expedition, which in
1802 ellmbed 0 mountaln In the Kara-
koram Himalayas Just 22,000 feet
high.—Penrson's Magazine,

Effect of Rag-Time Songs.

Sunday School Teacher—Now, chil-
dren, what did Pharaoh say to Moses?

Chifldren—We don't know,

Teacher—Oh, ves, you do, He told
Moses to go and do something, Now,
what did he say?

Class~Go way back—and sit downl
—Baltimore American.

OPINIONS OF GREAT PAPERS ON IMPORTANT SUBJECTS

Working Without System.

MAN who does forclble work must dlsmise a sub-

ject from his mind when he ls done with it. This

Increnses the grasp and power of the mind and keeps

it clear for concentration upon the thing under con-

glderation. Nothing can ba accomplished with half a mind;

you must concentrule or focus all your powers upon the

thing you are doing. This you can never do when things

by the score are half settled In your mind, continually

obtruding themselves for coasideration, %nd hindering the
thought of present problems

When you have anything In hand, settle it. Do not
look ‘at It, lay it down, then look at something else and
lay that down also, but settle things as you go along.
It 8 & thousand tlmes hetter to make an oceaslonal mistake
than never to settle anytling, but be always balancing,
welghing and consider!lng many things at a tlme.

It Is vigorous thought which coumts. A subject which
is handled, so to speak, with the tips of the mental ingers,
never amounts to anythingz. You must seize and grasp
with all your might the thing yon are attempting, and do 1t
with vigor and enthusiagm, If you wish to bear the stamp
of superiority when completed. Another defect in your
work, which arlses from the fuulis mentloned, Is fallure to
complete things. Your work bears the lmpress of Incom-
pleteness, and seems always to lack something.

If you could overcome these defects, you might be sue-
cossful, for yon really possess great ability, but lack defi-
niteness.  Evidently your mind bas not been trained to
extnctitude. There has been carelessness in your edueation
somewhere. It may be partly the fault of your teachers
or your parents in not calling your attention In early. life
to those deficlencles. If thix had been done the task of
correction would hiave heen easier than it {5 now, but the
faults may still be overcome If proper diligence be used.—
Suceess.

Leprosy.

NE medieal surprlse follows another, What seemed

more unlikely than that mosquitoes arp the cause of

malarin and yellow fever? And yet such ls the fact

now universally nceepted. And who would have
thought that the foremost cause of leprosy, the most dread-
ed of disenses, Is the eatlng of unwholesome fish? And
yet, when this eause Is once suspected a multitude of
proofs seem to support i, and an Investigation made In
Indla brings back the report that such ls prahahly the
fact. It seoms that where leprosy prevalls, as in Palestine.
Norway, Nova Scotla and Hawall, fish ls a large ltem of
food., This does not mean that fish, fresh or well eured.
{8 unhealthy, nor that leprosy Is not, In a way, contaglous;
but merely that fish badly cured ls a disposing cause of
the disease. To be sure the theory has not yet become
& matter of settled medical sclence, but it ls one of those
spggestions which have possible valldity and which will
be the occaslon of very careful Investlgation, with the
good hope that another dreaded disease will be first under-
gtood and then conguered and exterminated. That ls what
we have in ldrge messure done with typhus fever and yel-
low fever, and expect to do with malaria and eonsumption,
—New York Independent,

As to Climate and Character.

LIMATE has an undoubted Influence on the charae-

ter. Persons take from atmospherie condltions and

surroundings many of thelr mental attributes; they

geem to absorb Into thelr belng something akin to the
climate and environment. Those born and reared in a rugged,
wild and bleak conntry nre generally rugged, hardy and stern
themselyves, while those brought up In a rich, warm and
genial climate and surroundings are themselyves usually of
8 generous, easy-going nature, The London Evening Stand-
ard, of a recent date, diseusses the subject and says: “In
lands of the sun, where the earth offers the necessities and
fuxuries of life almos® without lnbor, man Is sapped of
energy, and leads a lotos existence. No effort Is demanded
of him, and the capaecity to do dwindles within him. He
lolls sensuously In the lap of nature, a materiallst and
without ambltion.

A temperate, bracing climate Is the most healthy, both
for body and mind. The stropg alr imparcts force of char-
peter as well ag power of limb, No one I8 superlor to atinos-
pherle conditlons; It affects all, though somelimes uncon-
golously, Investigntions In schools show that puplls are
able to do thelr best work when the weather Is cold, ealm

dldn't

and clear. In large factories, it Is stated that an unpleasant
day will reduce the output by 10 per cent. Agaln, con-
tinued hot weather Invarlably brings forth a crop of crimes
of passion, while the summer ls &lso the senson most pro-
lific of sulclde. Raln seems to exert a deterrent effect on
erime, and fewer deeds of violence are committed on cloudy
days than on bright ones,

Whatever there may be sald to the contrary, the fact ls
undeniable that climate Influences to a remarkable degree
character and conduct.—Medleal Record,

‘ Improved Country Lifg.

OME of the most actlve and brainy business and

professional men In the clties came direct from the

farms, without capital save healthy minds and stom-

achs and strong ambltion. RBeing eager and able,
they have worked thelr way to the top, And yet the fact
must not be lost sight of that all country boys who go to
the city do not succeed, Some of the poorest of the poor
In the ety are from the country. In the sluma will be
found those who abandoned farm life under the impression
that & mere move In the city would mean good living if not
wealth and ease. Such persons would not succeed any-
whers, They have not the capacity for success,

Life In the country, on the farm, however, I8 not so
solated and cheerless ns In' former days. Good ronds, the
dally newspaper, the bleyele, the rurtl free dellvery of
fiall, the lmproved country school, the telephone, the neigh-
horhood ehureh, have each contributed to llghtening and
brightening life In the country. The farmer and his fam-
fly are now ennbled to keep In touch with the ontslde
world, and as a matter of fact are generally better In-
formed with respect to current events of the world than
the svernge coity famlly occupying relatively a simllar
position ns respeets Income and socinl status. Those who
ilve In the country read and remember, Those who live
In the eity oftener than otherwise read and forget, because
{here are so many things to demand their attention. And
the improvement of country conditions Iy stendily progress-
Ing, They are muech botter now than they were ten years
ago, and they will be better ten years hence than they
are now. This ought to have the effect of decrensing the
drift from the countty to the elty, and It no doubt will do
g0. Meanwhile, we say let the country boys of braina and
capacity come to the elty, There Is room and a demand
for them. No clty ever had too many country boys of the
rlght sort. They are the malnstay of the conntry. May the
rewards of thelr merit never be less!—Savannah News,

As to Inherited Wealth.

ILLIAM K. VANDERBILT I8 thus quoted In a

London weekly paper: “Inherited wealth Is a

big handieap to happiness, It is as certaln death

to ambition ns cocalne Is to morality. If a man
makes money, no matter how much, he finds a certain
happiness in Its possession, for In the desire to Increase hia
business he has constant use for It. But the man who
Inherits It has none of this, The first satlsfactlon and the
greatest, that of bullding the foundation of a fortuns, la
denled him. He must labor, If he does labor, slmply to add
to what may be an over-sufficlency.”

Why should Inherlted wealth be “a big bandleap to hap-
plness? Why must the possessor of It lalior “slmply to
ndd to whant may he an over-sufficlency ?" Why should a
man who gets milllons from his father be nnable to make
himself the architect of hls own happiness? Great wenlth
Implics great care, It also Implles an opportunity to do
good that is denled to people of more restricted means,
The opportunity to do good implles the certalnty of a re-
turn In the truest nnd most lasting kind of happiness, the
happlness that {s born of dolng unto others even as you
wonld that they should do unto you. Instead of balng “cer-
taln death to ambitlon” Inherited wenlth ought to glve to
ambition the very highest and noblest stimulation, It
ought to encourage men who can think at all, to think
less of themselves and more of others, to Invest thelr mon-
ey not with the desire of slmply adding to what may be
an over-sufficlency, but to add to the sum of human happi-
negs and contentment by iessenlng the sum of human
misery and Ignorance. The rich man who spends his
money, acquired elther through inherltance or thrift, entire-
Iy upon himself and upon his Immedlate famlly, deserves
to feel that the hypertrophy of hix bank aceount Ia “a big
handleap to happinesa.” If he wants to feel differently he
muy do so through & very simple and obvious cholce,—

lave thme to go Into de house

Hrooklyn Engle.

conversitlon was long. When it was

Might Have

Proved an Alibi.
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“Ah doan’ b'lieve in convictin® any
man on sulienmstanshal evidence,”
gald the deacon to & New York Trib-
man.

“Dat’s right,” sald Uncle Ned. “Ab
knowed of a case mahself when Ah
Wis B young man, many yeahs ago.
where an Innercent man was sent 1
4nll fo' stealin’ ehickings what was Hik
by anudder pusson. His name was
Pete Jackson; he was n married man
an' had a fambly, an® de fambly had
a appetite fo' chickings, an' a farmer
in de pelghborhood had de chilekings.
Wal, de farmer missed chickings ebery
wunst In awhile, an' he kep' his eye
peeled, but he cudn’t find out jes' who
tuk ‘em, only he 'spected Pete, case
he was de neares' niggah. But one
nlght when de farmer kem out of his
house wif a shotgun he seen o man Jes'
gwine away from de chicking coop, an’
he chased him. But de man was spry
an’ do farmer didn't coteh him, an® he
los' slght of him somewheres In de
dark, an' when he kem to de turn In
de road he didn't know which way to
go. But putty soon he seen a man
runnin’ an' he follered bim along de
twlistin's an' turnin's of de road till de
man kem to Pete Jackson's house. De
farmer kotched him right at de door—
de mnn was Pete Jackson—an' he
yanked him along an® had him Jugged.
But Pete hadn't no chickings wif him
when he was cotched, an' de farmer
t'ought, mebbe, he was skeered away
from de coop befo' he got any.

“But when de farmer zgamined de
coop he made sure dey was chickings
missin' from de day befo'; an® In de
mawnin' bhe went to Pete's house’ an'
dere was Missus JAeksdn gittin® &«
chicking ready fo' dinner, De farmer
cudn’t understan’ how she got dat

chicking so quick from Pete, case Pete

when he was cotehed, but dem was de
fae's In de case, an' Pote was sent up.
He done tried to 'stabllsh a alleyby,
but dey wudn't Usten to him. So Pete
did time fo' stealin' dem chlekings
what he nehbah stole.”

“Am yo' shunh he wa'n't gullty?
asked the dencgn.

“Shush. Ah was wif him dat night,
an' he dldn't steal no ehlckings at all.
He was In n graveyard gittin' de lef’
hind foot of a rabbit, an' he done got
It. When we was comin' home we
heerd de nolce of de fariner chasin®
de man what stole de chlekings an® we
got skeered an' run, an’ got sep'rated
In de dark. Den de farmer mus' hab
lost sight of de man he was chaslu’,
an' den he sees Pete an' chases an'
cotches him."”

“But why didn't yo' go up an' re-
late de real state of de fac's?"’

“Wal, Ah didn't s'pose dey'd Wlleve
me, an' Ah was skeered dat If Ah sald
Al was wif Pete dat night Ah might
be wif him fo' de nex' six mont's"

“An' how do yo' account fo' de chlek-
ing what Pete's wife was cook!in' de
pex’ mawnin'?

“Wal, dat chlcking nn' anudder one
Pete stole from an entlahly diff’rint
coop de night befo' he got In trouble,
so his wife had chickings to cook fo’
two days hand runnin”."

“But doan' de hull affair t'row some
doubt on de prewallin' opinlon dat de
lef’ hind foot of & rahbit am lucky

“Ah doan’ know as It does, De jedge
only gave Pete two mont's, an' ebery-
body t'ought he'd get six."

He, Alko, Could Be Frugal,

The stinglest man In the town of
Bramville had sent for John Briggs to
discuss o matter of importance. When
Mr. Briggs entered the room It was
lighted by one dim candle only.

“It's n bright stgrlight night," sald-

his host, “and we don’t need the candle
to talk by:" whereupon he blew it out
as soon as hls.guest had found a seat.

The room was pitch-dark and the
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over the host lighted the candle agaln
to show his visitor out.

“Well, well, slr, this Isa a strange
slght!" he blustered, for Mr, Briggs
wns minus coat, walstcont, collar and
necktle,

“I'll put them on now you've lighted
the candle,” sald Mr. Briggs, ealmly,
“I thoughbst 1 might Just as well save
the wear on them as long as nobody
could see"

Hot Cross Buna.

In its early days, when, it s to be
hoped, It was more toothsome than it
I8 now, the hot cross bun played some
part In converting the people of these
Islands to Christlanity. Pagan Eng-
Innd war In the hablt of eatlng esakes
In honor of the goddess of spring, and
Christlan  misslonaries found that
though they could alter the views of
the people In reference to religlous
matters they could not Induce them
to withhold from the consumption of
confectionery. Bo they put the slgn of
the cross upon the bun of the Saxon
era and launched It upon missionary
enterprise which has extended through
the Intervening centuries and survived
till now.

COurling Story.

An ostentatious curler sald to the
members of his rink:

“Don't you bother about ecutting
sandwiches, We'll take the bounee out
of the other fellows, 1 have arranged
‘with ‘a’ farmer to send down a pot of
Irish stew."”

The dish, to the envy of the onlook-
ers, nrrived before the game was fin-
Ished, and to keep It warm top:coats
were put over it. When the gun
dounded “cease play" the party made
thelr way to enjoy the speclal luxury,
but on Ufting the coats there was a
hole in the lee the size of the pot,
which had melted its way through the
fee ‘to the bottom of the loch.

Some people Are B0 -nlm’ that
they seem to have corns all over them.
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