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HERR STEINHARDT'S NEMESIS

BY . MACLAREN COBBAN,

CHAPTER X—Continued,

“'Manuel,” said he, “iss doable- implication, wiich I read between the

dyed viliain, if he does aught to harm
Panl's girl! 1 can wee what he's up to,
w: he bas given no accoont of
Paul's affnirs yet, and il he oan get
Louise to marry Frank he needn’t. He
miy want all the money he oan get
hold of soon; the plaintifis in that pat.
ent mse have appealed, and he'll ha'
1o appear again and fight at th' next
sitting of the conrt. But he shanuot
plunder the lass, I mun find if she's
with my sister, and if he's frightening
her—and if he be, by th' L—d! 1 mun
gt e writ of mandamns or summat,
and tak’ th lass whoam wi' me. I'm
. guardian as much as  him, and if the
Inse woald mther bide wi' me he can
not take her, Yea; Ishall st about
‘L“
I drew his attention back to the ur-
rent necessity of doing something in
her father's case; had he anything to

“'Well, now let me think,"” sid he,
“We'll supposs Panl came home that
night—Ilate, you think, very late—wi'
hin little portmantega carried in his
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1 night in old Jaques's cot-
Birley always pronounced the
') “Th® owd chap seldom
; he usually sits or lies up
t chair of his all night and all
- Paul was aye jond o' th' old
: now does he lift latch and go in,
just to my ‘how-de-do,” or does he
think it is too Jate, and he'd best go on
and see what Steinhardt’'s up to? i
wa could only get th' old chap to speak
-and tell na!"
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CHATPER XI.

It is not necessary to detail how we
finally sucoeeded, after five days of
hard labor, under the direction of a
physician, in getting old Jagues to un-
derstand what we wanted to know,
samely, whether his nephew, Panl La-
croix, had visited him on the night of

i

had no news, and I was devoured with
anxiety.

No news—except the confirmation
from Birley that she was not with Mrs,
Steinhardt. He had written to hia
sister inquiring about Louise, and had
been answered to that effect; Mra.
Bteinbardt had resson for supposing
she waa in Blackpool, but at what ad-
dresu she could not sy,

I entreated Birley to go to Blackpool
to endeavor to find out, if he coyld
spare the time. But he needed no en-
treaty, for he himelf was also becom-
ing anxious about her.

“I'mun spare the time,’ mid he:
“and I mun go and find her. It's, of
ocourse, no use asking 'Manuel whers
“hﬂ

But before he had arranged to set
out, something occurred which obviated
the necessity of going, and produced re-
suliaof a more remarkable sort; and
this I must proceed to relates.

As 1 have alresdy indicated, my ex-
petience of the way in which such evi-
dence as [ had regarding Lacroix's fate
had rather come to me than been found
by me tended to make me what I may
call ‘s waiter upon Providence.” I
conceived—I may sy, I was convinced
—1I should best attain further rosult,
keeping mynelf open to evidence
then by ranging about and rack-

my brain i: search of it, All fear
; at rest that our experiment upon
old Jaques might have fatsl or un.
toward results (he was now more slert
than ever, and frequently asked, in
writing, for “‘the girl'’), I had betaken
myslltos former habit, and every
g..:l'm went into town to the free
ik to read. Sometimes I read s

‘book, and sometimes the newspapers,
( was thus occupied one afternoon
The Times. I turved with a curi-
which was balf Jistless to the
col " and my attention
once arrested by this:—
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 land, but surely o other to whom the

| linos of this advortisement, of broken
| fith with & woman-would =0 well ap-
Py And she seemed in urgent dis-
| tress; she begged him to go to ber, It
fm scarvely probable, I thought, that
| Steinhardt wonld see it; he read little
‘of newspaper literature, | knew, aod
| his usual paper was the local daily,
What, thea® In spite of my ab-
horrence of him, and my wish to avoid
bim, should I not, for the woman's
sake, inform him of this® [ pondersd
| thie idea all the rest of the day, until
the evening, when I took it to Birley.
| “Certainly,” said he; ‘‘the scamp!
| Let him know of it. I suppose he only

furriulm_uhnr because she had a !

' bit of brass.”

| Solealled on Steinhardt that very
evening.

| “Thank you, Mr. Unwin,” said he,
when 1 had told him my errand; “but
rome kind friend has already sent me
the paper’’ (taking up a copy of The
Times). “‘Yes," he continued, reading
it over and chuckling at its composi-
tion. *‘I suppose she thought she must
write English for an Engli-h paper.”
(He Ilnid the paper down.) ‘“‘Poor
Emilie, she wants me; but 1 can't go,
yon know. I must go to London about
my lawsuit again. 1 might send Frank,
but I really want him bere.” He
pansed and looked at me, meditatively,

"|"You are doing nothing, Mr. Unwin.

Would yougo for me? You would,
{really and truly, do better than I
should. 8he thinks she woold like to
seme and speak to me, but she
wouldn't. She seems to be vers ill—
dying, | suppose she thinks herself,
poor woman—and to speak to people
sick and dying is more in your way
than mine. She will like to hear you;
ghe always liked clergymen; she liked
me & little when we thought 1 was go-
ing to be a—u clergyman.”

He turned elowly 1o the fire, took np

the poker, and carefully raked ont the
ashea from the bottom of the grate.
Was memory leading bim back reluct-
ntl_y to those days of his youth, and
compelling him to ask himself whether
for all he had gained since then ha had
not paid too great a price?
“"Well,”” mid he, manifestly shaking
something off, and turaing to me,
‘‘what do you say, Mr. Unwin® I will,
of course, pay your expenses, and you
will take Emilie a letter from me, and
inn.ney--l daresay she mesns she needs
'- L

“ILam much obliged to you, Mr.
Steinhardt," wid I, **but—"'

“Oh," eaid he, it is I will be
obliged, but of course that does naot
matter."

*“It i s0 unaxzpected,” I continued;
Imj"lzl have sdded, *‘and extrsondi.

“Well, yesy I daresayitis. But you

:::w what the Frenchman says sbout
"

‘‘Let me congider it for a day; and

it I decide to go I shall be ready to set

out at once."

“Oh, yes; consider it, and consult
your friends. But if you do not go,
nobody will go."”

1 went immediately from him to
Birley, and stated at once the extraor-
dinary offer [ had received.

“Go, lad," said he; “it will be a
plesmnt holiday for you, and the poor
woman, of course, would rather eee
somebody {rom 'Manuel than only geta
letter frem him.””

I hesitated; I did not desire & holi-

day then, even on the Continent whete
I bad never been, but at the same time
some change was becoming necessary
considering the low condition to whieh
my finances had sunk.
“But,” said I, “I believe he has
asked me only to get me out of the way
for some purpose. I think he suspects
I bave been finding out something
mon.l‘

“‘And what does that matter?'' asked
Birley. *'Look here, my lad; T know
you're in & way about Louise. Now it
strikes me if you go away for a little
while (and you may as well g0 At
"Manuel's expense}, things will tuen
out better lor you than you may think,
You see, ut the same time aa you are
away, he is away, too. Frank must
come back to the works, and there will
be no resson for keeping Louise at
Blackpool. Take my word for it, he'll
bring her home; 1. ghall manage to
#ee her, and if she claims my
tion ms her other guardian, I [shall tak®
her home with me, and when he comes
back he can't ta' her from me. Don't
you see, lad?"’

I admitted the force of the reasons
he urged, and all next day (which was
Sunday) turned them over. My going
might certainly be to Louise's sdvant-
age and to my own. Even if Stein-
hardt brought her back to Timperly
only for a visit of a few days, there
would be sufficient opportunity for Bir-
ley to take ber home to himself. On
the other hand, my refusal to go would
bring no sdvantage nor prospect of ad-
vantage. And might not, indeed,
Steinhardt's offer be a suggestion of
Providence?
Fo on Monday morning I called on
Bteinhardt snd said T was ready o set
ont at once, and in the afterncon [
was whirling through beautiful Derby-
shire on my way to London and the
Continent, I could not forbear feeling
something like delight st the change
from terrible Timperley to thess bright
mu—.l jou:lrneywing Imtor yhhlw where
was , OF what. Could
I then have guessed what strange thinga
I would hear when I reached the to me
unknown city of Basel on the Rhine,
could I have guesred that [ was being
hurried along by the Divine Vengeanoce,
that I was not w0 much deputed by
Bteinhatdt to sse Emilie Hass ss by
:hat Overruling Power who was im
pelling that man on to his doom, what,
I have often wondered since, would my
feelinga have been an I wan borne along
with rash and roar in the railway
train?
The firet night of my journey [ rest-
ed in London. I went to that hotel
(Bacon's) in Great Quean street, where
Mr. Lacroix hnd commonly stayed on
his visita t0 London, but I found noth-
ing of consequence,
1 was wretched, cold and hungry,
when, about 7 o'clock in the morning

.

of the third day, I left the train at

| Basel. 1 parmitted myssil to be taken| COVER THEM OVER WITH

to & hotel, where I ordered breakinst.
Alter partaking of which I revived, and
' began to think of the errand on which
I had come.

Since my arrival [ had bean uncers

FLOWERS.

Cover them over with boautiful Sowers,
| Deck thetn with garluuds, these beuibors of
onire,

s silent by

I Idwhﬁu the years

bt and by day

|

thelr manh: AWAY. |

| tainly using French and German, and | Uive thom the meed they huve wou iy the |'

| T bad been anawered in either langnage
(I found later that in the hotel, st
least, | might as well use my native
| English); but on inquiring
(from the Lodwigstrasse 10 the obscn
street | sought, I had to draw exclus-
ively upon my stock of German. I dis-
coversd that Fraulein Emilie Hass
lived in one of & row of old tall houses
(not unlike some of those in the city of
Edinbargh), with little windows in the
steep grey roofs, which gave the im-
pression of eyes with sleepy, heavy
lids. Up and up the bare stairs of the
house 1 stepped, till I think I was on
the fourth Hoor—at any rate, | was as
high as I could climb. I knocked at
the door of & humble “‘apartment’ of
two rooms, and an old wrinkled woman
appeared. | ingquired in German for
Franlein Haas, and was informed she
was from home, “giving her daily los
(#ons.""  She was not, then, ilI? Ob,
| mo, she was not ill—she was well, I
(wsked when she would be at home, and
| was told  *at five o’clock™ in the after-
nooi.”’  So I departed till then, with
about six hours in which to tax my ine
gennity in guessing why Fraunlein
Haas's demand to see Steinhardt had
been mo urgent, since she was net dy-
ing, nor even il

At five o'clock 1 called again, and
found Franlein Haas at home. I was
‘asked to come in. 1 looked enrioasly
at the Fraulein. She was a middle
aged woman, of the thin, nervous typs
of German (or, perhaps, Swiss), with
bright, keen, grey eyes. She rose,
emiling, but perplexed, to receive me,
and waited for me to state my business.

I come from England,” I mid in
German.

“Then you do not want me to give
lessons,"" emid she, pushing away a
“prospectus’ evidently laid ready for
presentation; ““my mother thought you
had comi for that.''
| “No,” said 1="I come from Eng-

{land to see you, and then togo back
| in,"

| She looked bewildered. 1 took from
| my pocket a copy of the Times adver-
tisement, and handed it to her. At
once the expression of her face changed;
pale before, it became paler now, and
her eyes seemed to dilate, ad with
fear.

“But you,"” smid she, “are not Em-
manuel Steinhardt? Perhaps, how-
ever,” ghe made haste to add, “yon are
his son? MHe married, I know." I
shook my head.

“l am mo relation at all to Herr
Steinbardt. Very likely that will ex-
plain who [ am”—and 1 gave her
Steinhardt's letter.

£he was moved when she saw the

{handwriting. She read the letter
through eagerly. It was short, 1 could
o

“He thinks T am ill, and in want of
money—of his money! Ach! This
will not do!  You muet go away wir!"

{To ba continued)

Naming the Child.

Now, neessarily, when the new girl
baby arrived there was much discussion
among the members of the family as to
what her name shoultl be.

"'We will call- her ‘Geraldina,’ "
mid the fond motler.

“Why not call her 'Esmoalilu'." o
asked the first grandmother, *'I saw
that name ina  story onve, and always
wantad o try it on a baby."

"Oh," murmured the second grund-
mother, that “would never do,
ud call her ‘Fanchon.' '

“'But don’t you think ‘Eltessa’ is s
pretty name, and so odd, too?' put in
one of the aunts.

“Excuse me, ladies,” ventured the
poor father, who eat near by, but you
peem to forget that we are trying to
find & name for a human being, and
not for & 5-cent cigar."

Wirdless Telegraphy,

It seema that as vet tho speed wt
which the Hertzlan currents of wire-
less telegraphy move has not been de-
términed. Marconi says he thinks
they travel about the same speed us
light, 186,000 miles a second. There
fore, shonld Msrconi be able, as he
fasses to believe he will be, tosend s
megsage around the world, it wouold
necupy in transmission approximately
one-eighth of & second, and the clicks
of the sending and receiving instru-
ments would be almost simultanleous,

Knew How to Taks Froude.

The late historian, Samuel Rawson
Gardiner, used to say of Froode:
""Whenever I find myself particolarly
perplexed on any point I look to ses
what Froude has to say about it. [ al-
ways find his help invaluale, for I can
trust implicitly in hin unfailing ia-
stinet at arriving at false conclusions;
and the more positiva he becomes the
safer I feel in adopting » dismetrically
oppoiste view.” -

About *Max O'Rell”

That most genisl of philosophers,
“Max O Rell,” celebrated his 54th
birthday on March 2. This year is an
interesting one in his life, for it is the
30th anniversary of his going to Eng.
land as the corresponpent of certain
French pspers. It is an interesting
charasteric of his career that all his
works, which were first published in
France, have been translated into Eng-
lish by .his wile,

Tolstol Not Alrsld of Death.

A Russian journalist relates regard-
ing Tolstol and his recent illness that
when the doctor told him that he was
out of danger, he replied: “It iy &
pity to give up the resignation st the
thonght of desth.” What tronbled
him rrﬂmlu’ly during hia illness was
that his physician would uot sllow the
windows to be kept open.

For Coronation Preseats,

King Edward has ordered the execn-
tion of 100 medallion portraits of him-
solf. Theee, richly mounted, are in-
tended for presentation to distinguished
Ruests at the coranation, ineluding the
leading representatives of the colonies
and Indis, His majesty is being spe-
cially photographed for the purpose.

Arsa Occupied by Indians,
!Inl”othl:d";ol'udm. national do=
main oecup jans regated
118,000,000 ncres; today it .“wm
85,000,000 acres, which is about as
much land as we bave in the states of

Oblo, Indians and Llinols,

my way
Y

Let,

a,
Glve thew the homor thelr Tulures forecant,

Glve then the chaplets they won la he
| wirife,
| Glve I'i.l':- Ihe lavrels thoy low, with thels

Cover the hearts4bat -have bealen s high~
Ilnu-ln ':'I:I bopes that were duomed but

o *
Onew they were glowing with friendship
\iw:‘dmuh“ t‘ﬂ“ ring abow
AW t ts are soaring above
Bravely ».Tr"m"' to the oatloh they
¥

LY
l'm“la Ber bosom they found them &
grave,

Cover the thousauds who sleep far away-
Bleep whare thelr (rlends cansot tod them

n.,'“.. o mountaln and billside mod
lﬂ‘:uhﬂ they wearled and lle where
lvﬂl;.t.i,o grass blade creeps ‘round thelr
Sweetly abute them the wid Soweret

wa,
™ of freedom ty o'erhead
& prayers foe the ufcu dead.

When the long years bave rolled slowly
AWAY,
E'en 1o & dawn of sarth’s funers! day:
Whoen at the angels' loud trompet and tread
itive up the faces and forws of the dead;
When the great world Its last Judgmeat

awalits,
Theu the bine sky shall fding n its gates
And ‘:“ long  coluwus warch  solemnly
through .
Nenstngs gariands shall cover them

over,
Father, husband, brother and lover.
Cover them over, these brothers of ours,
Cover thom all with beautiful flowers,
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Mark's Substitute.
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M deatted, Kit"
n *“Oh, Mark!™

And with the exclamation pretty
| Mrs. Weidman fell into her husbapd's
| arms, shivering with terror.
| “There, I've blarted it out in the worst
way, after all this last hour apent in
thinklog how 1 could break it the easl
est.”
“But it will kill me, Mark. What ahaill
1 do; what can [ do? 1 can't stand it,
and 1 won't let you go; they may whoot
you here first,™

“There, there, Kittie, dear, you Jdo not
koow what you are sayiog; you wust try
and be patient and submissive, There'll
be mome way provided, though 1 don't
se¢ how | can save you just now in the
beginning of winter."

Poor Kit wept until completely ex-
hausted, eatirely deat to her bhusband's
weak attempts at consolation.

It wan a sad howme, but not the only
one (n the land that dread November of
1863,

The fatal “draft” put out the light for-
ever on many a hearthstone.
. L ] L] L ] . . L]

“80 yer drafted, be ye, Nell 7" remarked
the postmaster at The Forks, eyeing the
stalwart young man addressed with a
look which plainly sald, “and 1'm glad
of "

"l w'pose T am.”

“Goin'?™

“No, sir! When Nell Weldman gets
ready to work for Uncle Sam he'll let
him know by enlisting: until then he'd
bave his Majesty know he aln't a-goin'."

“Not very patriotic!” speered a by-
stander. “Now, I'd a been thar long ngo
it't hadn't a been fer this here game leg
o' mine”

“Small loas to the country,” growlel
Neil.

“H'pose Mark'll pot go, nelther:” jnter-
jiosed the postmaster.

“Mark!™ :

Neil' turned a face suddenly grown
cager and white,

“He ain't oo the draft?*

“But he be.”

“Yes, and told me he'd have to gn.”
added the bystander,

Without another word the young man
turned on his involuntarily loosen-
ing the seart ut his neck that he
might breathe more easily. Swiftly he
passed out into the dull November day,
looking ueither to right nor fL

On, on be walked, like & man in & ter-
rible hurry, until three miles lay Letween
himeelt nod the garrulous little group at
The Forks. He was turnlug in at his
own gatewsy, but, changing his mind, he
passed on, wtill at the high rate of spoedl.

Two more miles were paced off in this
mad fashion; then he wheeled about and
faced toward home agaln,

When once more he found himself
thers be felt weak and spent. Blowly

PTO- | thefi be passed in and up the rude stnirs

into the little loft denominated “Neil's
room."

*What's up now " his sister remarked,
“Aln't that draft business 2!l settled 7'

“I w'pose it's all right; he sent on the
money,” returned her husband, who had
valoly tried to enlist, but had been re-
Jected on mecount of deafnesn,

““Ibet it 1T was him I'd enlist first
chance now 'nd get my mooey back,” he
continued,

“Everybody ain't so fond of a dollar,
nor so itchen fer n fight as you be" re-
sponded his wife, In the shrill treble she
always vaed Io addressing him,

“T ain't no coward, none of the Mose-
Iys be,” he retorted,

“Neither be the Weldmans, Dick Mone-
Iy, but they've got sense enough to look
out fer mumber ome. They aln't dirt

poor.”

Nell, lying at full length on bls couch
in the loft, smiled grimly at their alter-
catlon.

“Dick ain't ft to manage here, but |
don't care,” be muttered; then turnin
kis face to the wall, he slept throuy
sheer mental and physical fatigue,

When he awoke it was growing dusk
and Mollis was calling to know if he
were sick, or why he did not go ent to
attend to his part of the "o a1
usual,

No sooner was breakfast over the fol-
lowlng morniog than he buttoned his
coat about him and started off.

“Bome way, Nell acts swtul yueer”
shrieked Mollle to her msband,

“Doen he?”

“Does be?’ she muttered, turning awny
In disgust, “How stupid men are, any-
way, Mark alno't, though, and Neil didn't
use to be."

It had been a terrible might at Mark
Weldman's,

Kit's mother had been summoned, hut
vainly she tried to think pf something
;om.rortinl to say. The outlook was

ark, :
_Kit might, in fact would bave to stay
there in their little cabin bome with lier
little ones, Thore was no room for her
at ber father's, for already a widowed
danghter had come back there with four
children.

A youmger brother would have to come
and stay with her—it was the only way.

Bhe might go and stay at Mollle's—
-only—there wan Nell,

It was about 10 o'cloek when Nell
Weldman rapped at his brother's door.

Mark's face showed something of svhat
hp wan suffering when he opened ut.

“Nelll  Come in"

r
-

“Cun't: U'ms Inoa burey. | was op the
draft, but had the eash all ready, 1o sent
It In yesterday. 1 hoar you are on, teo.”

“I am: and henven knows how | can
be spared, but 1 could not ralse Nty
dollars, much less three hundred®  His
voice broke a little, |

“Well, 1 came to tell sou I will go In

vonr place. Goodby,"™
“Nelll”
Mark sprang forward, grasping his|

brother by the arm and fairly dragging
him fustde,

“There, don't make nuy fuss abour it,”
muttered the young man, You ean't be
spared—1 can. It will make no difference
to any one whether 1 live or die.”

Mark bad bowed bis bead on his hands
and wan shaking with emotion. Kit's
voloe from the other room calied foebly
to kKnow what the matter was, Mre, Bell,
her mother, had gone home for a few
hours, tdking the little boys with ber.

Springing up agaln, Mark openad wide
the middle door, saylog: “It v Noll, Kit-
tie, and he offers to be my substitute,
Come [n here, brother, do™

“Haven't time this morning, Mark,
Give my respects to Mrs, Welluian, 1
tay be o aguln before leaving.” Hie
hand was on the lateh,

“Please, Nell, come here,”

It was Kit's pleading tones, and before
he realized what he was doing the young
man stood by the bhedside looking down
Into the face of the one woman he had
loved. It wan five yoars sinee she Lad
told him she was going to marry Mark,
and in all that thne they had never spok-
en—had rarely met,

“Oh, Neil, you are too good-—yon ean-
not mean "

“1 mean it" he said, euldly,

Thronugh it all be had never suffered
ax be did now, 1o see how willing she was
to have him sacrifice Wimselt for Myrk,

It was & moment of supreme bitternens,
set in wplte of himselt e lngeral to
gaze <Lor perhaps the Inst thve into the
sweel face,

Her eyes were tull of tears, and eateh-
ing his hand she passed it to her lips,
wsohbing:

“You are so good, so noble! 1t It were
not for the children we could pot copsent
to your golng.

"It only we could raise the mouey, but
we have [itthe to well and there s no vne
to buy what we have."

“I have made up my mind and shonld
g0 anyway, now, There ls wothing to
keep we."”

“HBut, Neil, this s too much” sall
Mark, who had now suMciently recovered
himself to comprebend the sltuation, *|
cannot let you go, but If yon could look
after things here some and weo that Kit
didt not suffer, I could go eanler, There
is only Joe to do nnything.”

“No use talking, Mark, | am going; nnd
now, good-hy ail”

He almost snatched bis  band from
Kit's clasp, and wans gone,

] . [ ] L] . L] L

“Mollie, 1 am golng to the war.”

“Goln' to the war, Nell? Why, |
thought you'd sent on the money."

“Yes, so 1 did; but Mark was on the
draft, too, ‘nd we couldn't poliow ralsé
another three hundred, "nd be can't Lo
spared from home at this time o' year;
so I'm going Iln—"

*In his place?" interropted Mollle, ox-
citedly.

Neil nodded.

“Well, If T ever o'posed 1'd live 1o see
you give your life for Mwurk, after he cut
yon with—"

“There, there, Mollie!
things here on the place."”

“Why, I am sure ! don't know; 1 #'pose
Dick apd me ean manage, though 1 shall
have the moat of it to do. It Dick is my
hugband, 1 must say as ['ve sall betore,
the Moselys are mighty poor managers:
but, Neil, I hate awfully to have you go.”

They talked a long while, but Mellie
never drenmed of the tervible battle her
brother fought out with himself that dull
November day.

Bhe never knew how tempted he had
beet to let his brother—the man who had
robbed Lim of his life's happiness—look
out for himaelt,

The tempter whispered, “Let bim o,
and If apything happens you are not to
biame; then Kit will be a—" But, of
course, he turued his back st this June-
ture each time; but the struggle bhad been
& desperate one,

He wan with Grant In the Wilderness
and all through the disastrous ovetinnd
campiyn. He wan with him ontil sent
under Sherldan to Five Forks, where lie
wiia severely wonnded, but to him there
was never such anather battle as the one
foaght with himselt durlog that mad
walk under the gray November akics.

-“Neil is wounded and [ must go to
him." Mark exclnimed in deepest angyinh
on be read the name, "Ob, Kittle, what
if he dies! I never can stand Ie.”

Before the sun went down that day he
had kissed his wite, boys and Infant
duughter Nellle good-by nnd was op hix
way to his brother's side,

¢ meeting between them was affest:
ing in the extreme, but Nwil was by Zar
most composed of the two,
' Ml%ve got to go, Mark, but it Is no mat-
ter. 1 am so gind that it {s wot you"

Before the end came, he seemed o reals
ize that ho was not unloved nnd that his
heroie sacrifice had been appreclated,

Toward the last the wounded soldier

Now, about

~ WHEN THOUGHTS TURN BACKWARD

became deliclons, and it was from his
ravivgs that his brother learned of his
great temptation and the mastery gained

over self that eventful das. He talked,
too, of “Kit™ until tears bathed the face
of the sgonines] watcher,

Whea all was over, Mark Weldman
wont back home with the remaios of his
“subatitnte.” wnd tast Memaorial Day, wit.
ting by the Mower-deckial mound with
Kit=pow an elderly woman—and Nellle
~a lovely young matron—1 heard this lit
tle story,

On the marble slab at the head is the
lnseription:

“Gireater love hath no man than this,
that & man lay down hia life for his
friends."

———— e s

WHERE 120,838 lOLDI!R-B FELL

The Greatest Battiefold in Wistiry ls
Arvund Frederickshurg, Va.

Thee greatest amd most historieal bat-
tlefeld spot fu the world s that g and
around Fredericksburg, Va, A conipam-
thvely small territory o this reglon wouhl
take in places where were Tought the
gkreat battles of Frederlockaburg, Chan-
celloraville, the Wildernoss, Kpottaylva-
nla Court Couse, Laurel HUlL, the Bloody
Angle, Todd's Tavern and a half doxen
ntaaller but hardly loss bloody strugglios.
More than SOOO0 troops wore vngaged
in these battles. The tatal lasses (n kil
el and wounded At these battles were
1208, besldes an lwmense numbve of
denths trom disease.  In the oflicial data
collected by Col. Fred Phistecer, In his
pratistienl record, the figures of the losses
at Frederiekaburg and other lmportant
battles in the wicinlty are given as tol-
lows:  Frederloksburg, Dec, 13 102,
Union loss, 12058 Confedorate loss, 4,-
076 Chancellorsville, Union loas, 190,1650;
Confederate, 12.251; Wildernoss, Unlon,
UT.707; Confederate, 11400, Rpottsylva
nin Court House, inclyding Laurel HIIL,
the Bloody Angle and Ny river, Unlon
lows, 20,400 Confederate, D000,  The
general officers, killod In these engage
monts were: Unbon, Ma). Gone. Jahn
Sodewick, Hiram (. Herry and Awiel
W. Whipple. Brevet Maj, Gens, James
S, Wadsworth and  Alexander  Hays,
Brig. Gens, George D, Bayard, Conrad
F. Jackson, Bdmund Kirby, James O,
Rice and Thomas G, Ntevenson; Cun-
federate officers of prominence  killed
were Lient, Gen, Thomas J. Jackson,
Brig, Gens. Thomas K. I Cobb, Junios
Danlel, Abener Porrin, Maxey Grogg, K.
F. Paxton, J. M. Jones, Letoy A. Miaf-
ford and Micah Jenkins,

WHEN | WAS A BOY.
Grandmnther's Restful Lap on u Bum-
mer Afternoon,

Grandwnther's Bunday lap was not
#0 nlee a8 her other onos to le In, Her
Mondasy lap, for instance, was soft
aud gray, and there wore no texts to
disturb your revery, But grandmoth-
er would stop her knitting to pinch
your cheek and say, “You don't love
grandmother,”

“You, 1 do,”

“How much"™

“More'n tonguecantell, What s a
tonguecantell, grandmather?*

And whille she would be telling you
she would be poking the tip of her
finger into the soft of your [neket wo
that you donbled up suddenly with
your knees to your chin; and while
you gunrded yonr ribs, o funny splder
would crawl out of yonr collur, |t
wonld suddenly ereep under your chilu,
or there would be a panle In the ribs
agnin, By that time you were nothing
but wriggls and glggles nnd litle
eries,

“Duw’t, grandmother; you tlokle,”
And grandmother would pause, breatl-
lesw un yourself, and sny, "Oh, my!"

“Now, you must do Il some more,
grandinother,” you would urge, but she
would shake ber head at you and go
back to ber knltting again,

“Grandiother's  tired,”" she wonld
Hay.

You were tired, too, so you lay with
your head on her shoulder, sucking
your thumh. To and fro grandmotlior
rocked you, to and fro, while the kit
ten played with the ball of yarn on the
floor.  The afternoon  suoshing  foll
warmly through the open  window.
Bees und Dutterfiles Lovered 1o ihe
boneysucklos, Blrds  were  sloging,
Your mind went a-wandering—out
through the yard and the front gate
and across the road.—~Roy Rolte (1
non In Harper's Magazine,

Not Bufficlent Kvidence,
“You think that I, ze chef, do not
know my boezness ¥
“Falth, 1 dunino! I'us niot thot sure n
mon knows Iverything about cookly
Jist beeatne he's Frineh!"—Puok,

Hapeless Cane,
“You have n heart of Ice,” sighed the
young mun who bhad fulled to win out.
“Therefore, in the lnnguage of the un-
couth,” rejoined the Boston maid, “you
cut no lee with me.”

Cruel Tribute Kascied from Flaher
T Folk of Gloucester, Mans.

Bvery year Iu Glouceste , Mass, a
wemorinl service for Bebermen lost at
soa I beld Lo MeClure Chapel, e “An
gol Alley."” “Duriog the services” the
chaplain and mauager of the Flaber
mien's Lustitute recently sald to 8 writ-

| er In the Boston Herald, “a st of those

who have been drowned Is read, month
by mouth, Bometimes It s a4 w, ol
crow, agaln a man swept overboard,
often a single Ashermnan lost I o dory
which drifted away In n feg and was
never seen again The graves are scat
tered over the leeland iabiug grounds,
Norway, the Grand Banks, the Isles of
Shoals, the Georges, evea down to
Basteru Polnt Itself. It Is the saddest
day of the year. | know nothing I dread
0 much,”

While the chaplain was speaking o
little woman In rusty black, with thin,
white balr and the patient, sulfering
face of & Oaberman's widow, came in to
wee the minmter oo business, Nhe ear
ried a package of crocheted rings for
pulling In the trawl lines, which the
widows and orphatis wake and sell to
the stores,

“You," sho sald, fn reply to a question,
“the chaplaln's been mighty gobd to
me, he and his wife, They've stood by
me In all my troubls, and I've seen a
alght of It. I've lost five men folks on
the sea—my father and my husbaud
and three sons.

“Four thmes 1've seen the ship come
In with the fag at balf-mast, and once
It never came at all, ['ve had five fun.
erals In my parlor—not lke you land
folks' funerals, but the kind we fishing
folks have, where there lan't any cottin
or any funeral procewsion. Aud there
Are Bve slabe In wy lot in the cemetery
that say, '‘Horn at Gloucester; died on
the Grand Banks'

“l tried to keep my Inst boy at home,”
the trembling volce went on. “l got
him a place In g lawyer's office, but he
was Just wild for the sea. Ile'd Iny
awake listening to It and longing (o be
gove, and 1 just had to let him go. The
wen's & terrible thing, a terrible thing!
It drawa you to I, and then It kilis
you"

Many, many another has watched for
the ships that never have coms, or lias
aeen them come In with lowersd colors
at the mast, for Gloticester alone loses,
on an average, one hundred Oshermen
A year.

INDIAN CONJURERS' TRICKS,

Bome of Them Probably Warked by
Mypnetining Observers.

The conjurer threw a wonmin, slnost
nude, Into a kind of cataleple sate
of eighdity. Four of our offfoers
swords were then fxed, poluts -
wand, in the groimd.  The womnn was
Inld with her elbows on twe awond
points, her heels on the other two
Theee awords were then pemoved, atl
sheo Iny, horlmintal ‘nd righl, support
od by one elbow, on one sword palnt
My friend and the surgeon of the reg
lment examloped bee carefolly, feeling
all arvund her body, but they soolil
dincover no suphorts,

The Bwperor Johangir (s not the ouly
meanlor of the rope trick: an eyewit
nesn of the (hiftesnth century deserilios
it Col Yule's “Maren Polo Bt
he mdmbits thut w friend stamding lu
slde Blm waw po rope, amd be wan
cltmbing It wo, probabily. this Arah ob
server was hypnotized, as Kim, In Mr,
Kipting's buok, was not, when be was
told 1o wee the broken vase  made
whole,  But it peeds) all of Klin's res
olutlon pot 1o sy whnt e was told 1o
s A By, well Known o Lierature,
haw told mwe that Indian conjurers oft-
en sk the spectators to wateh a4 o
key's polinbied skl belng swang rotund
before they Wegin to perform, and she
thinks that the watehing causes a kind
of glator. 1 have not elsewlhiore hosrd
of this,

The Pawnecs are sald by an offieial
eye-withess to do the mango tree trick
(malze dolng duty for mango tree
without contact, so that palming s -
posnible.  This rather newds corrobora-
ton—~Andrew Lang in Longman's.

A Comtly Dog, !

The other day my wife and 1 made
the pretext of an errand the excuse for
salllng on the blue waters of Shana-
shank Hay, and engnged old Captaln
Little, at the customary price of B0
cents an bour, to tnke us neross to a
village on the opposite shore. With
the Captaln alwayn went bls dog Tas-
w0, an indispensable companton, rather
than as nocestary crew, Arrived at
the village, the errand was promptly
dome and wo were ready to depurt,
but the dog could not bo found, We
called and whistled, and sought bl
high and low; unt!l at last, at the end
of m goosd balf hour, he strolled on to
the dock, calm and wunruMed, and
without a auspicion of malevolence In
eye or mction, The wall was thereupon
resumed, and the captain, who Is a
good skipper, after laborloualy pushing
un off a sand bar on which he had In-
advertently grounded, finally drew up
at the whart, at the end of tliree hours
from the time of doparture. “Well,
eaptin,'’ we anld, “you liave glven us o
good sall. How much Ia 1t?" “Waal”
sald the captain, “it'll be a doliar upd
8 half, We've been gone Jest throe
bours. Yo mee,” he continued, “it took
us half an hour to look up that dog."'—
Harper's Magazine,

Royal Family of Boxers,

Boxing is & favorite aport of the Dan-
lah royal famiiy, Prince Valdemar be-
ing the beat boxer among them, Whoen
he challenged the late Emperor Alexan:
der 111, of Russin, however, he et
more than his match. King George of
Greece In also akilled with the gloves.
The present Emperor of Rusuin, on his
travels around the world, used to Lnve
& bout with Prince George of Grocce
every moming on the bridge of the
ateamer,

Loweat Tomperature Mark.

Tolaserene de Bert, the French novo-
naut, has secured the low@ht temporn-
ture mark om record—172 degrees centl-
grade or 07.0 degrees Mahrenhelt, The
reading wau reglatered on a thermome-
ter In'a tril balloon sent up recently,
which rose to & helght of 88,000 feet,

Blind Asylum in Ceylon.

It hne been decided to found an oye
hospltal aud an asylum for the blind
s Ceylon's memorial to the late Queen
Vietoria,




