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HERR STEINHARDT'S NEMESIS

BY J. MACLAREN COBBAN.

CHATPTER XVI—Continned.

Thers was no suspicion, then, that
the remains were those of their own
mastar] What conld I do? Had I
broken my promise to Fraulein Haas?
Waa | helping even now to make pub-
lic Steinhardt's crime? Was [ not
standing asseuting by while a terrible
vengeance was threatensd on the for-
eigner in the deep, slow Lancashire
speech? I felt helpless in the crisis: 1
pormitted mysell to be borne along
whither it might carry me.

In avery few minntes the canvas
packagos, dropping slmost to pieces,
were out of the gronnd and laid in
silence on a haud barrow. In silence
the improvised bier was taken up be-
tween two men, and 35 it was carried
sway attended by the lar' rns the
crowd, as by instinet, fornwed .o proces-
sion behind. I was sorprised to find
myself in front of this strange [uneral

ion and close to the bier. Thas
silence we marched away from the
ruined mill throngh the tortnons and
:::hnrom ways which led to the wil-

i;;lﬂe‘l got an experiment on hand to-
night, they my,” remarked oue in a
low volea.

**Ay," said another; "and there's a
night shilt on of five or #ix."

As we entered upon the paved main
strect of the village, the regular clank
of the clogs of our procession was suffi-
cient of itself to attract attention.
But though it was late, the streets
were alive with people, not noisy, as
might have been expected on a wake
night, but carnest and oceonpied. It
was a novel, but true, “‘Timperley
Wakes," for the whole population
soemed astir.  Our procession created

little or no surprise; it appearsd to | The letter which came first in order of
date made clear one side at least of the

have been expected. We were greeted
with no h or eries. 1 but heard
now and then fearful whispersof **Whe
is it?"" and “They cannot tell yet."
of the crowd fell into the proces-
sion as it slowly passed up the street,
Thers was no tavern open at that late
hour to which the bier conld be taken
for exsminstion, so it was carried to
the door of the public hall—=which was
soon opened, lit up, and full of people,
as it had been earlier in the evening.

I have no clear recollection of what
followed. Iappealed to them not to
open the packages; I knew who it was.
Bat T got only the obstinate, bat re-
epectful answer, **Yea, pareon, but we
mun.” The pac were opened ;
but I know only 1 had & horrible vision
of & ghastly head with black hair and

““Good L—d!" I heard more than one
exclaim. "It's th' master!?"

His men bad recognized Mr. Lacroix.
Hurried and flarce consullstions were
held, to which I was not invited, and
upon which I did not force myself. In
a few minutes the whole crowd, except
 few who remained to watch over the
ghastly remains, marched ont of the
hall as if with settled purpose.

of my own; my will seemed sheorbed
in that of the crowd. We were on our
way down the village street, when I
was startled by the church bell begin-
ning to toll: some venturesome epirit
had forced his way into the tower.

To explain what followed I most
mention here that for some weeks many
of the work people, the younger folk
especially, bad been nnder the infla-
ence of those hysterical, revivalistic
teachiogs which have always taken
such bold of the ignorant and the hali
educated. A contingent of the Ealva-
tion Army had held the village for
some time, preaching fire and sword,
the terrible justice of God, and the

of everlasting torment to the un-
lieving. This kind of doctrine sccord-
ed well with the grim, tenacions Lanca-
ghire eharacter, and the srmy had won
& good many recruits among the vil-
Ingers. These were well represented in
the crowd T saccompanied.

Before 1 quite knew where we were
we had halted at the gates of the chem-
jeal works. Without & word the fore-
most of the crowd knocked. There
was, ol course, no answer, and they
knocked again. While we waited I lis-
tened mechanieally to the talk which
those about me began in their slow
fashion to indulge in,

“God Almighty,"" said one, “is ter-
rible to a wicked man like him!"*

“Yea,” enid another, "‘and wicked
hedis! Youmind what Muster Free-
man told us that time; it's the likes
of Steenhardt has made us such sinners
ag we are, and has made onr'place what
itis! An’ be connot do wi'ont mur-
dering his partner, poor man!" .

“He'll ha' hia proper death for #t,
eure as God's true!"" said a third.

“Yea,'sald the first, “‘and God's
wrath will not wait for u terrible win-
ner like him!"

In a little while there was the sonnd
of bolts being drawn, and the wateh-
man sppeared st the side gate. When
he saw the crowd he would have shut
it again, but he was preventel, Sev-
eral entered that way and opened wide
the grest gates. The crowd entered

withont commotion, and marched ahead |

as if it knew it destination, From a
shed filled with glowing vapors, came
half a dozen workmen—the night shift,
I supposed. They met their comrades
and demanded what was to do, They
were answered by the man who had
ingisted to me that the packages must

" be examined.

- “What's to do?'" he ssid. ‘Yo' do
not know? We mun ba' that morders
ing villain, Steenbardt, out; yea, but
we mun What's he done? He's been
and murdered horribly poor Master
Lacroike—yo' shull henr o' about it,
And now, by the vengeance of Gl
Almighty on the wicked which cannot
walt, he mun be done for this night as
he did for his partner!"

“For God's sake!” I exclaimed.
“Don't think of euch a thing! It will
be murder, as certainly an his crime
wln .

But my remonstrunce was not heed-
od; I was palde respactiully, but
rmly. The crowd pressed on toward
in

boratory. They had notadvanced
h%m, when an explosion
upon e air, stunned us all, and

yrew the foremost to the ground

I I.E*l
companied them with no purpose at all |

I with these last. [t did not take long
to discover that the explosion had come
from the laboratory, from the broken
roof of whick rose strange vapors. A
little work, and removal of debris, and
Steinhardt was discoversd stretehed on
the floor, s discolored and  blasted
cwreck! It was an awfol sight! Here,
in his own cherisbed <sanctoary, bad
| the vengeance of God leapad forth at
him from bentath his own hands; for
a smashed iron retot, which he had
| besn manipulating. lay close by him!
His strong nerves had boen shaken by
the approach of the crowd.

“1 came to tell him,"" said the wateh-
man in & hushed voice, ““that th' crowd
was in.  He smid, *Go to th' devil, and
loave me alone!’" and T was just goke
away when th' explosion came,"

My story is in effect finished. But
for the satisfaction of those who would
like to sea the loose ends of ita web
taken up and tied I mast add & page or
two.

After legal procesa of identification

| and ingquest, the ghastly remains of the
two partners, Lacroix and Steinhandt,
the victim and his murderer, were
| buried, the one with his uncle in the
unconsecrated ground of the church
yard, Thisdone, the affairs of the
firm were wound up.
In the necessary examination of all
1 papers some letters and documents were
fonnd in & small safe in Steinhardt's
“study’’ at Timperley Hall, which sufs
ficiently explain what still needs ox-
rplll'&ltiﬂtl in the Lacroix mystery—tle
substantial ground of offense on which
the partners met on that fstal wnight,
and the unwavering resolution of Steine
hardt to get Lonise married to his son,

| quarrel. Tt was from Lacroix to Stein-
hardt, and was dated *‘Paris, March
Srd, 1882."" [t wae evidently in reply
to one from Steinhanit, containing »
proposal affecting Louise—what pro-
posal will readily be guessed. This

tain, and begged it would not again be
mentioned.

My daughter,"" he wrote, “*is prom-
ised to her cousin, the Connt De la-
croix. As for the 20,000 pounds dam-
ages, that must be reckoned a joint bus-
iness loss; there can surely be no doubt
about that, I hope we have done for
the futare with playing tricks with that
patent.”

The next letter, of date several duays
later, was of great interest, at least
Lovnise aud me. It was gtained and
blurred as with some liguid dye; it bad
douhtless been taken by Steinharit
from Lacroix's person alfter death, It
was addressed te '‘Mmile De Lacroix;"”
| it was written on fine “foreign’ paper
| with crest and motto, and containel
' many gallant and polite expressions of
| the Count De Lacroix's devotion to his
| lovely cousin—whom, he =aid, he hoped
to come and =ee in the summer. How
was it he bad never come?—never even
been heard of?

These questions were answered by a
second letter from the count, dated in
May, 1882, and addressed to Mr. La-
croix, and by the postecript of & letter
of aboat the same date, written in Ger-
man thongh from Paris, and sddressed
to Steinhardt, The count's letter ex-
cused him to his *‘dear uncle' from
paying his proposed visit; he was too
ill to think «of leaving France. The
letter to Steinhandt wae evidently from
a compatriot. It was mainly aboot
business affairs; its matter of interest
for us was equeezed into s corner:
“You ask me about the Count De La-
eroix. I .learn he js still bnsy killing
himeelf with absinthe.'’

Lastly came the astonishing commu-
nieation of all. It wae dated several
months Iater, in the November, [ think,
of 1882, It wax from o Paris lawyer,
who evidently had the management of
the De Lacroixaffairs. Inafew words,
it informed Mr. Lacroix that the young
Count Honors was dead, and saluted
Connt Paul, his successar! (“La rol
est mortp=—vive lo roi.”" And the cone
gratulated count was dead too! With
this letter were tied up two or three

tempt much aceount, though they are
now in my possession. They were a
copy of certificate of the death of Hon-
ore Marie Antoinette, Count De La-
crolx, and certain papers showing of
what the De Lacroix property consisted
—chatean, estates and rents —and with
them, finally, a later note from the
lawyer to Steinhardt, who had evi-
dently apprised him of Mr, Lacroix's
“disap: nee,"" and of the balf-fact
that in the meanwhile he wus guardian
of Paul's heirems.

““By George!" exclamed Hirley, when
we had made this discovery, "‘Lut
"Manuel was & tongh schemor! He was
determined to set his lad up asn
French eount, with & chatean and all
| the rest o't!"

! 1 vantured to doubt whether Louise’s
| hnsband would be Count De Lacroix,

though Louise certainly wan the inher--l

|itrix of the chateau and the rest.

“Do you mean to tell me, then, the
lass is not a countess?”’ he exclaimed,

That [ conld not declaré, though |
wag certain no handsomer or sweeter
conntesa could be found in the whole
wide world.

“True for you, my lad," said he;
“and you're in the luck of it."

Birley was cager to go home st ones

Mre, Bteinhardt), He wirhed me to
go with him to assist in the explanws
tion; I endeavored to excose myself,
Init in vain.

“Come, lad," mid he, "I can see
Iwha.! you're thinking. Keep a stiffer
| back, man; do not you be so shy  your
self, Ses—tha—I eaw a duke once—n

erabbedest-looking tailor-body ever you
suw in all your life. If yon ecannot
mak' a better count, onca yon get naed
to it, than he made a duke, I'll est my
hat, lad!"

‘*Ah, ha!"' cried Birley, inhischeery
volce, ‘I have a word to say unto thee,
my lady!"

“Which of us do you mean, Mr.
Birley?"' she asked,

““Which of you? Wall, Rally might

family tomb, the other in the obscure |

Mr. Lacroix warmly declined to enter- |

legal documents, of which [ eannot at-!

to tell Louise all about it (she was|
again established in is honse, with!

great Scotch duke—and he was the

" have had to do with it, but aa it hap-
pens she basn't, 1 wean thee, my lady
countess, " |

“Omntess? she exlaimed, “"Why, |
what has amosed you, Mre. Birley?* |

*1 do not guite know ™" said 1, wish.
ing to get the explanation over, “‘that
Mr. Birlov is right tocall you conntess,
but we have fonnd evidence that your
consin the count is dend, and that you,
being next in sucvession, iahecit the De
Laroix chatesu and otber property. |
You are & great French heiress, Lonise,
whether yon are countess or not."”

“Me?' she  eried,  “'Oh,
strangw thing is this?"

Birley sat down and enterel into I'K-!
plavation, while 1 withdrew to the
window,

S0, my Iady," concluded Birley,
| “there vou are, and we are all thy

humble, obwlisnt servants.”” |

I was astonished to sée her hide her

fsce in Ler bands, and burst into tears.

“1 do not wish at all,'"" she eried,

“*to bo vountess, or to be anything but
(what Lam! And you want all to put
we far away from you! 1do not wish
to hiave their chatean and their renta’™”

“Louise,"” I said, *"let me confess to

vou that I have besn thinkivg 1 ought
to give you up—to give you back the
promise vou gave me, before either yon
or I guessed vou were the great lady we
now know you are! It was terrible,
terrible to think 1 ounght to do it, but
—bit—ah, Loule, what must I do?

| “*You stili love me, then, as much as
vou did? But why shoold you mot?
Am I uot the same Lonise? [ do not!
feel thet chatean and rents make it

| tnnege sary that you should love me!’

“Then yon do not—""

*Ah, hush!" she cried, stopping my
mouth with ber hand, *“*You must
(not say such things! It is wicked!
| But T know you did not doubt me! 1
know! 1 know!"

Shall 1 goon?  What need is there?
Surely every reader may guess the rest
—that Louise Dw Lacroix is now known
to the world as Mrs. Gerald Unwin—
to me as the dear partoer of all life's
joys, and cares, and duties, the tender
and faithful heart who has pot away
all the terrors and shadows of the past
and cherishes only the lessons of hu-
mility, faith, patience snd duty which
it has tanght.

“What," some may ask in conclusion
| “sbout Frank Steinhardt, and his little
Csweet-volond sehonl-mistress?™'

Frank was more of & musician than
a chemical dye manuiscturer. The
| chemival works were, therciore, sold,
{and Frank aod Mrs. Frank are now
known in musical circles, he a8 &
planist, and she as a singer of repute.

I cannot end withont a word con-
cerning the strange woman whose vise
iona played so great a part in the eloci-
dation of the Lacroix mystery—poot
Fraunlein Haas. [ putoff aslong as |
conld the unwe come task of informing
her of Steinbardt’s death.  When at
length 1 did write I told her in few
words that a retort had burst upon him
while he was engaged upon an experi-
ment, and had killed him &t once.
Soon after I nd written 1 was surprised
to receive & note from  ber, coutaining
only these words:—

“I knew it, It wes God's doing."

THE END.

1
what

A Green Blackboard,

A “blackboand’” of green artificial
}!Iﬂe. which, it is claimed, is more
restiul to the eye than the old boarnds,
| hias been invented by A. W, Pars'iall
[and was first adopted by the publie
schools in Little Rock, Ark. In faot,
many large cities have utilized this
new invention and oculi=ts give it the
highest recommendation.  1tis believed
that children with weak eyes are often

through the econstant use of biack- |
boards, which are known to Le injurious
to the eves. Green is nature’s color
and is naturally restful to the eyes,
S0 far the invention has net with
favor among those who have experis
mented with it.
The Scepter.

The seepter was the emblem of pow- |
or, As the silver wand, so familiar in|
cavhedrals, was once hollow, containing |
the “virge,'" or rod with which chas
| tisement was inflicted upon the choris
| ters and vounger mombers of the foun.
| dation, o tha royal s epter represented
| the right toinflict punisbment, Hence |
| the expression, *' o sway the scepter,'
| implied the bolding of regal dignity.
The seepter with the dove possessed the
ndditional slgnification of the Holy
(ihiost, as controlling the actions of the
rovereign, The same iden was cone
vayed by Rhelms by the beautifnl cere- |
mony of letting loose & number of doves
at the coronation of the Fremch kings.
—Goed Words,

Precedent Established

A beginner in newspaper work In a
gonthern town who occusionally “‘sent
etaff’’ to one of the New York dailies,
picked up Inst sammer what seemed to
hima “big Mory."" Hurrying to the
telegraph office he “queried’ the tele-
graph editcr: “Column story so and
e,  Ehall Teand?”  The reply was
brief and prompt, but to the enthusiast
| unsaticfactory,  “Send 600 words'' was

illl itwaid. “Cun’t be told in lesa
‘than 1,200,"" he wired ba k., Belore
| long the reply came: “'Blory of crea.

| tion of world told in 600,
| New York Post.

Try it."'=—
Health Farm for bnvalids,

A health farm ix planned by the
Young Men's Christinn Association six
miles west of Denver for the benofit of
| those, particulorly the tuberenlons, whe
| might otherwise be nonble to live in

that state. A sanitary home, nonrishe
ing food, ekilllnl medical attention,
anidl an uplifting environment will be
affered to yonng wen,  dhe prices to
| b ehinrged will be within the reach ol
those of an average floaneinl condition,
and whenever possible melionl seryices
are to be offset againgt such ontdoor
work ag the patients muy be able to do,

A Cave ol Tortures,

An interesting diseovery lag Leen
mnde at the island of Capri, in the
shape of an underground veolt in
which the Emyperor Tiberios nesd fo!
{eonfine the victims of his displeasure
prior Lo their being thrown into the
son, The walleare covered with in.|
seriptions, some of which go to whow!
that among those immured subsequent-|
Iy in the prison were the slster and)
wife of the Emperor Conimodus,

Alahama Ag riculture.

The total number of farms in Ala.
bama is given at 228,220, of which
126,137 are operated by white farmers
and 04,0383 by colored {armers

subjected to eerious persoval injory

| nelghboring farms—his half-consing,

| —but mutaally in love,

Tow say you were “bLors bere (hal settles
the matter,”
Not quite; perbape much as the marching
and nolee,
The h!:nmn; ol powder, the din and the
clatter
On Fourih of July making soldlers of boye

You see, the American standard was set
Qulte bigh at the frst, and IU's risting stll
higher;
No Awmerican bay s allowed to forget
Thut e cannot be great through the fame
ol sire,
The men who are great on our history's
‘I‘h‘!::lnll of our work for our firet bun-
years,
Whose fume is inceessing as age After nge
Rolls buckwand, to deown la the guif of
the yeara
Are great from the fact that they stood for
the right,
Regardiess of person, of place, or of pelfl
Ther battied sach evil that rose Into sight
Fuor the good of their fellows, forgetful of
This I what Ia expected You may have
! bura

wen
In the sluws of a city, or far In the West
‘Mongst the ahimmering plumes of the

ripeniog curu,
Or firnt saw the llght where & klng’s gold-
en crest
Overashadowed the land; whers the poor
turned thelr eyes
Froin thelr hovels, far out over mouatals
and wave,
where liberty's

To Ih{. sunset  Regpublic,
shive
Swiled down on the homes of the free and
the brave,

Belug born an American, can't be denled
Glvea a man a falr start on the highway

of fame,
Or of t!:‘:‘ltl. or whatever elsa he may de
i .
To deserve, to achleve dnd attmch to his
nawe.
Rut whn;m would win must be ready to
work:
He :Jut earn and wecure before he wmay
oy i
a it the wide fleld there's ne sheaf for the
r
It means this to be an American boy.
You may not be selected for loum lﬂrl
0":' monntalos and glaclers, or sall In
van
or lh:mlnt for entrapplog an  euemy’s

A,
" Then take to the waves on & catamaran,

e

UNCLE SAM CELEBRATES.

Omne hundred and twenty-alx years old today, and teelin' teisky ez a kitlen,

ll‘gnh‘—l._linnumlh Journal,

But r'ﬂ‘n must be ready, and stand by your
ins,
Wherever yon find them, as flrm as the
earth,
It you would be proved one of Uncle Sam's
aons
By lawful adoption of fortunate birth,
Then t:nh! your head high, your eyes an the
slam
Aund stripes of our banaer, your band firm
and sure;
Tou will win, though you earry an enemy's
wAre—
Like Galahad strong because you are pure.
Stand fast for the right. Look well to your
wave;
Bulld your life of pure gold, with no graln
of alloy;
Do your L::lt It you'd win yourself loftiest

pralee,
And deserve to be called an American boy.
—Margaret Holmes Bates

bibbbiddd b i b & s 0 a aa don b8 A
T T T I T T v IrrovvrrrirrerTyy

A Premature Fourth.

BT PFATL InakLOw

TreTTTTY

-

-
-
-
-
T
k4
-

S A LA S A s s
LI i e

.
L 3
o

NCIPIENT Foorth of July enthy-
ndum was astir as the Millville ae

commodation rolled (oto the depot,
dlscharging a cheery-faced, portly gentle
man of B0, carrying a bulging satchel.
He came out on the “market street” In
time to get a ahower-bath from a pack
of firecrackers Hung by a crowd of urch-
ims, enveloping him in a veritable “blaze
of glory!"

“Hi! yon young imps!" he roared—but
the coterie only grinved, for their victim
was chuckling as though be enjoyed the
excitement, tossed them a quarter, and
lnughlngly strolled over to the farmers’
wagons lining the square,

“There's the best-uatured man | ever
did seel” the ocoupant of one was re-
warking as the man sauntered up,

“Any of these rigs golng down the old
Fork Rond?" he inguired.
“1 am,” noudded the
few.”

“A it of two will suit me"

“Jump in. | say, stranger, you're the
beamingest mortal | ever sot  wyes on:
1'd a-chased those bothersome kids with
the whip lash."

“Pshaw—was a boy myself onee,” re
torted the traveler., *And—beaming?
Why shouldn't T be? Just back from the
I'hilipplnes, vasy conscience, sonie money,
and come home to have a jolly Fouorth
with my best friends’

Kolte Burton, an orpban from an early
age, had experienced some hard knocks
nod single-handed, had fought his way
to quite a competency,

Two miles from Millville lived the only
relatives he knew, They were the I*hil-
lips and the Ames families, occupying
He
had drifted down here a few years back,
and they had made It very pleasant for
him. Eapecially had young George Ames
put himself out to entertain bim, and
quite naturally wiosome, warm-hearted
Alma Philllps  discovered a  kindred
triendship.

A great idea came Into Burton's minil;
these two were made for one another.

other—"thirty

| 'They were very young—only sixteen then

It would be the
object of his lite to nurture their pretty
engagement, They would marry, he
wotld endow George with a farm, sug-
gesting a life-ténsncy for himaelf as a
compensntion, i

Then came up the Bpanish war. Burton
eaught the martial fever—at home--and
the renl malarial in the Philippines, Now
be was coming back to carry out his
originnl plans, and was joytul as & vaca-
tion achool boy, as he Jumped down from
the wagon,

“Hello!" he expanded, as he neared the
Phillips farm, *There’s old 8eth, sure!
Hil" roared the great, bluff follow, and
nearly shook his cousin off the hay rake
with the snddenness of his hall,

“Well! welll” apoke the farmer, star-
ing. ““I'his in n sorprise!”

“Thought It about time for n wedding
—nee? rollicked Burton. “Bo, bobbed
down on you—hey?"'

"Weidding—who's?  muttered Beth,
erabbedly.

“Who?' retorted Burton, “Who
should it be but George and Alma 7"

“Bhet up!” shouted Philllps, suvagely.
“Don't mention any Georges, or Ames, or
that rascally tribe, to mel"

"Eh! what's happened hereT' stared
the astounded vinltor,

"“Go up to the house, 1'm buay, but'll
burry through and joln you moon, Hold
on—sny, Burton; you're not going down
to see 8 Ames?” challenged Seth rough-

“Why not?"

“Then drop me—that's all! I'm through
with that ruliblsh; you can’t be my triend
and his'n, too!”

“Whew!" whintled Burton, trudging vn.

He sat down by the waynide, finally,
His wits were ankew, What, indeed, wis
happening? Things seemed turned all
topsy-tarvyl

He got up as he saw a light bugey ap-
proaching, and recognized old Lawyer
Russell, There was an interchange of
greetings, The attorney stated he was
golng first to the Phillips farm, then un
to Ames' place,

“I'll go with you, Anything valuahle
here, Squire?’ asked Burton, ns he plne-
ed hin satchiel behind the seat mext to
the attorney's document bag,

“Nothing but the papers in this pes
tiferons dispute botween Ames and Phil
lips" answered Rusaell.

“Becanse I've got some extra hasbard:
ous in wy satehell!” halt-laughed Buor
tun,

“How's that?™ .

“A dozen genunine donble-headed Chis
nese glant fire-bombs, Brought 'em cloar
trom Manila to celoebrate Fourth of July
with the Phillips kide. Looks, though,”
suggested Burton, ruefolly, “as if there
isn't golng to be much celebrating arounl
these parts!”

“1 fear not,” gravely replied Hussell,
“1 suppose you know the bone of conten-
tlon between these two stubborn-headed
old fellowa?

“l don't, but 1 want to know," assert-
ed Burton,

“Well, yon remember the elghty-acre
strip that lies between the two farius—
belongs to the Morris estate, Last year
Ned Morris leased it for ten years to
Ames. Same time, unknowlngly, Lida
Morris leaxed 1t to Phillips. Both elaln-
ed It. Nelther would give in. They've
fought like cats and dogn over thelr re-
spective claima. [ suggested they use it
alternate years, No go. [I've got the
leases in my document bag there, and I've
come down to see If they won't fx the
matter up.”

When they reached the Phillips farm
A joyous brood of children surrounded
“Uncle Rolfe” He wan kept busy dis
tributing newly minted dollars  and
agreeing to help them shoot off thele
fireworks, and act the festive old boy gen-
erally.

Provided with the means of replenish.
ment, the children set off some of their
stock in hand, Meantime, old Seth eame
in trom the fields. Burton sst on the
veranda, watching the stubborn-eyed
farmer while the lawyer explained that
he and Ames must compromise or go to
law,

“Law be It!" crled Beth.
glve in”

Bang!

An awfal clatter rent the air, The spot
where they had left the lawyer's horse
and buggy was a maelstrom of fire and
detonation..

“My double-headed Chinese bomba!"
eriedd Burton.

“My legal document
Ruasell,

This had happened: The youthful Phil
lips brood had thrown some crackers into
the buggy, fire had communicated to the
contents, thore had been an explosion,
and Uncle Rolfe's cherished (mportations
had gone up In smoke!

. . L] L . L ] L
“Huorrah for the Fourth of July!"
Uncle Rolfe waved hin hat with a will.
“Rat it lan't the Fourth of July—yet!”

plped n tiny nephew,

“Hurrah for the thied of July, then!"
roared the whole-hearted rinitor. "Glory!
Buggy blown to finders, horae run away,
Lawyer Ruossell seared to death, but all
the ssme—hurrah!”

There wan cause for Jubilation, Upcle
Ttolfe had come us the good angel of the
oceaslon.

Now, fonr hours after the explosion,
two shame-faced nelghbors shook hands,
and “made up,” and meekly smiled opon
happy Alma and George, coolog among
the rowe bushes.

The explosion bad ended “litigation”
for it had blown to flnders both of the
leanes that made the eighty ncres a bone
of contention,

*“T'wo  well-dlsposed, lifetime-friend
cronles fighting over a bit of Jand!” ral-
fled Burton, “Yoo stubborn old noodles,
T'll soon settle that, Know what I'm go-
log to do?”

All hands looked expectant, for Uncle
Rolfe was slways dolng somethlug great.

“I've deputized Humsell to buy the
elghty mcres for me, You, Beth, shall
have halt of it to till; yoo, Bi, the other
balt—tor & year,"

“And then?' Inquired both farmers in
a volee,

“Why, then,” crowed Uncle Rolfe, rap-
turously, *I shall give it to George and
Alma, The things settled—they're golng
to get married next Fourth of July!"

“I'll never

bag!" quavered

George Wore Falso Testh,

During the latter part of hin life Wash-
Ington wore false teeth, made by a dent-
ist named Greenwood. His teeth did
not Bt well and pushed out his lower
lip. He had a lot of tronble with his
teoth, and there is In existence a copy of
a letter which hin dentist wrote to him
a year before he dled, The dentist tells
Washington that the old set of tecth
which he sent him from Philadelphla was
very black, and that It must have been
dikeolored by his sonking them In port
wine or hy his drinking too much port
wine, He warus Washington that all
wines containiog scld are bad for the
teeth, nnd sdvises him to take out his
testh after dinner and put them In elean
water, and should any holes be eaten In
them by the acld, to 1l them with wax
and seal them tight with a plece of red-
hiot Iron, such as a nnil. He closes his
letter as follows:

“If your teeth grows black, take mome
chalk and a ploe or cedar stick; It will
rub off, If you want your teeth more
yellow, soak them [n broth or pot liquor,
but not In ten or acldn, To preserve teeth
they must be very often changed und
cleaned, for whatever attncks them muowt
be replaced ms often, or It will galn
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ground and destroy the works. The two
sota 1 ropalred Is dooe on o dfervat plan
than when cotirely new, for the teeth
are screwed on the barrs Instead of hav
g the bars east ridd hot bo them, which
In the reason 1 belleve they dissolve so
soon near to the bares”

Signed your very hamble servant, Johy
Gresnwood, Dated New Yok, Dee, 35,
1708,

Adopis In Are of Hasing,

Hazlng I8 no longer confined to the
colleges where wen recelse a “higher
education.” The girls of Sage College,
the Institution endowed by the wife of
New York's famous dealer o puts and
cnlls, have risen In thele might and de-
clare that such plennastrios shall here
after be a part of the Institution’s curs
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The "y atercure” practice will at
Jeast tend to keep the Ameriean bhobo
out of the Philippines, l'_l.:llmh-lpln;n
Ladlger.

He-It Is poported arouml town that
we are engnged, Bhe-le 117 What
idiotle things people do say!- Bomer
ville Journal

Gladys ~They say Harold Is an ex-
pert in the urt of self dofense. Evelyn
~Nonsense! Edith made him propose
lu Just one week!

“Johuny, where did you hear that
bad word?* “Why, papa, didn’t you
kuow that mamma played plog pong ™
~The Yale Record.

*Goodnens! how that rallrond stock
doea fluctuate,” “Yes, ItU'a o wise rall
road stock that knows its own par.' -
Philadelphla P'rosa

Mugglus—Youngpop Is going to have
his baby ehirlstened BHL Buggine - How
steange.  Mugglos - Oh, 1 don't know,
e cive on the fest of the month.

Elderly Lady-Aren't you ashamed
to be seen mnoking cigareties, little
boy? Little Boy - Sure | am; but wot's
a fellor to do when he aln't got de
price of a elgart-Iulladelphia Ree
onl

Popularity: Do you think he would
bo & success ln politiea?™  “Yes, ine
deed. Why, he has thoroughly master
of the koack of looking Interested
when bLe I Lelng bored.”-—Chicago
Foat.

Teacher—Now, Ethel, who wrote
the “Elegy 1o o Country Chuorchyard?”

Ethel-Please, wa'am, it was Willle
Smif. | seen him goin' tn the churens
yard at recess, wa'am. - Chicago Dally
Nows,

Elennor—What made you ghve up so-
clety, Edmonla? Edmoulas Oh! 1 got
w0 dead-tired of sevlng prople who are
pobody trying to act ke somebody;
and people who are somobody actin®
like nobody.

First Boy  (contemptuously)— Huh!
Your mothier takes In washin'  Second
Boy—Oh, course; you dldu’t w'pose
she'd leave It hangin® out overnight,
utiless your fatber waa lo prison, did
yeo="Tit1ita

At the concert: Fosdiek=Why do
you applaud such a long and weari-
some sonatu? Keediok - U've been sit-
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rleulum. The other nlght the frestiman | ting so long that all my lnbs bave
toastilstress wns “suddenly set u|m||1| gone to sleep. 1 wish to restore the
by the sophs,” says g veraclous ehiron: | elreniation,—Judge.

Ieler, but the  freshmen “held uu-lr| “When & young man Is 1o love™ sald
ground bravely and a long stroggle fol-: Uncle Eben, “don‘t blame bim If he's

lowed™  The toastiulstress was cap-
tured, but afterward escaped.  Avoth:
er freshmnn speaker, however, was ta-
ken, “hustled into a cab and dreiven

Ing.” belng relensed only after she had
made n speech, standing o front of the
restanurant where ber clussuintos were
mauking as merry as they could without
ber, “extolling the sophomore class."

A form of tuterclass pleasantry snld
to bo much In favor among the young
women of Wellesley Is the sprinkling of
flour on the locks of freshmen and
sophomores, and vlee vorsn. At Vasanr
the students I the secoid year glve
some form of evenlog entertalnment in

Vassar and Wellesley nre not up to
date, and they nre only girl's colleges,
noywny. They order this matter better
in Ithnen.

FARMER BOY CELEBRATES.

Youth of the country wakes ip to (he day
of crackers and eloquence,

The Lost Chord.

At a concert given at Fakenham the
orchestra, which comprised a violin
and  violoneello, were not well up at
reading from sight,

A tenor, who had been ongaged for
the evenlug, commenced a little oper
atle selection, which entirely put tie
orchestra out.

Yiolin turned to cello and exelalmed:

“Tom, duw thee kunow where the
tenor bel"

u.\'u‘u

“Well, thee koep on the open atring
'l mouch about & bit: we'll koon find
him.” —London Bpare Momenta,

He Knew It Wan Sprah,

An old man would hot belleve he
could hear his wife talk at a distnnce
of five miles by telephone. ITls "hetier
hnlf™” was In a country shop wevera)
miles awny where there was n tele
phone and the skeptle was niso In n
place where was n slimllnr Instrnment.
On helng told how to opernte It he
walked boldly up and shonted: “Iul
lon, Baral!™ At that Instant Hghining

struck the telephone wive and knocked
the min down, As he sernmbled to his
feet he excltedly crled; “That's Savuh,
every Inch!" *

nround the elty durlng the entlre even: |

tonor of the bashful neweomers, But |

- - r | stews.—I'uck,

| kind o hard to get along wif. Heean't
help habbin® de klen dat noy one who
! kin win de ‘fections of sech a fing lndy
must be sumpln’ groat”
| owp'm fxed” sald the young doetor;
“I've gol & bIg enough practive to keep
me In easy clreumatanees for life™
“Hut supposs you should lose balf your
patients™ "Il Just double my billa
on the others.”—Philadelphia Press,

Greone-They tell me you send a
good wany things to the magnsines, na
well sy to the dally papers.  Cotne,
| now, 18 there any money in literat ure?
| Browser—1f there Isn’t it Ix oo fault
of mine. 1 pever wok any out of It

A Goeorgla man, who bins gone to
Waslilngton In search of a gov ernment
Job, gives an Lin qualifeations: “1
cannot only write pootry and novels
but there aln't o governwent mule that
can throw me! —Atlnnta Constitution

Little boy (polutiug to window °f
tndia rubber sbop)—What are those?
Mammua-Those are diving sulls, made
all of lpdin rubber wo that the diver
won't get wet. Little boy—1 wish 1
had one. Mumma—Wlat for, my dear?
Little boy—To wenr when you wash
we. ~Chleago News,

Mrw. Hicksy (who In entertalnlng her
little sou's playmate, aged 8 to dinner)
—Willle, ean you cut your own meat?
Willie (who s stroggling with o plece
on his plute)-Yes, thavk you (with a
dosperate maw ot the beefi, 1've cut
quite as tough meat s this ot home,~
Glasgow Evening Thoen,

“yfusle s o very deslrable aceome
plishment,”” said Mebitabol's mothor,
wrhat's Hght,” answered her father.
“If mogir) Hkes o youni wan she can
play comie apern, aud muke bim feel
perfectly ot home, and I she doesn’t
shie can give bl a few saniples from
s sonata and make bl weary."—
Washington Star,

A Diesuing In disguise: “1 was so
sorry to hear u fox Lind been stealing
your poultry aguin. How unfortunnle
you nrel” “Ub, we can bonr I, milss,
thank you kindly. You see the Slop-
shire Hunt country comes on our furm
on ono alde, and the Jowlers on the
other, xo we make a clalm on both, and
they each pay for the old nens!™-—
Punch,

Brown (In the middle of tall shoot.
Ing story)=Hardly had 1 tnken nlm
at the Hon on my rlght, when | hearvd
n rostle (o the Jungle grass, amd per-
ecelvod nn enormous tger appronching
on my left, 1 now foutid myself on the
horus of o dllemmn!  Interested Litte
Boy—Oh, and which did you shoot flrst
~the Non, or the tger, or the diletmn?
—Punch,

One mornlog the minister gravely ob-
merved to the glrl— “Jessle, 1 hope you
SAY your prayers every nlght. “Ay, 1
dae that, slr!  Lose nlght 1 peayod for
you nn' the meestress” “lndeed, Jes.
sle; why ¥ querled the reverend gontle
man.  “Jessle, without hesltntlon, rve-
sponded, while polnting contemprinGus-
Iy to the plag-pong spplancos—  “Nir,
whan | see you an’ the meestress sno
far left tne yersols as to play af that
nonesense, 1I'm thinking that yo bulth
salr need prayin' for!"

New Trip fur Tonrists,

Fram London to SBhanghat by el
within twenly or thirty daoys nnd at the
" comparatively small cost of $100 (fest
‘clu" or B120 second ¢lnss I8 now o
mutter for pccomplishment by any
tourlst.  Untll rocently the thoe ocen-
pled In the journey to the commerclnl
metropolls of the enst wos nhout slx
weeks and the cost was nearly treble
the present amount,

The New Muld-—-And the mistross
cooks wowe hevself, doey sho? Tho
Cook=Ob, yIs! But there's nawihin'
wasted—! makes It over Iuto Ivish




