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PLEA FOR THE BRIDQEQROOM.

II Well as III llrlil I Isrv
at CaisHlrtlotn

Itliapssnlle on the bride are bounti-

ful. The diar cnalur. of course, '

worthy of all th g''d tblg ''
about her. Nit It the loveliest, sweet-

est, moat charming aud altogether most
delightful thing that ever cam down
th pike or .th ceiitial aisle of the
church. Mer'very presence It I be
diction and a suggestion of the spied

DAUGHTER.
was strangely silent on th subject of
field service, and Betty put It down
to a brnv man's reticence when It

came to speaking of bis own act un
the Held of battle. Betty might not
have liked It had ah known that when
she waa looking, up th colonel's regi-

ment lie wus making Inquiries In cer-

tain flnum-lit- l circles shout the extent
of her bunk scismnr. The rcoort seem.

echo as he turned th massive key In th
lock. II stood aside a moment for her
to pass, and then she heard th heavy
door close behind them. A feeling halt
of fear crept into her heart. She dared
not turn; a dim consciousness of what
Was passing in his mind seemed to over-
shadow her. On by on she gaaed at the
portraits on th wall, at the beautiful,
gracious looking women and th stalwart
men. to som of whom the present Mr.
Hastings bore such a strikiug likeuesa.
Presently she dropped her eves from tit
wall and turned to him. She began a
sentence and then paused abruptly blood-re-

with confusion at the intensity of his
gaze. He put his hand on hers aud es-

sayed to draw her toward him. but she
turned sharply away, trembling and
frightened.

"My love, my darling!" he cried. In a
deep, strong voice, "do not let us misun-

derstand each other any longer. You lov-

es! m once: you do love me still, a little,
I believe. Why should there b mistrust
and constraint between us?"

His words were very sweet In her esrs,
but the false pride that had tormented
her so long would not let her be happy
even now, st the crisis of her life. Sb
drew herself away.

"You hav seen the wives that all the
former Hastings have chosen som no-

ble, all fair. I swear before heaven none
of them hav been loved and revered aa
you shall be if you will be the last of the
race! O, my darling', do not let a false
pride tnak all our live on long bitter-
ness.'

Tears came Into her eyes large tears
that gathered and brimmed over, running
down the fair face and making It sad.

"I loved you onoe," she half sobbed
"loved you with all my heart, as I could
never lov again. I was only a poor, lit-t- l

country girl then; you were a hero
and a god to me, something different from
any one I had seen before, and because
I waa simple and Ignorant, and loving,
yon despised me, and yon treated Miss
Champion with honor and courtesy be-

cause she was a hue lady, and aud you
thought I was only a farmer's daughter."

And Winifred sobbed with passionate
Indignation at the remembrauc of her
wrong. Mr. Hastings was fairly angry.
Her tears moved him to impatience.

"Will you never cease upbraiding Me?"
he exclaimed. "Have I not atoned to you
enough? Have I not humbled myself be-

fore you as I believe In truth none of our
race ever humbled himself before? One
for all. Winifred, will you tak th love
I offer you or do you reject m now and
forever?"

"I reject you!"
U was gone even before the better im-

pulse, surging quickly into her heart
moved her to call him back, crying:

"I did not mean it!"
She felt then she had thrown away her

own life, her own happiness, snd sh
crouched down by th window uttering
great gasping sobs of remorse and an-

guish.
From that tlm Mr. Hastings' manner

to her waa changed. He was courteous
but in no wise different in his behavior
to her than to the other ladies who visit-

ed t th Court. And when ah thought
he no longer cared for ber, her lor tor
him revived ten-fol- and th almost
brok her heart for him.

(To be continued.)

Men who are unable or tin willing to
work are disintegrating elements lu
society. How lo care for thea physt-cmIIv- ,

mentally and morally weuk ones
la perhaps (he greatest social problem
of th present time, aud on which
mt country can be said to have solved.
unless w accept the theory of Moot,
August Monllerss. professor of Arable
at OrtU, who thinks that persistent
pauperism bat been overcome- - lu Mor
occo ty Indiscriminate almsgiving.

Our lielglitxira In Morocco, be writes
In "l.e Msrov Inetiumi." without shed
ding on drop of Ink. nor mix h better

a tingle drop of blood, hav reached
tbe Ideal to lung dreamed of by th
econnmlati and philanthropists of all
ages and all countries. By private
charity alone, by almsgiving, by
friendliness to the poor, they hav
solved th great problem of tb well-

being of the majority,
In that land tbe tollers, th poor,

the unemployed, ar contented with
the help they derive from private
benevolence, and have never dreamed
lo commit tbe folly of attacking pri-

vate property-fro- m which, ou the
contrary, they expect to receive the
relief of poverty.

They expect, and they are perfectly
certain thai all wealth, all capital will
com to their aid, uumenaced, uueuu-strslne-

solely with th View of obey-

ing th solemn injunction of the
Koran,

Yon must see with what ragern.
what scrupulous fidelity th capitalists
of Morocco dlschsrg their legsl almsy
th tenth of their tucotue, which tbey
distribute themselves among lb pour
without stnte Intervention cousclenc
aud tlod being thulr only judges.

This strict observance of the Mus-

sulman law la good evidence of a truth
to which tbe skeptical modems pty
loo little attention; that man, when
be fear Ood. Is more likely lo be rdthan when be only fear tb police
man. Where I tb tru believer, how-

ever avarlcloua, who darea lo Incur
lb formidable msledlrtlous of one of
the shortest and most stringent of the
chapters written by the Prophet?
Her It It, aud I trantlat It almost
word for word:

"In th name of Ood, merciful and
compassionate! Dost kuow who dis-
graces religion? He who harshly re-

pulses th orphan; who dissuades men
from feeling hungry. Curee on thus
who let their minds wander In prayer!
who pray for show! who refuse to gtre
alms'."

OLD MASON AND DIXON

lINt BUNG RtStRVtVIO

Th work of restoring and remark-
ing th Mason snd Dixon line la rip
Idly Hearing comply ion, under th

of competent engineer ap-

pointed Jointly by th Utiles of Msry-lau-

sud Pennsjlvsnla. In April,
IIHM, each Htnte appropriated fft.uuO
for lb purpose.

No question of territory 1 Involved
In tbe reconstruction, but tbe historic

fs)Xe
o jnn sot roast una.

Interest In this luisglnsry division of
North and, Houth, warranted a remark-
ing of the line marked out by Mason
and Dixon In 17(53.

Hock and earth mounds used at that
time are still lu existence to demon-strat- e

th thoroughness of th original
survey. An erroneous Impression ob-
tains that the line la thirty feet wide,
but the fact Is that the line Is Imag-
inary.

The fall Idea I due to tb fact tbst
the original survey iimesnltatrd a thir-
ty foot path through the wilderness,
signs of which still remain.

A Boy that I Knew.
A boy that I knsw when th skies war

all blu
And Balds of tb morning wer spsrkllog

with dw,
With i sinll on hi face 'and a amlli In

bit htart,
He walked from th phantom of troubl

annrt:
And hla laughter wai tweet at lb lilt T

s son
For h knew not th car of th world

or It wrong;
Th patt and ths future might bury their

ru
Th day wnt enough for (bat boy that I

knsw, ,

A youth that I knsw st h stood where
th wiy --

Leadt down to th mitts snd th toil and
th fray

Bor a tmil on hit face snd kept faith
In his soul,

And Hops, with her promise, "For yon
Is th gosl!"

Though others were crushed and though
others might weir

On their foreheidi tht emblems of doubt
ind despair,

Hs would win In th it rife, ttandlng
stalwart snd true,

For "Aehitvt" wai tht word of that
youth thtt I knew.

A man that I know, worn, weary and
old,

Looki backward on ytan that hit fillur
biv told;

Look backward to hope, with a promlf
no more,

To th faith, Ilk a wraith from th
country of yor;

To th visions that failed, th faltering
feet,

The will of the bugl (bat called to re-
treat.

And 'tit 0 for the morning, the sheen
. of Iti dew I

And O to go back to the boy that I
knewl

Success,

When any one Is very fur behlud the
times, we alway Imnglne that ono of
his nioHt cherished poxscaaloui Is "The
Letter Writer' Friend,"

KTTY RAWLINS had a t ank
account, and a bug one at
that. But Betty had a greater

fortune In ber face, for ah was a
pretty as a sprlug beauty, and though
she was per verve aud polity when she
wanted to be sbe was ordinarily as
sweet as a lolet

Betty lived lit the summer time at
Lowland tilcn, not many tulles remov-
ed from Fort Sherman, a big garr!-- i

n with enough young vthVera on
duty to rill the ranka of a company
bad they been forced to drop the sword
and shoulder th King Jorgemton.
Beaty loved the miliary what girl
doesn't? and If the truth be to'.d
Betty's heart was set on marrying Into
tbe soldiery, but she bad made up her
mliul secretly that h eouldu't think of
looking at anything less than I colonel,
and when she thought of It the sigh-

ed, for the colonels In I'nel Sam's
r gulars were all so dtvadrully old, and
B.tty was only 11), mind you.

There was young Hoy Lanyard
at Fort Sherman. He was

mighty good looking. Betty admlttid
this to herself, and It wouldn't be a
bit hard to lov him, but Roy was
only a captain, and nothing but a
colonel would do. Captain Lanyard, to
get Into the middle of things at once,
waa Just as desperately lu lov with
Betty as a young soldier Just old
enough to know his own mind can be.
He didn't csre a rap about Betty's
bank account; In fact, he never gave it
a thought. It was Just Betty herself
that be wanted, but he dldnl dare say
to.

Now Betty had tmtlier falling, not
uncommon among Amerlean gtrlt not
old enough thoroughly to understand
that Yankee husbands are th best In
the world, and that was a firm belief
that the Ideal cotid. fon In inarrltd life
would be that which would come from
a husband who was a combination of
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Englishman and English army officer.
"Tbe colonela are younger over there,"
aid Betty to herself, "aud tbey are
11 of aristocratic family, and, oh

well, Englishmen are Just too lovely
Tor anything."

The summer colony at Lowland Glen
was unusually large that season. There
were bunches of swell doings, th
slangy Yale counsln of Betty would
put It. The army officers from Fort
8herman were much In evidence, aud
one young captain In particular was
rery much In evidence in the vicinity
of Miss Betty Rawlins. Betty saw the
evidence clearly, and how she did wish
that the president would retire some
few hundreds of superior officers so
that Roy Lanyard could tack the ab-

breviation "CoL" to the front part
of hi name.

One day there wai excitement at
Lowland Glen. Mrs. Calumet bad In-

vited two Englishmen, one of them an
army officer, to spend the month with
them at their summer borne. The
news reached Betty tbe mom ng after
tbe arrival of tbe Calumet's two
guests. Twenty young women bad
told her about It Let the girls alone
for spreading news of this kind. "And
Betty," said one of her Informants,
"one of tbe Englishmen la colonel In
bis majesty's service, and young and
good looking at that"

Betty' heart gave a thump. "At
last," she murmured to herself.

Tbe next afternoon Betty met tbe
Englishmen ait the Dexter Country
Club. Her heart fluttered a little as
the yonnger of tbe two men the other
was old and out of tbe running was
Introduced to ber. Colonel Reginald
Boutbcote was hi name. It fairly
rang of aristocracy and militarism.
Betty knsw that be was a simon-pur- e

Englishman all right enough because
of bis name, his accent and his clothe

which didn't fit.
For tbe next week Colonel Reglna'd

Southcote waa Betty Rawlln's shadow.
Captain Roy Lanyard looked on and
was miserable. Betty gave htm two
dances and about three words during
the entire week.

"No show for one of Uncle Sam's
poor artillerymen when there's one of
King Edward' men with a drawl and
a monocle about," signed poor Captain
Hoy.

Colonel Reginald Southcote was not
long In finding out that Betty Raw-
lins bad pot of money and that she
adored the military. Betty asked him
one day what hi regiment was, and
be replied promptly: "I am tbe colonel
of the Royal Yorlcksbtre Regiment,"
be said.

Betty had heard tales iboet English-
men pretending to be what tbey were
not, but the colonel looked honest
enough, and the girl was half ashamed
of herself when sbe went to a library
In tbe city and took down a British
military gazette from tbe shelf and
looked for Royal Yorlcksbtre Regi-
ment, She found It all right, and with
the name of Reginald Southcote set
down as colonel thereof.

From that time Betty was very oor-dl-al

to the colonel. She turned the
conversation occasionally on the Boer
war, expecting to hear some deed of
daring modestly told, but tie colonel

By

FORRESTER.

Eyre, in society. He had spoken very
little; and the result of his quiet scru-

tiny was that he felt uufeignedly pleased
with her. She was graceful, natural and
ladylike, and possessed a certain frank-

ness of manner which could not fail to
win for her liking and admiration.

On day he called on Lady Grace Far-quha-

She and Wiuifred were sitting
alone together in the drawing room.

"My dear," he said to Winifred, "w
must not be stranger any longer. My

other granddaughters are coming to stay
with me in Ilurstshir after the season la
over, and I want Lady tirace to spar
you. You will not refuse?"

"I think you would lik to go, dear,
would you not?" Lady Grace said, quick-

ly.
Winifred answered a little hesitating-

ly in the affirmative. She would rather
not hav gone; but she could not bear to
seem stubborn, or as if she bore malic.

The London season was over, th park
deserted, the handsome carriages gon

from the streets. Winifred was staying;
at Hurst Manor with all her cousins-Fl- ora

and Reginald Champion, and
and Ada Fordyce, Lady Vtlaa-ton'- s

daughters. Sh had met th two
latter constantly in town, and been on

speaking terms with them; but nothing
more. The elder was rather plain, but
aristocratic looking, and very proud. Ada,
the younger, was pretty,
and unaffected. She took to Winifred at
once, and soon became very fond of her;
but her sister joined with Flora in be-

ing disdainful and cold to the farmers
daughter. There were two or three young
men, friends of Reginald's, staying in th
house, and Mr. Maxwell, to whom Mis
Champion was now formally engaged.

"I have news for you, Laura," aaid
Reginald one day, entering th room in
which were his sisters and cousins; "in-

deed, news for yoo all. Hastings is not
going to Norway in bis yacht, but la com-

ing down to the Court, and has invited
several people with him, so we shall all
be enlivened a little, I hope, in this dull
hole. Lady Dora Annesly is to play
hostess, so there is sure to be plenty of
fun."

Some dsys after Lady Dora Annesly
arrived at the Court with her husband, a
young, d man, very fond of
her, and not in the least inclined to b
jealous.

There had been a very decided flirta-
tion between Mr. Hastings and Lady
Dora som year ago, before she waa
married or engaged; they sometimes re-

vived it even now. He let her hav hr
own wayward will in the matter of com-

ing to stay at the Court and inviting
guests and turning the old house npsids
down for private theatricals, and in re-

turn she was very bright and kind to
bim and consulted his pleasure in every
possible way.

Lady Dora made all her plans snd Er-

rol carried them out H called on Mrs.
Champion, gave her some hints about ths
tableau and a desire for her

She responded immediately by
calling on Lady Dora, and two days af-

terward Dora appeared at Hurst Manor.
The ladies, especially th young one,
were charmed with her, ahe waa so
bright so fascinating.

There were a great many calls, conver-
sations, hints, proposals and suggestions,
and finally everything was arranged pre-
cisely as the mistress of the ceremonies
bad intended it should be. Then, of
course, there were rehearsals st th
Court; lunches, dinner parties, all man-
ner of pretexts for getting ths young
people together to perfect their parts.
Scenery and dresses came down from
London. Mr. Hastings spared neither
trouble nor expense, snd the Court ball-

room was transformed into an elegant
theater. All the country round was in-

vited; there were to be two hundred
guests.

Winifred's heart beat fast for the first
time she visited Hazell Court She re-
membered how in the olden dsys that
stately gray mansion into which she had
never hoped to enter had been invested
in her childlike dreams with all the ro-

mance which she bad read of or fancied.
Afterward it had been dearer still as the
borne of the man who had been to her

hero, a demigod. The lime came to her
when she had been the simple farmer's
daughter, so proud, so happy to be no-

ticed by the handsome master of Hazell
Court How her heart had sunk within
her as she saw him paying court to the
beautiful, aristocratic women who seem-
ed then so far sbove ber; and how little
sbetad dreamed of the adveut of a time
when she should be a mure honored, more
longed-fo- r gnest than they?

Mr. Hastings came out to meet the par-
ty of ladies who had ridden over to the
Court He went up to Winifred first
and took her in bis strong arms and lifted
her from the saddle.

"Welcome!" he whispered; "this is a
time I have often longed for."

One day she bad ridden over to the
Court to rehearse with Lady Dora. Mr.
Hastings came In from a drive and found
his cousin alone in the morning room.

"Pray, don't come in, Errol," sbe ex-

claimed; "I must not be interrupted, or
Winifred will be ready first."

"Is Miss Eyre here, then?" he asked.
"Yes In the picture gallery, I think.

She said she could study her part best
there."

Mr. Hastings left the room and turned
his steps in the direction of the picture
gallery. It was an intensely hot after
noon, and all the doors were thrown wide
open. He looked into the long, uncarpet-e- d

room, and saw there a new picture
in a new frame. He stood and gazed at
It longer and with deeper feeliugs than he
had ever gazed at any other picture
there; it was the only one that was not
his it was the only one he cared for or
desired ardently. Framed la th dark
oak of the window setting was a lithe,
graceful figure, half reclined, and a fair,
upturned face. Errol half feared to break
the spell that he stood watching. Pres-
ently Impatience overcame the fascina-
tion, lie went toward her, and the noise
of his footsteps aroused her.

"Were you studying or thinking. Miss
Eyre?" he asked.

"I bardly know, Mr. Hastings. Think-
ing, perhaps."

"It is too warm to study or think, eith-
er. Have you ever seen the Hazell por-
trait gallery?"

"Sever."
"Should you like to see it?"
"I should, indeed."
"Come with me and I will show It to

you. Walt a moment, though; I mast get
the key; I always keep that room locked."

She waited, looking out of th window
Into the rose garden. In a minute h re-

turned. 8h followed him and heard th

MRS.

CHAPTER nud.

Within few weeks of the close of the
season a very beautiful Frenchwoman
rime to London, and wss received at

nee into the best society. Her itory waa
a strange one, anJ one that excited a
great deal of interest She had been
married at fifteen to a Russian prince,
mane years older than herself, and of
dissolute character. At first he had lored
her passionately; then, aa ha found it
impossible to overcome her coldness and
Indifference, he had com to dislike and
treat her with harshness. He had taken
her away to Russia very young, very
friendless, and intensely nnhappy. There
ht had neglected her. She had two chil-

dren boys; and all her love seemed
bound up in them. Then they died; the
cold of Russia killed them, and ah al-

most died of the grief.
The physician at St Petersburg insist-

ed that she should return at once to
Paris. "It is the only way to sav her
life," he said to her husbsnd. So after
three years' weary absence, she return-a- d

to her birthplace and there, after a
time, she recovered. At the French
court she waa greatly admired and sought
for. A young man of high rank con-

ceived a wild passion for her. He waa
so handsome, so distinguished, no one be-

lieved she could resist the devotion ha
constantly and so openly offered her. It
could scarcely be affirmed that the was
ntterly unmoved by his passion, but all
the world said that ah aever gave him
any nndue encouragement Still, Prince
Zelikoff became Jealous. One evening the
princess dropped her bouquet; Monsieur
de Ligny picked it up, bowed over it and
returned it to her. Prince Zelikoff chose
to imagine the accident was prearranged,
and that De Ligny had taken the oppor-
tunity of concealing a note among the

, flowers. He snatched the bouquet vio-

lently from his wife's hands. In her sur-

prise she made some resistance; he grasp-
ed her arm and pressed the sharp pointed
diamond bracelet unintentionally into the
flesh. A little jet of blood apurted forth.
The enraged De Ligny beheld It and in

moment Prince Zelikoff lay atunned and
bleeding on the ground. A crowd closed
round them at once; with some difftculty
the angry men were separated, but of
coarse, only blood could wipe out such a

tain. A meeting was arranged; the sec-
ond mad the customary formal at-
tempts at a reconciliation without suc-
cess.

Valerie de Zelikoff knew well enough
what the end of such a quarrel must nat-
urally be. She knew her husband's fierce,
indomitsble temper, and ahe guessed the
rage that had filled De Ligny's heart at
seeing her treated with violence and in-

dignity. Her heart was torn In very
' truth she cared more for the handsome

accomplished man who loved her so des-
perately, than for her dissolute, gray-haire- d,

indifferent husban. But her re
ligion had taught her faithfully the duty
of sacrificing everything to right

The morning of the duel arrived, no on
was on the ground butlhe seconds, a
doctor and his assistant The doctor
stood near De Ligny. Prince Zelikoff
was known aa a deadly shot One, two,
three, two fleshes, two reports, a wild
shriek, and a fall. And yet neither of
the duelists was harmed or scathed. At
the moment of firing the doctor's assist-
ant had flung himself in front of the
prince, had turned up the hand whicn
held hi pistol, and received De Ligny's

hot through hi shoulder. De Ligny, !

the seconds, and the doctor raqheH to- - '

ward him; the prince had already raised
his head, and recognized Valerie de Zeli-
koff, his wife. The doctor explained it
He was an old friend of the family; she
had gone to him and besought him to al-

low her to be present at the duel, urg-
ing that she believed herself able to pre-
vent it and after much hesitation he had
yielded. The wound was not a serious
one; many a woman would hav been
glad to purchase the reputation for hero-Is-

that came nndesired to Valerie de
Zelikoff at so small a price of pain.

The action was thoroughly French, and
a such intensely appreciated by all
Paris. It was a crown of glory to her
husband, and flattered his vanity to a de-
gree that made him love her again as in
the olden days. Great as the triumph a
waa to Zelikoff, was the defeat to De
Ligny. His amour propre could not
recover from such a terrible blow; he
bad been prepared to risk his life to a

n deadly shot to avenge an in-

sult on the woman he loved, and she bad
received his bullet In her own tender
flesh to save the husband who bad so
grossly wronged her. He went away ns-ti- l

the affair bad blown over, and then re-

tained to Paris with a very young, fair
wife, who had been taken from a convent
to marry him. She adored bim; be was
cold and indifferent to her; nay, he al-

most hated her, when, aix months later,'
Prince Zelikoff died of a fever, and the
beautiful Valeria was left a widow at
twenty-tw- She passed a year in seclu-
sion, then she again went into society,

, and, aa has been said, came to London
few weeks before the close of the sea-

son. She was staying In the house of
Lady Dora Annesly, Mr. Hastings' cous-
in, and her greatest friend.

Mr. Hastings saw a great deal of the
beautiful Frenchwoman, and admired
her exceedingly. She was Dot like any
Frenchwoman h had met before she
did not talk much, or gesticulate, or seem
to desire admiration, She was pale, large-eye-

essentially spirltuelle. The chief
fascination she possessed for him was the
low, musical tone of her voice.

"I wish you would come more often to
us, Errol," hi cousin said; "we see so
little of you. I am so anxious that Ma-
dame Zelikoff' visit to as should be a
pleasant one, and she always seems hap-
pier, brighter, when you are there."

"You do me too much honor," Mr.
Hasting said, mockingly.

"It i no empty compliment, Indeed,
Errol," returned Lady Dora. "I am sure
she like yon much better thsn any one
else who comes here. You ought to feel
flattered; the Princess de Zelikoff s cold-
ness and indifference to men's attention
ha almost become a proverb In Pari.

' I am surprised you do not prefer a high-

bred, graceful woman of the world, to
an uninformed, simple country girl like
that Hiss Eyre. You see I hav discov-

ered your secret"
"Some men are foolish enough to prefer

Innocence in women to, a knowledge of
the world, Dora," Mr. Hastings an-

swered coldly.
"Boms men are foolish enough for any-

thing," retorted Lady Dora, pettishly.

CHAPTER XVI.
Mora than once Sir Howard Champion

had out kii granddaughter, Winifred

Islet, and her dresses ah, they are
drcemat If you don't bellev It Ju.t
get Into the company of any of her
girl friends; you won't have tli tru
ble of asking sloiit It. Tb bride Is

"It." Sbe It alway "top of column
next to reading matter," which being
Interpreted meant that the gete choice
peiitlou. where tb and ber beauty snd
her gow,n' would positively demand st- -

teutlon If It were not given freely.
glad'y and voluntarily. She deserves,
aud hut, the admiration of all creation

And yet we mak bold to put In a

llttl plea on helm If of th bride
groom, thai he I uot forgotten. Or
dlnarlly h cut mighty llttl figure In

th pruceedlngii. Ho It rvgardid rath
r lu th light of piece of the ttag.i

settings, or full to show off the r
dlant beauty of th brld elect. That
be It very necessary adjunct to th
function which brings tbe bitde all

blush Into the public eye will be ad
nittted. But who notice how be Is
dressed? Not even th brtd herswlf.
8h snd tb others hav a liasy picture
of a man with something blsck on
his body and something whit on his
handa, and om of tb spectator may
observe scared look on his face, Bui
tbst Is about all. Nobody say.
"Waau't be bandiom!" "How per-

fectly hi costum sett off bit tplendld
figure!" "Wasn't h Just loo tweet for
anything!" Comment and eomplt
uieut of this kind are reserved for
th brtd. Til bridegroom doesn't get
them. And, to tell the truth, b 1

I glad of It n Is wtU content for "her'
to b tb recipient of til the attentlout

I while be standi meekly In th back
' ground. It' lest embarrassing and
j less botbereom.

It Is after th wedding and In tb
. bom life that tbe bridegroom shows

up big. If h Is of th right sort
snd most of them are. It Is when tht

' honeymoon hat wined that be prove
to tb bride the wisdom of her choice.
It It when he ttkee off his coat and
hustles bard at work all day and Is

tender, loving and true under the ev
ening lamp tbst b demonstrates b It
not tb clothing dummy tbst he ap
peared to be during the wedding cere
mony. It may be that the world will
not uottce It. No mention of the fact

,
will be found In the toclety column
snd th neighborhood gossips wU hsv
nothing lo tsy about It. But when ht

j has msd ber a hippy bom the brld
will uuderetand and appreciate th
fact, If she Is of the right tort, snd

I most of them are, and will bles tht
day that brought to her her own
onuegroom. They are both good peo
ple; may they llr long and prosper.

Chicago Chronicle.

Further experience of the recent
Stormt of dust Is to!d by the Africa
mall itcamshlp Romeo, wlsUh, before
reaching TtneriBe, rsn through a te
rifle sandatorm for thirty hours.

The record of voracity belongs of
right to a ttoat recently caught
Pmnyhlll, Pa. During Ibe nleht th
bloodthirsty little creature had killed
e.ven luraeya, thirty ducks and twen
ty cuicxens.

"Most people re aware." sava th
Kclentlflc American, "of tbe Dower of
eggbelis to resist external pressure
on the ends, but nol many would
credit the results of testa recti
made. Eight different ben's eggs were
submitted to pressure applied extern-
ally all over tbe surface of the shell,
and the breaking pressure varied be-

tween 400 pounds and (175 p minis per
square Inch. With the stresses applied
Internally to twelve egg, these gave
way it pressures varying being thirty,
two and sixty Are pounds per square
Inch. The pressure required to cruth
tbe egsa varied between forty pounds
and seventy-flv- e pound. The average
thickness of the shells wa thirteen-on- e

thousandth Inch."

The Idea that alcohol or any other
stimulant can ever .Impart atrength
must be sbandoned, says a writer lu
Th Hospital. A stimulant has a cer-lal- n

effect on tbe circulation, and this
may enable the person who takes It
to exert more rength temp'rar.ly;
but th energy that be use comes
not from the stimulant, but from hit
own blood and tlsime. A similar mis-tak-

It made In the administration of
a stimulant to relieve a feeling of de-
pression or sinking. An Injurious

alway follow. Alcohol I

harmful also In diseases of the kid-
neys or of the liver, but It seems to be
good for disease of the lungs, and Ita
effect on appetite and digestion may
be good when properly employed.
When "stimulants" put one to sleep
and quiet agitation, tbey are doing
good; when, on lb coutrary, they
raise th pulse-rat- e, and cause exclto-me-

and wakefulness, they are doing
barm.

Gladstone's Statue.
statu to Oladstone ha recently

been placed In Westminster Abbey on
the pot marked for It years ago by
Dean Stanley. It occuple the latt
vacant tpace for a standing Agnre In
tht north transept. Tbe London Times
describe tbe statu.

It wa mad by Mr. Brook of the
Royal Academy, and Is a ninrble flgur
on a marble pedestal, which at pres-
ent contains no Inscription. On one
side Is the statu of Sir Robert Peel,
on th other, that of Tm- - u.....'
fleld. The aisle I called the "States-- I
men' Aisle," nnd Is near the pulpit.

Gladstone stand In the robes of a
doctor of civil law of Oxford, with h'
face turned (lightly to tbe left. The
likeness is good.

There I no ceremony of unveiling
monuments which, like this, are erect-
ed by the authority of Parliament. No
display It necessary to call attention to
the honor which the nation nnvs n.

'great men.

ed to please him, and be proceed, d to
make hay while the sun shone, and It

was a particularly cloudlet month at
Lowland tllon.

Betty knew with girl's 'intuition,
that an offer was not far away. Kb

Mt a pang, however, every time ah
saw Captain Lanyard aud saw how
miserable he looked, though h tried
to put a brave face un the mutter If
the truth be told. Betty cried llttl
lu the privacy of her room when sh
looked at the glorious old flag I! sting
In th sunshine at tti flagstaff peak
In the fort beyond, and sighed sod
sight d sgaln.

One day lawyer Cok. who looked
after Betty Hawlln'e relate, beard
from a close frleud that a certain Eng-
lishman bad been Inquiring about But
ty'a financial standing. "Kortuti hunt-- r

If not a fraud," said old Coke to
himself, and then, aa luck would hav
It, be happened to pick up a copy of
th Broad Arrow, the Journal of th
nulled services of Ureal Britain.
Lawyer Coke looked at It III eye
fell m a paragraph aud he chuckled.
He folded th paper up, put It In hit
pocket and took the first train foi
l.owlnnd tilcn. II marked th para-
graph In th paper and put It where h
knew Betty would be sure to pick II
up, and from the nature of th public
tlon he knsw tbe would be sure to read
It from start to finish.
- Betty Rawlins felt that th hour was
coming when sh would hare to an-
swer a question put to ber by Colonel
Reglnsld Southed. Sh was think
liC of this whtn sh picked np tht
Broad Arrow. Bh knew what th
paper was, for the had heard of It
She read It eagerly. The date of thi
paper was thre months back. Tht
marktd paragraph caught ber eye. Sbi
read this:

"Oeneral Powell Baden Inspected tht
Royal Yorlrkshlre Regiment last
Thursday. It waa the first training
day cf this mllltla organization for iyear. Th new men wr In poor trim,
and Colouel Reginald Southcote, whs
has seen no foreign service and very
llttl at home, had bard work to glvi
command and to sit his hors prop-
erly. Tbe regiment will seed overhaul
Ing to bring It up to even militia stand-
ards."

The paper dropped from Betty' Org
ers. "Mllttlaman; never taw a day't
real service; couldn't tit on hi horse;"
and then Betty gasped. Her thoughts
turned to another paragraph that sb
had read In aa American Journal. It
told how on Captain Roy Landyard
bad received tbe Congressional medal
of bon r for personal gallantry In tbe
taring of the life of a comrade under
fierce Are In the Philippine Islands.

Betty knew that night at the ball at
tbe hotel that Colonel Reginald South-
cote wa seeking her out, but sh
avoided bim. Captain Roy Lanyard
met her and sb milled on him, and
there was a look In ber eyes that made
the young soldier's heart leap. "Won't
you go for a walk with me?" be said.

"Yes," she answered softly.
As tbey passed down the botel step

the moonlight fell full upon theiu, and
Lawyer Coke, who wa standing on
the veranda, smiled, and, being a bit
of a wag, be turned to a friend who
had been watching the course of
events for a month past snd said:

"Alas! Poor Yorkshire." Chicago
Record Herald.

Tale of Grateful Moose.
The moose and elk liberated In the

Adirondack by the State of New
York and William C. Whitney during
tbe latt two years have played rather
odd pranks In the gardens of tbe na-

tives and with loads of hay In tran-
sit, but It cannot be said that they
are ungrateful animals, sayt a New
York Times writer. The home of tbe
moose this winter bss been In the
vicinity of the Brown's Tract ponds,
and there en Saturday evening tb
crew of freight train on the Rac-qnett-

Lak railroad discovered a cow
moose In distress. Tbe animal had
been walking along the short of
pond and brok through the Ice and
plunged about la the hole, for som
time, unable to help Itself.

According to the story told by a
trainman, be and his companions
looked on with' varying emotion, but
Anally summoning their courage, they
wont to the animal's assistance and
got It out of the water with the aid
of boards. Instead of taking to ths
woods after Its .rescue the moot fol-
lowed the trainmen abont as pet
dog might ate all of their luncheon
that they could spare, warmed Itself
at tbe side of tbe locomotive, got In
the way of the train and refuted to go
even when the train wa compelled to
move away. Its gratitude wa evi-
dent

Tbe elk and moote with which It I

hoped to restock tbe Adirondack have
taken good car of themselves dur-
ing the winter. The killing of a young
bull moose near Newcomb ha aroused
public feeling considerably.

Humanity and Policy.
"Bklmper wa finding fault because

the fire engine horses are driven to
recklessly fast."

"I'll bet If hi house wa on Are
be'd favor driving them a good deal
faster."

"No, he wouldn't. He' got that old
hell of hi Insured for twice It

value." Cleveland Plain Dealer.

A woman usually follow fashion In
drcslnn ber hair till the second hah
comes, when she hasn't time to experi
ment and cling to tb sty I prevalent
then tlU her death.

A man' strength develop when ht
baa omaUilng to do; not when he I

Idle.

WHY NEW BREAD IS HURTFUL.

Bakery Product Fresh from th Oven
Art Not Well Masticated.

It li a commonly accepted opinion

that new bread Is hurtful to people gen-

erally because of the gases It contains.
A well-know- n writer disputes this and
claims that bread fresh from the oven
Is no more Injurious than that which is
stale, provided It is masticated as thor-

oughly. He says stale bread when
broken between the teeth resolves Itself
Into gritty- - particles, which, if they
were not softened with saliva, would be
next to Impossible to swallow, conse-

quently man thoroughly masticates
tale bread, and In doing so Impreg-

nates It with saliva, which partially di-

gests and adapts it to the alimentary
tract

But new bread, being soft and plas-

tic, Is more apt to be swallowed with-
out mastication, or, in other words,
bolted. It Is In this act, be thinks, that
the Injury exists and not In the char-
acter of the bread. Hot rolls would be
just as digestible as stale ones If they
were properly masticated. He refers In

this connection to the dog as a teacher
of an Important physiological lesson.
Tills animal bolts meat, but eats bread
because the moutt) parts are able to do
little toward the digestion of meat be-

yond reducing It to a convenient form
for swallowing. He, however, seems to
overlook the fact that the dog's teeth
are Illy constructed for chewing, aud

that Is the most likely reason for his
expeditious bolting of meat.

Another curious fact which he call
attention to Is that stale bread Is nol
more dry tliuu new. This Is shown by
submitting stale bread for a short time
to a high temperature. Under such con-

ditions It became soft and plustlc, re-

gaining Its newness, and this despite
the fact that some moisture must be
driven off lu the operation. He thinks
this Is explainable ou the supposition
that In new bread there Is free water
present, but that In stale bread, while
It Is still there, It Is In a stnte of true
chemical combination. In general, he
concludes, It Is a sound physiological
plan to thoroughly masticate every
morsel of food before swallowing it

Any Excuse in a Htonn.
"Only a few weeks ago," said a man

who does collecting for a big business
house In the city, "I had to call on a

delinquent. He was a man of standing
I made bold to venture that be war
something like three months tardy. 1

noticed his right hand wus In a sling.
" 'Why,' he began, 'do you know I

am very sorry, but I've bad an accident
to my hand,' and here be made a great
show of his wounded member, 'and 1

haven't been able to sign any checks
lately.'

"Now, of course," the collector contin-
ued, "I get all kinds of excuses from
all kinds of people. Some say they are
very busy, some Bay they are tempor-
arily pinched and confidingly plead for
mercy, but If any one bad advanced
any such excuse as a wounded hand
I'd have taken It as a bit of Irony had
I not beard the man and seen from his
face that be expected that the excuse
would be good. Well, It was good.
There was not enough of me left to
ask bim If thai hand had held bim up
for three months from making pay-

ments. At any rate, It detained him
three weeks more." Boston Herald.

Goes Shabby Himself.
"They say be makes little more than

a bare living for himself."
"No wonder. Look at the clothes bit

wife uaa." --Philadelphia Bulletin, i


