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MRS. FORRESTER.
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CHAPTER XV,
Lady Grace Farmubar's

Mr. Clayton wonld be the only visitor
remaining. Mr. Hastings scarcely ano|
to Miss Byre. When he did. he noticed
with some secret pleasure that ber color
came and went, sod that she sremed
reatless and uneasy, Lady Grace was in
the garden, giving directions to the head
gardeaer, when Mr. Hastlags lined her,

“l bave come to ask a Paver of you.
Lady Grace,” he maid.

“l am sure | shall be disposed to grant
I she snswered, pleasantly.

“When your guests are gone, [ want
you all to come and spend two or three
days at the Court.”

Lay Grace hesitated,

“1 shonld like it very much.™ she said.
presently; “but 8ir Olayton has the great-
ent dislike to leaving hume when be is
once wettind.”

“It I can sucoeed in persnading him, |
will you come? | have & particular ob-
Ject In my reguest”

“0h, yes, with plessure; T am sure Ma-
rion and Winifred will be delighted. Bat
I am atraid you will have some dificulty
with my husband.”

Mr. Hastings was, however, more sue-
cesstul than Lady Grace anticipated, and
won the baronet's comsent without much
trouble. The truth was, there was a
very fine library at the Court, and Sir !
Clayton bad for some time past beén anx-
fons to consalt some old and valuable
works he knew to be thers,

When everything was settled, Winifred
heard of the arrangements with contliet-
ing feelings. She was almost sorry that
she had been included in the invitation.
her presence could but awaken nopleas-
ant memories in Mr. Hastings' mind,

Tuesday came, the morning was lovely,
and it was arranged that Mrs, Clayton
and Winifred should ride, and that Sir
UClayton should drive Lady Grace over
in his phaeton. When they arrived at
the Court Mr. Hastings and his friends
were standing on the steps to  receive
them, This time he did not litt Winifred
from her horse and whisper welcome, but
went at once to M. Claytos. Winifred
felt the difference, a little bitterly, per
haps, and yet with a quick conscionsness
that she had no right to feel it. But
when she was shown to bher room, a glad
thought biotted out the bitterness, Was
it by accident that the walls were hung
with ber favorite prints, and that vases
filled with scarlet geraniums and fernn—
her favorite combination—were disposed
all about the room? Sesrecely, It mast
have bevn a wish to please her, and it he
still cared about giving her pleasure,
wurely all the love had not died out.

There was a dinner party in the even-
Ing—a very gay. pleasant party, that ev-
eryone enjoyed.  Afterward Winifred
sang, and was brighter and happier than
she had been for many weeks. Mr.
Hastings had scarcely spoken to her, but
yet she was conscious that bhe was not
indifferent to her.

The next day he agked her suddenly if
she would like to see her old home coes

maore. 4

“Yea,” she sald, quietly; “will you take
me "

“If you go alone with me I will,” he
anawered,

“l”lrﬂl go. it Lady Grace does not ob-
“Shafl 1 ask her?"
ﬂmﬁ

And they went toward Lady Graee,
who was sitting reading by the open win-
dow.

“l see no objection,” said Lady Grace,
smiling, “except that you always used to
be so terribly quarrelsome. 1 think I
must exact a promise first that thers
shall be no disagreement on the way."

“I promise,” Isughed Brrol.

“Apd 1" added Winitred, a shade more
serioualy.

“Then 1 consent,” smiled Lady Grace.

They went awasy silently together,
weither speaking until they resched the
end of the broad gravel drive. Then Mr.
Hastings broke the silence,

“Shall we go through the wonds?"

*1 should like to very much,” she an-
awered. “I have not beea there since—"
And then she stopped suddenly, remem-
bering on what oceasion abe had beem
there last.
hr"!hu when?" and be looked keenly at

*0b, a long time ago—more thin two
yearn.”

“Do you remember that bank?' Errel
asked, suddealy. “It was there I firs:
saw yon."

Presently they came to a gate; the
same gate they had stood at more than
two years ago—the same &t which they
had parted, she soffering, he stung by
remorse. He had brought ber hers on
purpose to test the strength of her love
end forgiveness. He did not open it for
her to pass through, but stopped and
leaned against it. She stood in frony of
him, waiting patiently, agd he looked in-
tently at her.

“It is two years and two months since
wo were here together last, Miss Eyre.
You are greatly changed since then."

“For the worse?' she asked, quickly,

“Not as the world would think.”

“But as you think?"

“1 scarcely know, They say we are all
the happier when we lose our impulsive-
neps and warmth of heart, and become
cold and indifferent. You bave fousd it
80, no doubt?"’

His tone was almost harsh, and she
looked up in his tace sadly, and yet with
lnl?lu path;z:.

“I cannot SUETY At your saying so,
Mr. Hastings.  You have the right to
m u.ll

“And yet I would rather hear you deny
it indignantly, Miss Eyre.”

“It 1 denied it, would you belleve me 7"

He was silent for & moment, whije
was a struggle going on In his
heart. He had too much chivalry of foel.
ing to wish her to confess herself wrong
to bim, and yet there was &
of spirit that made him feel
unmanly, undignified, for him
first advance now, after all
hd::. He watched her,
P her, yer feel vivid)
Nering. i (

tered at lnst—"if I thought
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last  guests : shrink and turn from you before,
were on the eve of departure, much to her |
husband's delight. In two days' time :

bare remembrance of which has mm:n me

for-
give you the wrong you did me, and | ask
you to pardon me, tes. Have | humil-
fated myself enongh? and she looked
for 8 moment in his face and then tarned
sharply away, with a quivering lip ani
large tears in her eyes.

He canght her by the hand.

“Winifred,” he said, a sudden passion
in hia voice and eyes, “tell me one thing
mare. Do you In truth love me?

She looked bravely ap in his face.

“I have never left off loving you!™

He drew her towand him in a strong
clasp, nntil her head rested on his broast.

“I think it is true.” he whispered, “that
we love that best which s most dearly
woa."

CHAPTRR XIX.

It was almost dark whea they returned
to the Court.

“Your idea of the length of bhalt an
hour must be singniarly vaguoe, Mr. Hast-
ings,” smiled Lady Grace. “Surely yeu
have been further than the Farm ¥

“Not even as far, Lady Grace,” he re
plied, with a glad smile; and then Winl-
fred being gone, he told her his story,

“T am very gl she said, kiadly. *1
could wish yon nothing better thas to
hare such a wife as Winlfred.”

All obstacles surmounted, and the en-
gagemetit betwesd them being ratified by
the consent of all parties, Mr. Hastings
would pot hear of any objection to the
marringe taking place immediately,

“Rewember, darling,” he said, whea
Winifred would bave urged him to wait,
“I bave loved you for more than two
years, Haviag made me so miserable,
surely you ewe It to me to lese no time
in atoning fer it. Pray get that horri-
ble trousscau business over with all
speed, or 1 shall think you do ot love
me eax I love you"

Sir Howard was delighted when he wan
apprised of the intended marriage, amd
insisted that Winifred should be married
from Hurst Manor. She had & fancy for
being married [n the little church where
she had so often sat when she waa only
a farmer’s daughter. She waa mot the
simple little country girl now, but an ele-
gant young lady, accustomed to luzury
and good society. Errol would have liked
mueh better that ahe should come te him

but that was wot to be as he
desired.

8ir Howard Champion gave her twenty
thoussnd pounds, and Sir Clayton tea
thousand, while Lady Grace provided her
with & magmificent tronsseau. Mr, Hast-
ings had the family diamonds resst and
remounted for her, and would have bad
her wear some of them at least at the
weddiag.

“Please not, Errol,” she pleaded, “I do
not like all this grandeur. 1 would sath-
er not forget that my early life was sim-
ple.”

Mrs. Clayton was of ceurss to bave
beea at the wedding. She was looking
forward to it. glad at heart at the part
she had taken in bringing together two
people who cared for each other, Three
weeks before the day fxed she received
a letter with a foreigm postmark,

“Who can it be from?" she sid, tarn-
Ing it over in her hand, and speaking to
Winitred. *1 do mot know the humd; it
seems crabbed and foreign, and has bheen
forwarded from London, It is sddeessed
to Milady Clayton, too!" And Fee con-
tinued to look at it without, howerer,
breaking the wseal. “Who can it be
from?" she said again,

“1f yon open it you will soon see, dear,”
Winifred replied. laoghing.

“I don't quite like to do it,” Mrs. Clay-
ton remarked presently. “I supposs jt is
because 1 am nervous and unwell; bhug |
always feel as If every letter | received
contaiwed bad news. Will you open it
for me?”

And she tossed it across tha tahle,

“Of course 1 will, What & scrawl!”
And Misa Eyre proceeded to tear the en-
velope. “I should imagine it contained
some mymterious pecret, from the way it
is gummed together. 1 must take a knile
and slit it open from the side.”

With some trouble she got at the com-
tents—a dirty scrap of foreiga paper,
with a few crabbed hieroglyphics, sad be-
gan to read mloud:

“Milady and honored exceleucy—I av
te profonde regreits to anmofce to you
dat te Milor Clayton—monaleur yor hus-
band av bin took wid de borribls maladia
of cholera am want to see you, [ ar gent
for the principal docteur sn sm at yor
orders, GODEFROI LUPIN."
A horror seizged upon M, Claytos. She
had never loved her husband: Intely she
had hated him; but the idea of his being
ill alome amoung strangers brought the
teurs to her eyes.

“0, Winifred!" she exclaimed to her
friend, in whose face she read consterns-
tion, “l must go to him at onee."

“You cannot, Fee: weak as yon are It
would be madness, The address is somm
obscure village in Switzerland, Let us
go and ask Bir Clayton what had best be
done,"

“Who do you suppose this lotter to be
written by ¥" 8ir Clayton asked, when be
had read the curions missive,

".! cannot tell. Perhaps the hotel keep-

“Had he a toreign valet, do you know,
Marion ¥

“Not when he left London. Simmons
wans with him then; but he may have left;
he was always threstening to leave, and
then, of course, it Is most probabls that
Francls wonld engage a foreigner.”

“Something must be done at once. Yon
cannot go yourself, Marioa—that la quite
out of the question—ueither cam I very
well.  Perhaps Alfred Clayton is in
town; he was coming up, [ kmow, 1 will
telegraph to him. Btay, 1 am not sure
where he would be. [ will go up to Lon-
don myself at once.”

And Bir Clayton tang the bell and or-
dered the carringe,

“But | feel that I ought to go myself,
Sir Clayton; the letter gaid be wished
to see me,"

“My desr, do not think of it; the jour-
ney would kill you. To erosa the channel
in this cold weather and with thess tem-
pestuons winds, would be mothing short
of madoess."

Sir Clayton dressed hurriedly for his
journey, jumped into the carrage and
drove off to the station, leaving Wini-
fred to explain matters to his wite. He
Just canght the up train by a minute; the
horses had accomplished the five miles in
exactly twenty-two minues, Bir Clayton
had told the coachman that it was & mat-
ter of lite and death, and the old man,
sorely against his will, had drivea his
favorites the whole distance st the top of

thelr speed. Bir Clayton reached London

l

and drove off o the hotel where he knew
Alfred Clayton slways stayed whea he
was In town. By good fortune he had
fust arrived thers, and was at the door
ready (o depart agais whea Sir Claxton
the two men lkwoked doubtfully at each
other,

“Of course | will go at once.™ Mr
Clayton said; “but cholers in one of those
foreign holes (s & nasty business, 1 will
get & time table and see how soon | can
o off. | must get you to telegraph down
to Mrs, Grant at Brightoa—1 promised to
dive and sleep at her house tenight.”

yon are making preparations, | will drive
round to the bouse in Plecadilly and see
if there Is any further news.™

On arriving there he found another
tetter, with & foreign postmark and open-
ed it at poce. 1t was written by the doc
tor in good French, and informed Mm.

Just breathed his last,

“This is & sad business,” said Sir Clay-
ton, returning to the hotel; “you must loss
no time (o getting there. [ fear he will
be buried long befure you reach the place,
anid there will be no chance of bringiag
the body to England. Of conrse, If—"

“Of course—of course!™ exclaimed AR
fred Clayton, hastily, and grasping the
barcoet's hand he hurried off. He wan
the next beir to all that splendid prop-
erty, but for the time he felt no exuite.

in a foreign country. On reaching the
village he found that Bir Clayton’'s sur
mise wus correet, snd that the rich man
had been lvterred some days before with
little ceremony., The obsequions land-
lord amd Lupin, the valet of the dead
man, were voluble o their information,
From Lupin he learned that Mr. Clayton
had engaged bim in Parts six weeks pre-
viously, having parted in & Quarrel with
his Engliah servant,

At first Mrs. Clayton was shocked and
stunned at the unexpecteduess of the
bhlow. She had disliked her husband, bat
it senmed o horrible for him to have dind
in that tervible way, so far from home
and withont a single friend. Her Arst
resolution was to leave Endon Vale, aml
she sent an urgent message to her aumt
to jola her. This time Lady Marion made
o delay in answering the summons,
Lady Grace begged Fee 1o remaln,

“You are very kind,” she answered, “1

long hospitality, but | would rather go.
Under the circumstavces, | could but mar
the cheerfulness that ought to reigm hers
during the preparations for such & happy
event as dear Winifred's marriage; and
until 1 cam realize my mew position 1
would rather go away guietly to some
fresh place. If you Invite me later, |
shall be very glad to come to you again.”
(Te be contimued.)

FACTS ABOUT KING ALFRED.

Ch.nc.u‘r:f Founder of English Legal
. itutional Syat
It was Freeman, we believe, who pro-
nounced Alfred the Great to he “the
most perfect character in history.” The
declaration was a particularly sweep-
ing generality, which a less positive
writer might hesitate to make. Cer
talnly there are other characters In his-
tory, sacred uand profane, deserving of

cably pronounced. And yet when we

Alfred, If objection be freedom from
faults, we might concede that It pretry
thoroughly realines it. It Is true we
do net knew much about him. But it is

Whether or not It ls because be wan se
largely the historian of his own tives,
there Is nothing recorded of him to his
discredit. Se far as our knowledge of
him goes, his character and career were
fawless, This is the more significant
when we remember how pralse und
blame rre commingled In the records
of other sovereigna of those days of
whom we know as little or as much as
we do of bim,

The commemoration of the one thou-
sandth anniversary of his death, which
was conducted in England, would
donbtlesa have recelved much more at-
tention here bad it not been eclipsed by
an appalling natlonal tragedy. Certaln.
ly the occaslon was and even In yet
well worthy of our notice. That may
be sald for the reason slready express-
ed. A man whom so high an authority
a8 Freeman declared to be the most
perfect character In all histoey, and
who has so strong a claim to that dis-
tinction, Is certainly worthy of the
whole world's study. We have sald
that we know little of him. But all
that we do know s both good and
great, It was a great thing to found

thing to found English ltersture. It
was a grest thing to found the ses
power of England. [t was a great
thing to found the English legal and
constitutional system. And these
things Alfred did. To have done any
one of them would be sufficleat to In-
sure for him everlasting and grateful
remembrance. To have done all four
places him upon an eminence of great-
ness not easlly to be rivaled,
These nachlevements are titles to
world-wide fame. But they pecullarly
commend Alfred to our grateful mem-
ory. For, with all eredit to other ra-
cial elements which bave largely en-
tered Into the making of its greatness,
this nation was primarily and chiefly
of English origin, and it owes such orig-
in to the achlevements of Alfred which
we have named. [t sprung, In both the
New England and the Vieginlan colo-
nies, from that English nation which
Alfred founded, through the axercise
of that sen power which also had its be-
ginnings from him, It was organized
upon, and even yet largely retains, the
English legal and censtitutional ays-
tems which date from him, and It uses
the Englisb Ianguage and Inherits the
English literature, to the world-com-
pelling greatness of which he gave the
first Impetus. The United States does
not owe much to many kings. But It
does, In common with all the Anglo-
Saxon and all the English-speaking
world, owe a debt of much grateful re-
membrance to the lllustrioun soverelgn
who was able to say of himself with
truth: “Bo long an [ have lived, 1 have
striven to llve worthily. and after my
death to leave to my descendants my
memory In good works"—New York
Tribune.

Volumes in the Bririah Musenm.

The number of volumes in the Brit-
ish Museum Library, according to a re-
cent counting, ls tow over 2,000,000,
There are more than 18,000 volumes of
London newspapers, about 47,000 vol-
umes of provinelal newspapers, count-
ing Welsh as well an English, 10,000
volumes of Bcottish papers, and 9,000

from Ireland,

can scarcely thank you enough for yoar

careful conslderation befors the judg- |
ment of supreme excellience Is Irreve- ' lant participation In the battle of Hala-

come to contemplate the charmcter of |

also true that all we do know Is goed, |

the English nation. It was a great |
|plode and cast It Into a nearby lake,
!thus preventing am explosion which
| would have meant death to an entlre

II ILL-TREATED TREES

| Tdeas Held by New-Yorkers on Sub-
ject of Arbarculinre.

Some  olierwise (ntelligent people

[ drove up, The story was briefly told and sepm 1o have gueer notlons shout trees, |

| 'We ure not sure whether they think

trees require for (helr welfare tremt- |

ment Ientienl with that of lamp-posts
and telegraph poles, or that they re
| Eand & trew In 8 clty stroet as & publie
| ememy which should be destroyed, savs
the New York Tribune. They surely
must bold one or the other of these

belle thelr bellers.

Here are some examples of the treat-
| ment given to trves on a cholee real:
dence streel In one of the best paris of
the city: A few of the tves have sach
an much as g couple of square yards

| course, and packed as bard and walle
A Impervious 10 water as =0 much
well-puddled clay. In some cases the
upen squares originally left about the
trees have boen carefully Alled In with

| bits of Magging. close up to the tres

all round, In some cases the squares
have been carefully filled with conceete
or artificlal stone, Mitlng water tight
It not alr tight around the trees. In
BOe onses the large tree trunks have

flagstones may 0Ot closely against
them, It may bDe added that these are
wll fine specimens of elms, Hinden and
other trees,  Hefore the sidewalks were
thus adjusted to their trunks they
were thriving almost as lusuclantly as
though they were In thelr native fors
| ests.  Now they ure beginnlug to die
‘l\ml the peaple are removing some of
them, saying that “there’'s po use In

Irying to grow trees in the city, any- |

way."

Perhapa they are right. Perhaps o

elty ought to he an unbroken o'spmm-|

of masoney and ssphaly, with not a
tree nor a shrub noe o bade of grass
within its bounds.  The parks should
be cleared off and coversd with asphalt
for roller skating rinks. It would cost
#n great deal less o maintain them in
that condition. Perhaps the people, too
might be varnishel or conted from
hend to foot with some waterproof and
mirproof  preparation.  Then  they
would not newd alr or water, but would
die a8 these trees are dylog, aod it
would cost n great deal less to keep
them so.

ONE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE.

Barviver af the Charge of Halakiava
Living In Des Molnes,

Living quietly In an humble home
In Dea Molnes, [a, s one of the he
roes of the famous battle of Bala-
kiavn, fought durlog the Critiean war

| almeat 0 years ago and commemo-
mted by Tennyson In his Charge of |

the Light Brigade. He 1s James Lal-

lny and he wears & Victorln cross as

the reward of hils services In that
famous and stupld chuarge,
Besides the Vietorlan croms for gnl-

kiava Lallay possesses two medals

won for bravery, while serving In the
Connaught Rangers, from the west of

Ireland. It was during the batile of
' Green Hill, In the Crimean war, that

Lallay seized a burning torpedo which
bad been hurled Into the ranks of the
Rangers and which was about to ex-

| company. On another occanlon be

| rushed out upon a battlefield to rescue

a wounded comrade, and dragged him
'back behind the firiug lnes, whilo
|the shots from the euemy were full-
ing all about him,

In the charge, In which 800 horsemen
took part, the survivors did not ex.

| eend 150,

Belence of Footprints,

It the sclentific render were to call
|an old-fashloned gamekeeper an “leb-
nologist” the man would doubitless
| sture In some surprise, says Tid-Bits,
|and yet many gnmekeepers are the fin-
est practical judges of anlmal foot-
prints—that s, “ichnologists’”—to be
found. for from such prints they ecan
!wll exnetly what the nnimal waw
 which left the {mpression, and a grest
| many more things nbout it besides.

On muny an estate the gamekoeper
will spread soft mold about the places
usually resorted to by foxes und nfter
he has examined this be will, with
wonderful accurney and from the foot.
prints nlone, be able to tell his master
not only the prohable number of foxes
that are about, but whether they are
foxes or vixeps and whether any of
them are lanme through some cause,
And In addition snch o gamekeeper
| il be able to sny whether the anlual
| bad any welghty prey In Its mouth,

Belentific lchoologists can tell from
any given footprints not alone the
genus of the animal, no matter from
what portion of the globe it may bave
come, but its probable age, sex, pace
at the time the Impresslon was mide
and many other particulars,

Why tha Change.

Noggaby—"Let's sece, lsn't Home
body's wife named Rosa?”

Waggsby—"It was before she took
antl-fat."

Naggaby—"Well, how could
change mniters "

Waggshy—"He now calls her Rusa-
lean,"—Baltimore American

that

Mother Mississippi's Voice

‘ T was excessively lnconsldernte of
H M, Downs te die, just as he
| was about to close that N, R &
M, merger, argued Heory Yatew, but

“1 think," said Sir Clayton, “that while | vlews, or else their actions grossly | With due respect fur his slster. be

turned his back on his New York
offfce, boarded the “N:hour traln” for
Chitengo, and of a sudden found him-
self living 1n the past

He awakened to a realization that
years had passed since hin  geutle,

Clayton delicately that her husband had | Of open soll about them, grassless, of AHTINKME wife had closnd her eyes to

slght of him standing shocked and
| wideeyed with o wee baby girl In his
J W,

He had been so busy, fighting for
foutheld In Chieaga's fusncial world,
that he had falled to note his wife's
fulling bealth, and even in the hour of
bher death, he had pot realise that she
had diesd Wterally of heart-hunger—of
longing for the companionship and the
protecting love, but not the dollars, of

tion at the thought of stepping into the | carefully been trimmed square with o | B0 549 she had warried,
shoes of the man who lay dead and alone | heoaday wo that the stralght edges of | Of one thing be was sure, He had

tovl hier, In hils passive way, and had |
mednt to make & great lady of her,
when he bad won bl fAnancisl fAght,
He bated the child who had robbed
liim of his wile.

So the babe Lad been thrust into the
williug nrtus of bin widowed slster,
atid he hind plunged back (nto the busf
oSy nelstrom

The allowance turned over to Mrs
Diwns for the supp: et of the child |
bad been Hberal.  He Lad teen in
formal that ber educution bad been
careled on after the most approved
thiethols, but be never saw her, and
when from Chicage he had plunged
inte New York, still bent on sequiring

ON THE YALLEY QUEEX,

more and more wealth, he had passed
out of thelr lives without even o
slght of the ehild,

L Aud jow, of course, with Mprs
Downs'  death, something must be
done.  Doubtless hisn sister bad bhad |
Intimate friends among her own sex.
The problem would be solved some-
how,

And It was, but not Just as he had
expected,

Edith settled it for herself, when she
came 1o greet him, blgeyed, alonder,
lily-like and sorrowful. The daughter
wis her mother of thelr honeymoon
days
| Yuates reached out his arms with a
|great  ery The paterunl Instinet
jawoke with a rush that robbed him
of speech.  But the girl understood,
| 8hie was the sort who could read men
rurlkht.

From that hour Edith's happlness
innd soclnl success were of more vital
| Itterest to Henry Yatea than the ae-
quiretient of stocks and bonds, The
Intter were useful only In furthering
Lot Inferosts,

Mr. Yates buollt a palace on Million-

social Hghts who withheld thele benius
from Wis lovely daughter,

A lordling of depleted fortune but
lrreproachable soclal connections came
and saw but 4ld not conguer. Yates
suld the price wan too high, and his
daughter, curled up In his never-fail-
Ing arma, thanked him between sobw
of Joy.

But all this did not help matters
when Allen Houston sppearsd op the
horizon, and, so far as Edith was con.
cerped, filled It completely. Young
Houston had a small patrimony & tre
mendous fund of ambition, and the
profile of a poet.

Henry Yates sald “No," Edith re
!membered the lonely years her father
had spent, talked pathetically, yet not
waveringly, of “duty.,” and Houston
flung himself Into the wilds of the
went,

Fdith did not grieve openly, but the
loving eyes of her father were not to
be deceived, He became restlesa and
nuxious, and so they declded that New
York was unbearable and the sight of
New Orleans during the Mardl Gras
would do them both good,

Mr. Yates planued the trip without
consulting Edith. They would go 1o
Memphis by rall and there board - one
of the old-fashionad sternwheel river
bonts for New Orlenns,

Bomehow, with the sting of msoclal
fallure and the mad rush of his busi-
ness life wearing upon him  Yates
wns hungry for the old lfe—Ilife he
{had kuown when be was only “Mr,
Clerk"” of “The Belle of the West,"

Those were the duys when the Yates
fortune was®represented by three fig-
ures, and during those river trips he
had laid the foundations for the pros-
perity* which now ran Into elght fig-
uren.

They reached Memphin at night, but
he Instested upon a glimpse of the ma-
Jeutle sheet of swlrling, yellow water,
It wns llke meeting an old friend, he
declnred, and, with Edith's arm held
clone to hin side, he ndded:

“I never realized how tired I was un-
tih 1 got within sound of my old
friend's volee."

The next morning they went on
bourd the Valley Queen, Yates thrill-
ed as hin foot touched the deck. He
walked briskly to the lttle window
on the saloon deck and exclalmed:

“Mr. Clerk, 1 want two of your best
rooms to New Orleuns."”

A blueconted figure cama close to
the window, a strong, niascullne band
held out wsome keys, and a volce
which made Mr, Yates start answered:

“The best two on board, Mr. Yates,
and [ bope you will find your frip

R i

i

with us most pleasant and comfost-
able ™

Mr. Yates glanced wildly toward (b
shore. It was alipplug away from
thew.  They were In widstream  and
the man at the window was Allen
Houston

Retrent  wan  Impossible
eapltulation was (nevitable.
out hin hand

Thereafter bhe divided hin time be-
tween the deck, which he paced with
his danghter, telling bher Hvely yarnw
of his own days as a river-boat clerk,
and the oMee, where he shured Hous
ton's prevecupation with his dutles,

There was something familiar about
It wil<the pleasant familiarity which
thkes 10 years off & wan's showlder,
Aud Houston ubderstond the work,
Just as Yates bad understood It years
before. Where he had started, Hous
ton was startiog.

Sowe times watching his daughter's
face, he wavered. But no; It was lm.
pmsibile,
eeptionnl

Giraceful
Y ntea put

merely of a good,

s ey
C————

~ THIRSTY CRUISE

Bafferimg of w BMip's Crew for Lack of
Drinking Water,

It may surjwise sone reqders (o

learn that o the pesr BEGE Flltalbeth's

ngwll admienl, Sh Richerd Hawkine,

known as “the cosmsplote semon,  lind
o distilling apparetus oo lwoand lils
abip, and fonnd the water s distiliel
to e wholesome mad peurishing
Knltors In the mibddle of the uineteenth
century seldomhad sioh » stnmiby, atd
eften sufered through the lack of It
A former midsbipman in the British
anvy rooalls, in oan article o Maemil-
lan's Magnzine, the sufforing endured
dmring a cribee on boned 1L M8 Xen-
ophon Iu the Souwlh Seas, suly years
nye

Foar sixtoen dnys, Do says we re
mimed Deenimed within sight of land,
drifting 1o and froy eronsing and re
cromsing the squntor with wearylng
Iterntien. The sum stared vewrtioaily
At o from n steel bive sky, and even
under the double awunlngs the plich
o lgukl from the seams, »o that 1t
clogged our feel an we walked (he
divk,

In the midst of these sarroumdings
the order was given to reduce the
nllownnee of drinking water o one
pint per day for cach officer and man

His own eane had been ex: | This allewanee was served out o ene
All river-boat elorks could | Issue nt neon durlng the wen's dinner
not be milllovaires, apd Houston was  hour
upeState  family,  which bad been so long In befve and

The menl consisted of sait Junk,

without sociel wtanding n the world  was so hard that It would take

where Mammon ruled,

Yot Mr. Yates found llmself wateh
Ing young Houston curlously,
wasi't  half  bad, this

He to Uttle were than hard rind
colloge b | soupme the resnlt of such a diet was

handsome polish (o skififul hands, or
of pork that shriveled o the bolling
or

youth, who could dispateh ofice dution | yhat when dinuer wis over, bl &

wWith vase. placate patrons who fret | gron of water remalued te the poar

tedd ot the slow method of travel, wod | gojlows for the next twetity four hours

In an ewergency counld tell the deck
hamds more things about thelr ances

try than Yates bad dredined of oy 0 o0 place in whii

Liis own river life

- - L] . . . .

They had quit the bluffs, snd cotton
had glven way to cabe wid rlew, 1o a
few hours they would touch at New
Orleans, The deck hands had all been
pald off, save for the dollar which In
sured thelr ald in tylng the boat to
the dock

The clerk’s duties were over, his pa-
pers I shape, and the last landing
made, Mr. Yates met him on the sa-

of burning hent.  The few who tried to
wive sodne found It Lnpossitile, for they
‘o secure It
from thele tmprovident shipmatos,

In this stemit men  foll buek on
vinegar, of which each mess had a b
eral allowanee, but In thelr mglng
thirst they weore pot satisfed wemmly
to moisten  thelr wouths with the
strotg acld; they mixed It with salt
water and deank 1t In large quantitios,
and the terrible effect way be Hoagin-
ol The men wore falrly  kooeked
over by this horeible mixtam, and roll

loon deck, and remarked, “Let’s go e !"d i agotiles i the forecastle

low and watch those darkles lose all
thelr money.”

The old life had him In Its elutchen

Down below they went. Away In
the sterm the engines pounded  To
ward the bow the furnaces glowel,
Retween the (wo, roustabouts had
guther to gamble thelr earnloge. Some
of the negroes woere already peuniless.
Others were fushed and excited by
thelr galne,

Yatewm watched the seetie for an hour,
Inughing st the sapt remarks of the
gamblers. Wall street was forgotten,
Boclal ambitlons died wiithin him He
wan agnlo In Allew's place, n clork
without & future, without great hopes.
Suddenly he turned:

“Man, they are happler than 1 have
dared be aluce | mood where you are
today. | am wondering whether It |s
worth while—the struggle, the knock-
out  blows oue must give and take,
Mother Misslssipp! has beon talking to
me, Houston; scolding me In bher own
way. Edith told me onee that money
wus not all— and 1 reckon she In

right. At any rate, you may nak her
It shie still belleves that. 1f she does,
I won't stand between you,"

An hour later the boat allpped
around the cremcent, past the coul
docks and the frult docks to the
leviees,  The rush of the water and |

the rudedy melodlous volees of lhn!

negroes singlig at thelr work, mingled
with a strunge Larmony,

In the bow of the Valley Queen,
Edith Yates stood with her hand clasp-
ed In her lover's her expectant glance

wires' row and cursed In hils heart the Yfixed on the quaing old elty,

In the stern, looking buckward upon
the river, whose volee he had hesdmd,
Henry Yates stood with folded arms,
He was wondering whether he should
ever ko buek to the mad  struggle
and the soclal walls be hnd striven so
bard to climb—for her sake —Boston
Globe.

FILIPINO BABIES WALKING.

Hew It ls Tanght Tham Earller Than
Mowt Bahbles Learn,

Filiplno mothers bave little trouble
with their bables. They have a cou-
trivance which relleves them of most
of the bother of thia sort. Every house
Is equipped with s plece of mechan:
lsm to teach bables to walk. Infants
are nervous. Doctors say they cannot
remain quiet more than five seconda’
when they are awake. Fllipino bablos
are fully as nervous as those of other
countries, but they don't have the op-
portunity of expending thelr energy nn-
noylug thelr mothers,

In the swampy, reptile-Infested por-
tions of the lalands the hounses are et
up on bamboo poles, In the center of
these houses, which usunlly consist of
only one room, one bamboo pole s al-
lowad to extend about two feet above
the level of the floor. In the hollow
of this bamboo, which nets an n socket,
In placed & round plece of wood about
two fest long, On (his Is salled or
fastened a crossplece which ‘brojects
a foot or two on each slde,

When the Infant reaches the age to
get into mischlef through n deslre 1o
exercise Ita little logm, the mother ties
it to one end of this cromsplece, As
soon as the baby tries to lean om it the
davice revolves In the bamboo socket.
The little one Ia apt to be frightened
and cry out, but the mother expects
this and refuses to Interfere, Then
begina a treadmill stroll for the Kill-
pino baby, He has to follow the reve-
Jutions of the walking mnchine or he
will fall. Hin little hands, which
cluteh tightly just as those of white
bables do, ennble him to preserve his
equilibrium, and bhe keeps np his ex-
orcise until he is ready to go to sleep.
In this way Fllipino bables nre taught
to wilk much earller than those of any
ather country, and thelr mothers are
not forced to hire nurse giela or devote
thelr whole time to thelr offspring—
New York Press.

Cheerful in Bpite of Everything.

Tomtmy—FPop, what Is an optimist?

Tommy's pop—An optimist, my son,
is & man who Is married and glad of it
—Philadelphia Record,

‘When a man loses confidence in him.
self he makes the vote unanimous,

At lnst, on May 20th, we sighted
the anchorsge of San Ras, and the
order was lmmedintely glven to serve
out & gallon of water to each tan.
Disclpline was forgotten n the wildeat,
most Joy ful confuston as It wis lasued,
And wo, sloety theee days after leaving
Cillao, our privations came o an end,
For the lust seventy sevea days of our
voynge we had averaged a speed of
Just one wile an hour, a record for
slowness which 1 searcely think the
nnnals of sea e could bDeat,

PLUNGER SMATHESS, WHO
MIT BOOKS FOR $50,000

E E Bmathers, the New York stock
munlpulator knd sportsman, now holds
the western record In future book bet-
tug, having won BSOOG by Mo hes.
ney's vietory In the Harlem Handieap
at Chicago

MeChesney was purchased last win.
ter by Smathers at New Orleans, The
betting agalost bl In the haodieap

mee wis 12 to 1. Two bets at thess
oldids netted Bmathers over §60,000--
YKid” Weller giving him a oheck fop
42,000, which In aiso 0 western racord
for n wingle bet,

Immedintely after the race Smathers
remembered hin help In & fnancial
way, giving Hlildreth, the trainer,
$7.500; Girny, the Jockey, $3,000; the
stable foreman, $800; Dmrid, who
“ruba” the horse, $500, and the hoy
who exercises the horse, §100. Mrs,
Hildreth, wife of the tralner, recelved
$1,000 for nllowlug Gray to ride Me.
Chesney. He wan to have ridden Lop
own horse,

Right Way to Hribe,

An nmusing story Is belng told
smong Inwyors of & Walloon peasant
who iind gone 1o law with n neighoor,
In a conversation with lLis Inwydr ha
suggested wending the magistrate a
couple of fine ducks,

"Not for your Ufe,” sald his ndviser,
“If you do you'll lose the eane”

The Judgment was given In his
favor, when Lie turned to his Inwyer
awd sald, -

“1 sent the ducks"  Astonishment
on the Intter's part tarned to adoieg-
tlon when hiw cllent continued, “Hut
I wout them In my nelghbor's name,”

Mot the Typloal Girl

The pink shirt-walsted giel In the
grind stund elapped hee hnnds,

“Wasn't that a benut of n plekup?”
she exclalmed with enthuslosm, “He
covers more terrltory In  whort  fleld
than any fellow I've wseen slice the
days of Ed Williamson!"

Here the young man sltting next te
her collupsed.  He had beaced himself
fo meet the shock of hearing her nnk
what the erowd was chicerlng about—
Chipago Tribune,

Avoommodating Him,

"I nuwure you," snld the persistent
sultor, “thit 1 will not take ‘no’ tor an
nnewer."

“You needo’t. I'll say ‘yow' upon one
condition.”

“And that (87"

“Just usk me If I am determined not
to marry you under any elrcumatans
eon —Philndelphla Prows,

An old rallroad man looks upon a
pasaenger brakemin with disgust; he
says n passenger brakeman |8 a wort of
nurse to woman and children passens
Rers,

L




