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For The Term of His Natural Life

By mgaud CLARKE

CHAPTER XXIIL—{Continned.)

Roused by the morning sun streaming
In upon him, Mr. North opened his blood-
shot eyes, rubbed hisg forehead with
hiands that trembled, and suddenly nwak-
ening, rolled off the bed and rose ta his
feet. He saw the empty brandy bottle
on his wooden dressing table, and re
membered what had passed. With shak-
ing hands he dashed water over his ach-
ing head, and smoothed his garments,
The debauch of the previons night had
left the usual effects behind It His
braln seemed on fire, his hands were hot
and dry, his tongue clove to the roof
of his mouth. He shuddered as he vlew-
ad hix pale face and red eyes in the
little looking glass, Steallng into the
pitting room, he saw that the clock
pointed to half-past six. The flogging
was to have taken place at half-past
five. Unless nccident had favored him
he was already too late. Fevered with
remorse and anxiety, he hurried past
the room whers Meekin yet slumbered,
and made his way to the prison. As
he entered the yard Kirkland had just
got his fftieth lash,

“Stop!” cried North. “Captain Bur-
gess, 1 cill upon you to stop."”

“You're rather late, Mr. North,W re-
torted Burgess, “The punishment is
nearly over.”

North stood by, biting his nails and
grinding his teeth during six more Inshes.
Kirkland had ceased to yell now, and
merely monned, His back was like a
bloody sponge, while In the interval be-
tween the lashes the swollen flesh
twitched like that of a new-killed bul-
lock. Suddenly Macklewain saw his
head droop on his shoulder. “Throw
him off! Throw him off!” he cried, and
Troke hurried to loosen the thongs.

“Fling some water over him!™" said
Burgess. “He's shamming.”

A bucket of witer made Kirkland
open his eyes. 1 thought so0," said

Burgess. “Tie him up again.”

“No: not if you are Christians!” cried
North.

He met with an ally where he least
expected one. Rufus Dawes flung -hwrﬂ
the dripping cat. “I'll Sog no more,
sald he.

“What?’ roared Burgess,
this gross insolence.

“1'll flog no more, Get soma one else
to do your bloody work for you. 1
won't."”

“Tie him up!” cried Burgess, foaming.
“Pie him up! Here, constable, fetch a
mnan here with a fresh cat I'll glve
you that beggar's fifty, and fifty more
on the top of "em: and he shull look on
while his back cools.”

Rufus Dawes, with a glance at North,
pulled off his shirt without a word,
and stretched himself at the triangles.
His back was not white and smooth,
like Kirkland's had been, but hard and
meamed, He had been flogged before.
Troke appeared with Gabbett, grinning.
Gabbett liked flogging. It was his boast
that he could flog a man to death on &
place no bigger than the palm of his
hand. He could use his left hand equal-
Iy with his right, and if he got hold of
a “favorite,” would “crosa the cuts.”

Rufus Dawes planted his feet firmly
on the ground, took fierce grasp of the
staves, and drew in his breath, Mackle-
wain spread the garments of the two
men upon the ground, and, placing Kirk-
land upon them, turned to wateh this
new phase in the morning’s amusement.
He grumbled a little below his breath,
for he wanted his breakfast, and when
the commandant once began to flog,
there was no telling where he would
stap. Rufus Dawes took five-and-twen-
ty lashes without a murmur, and then
Gabbett “crossed the euts.” This went
on up to fifty lashes, and North felt
himself stricken with admiration at the
conrage of the man. “If it had not
Lheen for that cursed brandy,” thought
Le, with bitterness of self-reproach, L |
might have saved all this.” At the hun-
dredth lash, the ginnt paunsed, expecting
the order to throw off, but Burgess was
determined to “break the man’s spirit.”

furious at

“I'll make you speak, you dog, if 1
cut your heart out!"” he cried. “Go on,
prisoner.”

For twenty lashes more Dawes was

mute, and then the agony foreed from
his laboring breast a hideons ery. Bt
it was not a ery for mercy, as that of
Kirkland’'s had been. Having found his
tengue, the wretched man gnve veut to
his bolling passion in R’ torrent. He
shrieked imprecations upon Burgeas,
“Troke and North, He curged all wol-
diers for tyrants, all parsons for hypo-
crites. He ecalled on the earth to gape
and swallow his persecutors, for heaven
to open and rain fire upon them, for hell
to yawn and engulfl them quick. It was
as though ench blow of the ecat forced
out of him a fresh burst of beast-like
mge. He seemed to have abandoned
his humanity. He foamed, he raved,
e tugged at his bonds until the strong
staves shook agaln: he writhed himself
round upon the triangles and spit impo-
tently at Burgess, who Jeered at his tor-
ments. North, with his hapds to his
ears, crouched against the corner of the
wall, palsied with borror. He would
faln bave Hed, but a horrible fuscination
held him back,

In the midst of this—when the eoat
was hissing the loudest, Burgess lnugh-
jug his hardest, and the wreteh on the
triangles filling the alr with his cries,
North saw Kirkland look at him with
what he thought a smile. Was it a
_ smile? He leaped forward, and uttered
a ery of dismay so loud that all turned.

“Hullo!" says Troke, runulng to the
heap of clothes, “the young 'un's slipped
bis wind!" i

Kirkland was dead.

“Throw him off!"" says Burgesa,
aghast at the unfortunate accident; and
Gabbett reluctantly untied the thongs
that bosnd Rufus Dawes, Two con-
stables were alongside him in an Instant,
for sometimes newly tortured men grow
desperate, This one, however, was &l
lent with the last lash, only, ln taking
his shirt from under the body of the
boy, he mutiered “Dead!” and Io his
tone there seemed to be a touch of
eavy. Then finging his abirt over his
blesding shoulders, be walked out, de
flant to the last.

“Game, ala't be?’ sald one constable
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to the other, as they pushed him, not
ungently, Into an empty cell, there to
walt for the hospital guard. The body
of Kirkland was taken away In silence,
and Burgess turned rather pale when
he waw North's threatening face. “It
lan't my fault, Mr. North,"” he sald. “1
didn’t know that the lad was chicken-
hearted.” But North turned away in
disgust, and Macklewaln and Burgess
pnrmml.llwtr homeward route together.

Mr. North, in agony of mind at what
he considered the consequences of his
neglect, slowly, and with head bowed
down, as one bent on a painful errand,
went to mee the prisoner who had sar-
vived. He found him kneeling on the
gronmd, prostrated.

“Rufus Diawes'™

At the tone Rufus Dawes looked np.
.nnd seeing who It was, wared him off.
‘Don’t speak to me," he sald, with an
Impreceation that made North's flesh
creep.  “I've told you what I think of
Frou—na hypoerite, who stands by while
A man Is cut to pieces, and then comes
and whines religion to him."

North stood In the center of the celi,
with his arms hanging down, and his

head bent. “You are right,” he sald, In
A low tone. “I must seem to yon &
hypocrite. 1 a servant of Chrlst? A

besotted beast rather! I am not come to
whine religion to you. 1 am come Lo
ask your pardon. I might have saved
you from punishment-—saved that poor
boy from death, I wanted to save him,
God knows! But I have a vice; T am
a drunkard, I ylelded to temptation, and
—1 was too late, [ come to you, as one
sinful man to another, to ank you to for-
give me." And North snddenly flung
himself down before the conviet, and
catching his blopd-bespotted hands In
his own, crled, “Forgive me, brother,”

Rufus Dawes, too much astonlshed to
speak, bent his black eyes on the man,
who crouched at his feet, and a ray of
divine pity penetrated his gloomy moml,
He seemed to eateh a glimpse of misery
more profound thgn his own, and his
stubborn heart felt human sympathy
with this erring brother. "“Then In this
hell there ls yet a man,” said he; and
a  hand-grasp passed between these
two unhappy beings. North arose, and
with averted face, passed qulckly from
the cell. Rufus Dawes looked at the
hand which his strange visitor had tak-
en, nnd something glittered there. It was
a tear. He broke down at the sight of
it, and when the gnard eame to fetch
the tameless convlet, they found him on
hix knees in a ecorner, sobbing like a
child.

The morning after this, the Rev. Mr.
North departed In the schooner for
Hobart Town. Between the oMclons
chaplain and the commandant the events
of the previons day had fixed a great
gulf. Burges knew that North meant to
report the death of Kirkland, and guess-
ed that he would not be backward In
relating the story to such persons In
Hobart Town as would most readily re-
peat it

Burgess, however, tonched with sel-
fish regrets, determined to balk the
parson at the outset. He wounld send
down an officlal “return” of the unfor-
tunate occurence by the same vessel
that ecarried hiy enemy, and thus get
the ear of the ofMlce. Meekin, walking
on the evening of the flogging past the
wooden shed where the body lay, saw
Troke bearing buckets filled with dark-
colored water, and heard a great splash-
ing and slnleing going on inside the hut.
“What is the matter?" he asked.

“Doctor’'s bin post-morticlng the pris.

oner what was flogged thia morning,

sir.” aald Troke, “asnd we're cleanin’
"

ug.

North. on his arrlval,” went stralght
to the house of Mnjor Vickern, “I have
a complaint to make, sir,” he mald. *I
wish to lodge It formally with you., A
prisoner has heen flogged to death at
Port Arthur. T saw it done”

Viekers bent his brow, *“A serlous
necugation, Mr, North. I must, of
eourss, receive it with respect, coming
from youn, but I trust that yon have
fully considered the circnmstances of the
cnse,

1 always understood Captain Bur-
pess was a most bumane man.”

North shook his head. He wonld not
accnse DBurgess, IHe wonld let events
speak for themselves, “1 only ask for
an inqniry,” said he.

“Yes, my dear slr, 1 know, Very
proper, indeed, on your part,  you
think any injustice has been done; but
hnve you considered the expense, the
delay, the immense trounble and dissat-
isfaction sll this will glve?"

“No trouble, no expense, no dissatis-
faction, should stand in the way of hu-
manity and justice,” ecrled North,

“Of course not. But will justice be
done? Are you sure you can prove your
case? Mind, 1 admit nothing agaiust
Captain Burgess, whom [ have always
considered 8 most worthy and sealous
oMcer: but, supposing your charge to
be true, can you prove it?”

“Yes. If the witnesses speak the
truth.”

“Who are they?'

“Mysell, Dr. Macklewaln, the consta-
ble and two prisoners, one of whom was
flugged himself, He will speak the
truth, I believe, The other man I have
not much faith in"

“Very well; then there s only a pris-
oner and Dr, Macklewain; for If there
has been foul play the eouviet-constable
will not accuse the nuthorities, More-
over, the doctor does wot agree with
you"

“No!" erled North, smazed.

“No., You see, then, my dear sir, how
necessary It Is wot to be hasty In mat-
ters of this kind. 1 really think that
yourhgpodness of beart has misled you.
Qaptain Byrgess sends a report of the
case, He -fs\xbg_quu WAy seotenced
to n bundred Ilnshes for gross Iutleile
and discbedience of orders; that the doe-
tor was present doring the punishment;
and that the man was thrown off by his
directions after ba bad received Afty-
six lashes, That, after a short inter-
val, be was found to be dead, and that
the doctor made a post-mortem exami-
pation of the body and found diseass of

the heart.”
North wstarted, “A post-mortem? I

never knew there had been one held™
“Here Is the medical certificate,” sald
Vickers, holding It out, “accompanied

/by the copios of the evidence of the

constable apd a letter from the ecom:
mandant.”

Poor North took the papers and read
them slowly, They were apparently
straightforward enough, Aneurlsm of
the ascending morta wasn glven as the
entiseof death; and the doctor frankly
admitted that had he known the de-
caased to be suffering from that com-
plalnt he wonld not have permitted him
to receive more than twenty-five lashes,

North, golng out with aaddened splr
ita, mot in the passage a beantiful young
girl, It was Sylvia, coming to_visit her
father. He lifted his hat add looked
after het. He gnessed that she was the
daughter of the man he had left—the
wife' of the Captain Frere concerning
whom he had heard so much, North was
a man whose morbidly excited braln was
prone to strange fancles: and It seemed
to him that beneath the clear hlne eyes
that flashed npon him for a moment Iny
a hint of future sadness, In which, In
some steange way, he himself was to
bear part. Ha stared after her figure
until it disappeared; and long after the
daiuty presence of the young bride—
trimly booted, tight-waisted and neatly
gloved—had faded, with all its sunshine
and gayety and health, from out of his
mental vislon, he still saw thoss blue
eyes and that clond of golden halre.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Maurice Frere found hla favorable
expectations of Sydney fully realined.
His notable éscape from death at Mae-
quarle Harbor, his alllance with the
daughter of so respected a colonist as
Major Vickers, and his reputation as
conviet disciplinarian, rendersd him n
man of note. He recelved a  vacant
maglstracy, and became’ even more not-
ed for hardness of heart and artfulness
of prison knowledge than before, The
convict population spoke of him as “that
—Frere,”” and registered vows of ven-
geance against him, which he langhed—
in his bluffness—to scorn.

One of the first things this usefol
officer did upon his arrival in Sydoey
was to inquire for Sarah Parfoy. To
his astonishment, he discovered that she
was the proprietor of large export ware-
houses in Pltt street, owned n neat cot-
tage on one of the points of land which
jutted into the bay, and was reputed
to possess a banklng acconnt of no In-
considerable magnitude. He In vain
applied his brains to solve this mystery,
8he had not been rich when she left
Van Diemen's land—at lenst, an she had
ansured him, and appearances bors out
her assurance. How had she acenmalat-
ed this sudden wenlth? Above all, why
had shs thus invested t?7 He made in-
quirles at the banks, but was snnbbed
for his pains. Bydney banks In those
days dld some queer buslness.

He had not been long established In
his magistracy when RBlunt came to
claim payment for the voyage of Sarah
Purfoy,

“Well,” said Blunt, “I've got a Job
on hand.”

“Glad of it, I am wmure,
of n job?

“A job of whaling,” sald Blunt, nfore
uneasy than before,

“Oh, that's it, Is It?
of business. And who
now 7'

“Mra. Purfoy."

“What!" cried Frere, scarcely able to
believe his ears.

“She's got a couple of ships now, eap-
taln, and she made me skipper of one
of "em. We take a turn at harpooning
sometimes,"

Frere stared at Blont, who stared at
the window. There was—so the instinet
of the magistrate told him—some
strange project afoot. Yet that common
sense which so often misleads-us urged
that it was quite natueal SBarah should
employ whallng vessels to Increass her
teade. *Oh,"” sald he, “and when do
youn start?’

“I'm expecting to get a word every
day,” returned Blont, “and [ thought
I'd just come and see you fiest, in case
of anythlng falling in.”

Maurice Frere, oppressed with suspi-
clons, ordered his horse that afterncon,
and rode down to see the cottage which
the owner of “Purfoy Stores” bhad pur-
ehnsed. He found it a low white build-
ing, situated four miles from “the eity,
at the extreme end of a tongue of land
which ran into the desp waters of the

What nsort

Your old line
employs you

harbor, A garden, carefully cultivated,
stood between the roadway aod the
house.

o be continnad.)

Forve of Habit.

Charon silled as ne piloted his ferry
boat across the Biyx.

“I bet that chap over In the stern ls
from Chicago,” he whispered,

“What gave you the Impression?’
asked the friend,

“Why, he asked what time the lce
closed navigation down bere.”

Altering the Case,

“You ain't at bhome, are Jyou,
ma'am
“Of course I'm at home,"”
“But It's Mrs, Nozle at
ma'am."
“Then 1

Dealer.

the door,

aln't."—Cleveland Plain

They Were Happy.
“)\iss Bereecher Is golng to cease her
vocal exercises and travel"
“1t will be the rest cure'
“1 don't see how shé cun rest while
traveling."
“No, but the neighbors can.”

Dilution,

“You wouldn't think of watering
your milk?

“No" answered Farmer Corntossel.
“The best 1 can do now Is to capitalize
my dalry business an' water the stock.”
—Washington Btar,

Extromes,
Ida—8he hates ‘Fuclk,
Belle—And why?
1da—Bécause when he meets her he
always says: “There Is vothing llke
old friends getting together,” B8he ob-
m m m “D’d."

Manners carry the world for the mo-
ment, character for all time—A. B
Alcott. :

THE OLD FLAG.

Ol with your hat as the flag goes byt ,
And let the heart have its say |

You're man enongh for a tear In your oye
That you will not wipe Rway.

You're man enough for a thrlll that goes

To iﬂur very Anger tipa-—

Aye, the lump Just then In your thront that

’
Spoke more than your parted llps!

Lift up the hoy on your shoulder high
And show him the faded shred-—
Those stripes would be red ns the wunset

sk
It l.lul,l:l could have dyed them red

The man that bore It with death has Inln
This twenty years and More |

fle dled that the work should not be wala
Of the men who bore It before.

The man that bears it Is bent and old,
And ragged his beard and gray,

Hut look at his eye fire young and bold
At the tune that he hears them play

The old tune thunders through all the alr
And strlkes right Joto the heart—-

It ever It calls for you, hay, be there!
Ite there and ready to start!

Of with your hat as the flag goes byl
I'ncover the youngster's head!

Teach him to hold It holy and high
For the sake of lts sacred desd.
Henry Cuyler Bunner
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He's a man now, and a good one, but
July 4, 1872, he was freckled-faced,
barefooted wchool boy in Elweod, Kan.
He's a division superintendent on the
Illinois Centrnl rallroad now, and he
writes his name “M. R, Emmett, Bupt,”
but in those days bhe was known at the
village school ns Mickey Emmett, Of
course Michael Robert Emmott would
have been more distingne and deferen-
tinl, but In thosa days he didn't go in
much for style, and, with the memory of
his dend father's fine Irmh brogue yet
ringing in his ears, “Mickey" sounded all
right.

Mickey's widowed mother ‘kept cown."”
Nobody called her lttle estanlishment a
“dalry' except heself, but she managed
to eoke out a decent llving for hersell
and Mickey, and she was proud of her
ambition to give him an educention and
pronder of the fact that ae always was
first at his studies,

But when the glorious Fourth of 1872
drew near, Mickey made an eloquent plen
for some freworks, He wanted to show
his patriotism. He had an ambitlon to
make as much nolse as the cther boys,
and his heart rebelled at the suggestion
that “‘twas n waste of money.” The
widow promised him a fag.

“Oi'll giv yex a two-bit flag,” sald she,
“an' take yez over t' the pienic at Lake
Conthrary. They's t' be a balloon ascin:
sion and free folr worruks, and ‘twlll cost
us both only four-bita"

Mickey preferred to make Pediam In
his own yard, but the widow was bent on
the pienie, and the hoy agreed o go,

It was the balloon that fasciunted the
Ind. Ile was no sooner on the plenie
gronnds than he sought out the cord-
netted bag of yellow, with Its »'cker bas-
ket, its anchor and its gaping mouth.
When the great charcoal fire wis kindled
and the pipe Inserted into the big bal-
loon, Mickey was the busiest lad In the
neighborhood. His good mother watched
him and captioned him a humdred times,
but he hovered about the balloon like a
bee at an alfalfa blossom,

Finally, the neronaut, Prol. Winball,
eame forth with a bath robe flowing grace-
fully from hix shoulders. Hi« spangled
tights gleamed In the hot sunl'ght, and
he superintended the inflation of his bal
loon with the careless confidinese of a

master.. Mickey redoub’ed his efforts to

help so great a man, Ie helped to lift
the sand bags Into the car, and as the
yellow bulb, like a monstroud orange, bob-
bed upward in its effor's to be free, the
little Irish boy was beside himself with
delight. He hopped Into the basket a
dozen times. The professor sm'ed beam-
ingly upon him and askod:

“Will you go up with we, little man?"

Mickey glanced at his mother, who
shook her head Bercely, and then be dodg-
od away agnin into the crowd.

Fifty stout arms were now holding the
guy ropes which confined he halloon. The
day was perfect. Not a breath of wind
disturbed the air. The smoke from the
little steamer In the lake curled straight
upward in a widening conu of gray. The
trees were motionless. No elond specked
the blue sky, the water lay fla* and shin-
Ing like a mirror in the sun.

“Now, my friends,” thundered Prof.
Winball, casting aside his robe ond wtand.
Ing resplendent In the sunligh, * when 1
shout ‘Let go!" you must all loose hold
upon the ropes.”

The volunteer asslstants chorusad “All
right.,"” Then there wis a wair while the
professor looked after some carrier pig-
eons that were to pocompany him In the
ascent. Somebody shouted “Let go " The
restraining ropes were dropped with one
accord, and the balloon, tennntless and
like a rayless planet, rose upward from
the ground,

Then the round, brown, frechled face
of a wmall boy peeped aver the rim of
the basket. A woman screamed and
fainted, and Mickey Emmett, the smal)
boy of Elwood, Kan,, went sailing toward
the zenith alone In a alender basket,
swinglog by four taut cords, with the up-
ward sweeping bulb of yellow wsilk Hfting
him beyond the sound of volees and Into
the measureless space where the winds
are free and the world ¢ but & silver
striped ball of green and yellow,

“When I looked over the edge of that
basket,” sald Buperintendent Emmoetr,
telling the story, "1 didn't realize that |
was golog up, For five minutes or more
it seemed to me that the earth had sud-
denly dropped downward Into spaoe, |
heard my mother scream and was vaguasly
convineed that she had felt the earth
dropping under ber and was 1 /ghtened,
It didn't occur to me that | was in dan.
ger. | rather felt that I was lucky to be
in a balloon at the very momenr when the
world fell from Its place. 1 speculnged
upon what would happen when the glo
went erash against the moon, nnd selfish-
Iy chuckled at the thought ihat 1 at lenst
wouldn't be in the wmash-up. i

“The only brecse 1 felt acemen to comp
straight down from above. | dropped
my cap out and It fell ke a pouud of

imd- Thf'll. far the firs 1ime I lnl'ﬂ'l
o realles 00 1 waw gl " "nd the
arth wis L il g business
) the snm Coquarier of
nh okl ke

apcirye comed ke
the hiy vy w0 [ar

m m “ m > - — 2 ._
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(Adnpted from a famous oM poem,) 3

“Benjamin Jones!" the father cried |
“fore ! was the answer loud and elear,
From the llps of & youngster standing

And “bere!” was the word the next re

plied,

“Johnale Jones ! and a silence fell
This time, no answer followsd the ecall ]

Only his brother saw him fall,
Klllv-rur wounded, he could not tell

There they stood tn the moming ght

On July the fifth, the prosent year,

And the roll was read In mecents clear
Ry the setilor Jofes, who was nhntlr white,
“Charley Jones!" At the eall there came

Two ambulance men and some doleful
Kroans

As they bore ln the body of Charley
Jones,

that the people looked llke amall bugs,
wns the bottom of the hollow dish. To
the west, like a yellow ribbon windiog

among green fields and  forvets and
squares of golden harvest flell the Mis-
Lake

souri river Iny flashing in the sun,
Contrary, a shest of water four miles
long, looked like the halt-closad blue eye
of & woman. 8t Joe, smokeiess and
apangled with tin roofs and glass, seemed
almost beneath me, ke a toy vilinge o0 &
chockerboard, Ita hilla fartens! and its
streots merely dotted with crawling
spircks,

“It must have been past 0 o'clock In the
evenlng when the bmlloon let go. The
sun was low, and yet before it wet be.
yond the Kansas plains the world bpo
longer looked fiat. Just as th sun, mon:
strous In size and brazen with the dall
color that you have seen at sunset, strock
the horizon, the world sudden'; assumed
the appearnnce of a globe, T lake be-
low me, now looking like & al'ver dime,

BOREAMED AND FAINTEN,

scemed ke the apex of the -[:ilt'l‘). and
then, as the sun dropped below the sky
line, shadows crept nbout . 1 saw,
like stars reflected in the water, tha elty's
lights shining dimly beiow. Soon the
globe, down upon which 1 gaz4 with fas:
cinating Interest, lost all color, The pale
lights seemed to be swimming round and
round. DBut yet my balloon, still in the
sun's half light, was 'omincas with a
pale yellow glow,

“I pecame (ascinated w th the sparks
of light and streaks of Hery red that then
begnn to glimmer and Bash o tiny loes
and ares upon the earth, Bometimes a
mufed roar like that of thander and then
the cruck of nolses  weuld reach
my ears, and 1 began to fancy that | was
far above the clouds and was looking
down upon a minininre thunder storm.
But finally 1 remembered tha® It was the
Fourth, and then | knew that the disturb-
ed uren upon which 1 saw s0 many little
darting lights was Bt, Joe and lts evening
display of Roman candles, rockets and
bombs, They all seemed very trifling and
pitiful to me then, and I remembered con-
celving & genuine contempt for so small
n thing as a pack or even a box of fire-
crackers,

“Then 1 notleed that the breese no
longer blew downward upon my bare
head. 1 watehed the bag which had been
rotund and bulging, and saw that Its
sldes were dented and Mabby., [ found a
package of cards In the basket, adver-
tisements for the balloon'st, and throwing
them out saw that they anlled laslly up-
ward,

“'I'm falllng! T murmured, and for
the first time became conseleva of the
most terrible fear. My halr was rather
long, and stood on end partly with ter-
ror and partly from the opwa-d draught
through which I was descndlugz more rap-
Idly each wecond. The moon poeped over
the eastern hills suddenly, and then 1
could see the earth agaln, lumicons in &
pale green glow and apparently sonring
stendily toward me, Then | could see
blotehes of darker shadowy green, the
river looked bronder, and now [ conld see
the lake as If coming up directly under
me, allvery blue. Then | bheard & mur-
mur a8 of many distant yvolces which
grew louder and louder. 1 hisrd cheers
and looked over for the Iast thee, 1 was
falllng w0 swiftly now that | prayed and
thought of my wother by turns, Then |
coversd my face with my hends and
wi'ted for the erash,

“But suddenly the basket In which 1
erouched stopped with a vudden Jerk, and
then the big silken bug came woftly rust:
ling down over we, 1 felt auother gentle

lesser

Ureatly disfigured, 1o Anawer )y
“Albert Jones'!" and

With & coupls of )

dactors p
“Willlam Jonee e

“A small ¢
him, ay plato)

And the ambulane
1

o boople b
To make sowme repales on bils nfureg i

“Twan a gallant da
zt;l' tllul ]l'lmll,r iul'ln
A lotal of
Numbered In.ll' tm: nt o

—hileago Triby
e e e ———
bump, the volees we
and 1 felt a hynd
pty balloon.

I was In a hammook mwtl‘o‘”
little hotel vear the lake, |
in the least, and mather,
erying and thanking  hot
old Irish way, was holding
had descendad within
the place I had
spent nearly three honr at g ¢
tude. Of course my mother
with fear, but Prof. Winball,
hls buslness, reassured her
his own eertalnty that the -
ness of the air would Iwure gy
aent near by,

His ont d
I'd fall In the lake, ml,:::':

were patrolling the waters
me. The balloon anchor was abat
the frst Jolt an I wwept downme iy
it broke the force of the Gl sad g
ably maved me from & bevkeg
No, 1 never weul ner s
agaln, but I'm not sorry for fhe o
ence,"~Johin I1. Raftery in

"
While “Th Frke-sa 3
o “The Btar Spanglel Basser'
the United States m
hymn, to the strains of which the il
raised and lowered on forts anl ne
war, and “America” s the fuw o
favored by the patriotie populsce, e
kee Doodle” weems to best typlly {
“apirit of 1770 ;
It has long been asserted that
kea Doodle” was derived from s
march played by the Hesdsg toos i
ing the Revolutlonary wat. Ins
German publication Jobaus Lewale @
preeases the opinion that It was oried
a country dance of & digre o K
Ilense called the “Schwaln” Iy
Ing the dances of the “Schwaln®
ter waa struck by the sim iy &b
and rhythm of “Yankes ;
musle of these dances, AL fh KN
last year In the village of '
when the band struck up *¥
dle" the young men and girld )
n true “Bchwalmer” danes, ae it
sic had beon composed for it
During the War of Independesct
chilef recrulting office for the
of Hesslan mercenaries wid M
haln In Kur-Hesse,

“Rehwalm® who fought wnder the
of King George brought with
America the tune of thelr
played It as a march, The derisive
to the alr were Do

wome British wit whose ok was (88
npon him when the colonivg

song as thelr own. Pt
sald, evacuated Roston
When they heard it at Yo
by thele conquerors, Uiey FeE
“Yankee Doodle” was |
and thelr own hands
supposedly lmp
Ing “The Wor

id Turoed Upeide D

An Epltaph
yeler, nuid weep fur bis

all ym'll_!m"

Tncle Rastus romes (0 tows “
be on hand for the ceh




