A MILLION

—— By D. C. Murray

(Continued.)
“What is up

CHAPTER V11l.-
“Wealll" said Mr. Frost.
now, sir?"

“l eame over with Dobroski from Bel
ginm this morning,” said O'Rourke.

“With Dobroski?" returned the visitor

“Dohroski has an introduction from me
to vou. Unless he has to know it—that
f5 to say, unless he finds it out by com
fng here while you and I are together
he need not know that we have met to
day. He has a plan which will serve our
purpose perfectly, With his name behind
ft, 1 think it certain that our people
will accept it."”

He sketehed Dobroski's nightmare rap-
Kily. and Mr. Frost listened.

“There is ability in it, of a sort,” he
smid. “As a fool-trap, it has merits;
bur it won't act."

“There are great advantages to you and
to me in this plan, wild as it looks.,” re-
plied O'Rourke; “but Dobroski must be
bandled with extreme care, [ send him
to you in the first place because 1 can
trast your acuteness and your self-inter-
est. | want him to be treated with per-
fect deference. 1 want him to be greet-
ed with enthusiasm, [ want at first an
air of consideration for his plan, and
then a fiery acceptance of it. I am going
back to Belgium. 1 have important busi-
ness there, and I shall be compelled to
Jeave the matter in your hands. [DPer-
haps if you manage it to my satisfaction
I may be of service to you. 1 am not
altogether without influence, and 1 may
have something to do with the nomination
of the auditors."

“I am at your service, Mr. O'Rourke,”
he said, "and 1 will do my best. To tell
the plain truth, there has been a good
deal less in the business than 1 looked for,
and it carries a good deal of danger
with it."

“I think we have said almost all we
have to say,” O'Rourke said, rising. Frost
hooked him forward with a beckoning fin-
ger.

“Not all on my side. Listen to this
and don't flare out, now, There's an
empty house in the O!ld Kent road. Now.
don't flare out, I'm going to give you
nothing but the number. You'll do your-
epelf a very considerable service with the
British government, and you'll provide
psomething for the Times to get up and
how!l about, and you'll be of the greatest
use to me on the other side of the water.
Come now, Mr. O'Rourke. It's a capital
thing all round—good for you, good for
the newspapers, creditable to the pelice.
and good for me. You stand securs in
the confidence of the government, and
they'll ecateh nobody., The stuff's there
to be seized, and for no other earthly
purpose, I onght to know, I reckon, And
we do want a splash of some sort real
bad.”

*“Is everyhody nbsolutely safe?"

“Absolutely safe. I guarantee it."

*Very well. Good afternoon, Frost.”

“Good aftermoon. Shall [ see you
again before you go?"”

*] think not, I shall probably start
to-morrow. Remember. The utmost def-
erence and enthusiasm for Dobroski,” Mr.
Frost nodded and took his way, “A very
finished rascal is Frost," said the patriot
to himself when the visitor had been
ghown out of the front door. “But ecapa-
ble. It took me a year to find him out,
though I was guided by that shifty eye
of his. It is surprising to notice how
very few of these fellows think it worth
while to study mannper.”

CHAPTER IX.

Thers wns only one thing just now that
troubled O'Rourke. [e wanted to get
back to his heiress hunt, and he did not
want to leave Dobroski in his lodgzings to
bring there any mad theorists and blood-
thirsty dynamiters who might choose to
gather about him, But Dobroski himself
saved him from this dilemma.

“You will not think, sir,”” he sald on
the second morning of his stay, “that
I do not value your hospitality. But
1 shall be more free to move if I am
aeway from you, and shall still, after the
publicity of our joint arrival hers, be
able to communicate with you with per-
fect freedom.”

0O’ Rourke was more than politaly re-
gretful at parting from Dobroski, but
he racognized the wisdom of the pro-
posal, and the old man took lodgings
at a quiet hotael much frequented by
Continental people who were not of the
conspiring clase, This left O'Rourke fros
to go back and pursue his suit, and he
had written a hasty looking note te Dob-
roski to say that he was unexpectedly
called to the Continent, when a serving
maid brought up the eard of no less a
person than his friend Maskelyne,

He hardly knew what to make of the
vismit, and could only econjecture that
Maskelyne was here to maie =ome sort
of appeal or protest, with respect to
Angela. But he stood with a look of
friendly expectancy on his face, and held
the door of his room back with one hand
while he reached out the other in welcome
to his friend.

“Why, Maskelyne, old fellow, what
brings you in London. Come in, old
chap, come in.”

Maskelyne shook hands cordially

enough, but with extreme gravity, a grav-
ity unusual even for him.

“Dobrosk{'s staying with you, [ be-
lieve 7" he said, questioningly. *I have
an lmportant message for him. 1 follow-

ed him to Brussels, but could learn noth-
ing there until I found out last night
that you and he had come over together,
and that bhe was actually staying with

you."
“He was, until this morning." said
O'Rourke. "1 wanted to show these peo-

ple here that an Irishman isn't afraid
of sympathizing with him. They were
talking about our getting Into holes and
corners at Janenne, and seemed fo think
that I dare not own the grand old fellow
la London."

“Where is he staying now?’ Maske-

fyne asked. “I want especially to find
m‘l‘

" t7" cried O'Rourke, gayly, sitting
@own At his desk td write the address.

A

‘Is '.‘olaskvlyne also among the anarch-
sts

“No,” said Maskelyne, “I'm an ont
dider there as elsewhere,” If this sprech
axpressed any inward bitterness, naelthe!
voice mor mAnner declared it,

"You're going back to Honfoy, I sup-
pose I said O'Rourke, in a casual friend-
ly tone as he wrote.

“Well, no,"” said Maskelyne. “I faney
not. Or not at all events for a time."”

*(Oho!" cried the other to himself.
agergetically applying a blotting paper to
the address, and looking round amilingly
at his friend. “Beaten out of the field
already."

“Do you go back to Janenne?” asked
Maskelyne. -

*1 start to-night,” returned O'Rourke,
“1 promised Farley to go back agmin."”
0Of course Maskelyne saw through that
little subterfuge, and of course O'Rourke
kuew he would.

“To-night?" zaid Maskelyne,
do me a service, won't you?"

“Try me,” returned his friend, with
smiling serionsness,

“I'm staying at the Langham,”” Mas-
kelyne sald. *There's a lady there—an
American—whom I knew at home, She's
going to visit Brussels, and except for
her maid she's alone. Neither she nor
her maid speaks a word of French, and 1
shall be obliged if you'll put yourself at
her service in ease she wants anything."

“(*ertainly, certainly,” eried O’Rourke.
“Do I know her?"

“I think not,” answered Maskelyne.
“She's a youngish widow, rather pretty,
and sinfully rich. A Mrs. Spry.”

*And what state of riches might a poor
man like yourself care to call sinful?”

“Well" said Maskelyne, with a smile,
“I think two millions may deserve it.”

“Two millions!” O'Rourke whistled
and then laughed, “Dollars?”

*No. Sterling."”

“Two millions sterlieg? Maskelyne, 1
ask you seriously, as a man of money,
do you think there is such a sum? To
an Irishman and a journalist it sounds
fabulous.”

“Yes. It's large, isn't it? But people
seem to go for all or nothing in our part
of the world, They're not afraid of risk-
ing what they have, They are not afraid
of risking what other people have, either.
The poor girl's husband only died six
months ago."”

In due time O'Rourke sent out for a
cab and drove to the Langham, earrying
his simple baggage with him. Maskelyne
roceived him, and wore his customary
manner with perhaps an extra shade of
gravity.

“And now for the lady,” said Maske-
Iyne, when the repast was over. “I must
introduce you."" He rang the bell, and on
the servant's entry, made him convey his
compliments to Mrs. Spry, and’ to ask if
it would be agreeahle to her to receive
him. *“You may say,” he added, “that
Mr. O'Rourke is with me”

The man came hack in a very little
while to say that the lady would be pleas-
ed to receive Mr, Maskelyne and his
friend. and led the way to a handsomely
appointed sitting room, The lady before
whom O'Ilourke stood bowing a moment
later was small and plump, and carried
her head on one side with a peosive co-
quetry, She had large eyes, and a rather
coquettish little nose, turning up at the
tip. When she smiled she showed white,
small and regular teeth. Tler hands were
small, delicately white, and very helpless
looking.

“Prettyish ! said O'Rourke to himself.
“She's worth a score of Miss Butler.”
But perhaps he saw her through an at-
mosphere of dollars.

“0Of course vou know of Mr. O'Rourke
already?" said Maskelyne. “Ile is one
of the notabilities on this side of the
water, and is pretty often heard of on
our own."

“] have the pleasure to know Mr.
O'Mourke already,” said the lady, in her
purring voice—soft, languid, American.
“[ heard him speak at New York. [ was
very much impressed by yeur address,
Mr. O'Rourke."”

They set out for the railway station,
where they were joined by the young
widow, who wore a traveling dress of
tweed, cut in such a manner as to dis-
play her pretty figure to the best advan-
tage, and a wondrously enticing little eap
of tweed to match the costume,

The bustle of departure began to grow
rapid and urgent about them. Maskelyne
shook hands and went his way, and
(’Rourke and the charming widow found
a carriage. It was empty, and the young
man made no demur about accompanying
the lndy, and the lady gave no signs of
displensure at being accompanied.

“You'll

There was still a soft twilight in the
streets, in which all objects could be
plainly seen, but the gas was already
alight within the station, and a [amp

surned in the earriage roof,

“I don’t think,” said Mrs. Spry, “that
women ought to be spo helpless as they
It's the fashion to be helpless. We

ATe.
ran’t get outside the fashion—can we
now? But it’s the tyranny of mankind

hat makes it.”

“Ion't you think,” returned O'Rourke,
with his bright *face beaming and his
manner at the same time full of gentlest
deference, the sweetest good-humored po-
liteness and gayety In combination—
“don’t you think that ladies tyrannize
over us much more than we over them?"

“You don't think thst.” she returned,
setting her little head rather more than
aver on one side, and looking at him out
of her big, expressive eyes. “You don’t
resrlly think it, Mr. O'Rourke."”

“I think it,”" declared Mr. O'Rourke,
and at that instant the train began to
glide out of the station. “But for my
own part I don't object to the tyranny.”

CHAPTER X.

It was night in London, and a sum-
mer rain falling. Mr. George Frost sat
in a dingy apartment illuminated by a
single candle, by the light of which he
was scribbling unmeaning phrases on a
dirty sheet of letter paper.

“No grub, no funds, Thirty-seven

pounds dropped last night. [l npever

ouch & eand araim. 1 wondnr Lew offam
Vve svors te Chat?  Sat o wayls e
musl change socue (e, I «uw’™ ge o
forever ke this®™

A knock at the mreet dor bowics 190
thrvad of Lis growlings, bat be wout
s pacing still, and did not Bear a =ep
which came blundering up the saircuse
and halted outside his door.

“Come in!” he eried, in startled an-
swer to a 1apping on the panel, and a
slatternly servant girl pushed her head
round the edge of the door,

“Uere's somebody for you, Mr. Frowt.
fientleman with a portmantean. He
didn’t give no name.”

“I'll come down and have a look at
him," returned Mr. Frost, taking up his
vandle. Four separate fightas of dirty
wooden stairs, unearpeted, brought-him to
the hall. Frost, holding his eandle high,
advanced toward the shadowy figure of his

guest, “It's you!" he said, with an odd
laugh, "“Come upstpirs.”
The guest, seizing the portmantean,

mounted after him, and the dingy apart-
ment at the top of the house was reached.

“Is this the palace you continually
live in?" asked the guest, with the faint-
oat possible trace of some foreign accent
in his voice. "I had expected from your
Inst letter to have found you In marhle
halls, with vassals and serfs at your side.
Oho! you have been at It agalm, I sup-
pose,” sald the visitor, making a move-
ment in imitation of the dealing of a pack
of cards. “Ism't it time you dropped
that? Haven't you lost enough by this
time? What should you have done if I
liad not turned up?”

“I don’t know.” Frost answered, care
lessly enough. “But I wns thinking at
the very minute when I heard you knock
at the door, and saving to myself, ‘T'll
drop it.” 'l tell you the trith, Zeno—"
“Tell me as much of the solid truth as
your constitution will allow. but do not
cull me by that name. Wroblewskoff will
answer. It's a jawbreaker, but it's very
ensy when vou come to know it, Well"”
said Mr. Zeno, =milinz still, “this is the
adyantage of talking over things. I have
lived in New York a yvear or two. You
knew me there, You meet me here. You
know me to be a safe man—a man to be

depended uponm.  You introduce me to
Dobroski Well, at what are you
staring 7"

“I will see you boiled in oil,” returned
Mr. Frost, with extreme slowness: “I
will see you ronsted on a gridiron, I will
see you cut up so extremely fine that a
microscope won't find you—and then I
won't. introduce vou to Dobroski.”

Zeno got up from his sent, and kneel-
ing on the floor unstrapped his portman-
tentn and took therefrom a razor case, a
small metal soap howl and a brand new
shaving brush. Frost watched him in si-
lenee,

Zono took off his coat and threw it
across the back of a chair, tnen produced
a pair of scissors, and taking a great
handful of his beard, sliced it off before
the glags; then another, and another, and
another, until he was close cropped all
over the cheeks and throat and chin, Next
he attacked the mustache, and cropped
that also so close as the scissors would
go to the skin. Then pouring a little
hot water inte the metal bowl, he began
to lather himself with great energy, and
thenm to shave. Even to himself the
metamorphosis he produced must have
seemed more than a little droll.  Under
the razor he came out no longer Greek
and mustere in coatour, but chubby, with
fat round cheeks. and a chin very enri-
ously thrust forward and pointed, and
beneath the lower lip and the base of the
ehin there was a zood holf inch in length
less than one would have expected to find.
The change was amazing, and when Mr.
Zeno drew a spectacle ease from a waist-
cont pocket, set the glasses on his nose,
and, removing a wig. appeared with half
an inch of sandy natural hair below it
and a forehend an inch higher than it had
been, the diszuise looked impenstrable.
Fle took a handkerchief from his coat
pocket, rubbed a corner of it on the soap
in his shaving bowl, and applied it vigor-
ously to his lips. The corner of the
handkerchief went  erimson,
Zeno's cherry lips grew pallid and dry.
He soaped and moistened another corner
of the handkerchief, and scrubbed at his
gyehrows, The handkérchief hecame
black, and the eyebrows sandy, like the
bhair. Then he resumed his coat, set the
two candles upon the tahle, drew a chair
between them, and sat down.

(To he continued.)

Could Swallow the Earth.
A queer little anlmal is the one eall-

men of science call “Paramoeciom."”
Tone most wonderful thing abont this
liti'a ecreature 15 the rapidity with
which It multiplles. Dy a beneficent
provision of nature they seem to be-
come exhausted and die after the 170th
generation. A naturalist points out
that if a Paramoecium family should
have a run of luck and all members
live for 350 generations they wonld
crowd every other living thing off the
earth and be themselves In bulk bigger

were to have enough luck to survive to
the D0Oth generation the sun, moon and
stars would be floating In a universe of
them. These little creatures are plens
tiful In stugoant water.—Chicago Tri-
bune.

Beginning the First _'l:lﬂ,

Mr. Younghusband (reading from pa-
per ) —Married-—Blanche De Smythe to
Walter Wellington Beere. What old
memorles that name awakens !

Mras. Y. (blushing)—I never Imag-
inel you knew of my engagement to
Walter.

Mr. Y. (chillingly)—I was alluding
to Blanche—Tutler.

YVery I.lk;lr.
Jenks—Is this a monkey trick, to
turn out the lights and leaves us
the dark like this?
Mrs Comeup—Indeed, I foe]l roal ner-
vous In this simlan darkness—Baltl-
wore American.

Not a Good llodgor',
“I'm afrald thls motoring eraze will
be the death of me.”
“1 didn't know you bad an anto?"
“1 baven't; but I've got a game leg.”
—Houston Iost

Rapld growth of the ﬂnge: nalls (s

e sign of good heazith.

and Mr, |

ed the “slipper anlmalenle,” but which ErOWS.

than the whole planet, while If they'

l

A

Missionnry Hox.
“Listen, glrls!” sald Aunt Lols, when

the sewlng clrele had settled Itsell to

work, amnd neadles and tongues were

merrlly busy, “llere's something that
[will interest you.” And she read from
a newspaper an item In which appeared
the name of IRev. P’hilo A, Townsend,
land some good thing he had done.

“What of it, Aunt lols?" asked one
of the younger women. She was “Aunt
Lois” to them all, and they were all
“girls” to her,

“Why, that's the man we packed a
misslonary box for—Ilet me see—It must
be forty years ago. 1 don’t suppose any
of you remember, but 1 do. e was a
student then, and a bright one, too,
but had to stop for a while for lack of
money. We had no minlster at the
time, and he came here as a supply.
Everybody llked him, and sald he
would grow to be a great man If he
could only finish his edueatlon. But
that was the trouble. e was in debt
already, and our church was smal] and
coulidnt' do much to help him, and 1
don't know whether he ever could have
sucrceeded 1f we women hadn’t taken
hold and helped.

“We made him a misslonary box, We
knit stockings, and made underclothing
—good warm flannels, too—and ever so
many useful things, He hadn’t spent
mueh money for such things, I'm pretty
sure,  And besldes the useful things,
we put in a good many nlee little knlck-
knacks nud notlons,

“1 pemember that box Just as well,
and how we sent It to him when he
| first got back to school. Ile wrote us
a beautiful letter of thanks. And now
he's pastor of that great clty church!
I tell you, girls, this society bhas done
some real good things' '

“IDo you suppose he remembers 1£?"
asked one of the menibers.

“I belleve I'1l write to him, and see,”
sald Aunt Lols,

The next meeting of the little soclety
{found every one ready to hear the let-
ter whieh, as they had learned already,
Aunt Lols had received, The man had
not forgotten, Ie remembered the very
day of the month on which he recelved
[the box, and Aunt Lols's letter reached
[ him almost exaetly forty years after,
It brought back his earlier gratitude
with new meaning when he recalled |t
all throngh the memories of forty years
Aunt Lols removed her spectacles twlee
to wipe them while reading his letter,
Then she recalled some of the sacrl-
flees which the lttle soclety had made
In the doing of such deeds In the years
of Its lhistory, and added, “But just
one letter llke that is enongh to pay
for all the work of the =rty years."

Further tnguiry had besn made by
the members of the society, who now
told what they had Jearned of Mr.
Townsend. The good work done for
(him had been passed on o others, A
man who did good In many ways, he
ils:ul taken a speclal interest in young
|people who had to struggle.  Ile had
glven financial ald to at least fourteen
young men to enable them to complete
thelr eduention, Ile had been a discov-
:prur of genius. One of his proteges was
'a writer of note.  Another, whom he
had adopted as his own son, was a
sculptor, and had recently completed for
'a Western city a ten-thousand-dellar
statue which erities pralsed highly.

“O glrls,” sald Aunt  Lols, when
these things were rehearsed, “when I
"think how far a little good goes, when
once It gets started, and how it keeps
,on multiplylng Itself In ways we can
inever know, I take new heart, and {t
makes hard work easy.”—Youth's Com-
panion,

Growing In Grace,

There are two ways in which a tree
It grows In Its roots and It
|grows In lts branches; and If you pre-
‘vent It from growing in one of these
respects It will not grow In the other.
Ill‘ you wall a tree round below and do
not allow Its roots to expand, it will
very soon cease to grow in its branch-
e8. There are two ways In which the
Christian grows. IHe grows In personal
holiness of life and conversation, but
he only grows in outward conduct he-
cause he algo grows In the knowledge
and love of God, Upon the depth and
reality of his relatlon with God hls
moral and religions character will de-
pend. As God becomes more and more
to him “a living, hright reality,” so hi¢
 personal life and character become
more fully developed, and the beaury
of the Lord will be exhibited in hls
conduct.—W. M. Hay Altkln.

The FPrayer Life.

Prayer, not only In the morning
wateh, but prayer sent volceless from
the heart from hour to hour, makes
life wakeful, hallowed, ealm. It be-
comes beautiful with that beauty of
God which eye hath not seen. And
day being hallowed thus, do not omit
to make holy the night. Take by the
power of prayer, through the wild land
of dreams, the sanctifylng presence of
One who loves us, Prayer contlnually
lived In, makes the presence of a holy
iGod the alr which life breathes, and by
which It lives, so that, as It mingles
consclously with the work of the day,
it becomes nlso a part of every dream.
To us. then, It will be no strange thing
to enter heaven, for we have been liv-
ing In the things of heaven through
prayer life here below.—Rev. J. C.

Jack=on.

True Falth.
“Relleve on the Lord Jesus Christ
| and thou shalt be saved.” Not In Chris-

tlanity, but on Chrlst. Mark that 1lttle
but great word “on.”
to belleve “In" Christ Jesus, MilHons
of unconverted people bhelleve In Jesus,
just ns they belleve In Howard as a
noble philunthropist, or In Newton us n
teacher of sclence. Hut they do not
trust thelr souls to Jesus, When a
miner looks at the rope that I8 to lower
hiu Into the deep mine, he may coolly
say, ‘I have falth In that rope as well-
made and strong.” But when he lays
hold of It, and swings down by It Into

the tremendous chasm, then he 18 be-

lieving on the rope, It Is not a mere
opinlon—It Is an act. The miner just
lets go of everything else and bears
his whole welght on those well-braided
strands of hemp.
And when a human soul lets go every
other rellance In the wide universe and

hangs entirely upon the atonlng Jesus, |

that sou] belleves on Christ.—Rev. T,
L. Cuyler.

A Prayer.

Father in Heaven, Thy name Is love,
and our hearts would be filled with the
great passion. If we possess heavenly
love we shall know the secret of life.
May all that |s noblest and sweetest
In thought and pure deslre flow about
us to-day. Glve us tender sympathy
for the downeast and sad and unfortu-
nate, aml glve us true affectlon for
those near and dear to us In the home.
We seck rest to-day—may we find It
We want soul refreshment after the toll
of the week—may It come to us. Touch
the springs of our nature so that there

shnll arlse In us a Joy that nothing on

earth ean take away, Wipe the tears
off all faces, and glve strength and
courage to the wealk, and a stroug hope

for good in the days before us. S

The Wise Use of Mistaken,

It is not the chipping off of the dla-
mond's surface that polishes the dia-
mond, but It Is by the wise use of the
lamond dust or chippings, In the hands |
of a skilled lapldary, that the din-
mond's pollsh Is flunlly secursd. 1t I8
not the making of mistakes that makes
a man, but It Is the wise use of mis-
takes that enables a man to be made—
to become a polished man in hls best
gphere. Whenever we see the light and
glow of a heawtiful character, we may
know that Its lluminating power came
through its slow pellshing by Its own
diamond dust, at the hands of the Great
Lapldary.—I1. Clay Trumbull,

ORIGIN OF THE NAME GOTHAM

Firat Applied to New York City by
Irving in “Salmagundl.”

Tuis name Gotham wus first applied
to the clty of Manhattan in a book of
humorous sketehes called “Salmagun-
a1, written nbout 1507 by Washington
Irving In colluboration with his broth-
er I'eter and the poet Paunlding.
was evidently Intended to suggest that
the people of New York mide undue
pretensions to wisdom, and that there
were both satire and wit In the sug-
gostlon 18 shown by the story of the
original Gothamites,

Gotham was a parish in Notting-
hamshire, England, The old story tells
how King John wished to pass through
the parish. The people there, faney-
ing that the passage of the king over a
route made It a puablle road, decided
to prevent the transit by all pretend-
Ing to be crazy,

Therefors, when the king and his
party arrived they found every one of
the Inhabltants employed in some pe-
culiarly foollsh task. Thus, a group
were jolning hands around a  thorn-
bush to keep a cuckoo from getting
away; some were irying to drown an
eel, others dipplng water with a sleve,
and so on,

When the king saw these perform-
ances he swore at the people for a
pack of ldlots, and, turning, departed
with all his retinde, The Gothamltes
were delighted with the success of
their sehieme for turning aside the
king, regurding It as superlatively
cleyer,

After this Gotham came to have the
reputation of belng a sort of head-
quarters for concelted fools. In the
time of Henry VIIL. a book entitled
“The Merry Tales of the Mad Men of
Crotham”™ was publlshed, Among these
was the story of the “Threa Wise Men
of Gotham,” one of whose exploits was
to go to sea In a bowl.—~Iousekeeper,

From the Bountiful Enast.

A small proportion of the flora 18 In-
dlgenons, The majorlty ecame from
the east, llke all the great ldeas on
which onr enlture Is founded, and were
developed and Improved on this classie
soll, Italy received the lemon and the
orange from the Semltes, who In their
turn had obtained them from India.
The ollve, ‘the fig, the vine and the
palm were grown by the Semlites long
hefore thelr cultivation penetrated to
the west, The laurel and myrtle, In-
dead, are Indigenous in Italy, but thelr
use for ceremonlal purposes came
across the Mediterranean from the
east, The home of the cypress Is not
In Italy, but In the Greek archipelago,
northern Persla, Clllela and Lebanon.
—From Strasburger's “Riviera.”

Then There Was a Row,

“Now, slr,” she commanded, “look me
in the face and deny, If you dare, that
yon married me for money!”

He ralsed his eyes untll they were
directed to her ecountenance and fal-
tered :

“Well, I think T earned the cash,
don't you, dear?"—London Mall

She Was the Girl,
The Widower—I've always mald that
if I married agaln I should choose a
girl who Is as good as she I8 beauti-

It Is not enough”

Now that is falth. |y

|

1429—English defeated by Joan of Are
at Patay.

1407—Cornish rebels defeated at Black-
heath.

1535—John Fisher beheaded for deny-
ing the supremacy of Henry VIIL

1643—Ilnmpden killed at battle of Chal-
grove,

1675—Flrst stone laid for St. Paul's
cathedrnl in London .
1812—War between Kogland and the

United States commeneed,
1813—Wellington defeated King Joseph
of Rpain at Vittoria.
1815—Tower of Napoleon L. crushed at
the battle of Walterloo.
1817—Waterloa  bridge, nacross the
Thames at London, formally opened.
1837—Hunover separnted from Great
Britain by the accession of Queen
Victoria.
1838 —James K. Paulding of New York
became Recretary of the Navy,
1842—S8hanghai captured by the Tritish,
1848—Isane Toucey of Connecticut be-
came Attorney General of the United
States,

1840 —NRussinng defeated the Hungarians
at Pered.

1856—Itepublican national convention at
Philadelphin nominated John O, Fre-
mont of California and Willlam L.
Dayton of New JJersey.

| 1884-—The Alnbama sunk by the federal

gunhoat Kearsarge,
1887—8teamer Champlain  burned
Lake Michigan; 22 lives lost.
1888—tepublican national convention at
(hicago nominated enjamin Harri-
son aud Levi I, Morton,
1800—Muary Anderson, the actress, mar-
ried ta Antonie Navarro,...City of
Fort de Fraoee, Martinigue, nearly

destroyed by fire.. . England ceded
Heligoland to Germany,
18083 Lizzio Borden aequitted of the

murder of her parents at Fall River,
Muass.
1804 —Mauy persons killed by an earth-

guiake at Yokohama and Tokio,
Japan.

1805—1Ilarlem ship canal, New York
City, formally opened,.... Jury in

the Laidlaw-Sage pnse roturned ver-
dict for the plaintiff for S MR, ...
dltie cannl opened by Emperor Wil-
liam, ...The Rosehery Liberal min-
istry in England resigned.

1807T—Queen Victoria beghn the celebra-
tion of her jubilee.

18U8—Thirty-seven
at launching of the
ship Albion.

speetators  droswned
British battle-

1900—Repulilican national convention at
Philadelphia  pominatel  MeKinley
and Ioosevelt.. . gl'irst attack on
the legations at Pekin by the Chi-
nese. .. Taka forts In China eaptur-
ed by the allies. ... Baron von Ket-
teler, German minister to  China,
murdered by a mob in I'ekin,
1901 —(ien, Chaffee appointed
governor of the Philippines.
Serious riots at the strike of silk
dyers in Paterson, N. J.
1003—George White, n negro murderer,
burned at the stke In Wilmington,
Del. ., .Great strike of textile operas
tives at Lowell, Mass, ended,
1905—Eight persons killed in wreck of
the Twentieth Century limited train
in Ohio.
1D06—United States Senate approved of
the lock eanal for Panama. ... King
Haakon VII. and Queen Maud of
Norway crowned.

military
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Ameriean Landlordiam Curbed.

The villnge of Rhlnebeck, N. Y., near
IPonghkeepsie, has drawn attention to a
certinin tendeney toward landlordism on
the part of the wenlthy idle class in
Ameriea by taking action to limit the
private estate of John Jacob Astor, As-
tor's estate, which already  ecomprises
2,500 ncres and touches the village boun-
dary on two sides, was about to be ex-
tended by the purchase of another large
farm, when a wealthy resident of the
town bought the farm, with the avowol
purpose of checking the further extonsio
of Astor’'s property. The purchivier his
formed a home-building =y licate, with
the intention of placing the contestel
tract of 360 acres at the digposil of 22’1
homeseekers, part of it to be recved
for public use. In the last few year< Mr.
Astor has destroyed at least twentiyv-five
dwelling houses, has exterminated nns
village, and disposed of several publi. n-
stitutions, in order to create an exten-
sive private park, or hunting grounl.
The property is known as Ferneliff. an)
Astor’s intention is to extend it to 10,000
acres. Much of the land bought up now
lirs unused, awniting the perfection of
the Inrger scheme, thus tending to restrict
the increase of taxable land values.

Sure Thing.

“RBy the way, Jack,” sald the dear
girl, dreamingly, “don’t you think you'd
better speak to father this evening?"—
Philadelphia Press,

There's A Reanon,
Bill—Why Is It you never hear of a

football umplre getting slugged like
the baseball umplre?
Jill—Because the foothall players

ful. Miss Willing—Really, this is very
sudden, George, but 1 accept you, of
course,—Plck-Me-Up

are too busy shigging one another.—

l Yonkers Statesman.




