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CHAPTER XXI.

Tt was In a very somher mood that
Jack Phillimore wended his way to the
Temple. Lord Lakington had accorded
him this mnch, that his friend Ringwood
might go down to Rydland as the Vis-
count’s representative and see Mr, Krabbe,
whom Mr, Pegram eandidly avowed to be
bis nominee in the “Great Tontine.”

“It ls a wild chanee,” thought Jack,
“and 1 suppose, as such, ought to be
tried: but I am afraid it is lictle likely

that Ronald will discover anything that
may prevent this marriage. They willl
ghow him Mr. Krabbe, just as they show-
ed me Mr. Krabbe, and he will know that
it is not the real man; but what is the
use of that? We cannot prove it, Ha
may make any anmount of inguiries Qe
likes in Rydland, and they will all tell
him the =ame story—that Mr. Krabbe
lives in that cottage, and las done so
ever since he hroke down and becams past
work., Ringwond will feel sure, as he 1s
now, that 411 these people haye been bam-
boozled by the Pegrams. But there, again,
neither my unele nor anybody else—bar
Hemmingby—will believe us. 1 declare,
if Ringwood declines to go 1 shall realy
pot be able to blame him.”

“You never ealled here, and conse-
quently never got my note,'" said Ring-
wood, as he weleomnd his visltor; “1 left

a line for you. What did you do in
Wales?"
“Worse than nothing. L idoubt very

much whether, under any circumstances,
it was possible ever to have done any-

thing. Hemminghy was quite right: I
did not impose upon him as the sailor
one hit. And westerday [ followed your

advice, and went and saw my uncle, and
that was not a hit of use either; that
confoundad old Welsh villain had written
up & most plausible necount of our inter-
view, owning, with affected ecandor, that
his nominee was Mr, Krabbe, begging my
uncle to send anybody he liked to see and
Inquire into his ldentity. 'The marriage
takes place next week, and [ sea no hope
of exposing the Iegrams before that, un-
less you think you are likely to make
anything out of your interview with old
Kl’nhlu\_"

“My interview with old Krabbe! What
do you mean?"’

“I forgot to tell you, Clinging to what
geems to be my last chanee, I persuaded
my uncle to take Pegram at his word, and
send some one down to Rydiend to see
this ‘nominee’ of him. You must try
Ringwood : you are sharper than me, and
may detect the fraud, cleverly as it has
been contrived.”

“I doubt whether T should make more
of it than you did: but 1 will own to
fealing n curiosity to ses the impersonator
of a man whom we firmly believe to be
dead, on insufficient grounds though it
may be. Still, 1 have a bit of real good
news for von; you will have to see Lord
Takington again, and I think I ean prom-
fs¢ you that you will find him then quite
as keen to break off this marriage as you
ean wish.”

“You speak in riddles.”

“Terence Finnigan is found."”

“What! Miss Caterham's missing nom-
fnee! Are vou quite surs it is the right
man ?"

“Quite, T went down to Portsmouth
yesterday with Miss Clichester to see
him. She identified him at once.”

“Hurrah " exclaimed Jack, springing
from his chair, and pacing the room with
rapid strides In his excitement. “With
g third person in it, their arrangement be
comes impossible. It insures the wedding
being put off, at all events; and we shall
learn the truth about DPegram's nominee
before long, I have no doubr. By the
way, I suppose vou will hardly go down
to see him now."”

“T do know ; must remember
that I nm acting for Miss Caterham’s heir:
as well as endeavoring to help you. 1
should like to consult IMemmingby about
it.”

“C'ome along, then;
and tell him the news."

The two yvoung men proeesded at once
to the “Vivacity,” and after some little
delay were shown into the manager’s sanc-
tum. Mr, Hemmingby listened with great
jnterest to Ringwood's story of the dis-
of Finnigan. He roared
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this. 1 should like
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ingwood,” said the
ve an idea about
to take advantage of

with |
laughter at Jack's account of his inter- |

Indeed that you will find thess wild ams-
picions of yours substantiated, Now, my
| dear Jack, If yvou llkke to come to Bea-
trice’'s wedding we shall be very pleasaed
to sea vou: If, on the contrary, you think
fit to feel aggrieved, very well, stay away ;
but once for all, be good enough to un-
derstand that T decline al further discus-
| sion on the subject.”

| *“As far as discusslon goes, certainly
not, unless you lke"” replied Jack. I
| have only come down this morning ro put
you in possession of a fact, not a sus-
picion, mind, and to point out the differ-
ence that that fagt makes In the arrange
ment between you and Mr, Pegram. What
I have to tell you is this. The nominee
of the late Miss Caterham, who has been
so long missing, has been found; Is allve,
tolerably well, and In no immediate dan-
ger of dying. Miss Chichester herself can
tell you that she saw Finnigan alive for-
ty-eight hours ago, and either Mr. Ring-
wood or Mr, Carbuckle could tell you
that the result of his being alive s as I
say.”

“This makes a difference,” exclalmed
the Viscount; “that fellow Pegram alwaya
assured me Miss Caterham's nominee was
dead, Tt is not likely that Beatrice would
marry into that sort of family If there
was any donbt about the settlements be-
ing all right"

“Then 1 suppose you will write by to-
night's post to Rydland to Inform them
of this discovery, and that, In consaquence
the engagement must be regarded as com-
pletely at an end.”

“(‘ortainly: that ls, if Beatrlee con-
sents. [ must of course consult her, and
be gpuided by her wishes,"

“Exaetly,” rejoined Jack, falling into
the humor of his noble kinsman, and as-
sisting him in the bellef that he was n
mdel father, whose first earoe was his
wish to talk marters over with Trixla na
daughter's happiness.  “You no doubt
wish to talk marters over with Trixie as
epon as possible, so 1 will get out of the
“‘a:.ll

CHHAPTER XXII

Mr, Degram was slightly disconcerted
at not receiving a letter from Lord Lak-
ington by return of post, in answer to the
one which he had written detaillng the
account of Jack Philllmore’s visit to Ryd-
land; but he was made still further un-
easy by recefving a visit in the afternoon
from Mr. Ringwood, who explained that
ha eame as Lord Lakington's aceredited
agent to see Mr, Krabhe, and make a few
inguiries concerning him.

“I am bound to mention, Mr. Pegram,”
¢aid Ringwood, in the course of conver-
sation, “that Lord Lakington would never
have dreamt of sending me down here on
siich an errand if you had not yourself
proposed it. I will, with your permis-
sion, just eall upon Mr. Krabba to-mor-
row morning, and that will, T think, be
quite sufficient.”

“I'ray do not think you want permis-
sion from me,” rejoined the old lawyer.
“Anybody is welcome to call upon the old
man whenever they please.”

So it was all settled as Ringwood pro-
posad, although Mr. Pegram was secretly
dissarisfied that the Viscount should have
taken him at his word. He had ealenlated
on a chivalrons reply from Lord Laking-
ton, to the effeet
sult him by thinking of such a thing
ns sending down an agent to make the in-
quiry he courted, However, he was not a
whit dismayed at any resnlt that was
likely to attend Ringwood's Investigation.

Ringwood's inguiries had, as he expect-
oil, 1od to nothing. That old Mr, Krabbe
lived as a pensioner of the Pegrams in
a little cottage just off the Llanbarlym
Rond was evidently flrmly believed by the
good people of Rydland.  That anybody
should he personating the ex-clerk had
never been hinted at in the town, He had
no difficulty in finding the cottage, and it
was not till he was about to rap at the
deor that a quick step upon the gravel
walk behind him made him pause, and he
saw Som Hemmingby by his side,

“I got into Rydland late last night,
and I do not think a soul I knew saw me
itk In here. I eame across country most
of the way, for fear of meeting any one,
and have been skulking bebind the hedge
for the last houh. I saw Dob Pegram
go in by the back way about half an hour
ago: he ig come, 1 suppose, to warn this
ald connterfeit to get ready for you, and
to keep an eye upon Lim while he plays
his part.”

At this moment the door was opened by
Mrs. (Clark, who was, at first, most palpa-
hiv disconcerted by the appearancs of
II‘--mlnim:h,\' on the seene, Recovering her
composure after a fow seconds, she ush-
oped them into the littla parlor, and nd-
Arossing herself to Ringwood somewhat
pointediy, explained in a low voice thut
Alr. Krabbe would have finished dressing
in a few minutes, and see them if they
wonld sit down and wait,

“Where have I seen that
fore® mutrered the mannger, s Mrs.
(lark left the room, *I am twora con-
vinced than ever that T have seen her be-
fore, nnd that she koows me, It is just
the way she went on the last time [ was
here—would not look at me, nor spenk to
we more than she was positively come
olled.  You'll see’”

woman bhe-

your going down ax Lord Lak ington’s ne- |
eredited agent to neeompany you, and see | 0
Mr. Krali 1f. You sece, 1 I the it was the hope that 1
old man for many irs: and though I | should do so prompled me chieflv 1o vol-
have a strong =uspicion that whoever they | onteer necompanying you in this visit."”
have pot in that epttige s not the real At thls junctuore the same decreplt
n, ye m eurions to ses an imitation | wreck of that Juck Phillimore
sl that hitg mn lanbtedls | had seen tottered into the room, supportsid
[0 who knew him | by the nurse on one side and his stick
quite well. 1 have another renson. which | on the other. Pausing as soon as he had
I have never mentioned to you as yet. | advanced three or four steps, he pointed
When 1 endeavorsd to see him, I was| with his stivk at his visitors, and turning
very much struck with the nurse whe | to Mrz, Clark, exclaimed, In a piping
gakes care of him; with the iden that 1| treble:

had seen her before, nnd in a very differ-
ent capacits You go down to-morrow,
eall upon them that afternoon, and ar-
rANge tu pay your visit about rn.-l-l!t_’-‘:
pever trouble aboat e I shall turn up
ms yon knock at the cotiage door. As for

gou, Mr, Phillimore, you will, of course,
Inform the Viscount that the “Fontine’ is
pot reduced to a match yet; and, conse-
quently, the dividing of the stakes not at
present practicable.”

Jord Lakington was Hitle dis-

not a

* turbed by the announcement the next
morning that Mr., Phillimore wanted to
pee him. He felt quite certain that this
§nterview with his nephew was not like-
Iy to be a pleasant ome. No sooner did
Jack Phillimore make his appearance

hastensd to exclalm:
Delightad to see you,
that yon have

than the Viscount
“Pray =it down.
of course: but T trust

pot comé to reopen yesterday's conversa-
tlon. It is Impossible you ean have heard
paxihios fram Hydlaod as yet, nor likely

“T'ell them to go away.”
Foreed to reply in some fashion, the

nurse raised her volee and shouted into
the ortogenusrian's ear:
“Ihese gentlemen have ecome all the

way from London to nsk after you; won't
you say- ‘How do you do’ to them?"'

But the old gentleman only replied by
incoherent mutterings, In which objurga-
tions. much as, “a pack of prying fools,"
seemed mingled with guerulous complaints
as to the scarcity of sunlight in these
dnys as compared with those of his youth.

Hemmingby eyved the old man narrow-
Iy while the nurse busied herself in adjust-
ing his cushions, wraps, ete,, and crossing
the room rapidly, held ocut his hend and
exclaimed :

“How do you do, Mr, Krabhe?"

The old gentleman looked at him for a
fow meconds, then muttering sulkily that
Hemmingby had got between him and the
fire, nestled suilenly down amongst his
cushions.

that he could not in-.

J

“Tt s wonderfully like the real acticle”
sald Hemmingby In a low voice, as he re-
sumed his geat by Ringwood. “In spits
of my doubts, I would not venture asd yet
to swear that he is not the real man.”

Ringwood's hopes rather fell at this an-
nouncement. He had fully expected to
hear the manager pronounce Mr, Krabbe
an impostor as soon as he had had a
look at him; while Hemmingby's strong
impression, that he should, after & little,
recognize the nurse, he had raken slight
heed of.

“1 am afraid, gentlemen, you will get
little out of him to-day. He is very deaf,
a8 you may see, at the best of times; and
when he is out of temper, as is the case
just now, he simply won't hear."

(To be continued.)

A Manufactured Climate,

The gnrdeners of Parls get their
products on the market weeks before
the regular season for them. This
forcing of nature s described by Ernes{
Poole In Success Magazine:

The secret 1s simply this: The
French maraichers have manufactured
a climate to sult them. As one obsery-
er has sald, “They have moved the cli-
mate of Monte Carlo up to the suburbsg
of Paris.”

gome new prodigy of modern sclence,
this? Not at all. Only enormous ex-
pense In money and In time. The gur

dens, whenever possible, are placed un-l

Innd with a slope to the south, and are
well protected by walls on the north
and east, walls bullt to refleet llght
as well as to glve proteetlon from the
northeast winds, The ground I8 prac
tleally covered with glass, not as in a
greenhouse, but by glass frames In the
open, “three-light" frames of uniforu
size, twelve feet by four and a half;
and algo by glass bells, These, too,
are of a uniform size, about the shape
of a chapel bell, a little less than sev-

enteen inches In dlameter, and from
fourteen to fifteen inches high, The
Frenehi eall them cloches. You may

often see over a thousand frames and
over ten thousand glnss bells In one
two-nere plot In the suburbs of Parls.

A more recent Innovation is the em-
ployment of hot-water pipes run under
the soll, making of the earth a verl
table steam-heated hotel, with this s
sentlal difference, that the hotel keeper
here {8 desperately enger, not to keep
his guests, but to persunde them ta
leave on the earllest possible day,

Why Girls Can Not Throw.

Roys from tlme {mmemorial have
made all manner of sport on the sub-
jeet or the Inability of girls to throw a
stone. They suppose, of course, that It
fa a matter of knack and practice, and
that a girl could really throw a stone
with as much force as a boy If she
“knew bow,"” and threw as many. The
hest medlenl authorities, however, sug-
gest npother reason.

The difference hetween a  girl's
ihrowing and a boy's 1s substantially
thls:
reaches back with the upper part of hls
arm abont at right angles wlith
hody, and the forearm at an agle of 15
dvgrees. The direet act of throwlng s

anccomplished by bringlng the arm back |

with a sort of snap, working
jolnt from shoulder to wrlst,

The girl throws with her whole arm
vigid: the hoy with his whole arm re-
laxed. Why this marked and unmis-
takahle diference exlsts may ex-
plained by the fact that the eclavicle
or eollar bone in the feminine anato-
my 18 one or two Inches longer and set
ar few degrees lower down than in the
masculine frame,

The long, crosked, aswkward hote In-
terferes with the full and free use of
the arm. This Is the resson why a
glrl enn not throw a stone,—EPhlindel-
phia Record.
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A Helpfal Alluslon.

There were tlmes when the Revw.
Mr. Pomfret felt thar he falled to
reach the hearts of his  parishloners.
Sometimes he oven falled to reach thelr
ears., Therefore he was much chvored
hy something he saw In the Elton pew
one Sunday morning.

“I—1 eonldn't help wondering, Mr.
Elton.' he =ald, ditfidently, when he
met his parishloner the next afternpon,
“what It was Inmy sermon that—er—
particularly eaught your attention yes-
terday morning. 1 happened b
looking your way, and T saw your faee
Hght up. and you slapped your hand
agninst vour knee as If something
pleased you.'"

“Tt Al sald Mr. Elton, cordially.
T folt very gratefnl to  you, When
yom speke of Simeon, It eame over me

T

fn n flach that was at Shpeon Davis's
I left my umbrelln the last time |
went to town, It's Leen lost for six
weeks"

The Wrong Spot,

Patrick had sot un In the
eah dAriving business, having hought out
Mr. Cooley and two statlon hacks.
Refore Christmas he hind endesvored
to make plain to his family what gifts
he desired.
“It's small
things, for they dou’t
he sald gloomlly,
“What ad they
ngked an Interested
“I kept [t

his

children
pny me no heed,"

use felllng them

give Pat?"

friend.

¥ou,

golng to 'emy how T was

near perished wid the cold” sald Pat- |

rick, “an’ what do they do? Tostld |
o' glving me gloves for me hands,
they've glven me blolnders for me

ears!"

Nothing Doing.

“My face Is my fortune, sir,” sald the
maid with the gquotation hablt.

“Oh, well,” rejolned the prosalo
vouth, “you don't neeld to worry for
fear some man will marry you for your
wealth.”

Glving money will have no value ex-
cept we first glve ourselves.—Murray.

Be charitable before wenlth makes
thee covetous.—Sir Thomas Browna

The bay croocks his elbow and)|

liis
|

’I'he't'twluwnl Cnmp.

There lives hardly a boy who does
hot hanker to build a camp—not neces-
sarily In the woods, though that 1s fine,
but somewhere out of doors, where he
can “keep house” when occasion per-
milte,  In the case of many, however,
there I8 difHeulty both in the matter
of knowledge ns to how to bulld n
eamp, and also ditliculty in arrang-
Ing for the expense that would be In-
curred in the hullding of most of the
boys" camps that are described.

It may sound like n fairy tale when
I state that the camp I am golng to
descrlbe is covered with paper. DBut
walt 0 moment. It is the red, resin-
sized, beavy paper that comes In rolls,
| a8 shown In Fig. 1. Carpenters use
| this paper in their bullding operations,
and the writer has used I to cover
Just such a lttle building as Is here-
with deserihed. =0 he knows that it 1s
perfectly feasible to make a camp In

|
)

| this way. The paper s waterproof,
and so stont and strong that it can be
| Inld over by a light framework and se-
enred In place by eareful
"When [n place, It seems fo grow tough-
er and stronger by exposure to the
wenther,

Begln the making of the eamp by
driving stakes into the ground In the
| way suggested In Flg, 1L, allowlng the
two luner stakes at ench eifd to extend
high enough to reach and be nailed to

the “rafters,” when these are put in
place, as shown in Fig. 11I.  These
stakes may be common round poles

with the bark left on, provided they
are reasonably stralght and smooth, or
two-by-three-Ingh stnff may be used,
as shown In Fig. III. This cut also
shows how the roof ls put on. The
glde stakes are sawed off at an eqgual
height, and a narrow strip of Inch
board 1s nalled along the tops. Strips
of board also make-good “rafters,” and
these should be put on &0 ns to bring
a rafter under each edge of the paper,
and one under the middle of each strip
of paper, allowing the paper to lap at
the edges two or three luches for sife-
lya

Lach strip of paper can extend from
the ground on one slde up over the
roof and down to the ground on the
other side, thus glving no chance for
the water to get in. Dut put on the
end coverings before the roof, so that
the upper edges of the end strips may
lap over onto the roof, and be covered
by the roof paper when thls is put in
place. Thls will make a tight Joint.
Over all edges of paper nall common
laths, as shown In Fig. IV, which rep-
resents the camp finished, Instead
of windows, make a doorway In each
end In the way suggested In the cuts
ghowing framing. Fit a lHght frame of
narrow strips of board to each door-
wiy and cover them with paper.
“Strap” hinges can be put on the out-
slde as shown, and wire hooks, Laths
can be put around the edges of the
doorway and around the edges of the
doors, Select a dry, well-dralned spot
for the camp, and build according to
| tnstructions, Make the house of any
slze desired, but don’t try too large
a house at first. Make It of the right
length and width to be covered by the
paper, without cutting the Jutter,

Canvas may also be used In place of
the paper, but this Is mere expensive.

The Game of “Celehrities.”

Rinee blography is “history teaching
by example,” and since fntelligent peo-
ple are supposed to know something
about the men and women who stand
as representatives of the world's prog-
ress, it 1s always worth while to learn
about them.

An easy and amusing way Is to play
“Celebritles,” a game which Is entlre-
ly home-made, and requires no equip-
ment but a dictionary of blography,
such as Is found In any of the larger
Adletionaries, and a church year book,
town report, telephone list, city dlrec-
tory, or almost apy volume that con-
tains a collectlon of names.

The leader gives a surname, Say
“Simpson,” and calls on a player to add
a Christian name that will complete
the pame of a man or woman whe ap-

handling, |

pears In the blographleal dictlonary ov
some current record of celebritles

The response Is, “Matthew," and the
player scores a polut, Matthew Shop-
son having been one of the most noted
bishops of the Methodlst Ipiscopal
church.

Then the leader nsks the next player
to take the Christinn name, “Matthew,”
which has just been glven, and couple
with It a different surname to make
the name of another celebrity.
“Matthew Arnold” is suggested, and
this player also scores a polnt.

To the third player a new surname
Is glven, In brief, the old-numbered
players have surnames to which to add
Christlan names, and each even-num-
bered player takes the Christian name
glven by his predecessor, and fits it
with a new surname. For each success
i point is scored.

But some persous “have a bad mem-
ory for names,” as the saylng I8, and
in this kind of a game fall far behind.
In falrness to them, the leader, after
ench name has been completed, calls
the roll for interesting facts about the
celebrity, and the player who supplies
a fact scores a point.

The prineipal of a publle school de-
vised the game of “Celebrities” after
hearing one of his teachers speak of

“James G, Whittler,” and  another
dilate upon the oratory of “Darlus
Webster.,” e has taught the gnme to

scholars who are not well-lnformed, as
well as to the teachers who were some-
thnes careless, and has found that 1t
Intevested all and did them good.
“Knowledge that is not accurnte is
not very useful,” the principnal says,
But his game does more than promote
aecuracy 3 It Introduees players to men
and women who, heretofore, had been
“less than a name,” leads to the study
of thelr Hves, and thus provides the
students with new examples, Ideals and
Insplrations.—Youth's Companlon,

Shadowgraphs,

At an evening party shadowgraphs
are great fun. They nre something like
the effect produced hy curlius
mirrors of wlilch you have all - heavd,
which, at any one's merely moving
backward or forward in frout of them
will make him or her short and stout
or tall and thin, according to where the
person is sanding.

All you need to make shadow ple-
tures {8 a sheet or any large plece of
rather thin white cloth, and a strong
light. Suspend the eloth from the ceil-
Ing and place behind It the llight, Now
try receding from the sereen and you
will geem to be turnlhg into a glant.
If you moye up nuearer g0 that you
are the same distanee from the screen
that the light I8 your ontline will be-
come distinet, and if you move up still
nearer yvou wlll seem to have entlrely
dlsappeared. All sorts of funny po
tlons ean be shown which nll will en-
Joy, and a wholeg play may be acted In
pantomime by the moving shadows.

1 II'!HI'

Qulte Too Too,
“Where shnll I meet you te-morrow ¥
asked Tom of Jack.
SWhy,! answered  Jack, "I am going

Wiy don’t you

ton ¥

COLe,

Where did they meet?

When Jack told Tom he was golng
to-morrow  at 2222282% ey street, Tom
understood him to mean that at two
winutes to 2 o'clock he was golng to
N Tooley street,  Accordingly he
had no diffieuly in finding him at that
address at the time specified.

O
-

White Women nt Kabnl.

A slngular romanee 18 rélated in con-
nection with the sunouncement In the
Irish newspapers of the death *“at
Kabul, Afghanistan, of Emlly, widow
of Henry Simpson Lincoln”

Qome twelve years ago a young In-
dian  Molnmmedan  studylng at the
Royal College of Surgeons at Dublin
reslded with Mrs. Lincoln, who was
about 70 years of age, the London Dally
Mafl says. When the young Indlan
finlshed hls studies she delermined to
accompany him back to Indla and left
the Unltdarian church for Moham-
medanism. In the course of time the
Indian obtalned a position In Kabul as
secretary to the amir of Afghanlstan,
and there Mrs, Lincoln followed him,
braving the formidable Journey from
Lahore to Kabul by horse aud palan-
quin, although about 80 years of age.

Arriving at Kabul, she was obllged
to Hve In the retlrement observed hy
Mohamedan women and saw the young

Indlan no more, though she was al-
lowed to talk with him unseen.,
Her last letters to  her Dublin

friends told of lonellness beyond ex-
pression and of her bellef of approach-
ing death. Almost Immediately after-
ward enme a telegram statlng that she
had passed away,

Enterprising Ediltor,

A stroke of Journallstle enterprise
that excesdds even Yankeo Inventlve-
ness s reported by a traveler recently
returned from France, Tle vislted a
emall French village, and reports that
when almost everybody wis at work
in the fields the loeal newspnper
nouneed that in the busy season nll the
Important news would he condensed in
a single short paragraph, and that the
rest of the sheet wonld bhe smeared
with a fir-killing compound, Instead of
printer's ink.

In a brief artiele the edltor explain-
ed hls plan.

“In this way.,” he sald, “we shall be
abla to give our readers appreciable
advantages, which are: Tirst, the pos-
sibility of learning all the news of the
day In a few minutes; second, the
means of reducing the plague of nol-
some insects which polson the country-
side and dlssemlnate many dlseases.™

an-

A bee hasu’t much to say, but he us-
pally carries his polnt
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Old Favorites
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N e d i
The Miller of the Dee.
There dwelt & miller, hale and bold,
Beslde the River Dee;
Ile wrought and sang from morn
night,
No lark more hlithe than ha;
And this the burden of his song
Forever used to be,
“1 envy no man, no, not I,
And no one envies me!l”

tin

“Phou'rt wrong, my frlend,” sald old
King Hal,

#“As wrong .as wrong can be;

-For could my heart be light as thine,
1'd gladly change with thee.

And tell me now what makes thee sing
With volce so loud and free,

While I am sad, though 1'm the King,
Beslde the River Dee?”

The miller smiled and doffed his cap;
“I earn my bread,” quote he;
“1 love my wife, I love my friend,
I love my children three,
I owe no one | can not pay,
I thank the River Llee,
That turns the mill that grinds the corn
To feed my babes and me!”
“@Good friend,” sald Ilal, and sighed the
whil.-,
“Farewwll ! and happy be!
But say no more, if thon'dst be true,
That no one envies thees,
Thy mealy cap s worth my erown;
Thy mill my kingdom's fea!
Such men as thon are England’s boast,
Oh, miller of the Deel!” ®
—Charles Mackny.

The Spanish Cavaller,
A Spanish' cavalier stood in hia retreat,
And on hig guitar played a tune dear;
The music <o sweet they'd ofttimes re-
peat,
The blessings of my country and you,
doar,

Chorus—
Say, darling, say, when I'm far away,
Sometimes you may think of me, dear;
Bright, sunny days will soon fade awny,
Remember what 1 gay to be true, dear,

['m off to the war, to the war I must go,

To fight for my country and you, dear;

But if 1 should fall, in vain I would call

The hlessings of wy country and you,
dear.

Chorus—
And when the war ls o'er, to you I'll re-
turn ;
Back to my country and you, dear,
But should I be slain, you may seek In
vain
Upon the battle-field you will find me,
dear,

Press Agent to a River.

The editorlal staff of one of the pop-
ular magnzines of New York were
gathered in the publisher's office one
day In December, discussing plans for
the new year.

“One thing we must have,” sald the
publisher, emphatleally. *We must
have n lot of stuff abont water—pow-
er, navigation—everything about wa-
ter.”

swWell said  the editor, eautlously,
“of course a timely article on the sub-
joct—not too technleal—"

“Tlmely artiele nothing” interrupted
the publisher. “If I had my way we'd
have a long artlele every number. We
must have at least six In the year.
It's the greatest subject golng.”

SR said one of the staff, “who or
what set you erazy on water?"
The publisher looked at

laughed.

“1'11 tell you what It was,” he sald.
“It wns n long, lank Arkansas traveler
nimed John Fox., He came In here
one day, so quletly I hardly heard him
enter, 8Bald he wanted to talk about
water, and especlally about rivers, I
told hlm to run away, as [ was busy.
IIe gat down by my desk and began to
tlk., Well—he's ong of those South-
erners vou read about, courteous, soft-
voleed, the kind you can't shut up and
sered away. In n few minutes [ was
listening In spite of myself. e sat
there three hours, telling me things I
Liad never dreamed of before about the
plvers and harbors of Amerfea. Then
he pleked up his hat, and gald he must
he golng,

“ifur goodness eake don't go yet
I begged. ‘I'm jJust getting interested,

him and

Tell me the rest) But he wouldn't
aay another word. Out he went, I
tell yon he's a smooth one! He knows

jnst when he hag sald enongh, Ever
gince then I have been phunb erazy
over waterways."—Suceess Magazine,

0ld Missourl Siate Road,

One of the oldest landmarks in this
part of Mlissourl Is the old Blooming-
ton rond, also known as the old State
road. This rond began In the enstern
part of North Missourl, running west
throngh Bloomington. It dldn’t run on
gection Hnes as the ronds now run, but
ran ps the crow flles. The highway
was the maln thoroughfare through
North Missour! long before and after
the HMannibal & St Joseph rallroad
wns built and has a history not well
known to the younger generation. Over
this old tlme highway the early gold
sopkers traveled In ox wagons with
thelr Httle earthly belongings, golng to
California and Oregon.—DBrooklyn Gas
zetle.

Something New,

Mrs. Nurich was In the Jjewelry
store. “Here are some new souvenir
gpoons we have fust got In” sald the
clerk, placing a tray for her Inspectlon.

“Oth, aln't those lovely!"” she eox-
claimed. “I must have some of those!
Our cook makes such lovely souvenir!"
—Argonaut.

Agree with people more. [t 18 a good-
way to get rid of an argument, Re-
sldes, the people you agree with w 1
always llke you better.




