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Public Interest lu heresy trials has 
wsued

Too 
make.

much hankering after 
Biddles.

boodle

It's a long racetrack that doesn't sep 
arate a fool from bls coin.

Tbe Innumerable beauty doctors 
sbold get together No two of them 
agree.

It Is said that a clever mind reader 
once read a woman's mind—but was 
unable to understand it.

restore, and after youth you aro de­
pendent on your education. Facts are 
your tools and you can't work without 
them If your mind has the right for­
mation and your brain is well pro­
vided with the deep convolutions, and 
good luck has supplied you with a good 
edu>*atlon lu youth, the whole thing Is 
dependent ou your health—on your 
liver, your stomach or some other part 
of your Internal machinery Very often 
your su css la dependent on your tern 
per and tact. These depend on your 
digestion Digestion, of course, de­
pends on your cook, and the cook's at­
tention to business may depend on the 
pollteoi-ss of the policeman in front of 
the bouse You may feel absolutely 
Independent and think you are inde­
pendent wbeu as a matter of fact you 
are miserably dependent ou the moot 
of the policeman who baa snubbed the 
lady who cooks your food.

GEORGE MEGREW AND HIS 
IN THE WORLD.

28

HISE

H« Was a Denver t'aah Boy in D*MI, 
Later Hustled for a Living in Waah- 
ington, D. Cm and la Now a Partner 
of Andrew Carnegie.

The Crown Prince of Japan Is also 
arranging to run over and see America. 
My! but we're getting popular.

The Gould family must have discov­
ered some way to keep Couut Boni de 
Castellans constantly chloroformed.

The Paterson fire is not without its 
compensations, for It wiped out 
headquarters of anarchy In that

th* 
city.

highMany a man, after attaining a 
position, forgets all aliout the laws of 
grsvlty until it is everlastingly too late

A Kentucky judge has discovered a 
short cut to riches. lie will flue all men 
who carry couceal«! weapon» *100 
each.

General Funston frankly admits that 
he prefers military operations In the in­
terior of Luzon to surgical uperatlina in 
his own Interior.

Germany has seen its first minstrel 
show, and now If somebody asks Prince 
Henry when a door Is not a door be will 
probably get the right answer.

The fearful extern to which the bar­
gain »ale virus lias permeated the veins 
and arterie, of the nation la shown by 
the pro|Mmltl<>n to coin 2*-i<ent pieces

The discovery that there Is a gang of 
counterfeiters at work in Porto Rico 
seems to Indicate that the Americani­
sation of the Islam! is proceeding rapid 
!/■

Imitation may be the amcereat flat 
tery. but 
medicine 
druggist 
good.”

the proprietor of 
Is never flattered 
offers something

a pateut 
when the
"Just as

rich smugglers would quitIf tbe 
smuggling It would uot tie necessary 
for the Secretary of the Treasury to 
Jar their feelings every time they re­
turn from Europe.

The new Ameer of Afghanistan an 
nounccs that be will not permit mis­
sionaries to operate In his country. Evi­
dently the Ameer knows of some other 
way to raise money.

Hiram Maxim, the gun man, promises 
the world a practicable flying machina 
In leu years. Nothing la said als>ut the 
price. Meantime the old gasplpo bike 
Is high enough up for us to full out of.

It Is scarcely credible that there 
should exist sufficient ground for the 
remarks made by members of the Chi­
cago Federation of I-abor touching an 
age limit beyond which mechanics aud 
laborers find difficulty in securing em 
ployment. The limit mentioned—35 aud 
45 la so low. so far from what la gen 
era Uy considered old age. so clearly lu 
the very prime of Ufe, that one cannot 
help expressing the hope that the com­
plainants are mistaken. Y'et there must 
tie some liasis for the criticism, some 
reason for the action taken by the Fed­
eration Lu resolving to Investigate the 
matter and “to »•••■ if some action can­
not be taken to correct the evil.” The 
temper of the labor element on thia 
point must be Judged from the Ironical 
remark made by one of the speakers at 
a recent meeting of the Federation—"A 
man should be dragged out and shot 
when be baa reached the age of 45 
years • • • He 1, dead timber lu 
the pathway of progress under modern 
Industrial conditions." Following this 
It was stated that some of the railroads 
and large manufacturing establish 
ments now refuse to hire a man over 35 
years old, and that mechanics are dla 
charged at the age of 45 years by these 
concerns became they are too old. 
Without more evidence than this, few 
are prepared to accept It as fact We 
can understand bow railway <-ompanlea 
that have adopted the merit system In 
making promotions In their service 
should place a comparatively low limit 
on the age at which they will take new 
employee; but that any man should be 
considered unfit for work simply be 
cause he lias reached the age of 45 Is 
Incredible It has been pretty clearly 
eetabllsliiv! that the really useful and 
productive years of the average man's 
life are the decades tietween 40 and do. 
Even lieyoud flo a man Is at hla best, 
particularly where a combination of 
skill and ex|>erten<’e la requisite. In 
fact, the general tendency Is to advance 
Ute age limit, and for thia reason we 
shall await with Interest the further lu 
vewtlgatlou of the Federation of Labor 
Into this moat Important question. It 
would lie a matter for profound regret 
should It develop that our modern In­
dustrial system finds a inan too old to 
enter It at the vigorous age of 35. and 
useless to It In the height of hla prime 
at 45. or even at the steadied and 
pertenced age of <10.

George Megrew, formerly purchasing 
sgeut uf the Carnegie < >iupany. in fai t 
oue of Carnegie's "thirty young part 
uera." has recently ctiuoeu Cleveland as 
hla borne.

The old saying that "truth la stranger 
than hctlou" w as never more clearly 
proved than in tbe life story of this 
young man

A man who, though nut yet 30 years 
of age, ia a millionaire.

A man wboM early life has been so 
strenuous that already be Is seeking to 
regain bls health. long ago shattered by 
hard work.

It is not often that tbe world bears 
uf a young fellow only 2b years old, 
who retires ou an annual 
*35,0<M), tbe principal uf 
largely made through bis 
But such a man Is George

Megrew came to Cleveland a 
time ago from Pittsburg. He bad 
visited lu this city, aud decided 

here was the spot that would In

lucutue uf 
which was 
uwu efforts. 
Megrew.

ei

fir. Orrin H. Wightman In the New 
York Medical Journal treats of "Hot 
Air as a Therapeutic Agent.” Refer 
once Is doubtless made to the advice 
given us by our friends when wo ara 
sick.

they
let us teach the people

The very practical suggestion Is made 
that the United States should offer 
Marconi inducements to carry on some 
of hla experiments Itetween California 
and Hawaii, 
could 
tween 
to be 
cable.

If It were found tliut ho 
establish communication lie 

thorn- point» we would not have 
In such a hurry about laying n

Th« 
der.-d 
where a man owns a home, and Ills 
wife dlea mid Ills children marry and 
establish homes of their own. his home 
ceases to lie a homi-steml and can l>e 
seized for tho payment of debts. Tlio 
same dodaluu applies to bachelors. and 
the Kansas court seems to tie working 
along tlie line that widowers and bach­
elors must pay their debts.

Kansas Supreme Court lias ren 
a decision to the effect that

A Little Fable.
Once there w na a land w here 

said. "Go to.
to love history " Ho there was an opl
domic of the historical novel. It per­
vaded the book stores, and (be mags 
tines, and tho news stands, and the 
daily papers Then It Invaded Juvenile 
literature and ousted the fairy tale. In 
the course of n few years the people of 
that land know metre history than they 
had ever known before In all their daya, 
and much of It was wrong They began 
Io balk.

“Thia la enough,” they said. "We do 
not want any more.”

But tliu writers kept on writing, and 
each tale wits more wild and Impoaal 
bio than the last.

Finally matters reached a point where 
the women took frantically to reading 
recipe book* and tbe men to studying 
ledger«, and tho children to bogging for 
tho multiplication table. Tbe atmoa 
phere became so practical that the 
ninon was almost afraid to come out 
and shine for fear of Iteiitg anubb.Nl 
And more work was done than ever be­
fore In the history of the country

Moral: There Is no Instruction Ilka 
giving people what they want.—Wash 
I ng ton Times.

The man w lio has an Iticoma of JIO.OOO 
a year, and spends every ceut of It on 
his wife and family and friends. Is a 
good fellow, and is blessed by every­
body. even after he baa died and left 
not a ceut tv keep Ida children In school, 
to eave bls wife from going to work 
for their broad and butter, or to ;>ay 
bls bills scattered around the town 
He dlee a royal good fellow, with the 
reputation of living only for hla family. 
The man w bo takes *1.000 a year off hla 
wife's liack lu clothes sud *1.00) a year 
off bls own back and off his drinks aud 
cigars and puts It luto lusurauce for 
them against the time when be Is dead, 
and another *1.000 a year out of other 
things that make a man generous and 
lovable, and puts that Into a l»>nd every 
twelvemonth for them, and then dlee 
and leaves them where bls children 
can stay in school and hla wife go on 
living In comfort well, be Is a cur 
mudgeon with a mind not above sordid 
things Every time!

8lie Knew Him.
Tilers Is a ce i n young mau lu the 

old city ball win, ueier uowadays al­
lows hla temper to get ruffied while 
at tbe telephone.

A few days ago be could uot get tlie 
number he desired

"See here, central. I'll 
be sbouted.

"You dou’t know who 
the composed reply.

"Well. I'll fiui out. and 
quick, too.”

"I kuuw you. though,” came 
easy tones "Pve seeu your 
You're at tbe old city hall."

Tbe young mau plunged headloug 
into tbe trap

"Yon have?" he exclaimed, delighted 
ly, "where. In the newspapers?”

"No." was the merry reply, "on a 
lobster can." At Ia>uIs Post Dispatch.

report you.”

I am.” was

that blaiued

lu «oft. 
picture.

Thousand» of us have our momenta 
of luiaglnlug that w« are Independent 
characters. Wo pride ouraclvoe on our 
In't.-pandenc« and many of us are nev­
er so foolish as when we ere trying 
to prove how independent we are. Ev­
ery man. to begin with. Is born depen 
dent on and absolutely at the mercy of 
hla ancestry You have uot a thing 
In you. and you never will have a thing 
tn you. that you did not Inherit from 
some oue of the thousands and thou 
sands of aueeetors. 
dimly store.! away 
make up YoS may 
oualy the faculties
yon. But you are dependent cm those 
who brought you Into the world The 
Kaffir. well mean ng aober, In.lustr" 
•us. boneet. with sll tbe virtues rolled 
up within him. has n<>t a fragment of 
■me chance in teu thousand billions of 
ever eqnallng tbe achievements even 
of a tenth rat« white man whose an 
ceotrnl start was better After birth 
you start with dependence on your an

all of whom are 
In your cotnplex 
develop marvel 

which they gave

••Hello" Hetbre Prayer«.
A nervous looking girl cousultix! a 

doctor, who asked her what she was 
suffering from. Iler answer was as 
follows:

"Fin a telephone g rl. doctor. and the 
work la a terrible strain on my nerves 
The monotony of having a receiver cun 
etantly at my ears, and saying Hello" 
telle upon my nerve» When off duty I 
aui always having Hello" ringing lu 
my ears, and I am constantly saying 
It. When I go to bed. I wake up from 
sleep «aying llello!' And even wheu 
I kneel down to say my prayers I In 
stinetlvely «ay Hello!" before I com 
tnence them.”

January and May
Notary \ngrki Alvltl of Alatri tu Bar 

dlnla. aged UM*, 
year old wife. 
Child descend»«!
ous marriage*
pair of silk stockings for Pope Plus 
when ehe was lüft years old

has just marrie»! a 2B 
He has a great grand- 
from on« of his prevl- 
HIs mother knitted s

IX.

Carry Ihr Mails Free
Cutían railroads are compelled 

their charters to carry malla fra*
by

Mr. 
short 
often 
that

1 time »o'Ui the must like home to him. 
for be It known that Mr. Megrew is a 

! bachelor, and rather alone in tbe world, 
as far as relatives gu, although be has 
boats uf friends, for be Ia a charming 

1 man to meet, and rnukea friends every- 
I w here.

After due consideration be decided to 
purchase a home at the corner of Euclid 
und Boai-dale avenues.

Here Mr. Megrew has made for him­
self an extremely la-autiful and at tbe 
»unit- time a comfortable home.

Mr Megrew has always been a work­
er at that. His success, that baa come 
to him so early In life, la not due to 
luck. Almost at the beginning of life 

I be has had to look out for himself, and 
l lie home be baa just completed on 

I Euclid avenue Is the first "leal" home 
be has known since be was a tiny chap 
of three summers.

I i)t course Mr. Megrew Is an Ohio 
man. He was born In Wooster, Wayne 
(kiunty, In the year of '73.

Wheu only 8 years of 
working as cash Imy In 
store In Dim ver. At tbe 
waa bustling for a living In Washing 
ton, D. C. In the capital lie sold pajiers 
aud did osld joba. One day he met a 
man who, after buying a paper, stopped 
a moment and spoke kindly 
Pile man was Congressman 
He at once took a liking to 
grew and offered to secure 
IMigoshlp In tlie house. Tills tbe boy re­
fused, fur lie wauted to go to school.

In IHXN Megrew's grandfather died 
and the lad went Io Wooster to utteud 
the funeral. Here he met 11. C. Frick, 
who, taking a decided liking to Megrew 
—just as .Mr. McKinley did offered 
him a clerkship In bls office, w hich whs 
accepted. When Frick became chair 
man of the Carnegie Company he trans 
ferns! Megrew to the otllees of tlint 
i-oncern ns assistant to the cashier 
Then liegan Mr. .Megrew's career. By 
steady application to business he won 
the res|Hs-t of his superiors and within 
a short time was promotisl Hum more 
promotions came to the bard working 
youth, until In 181*8 he was given nil In 
terest In the Carnegie Company as a 

i Christmas gift, with the position 
{purchasing agent.
| Thia position carried a salary 
*7.<»ki a year, and Mr. Megrew held 
until the fall of llkm. at the time of the 
controversy regarding the "Ironclad 
agreement.”

For several years hla health had been 
falling, and for the past year Mr. Me­
grew baa been seeking to regain his 
health. But be has not been "filling 
the time away" by any manner of 
means. He Is Interested in real estate 
in llttaburg, »ml hla Interests In the 
big steel corporation require much of 
bls time.

Then. too. Mr Megrew Is deeply Inter 
anted In church work, and he does a 
great deal of work along charitable 
lines, taking a particular Interest in the 
newsboys, for this young millionaire 
uever forgets the days of his boyhood 
when be sold ¡»apers on the streets of 
Washington.

In his tieautlful new home Mr. Me­
grew has many mementoes of famous 
men of this i-ountry who «n> numliered 
among bls friends. In the hall lie has 
banging a drawing by Chartran of the 
late President McKinley, made In Can­
ton. besides an I user I tied picture of the 
artist himself Mr. Megrew has also In­
numerable leters of great value. One of 
which Mr Megrew Is particularly fond 
la from Mr Carnegie personally, prals 
Ing him for his work, and telling him of 
hla selection as one of the young part 
tiers In the great steel corporation.— 
Cleveland Leader

age he was 
a dry goods 
age of JI he
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McKinley 
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for him a
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' < «tnpare tbe Champs Elyaeea. Place ds 
la Concorde, or the boulevards uf Paris 
with our beat streets and squ*rws. and 
w here are we?

"Or. say. the Rlugstrasse of Vienna, 
or the Boulevard Andrassy at Buda 
peat or. carrying our thoughts across 

■ the Atlantic, to Broadway. Fifth ave­
nue. Riverside, and Central Park. New 
York; the Commonwealth avenue. 
Boatun; Victoria square. Montreal; 
East avenue, Rochester; Delaware ave­
nue. Buffalo; Drexel boulevard. Wash­
ington boulevard, or State atreet. Chi­
cago; Pennsylvania avenue. Washing­
ton. or dozens of others that might be 
named. Alongside of these our Strand, 
our WhltehalL our Victoria streets. Re­
gent street. Picadlfiy, Park lane, Ox­
ford street, etc . are but wretched apol- 
ogle» f<tr what leading streets aud thor­
oughfares should be.

“If we except the Thames embank­
ment. Shaftesbury avenue, and tbe new 
thoroughfare that la aliout to be made 
le-tween the Strand and llolborn.” said 
Mr. Trevall, according to the London 
Mall, "nothing of an adequate scale to 
the size and Importance of tbis metrop­
olis has yet been attempted. With the 
dilapidated, rickety, old ramshackle 
properties that we see in some of tbe 
le-st and moat central parts of London, 
wbat 1» wanted Is a general rebuilding 
and Improvement scheme fixed after 
mature deliberation by a competent 
central authority specially constituted 
by parliament, after consultation with 
the chief local authorities and perhaps 
tbe r"pres»‘ntatlve societies of architec­
ture. sculpture and engineering, with a 
«[x-clal regard to Its qualifications and 
fitness for the purpose.

"This would be merely following the 
example that has tieen aet In such capl 
lais as Paris, Vienna aud Washington."

CHAPTER XVL—(Continued.)
That night is still as death itself, an 

the sparkling brilliance of the slow mov­
ing waters contrasts with it in te 
fashion. Strangely attracted by it. » "ra 
goe« forward, moves down ",
steps that lead to the garden, and <1 “ 
eager footsteps gains the little pathway, 
steep and sudden, that leads to the t i’

Suddenly she draws in her arms, and 
a shiver runs through her; she tuix* her 
head—to see Dysart.

"You are going to marry Lora . 
ton?” he says, his tone more assertive 
than questioning. „

"It is an impertinent question, »aJs 
Miss Dysart, calmly.

"You are disingenuous. ----
yet asked you, you know he only wait« 
the opportunity to do so. W ben he 
d„e»---- ” He checks himself abruptly,

If he has not

••No—not at all. I neT>r 7^ 
fore"

-What! you can tell me 0„,hl. , 
think. Dysart!" say. I’eyt 1 { 'A
creasing anxiety. "If you know*'14 ♦ 
we »ball scarcely be able t., ‘‘'‘q
act. Exert your metuury. “•» s

"It is úseles». I swear I 
him before " H» e.»n>o.
■ gain at Sedley, and a shiver - " 
■hake« him. "' 
has killed my father.'

"You forget.” says Peyton, v— 
ly. He would have beeu thankr ' 
to be able to leave his fries, 
lief, but be knew it wuuld 
"1 saw the whole thiug. 
quarrel, about what I did

□ever

He compel» hi'ni^rj* *1 
«•y, and a »hirer <4 « ^ 
"1 kuuw only thi^.?* 

' father. «

Tber^ 
not tor- I

A bee will carry twice its own weight 
In honey or wax.

The thirty four biggest estates In 
Britain average 183.OUU acres apiece.

Cilampngne has 12.2 per cent of alco­
hol and gooseberry wine 11.8 per cent.

Italy owns the three largest churches 
In the world St. Peter's. Rome, the 
Duomo. Milan, and St. Paul's, at Rome, 
rian Railway, a distance of U32 miles, 
there Is only one town deserving the 
name Krasnoairs—wttb a population 
of 28.000.

Wasps may often be observed detach 
Ing from fences, boards or any old 
wood the fibres which they afterward 
manufacture Into papier macbe.

Fire losses In England amount to ti-'Va 
per cent of all premiums paid.

An India rubber tree gatherer In Bra 
xll averages sixteen pounds of juice 
dally.

Since the foundation of the Alpine 
Club the death rate from mountaiu ac­
cidents has averaged less than 4 per 
cent a year out of live hundred mem- 
liers.

The Chinese pen from time Im­
memorial has been a brush made of 
some soft hair ami used to paint the 
curiously formed letters of the Chines« 
alphabet.

Brine springs flow under the town of 
Norwich. England. They have been 
there for centuries.'and were used for 
the production of salt long before the 
Christian era.

Greenland and Iceland have the bet 
ter of us In the way of trade Last 
year we Imported goods from those two

From Tomsk to Irkutsk, on the sit»«- 
countries to the value of *82.533 and 
sold them only *520 worth In return.

A French explorer has discovered on 
the west coast of Africa what he re­
gards ns the vainest people. They are 
the Pahonlns. a warlike trll>e. whose 
main employment Is the adornment of 
their persons, chiefly by means of tat­
tooing.

No Judge of Art.
The seller of pot tnillers came Into the 

office of the shrewd broker with the air 
of one who Is aliout to sacrifice s price­
lews treasure. It was a ».-aseape. a trou 
bled sea beat upon purple rocks, and 
wind-driven gulls wheeled In wild cir­
cles above the familiar pot-lsiller ship. 
The seller of pot boilers looked upon the 
treasure long and yearningly.
tie seen that a grievous struggle be­
tween art and appetite was raging 
within him. "How much do you want 
for ItY' demanded the shrewd broker, 
"tine hundred dollars,” satd tbe pot­
boiler man; "It's giving it away.” "Give 
you three for IL" said the shrewd brok­
er. "It's yours." said the pot boiler 
man. "That fellow across the way only 
offered me 5 cents, but he ain't no judge 
of art." New York Evening Tost.

...I ,” .«■ 3- — When he 
___  He checks himself abruptly, 
knowing he has gone too far.

A little flame leaps into Vera's eyes.
"Has it occurred to you that I am very 

forbearing?" she asks, with a curious 
smile. "Does it not strike you as very 
remarkable that I do not on my part 
question you back again? that I do not 
a»k you whom you are g 'ing to marry

He looks as if he was about to make 
her an angry rejoinder, but she checks 
him.

“No—don't be afraid, I am not going 
to put the question.” she says, coldly, 
"and after all, why should I?” _

“Do you mean," be goes on, "that^ you 
know of someone I want to marry ?

•’Let there be an end to thus hateful 
hypocrisy,” cries she, turning to him with 
a burst of passionate anger. "You acted 
your part for Griselda this moruiug most 

{ admirably.”
"Vera!” cries be, hoarsely.
She turns as if startled by that impas­

sioned cry, and then, he hardly knows 
bow it ia. he hardly dares remember af­
terward, but somehow she is in his arms, 
aud be ia looking down into her frighten- 

J <d eyes with a terrible entreaty in his 
own.

"Do you know what you are doing?" 
he says, his miserable voice scarcely 

{ above a whisper. "My darling, my soul, 
have pity!” More closely his arms bind 
her. He bends bis face to hers—nearer, 
nearer still, and then, suddenly, a great 
loathing of himself fills him. He draws 

i back with a sharp shudder, and almost 
pushes her from him. “Go!” he says, ve­
hemently; and in another moment she 
has turned tbe corner of the winding 
stairs, aud is gone.

Gone!
With a heavy groan he flings himself 

face downward on the cool, sweet, shift­
ing sands, that moon-smitten lie trem­
bling, waiting for tbe dawn.

hatever court it might come before. I m 
not particular.” _ ...

"No-no,” assents Mr. Dysart, with 
gentle encouragement.

"I never blamed you. mind you tbat. 
But a lawyer'» a worriting »ort o' var­
mint. A man should stick to his word. 
m-z I. and when tbe old gov-ner refused 
to stick to his. after all nis promises to 
you. why, if you kept him to it. in spite 
of him. when he had no longer power 
to kick—well, who's to say you were 
wrong, eh?” . „

"You are very good; very—sustaining.
says Mr. Dysart, slowly. Uis tone is. 
perhaps, a little fainter.

"Ay. that', what I am to them a« 
stands by me. And you and 1 are in the 
same boat. Dysart; never lose sight of 
that. I don't. I'll back you up as fresh 
as though it was only yesterday we d 
agreed on—on—you know what. 11a, ha, 
ba!”

The old man suddenly stiffens himself, 
and looks straight at Hedley.

"Aud now what is it you want?” he 
asks, tersely, his tone ringing cold and 
clear through the room, though very low.

"Now. I like that. I want part o’ the 
swag. Five thousand pounds,” says the 
other, coolly.

"Five thousand pounds! You must be 
mad.”

"Not one penny lest. My silence is 
worth that—and more. Come, don't im­
agine you can impose on me. I tell you, 
I would think as little of going Into that 
room out there and telling your nieces 
of that first will, as---- "

"Hush—hush!” says Dysart, in a sharp 
tone, wild with fear. "Not another 
word, not a breath on that subject here. 
Walla have ears. You know the old ruin 
at the end of the far garden? 
there to-night, and I shall see 
come to terms."

With a last word or two be 
in getting Sedley to the door,
summons Grunch, who in truth is mar­
velously handy.

"Grunch! Will you see to Sedley ? He 
is aa old a friend of yours as of mine, I 
think," says Mr. Dysart, in so genial a 
tone for him that Crunch involuntarily 
glances at him. "He is tired, and no 
doubt hungry. Make him comfortable in 
every way.”

“Yes. sir," says Grunch, respectfully. 
She leads Sedley down the passage, and 
then, with a muttered word to him that 
she should get the keys of the cellar, runs 
back to Dysart, who stands staring after 
them with an unfathomable expression in 
his eyes.

"Y’our will—quick!” she says, in a low 
tone.

"Keep him out of sight. Let no one 
see him, or guess at his presence in this 
house." whispers Dysart, 
which he steps back into 
slams the door, and locks 
in a frenzied fashion.

- ------------ . ..... . .. 
it was your father who knocks * 
fellow down.”---------------------------- !*k

"Weil, it killed him.” says S-,, 
citedly. "The excitement of tha J M 
rel was too much for him. I stl; 
tain that that man caused hi, 
He covers bis face with bis haaj,^4

“Nevertheless, we cannot leave » 
here to die. Come, Seaton, tak, ** 
courage in your hands. Think if 
be no way to avoid the scandal that 1 
necessarily arise out of all this 
for tbe sake of your poor father', 
ury, bestir yourself.” *

It is a potent argument. Seaton fa J 
hotly, and the old touch of power rP-’j 
to his face.

Together they carry the two Imdie,: J 
the house, under cover of the , J 
night. Mr. Dysart to bis own mot’J 
then up the stairs, and through the'<2 
less corridors, that other gro,,J 
scarcely living burden; up always 
a disused chamber in a remote corner» 
tbe old tower ia reached, where it ./J? 
yond probability that any one io 
house save these three who know 
ever seek to [»enetrate.

(To be continued.)
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HATS OF OUR ANCESTORS, 

Changes that Have Takeo P|ac,
Manufacturing Hea<1geir.

“Speaking of the hat business," J 
a veteran of the business to the M 
historian, "most wonderful cha&3 
have taken place since 1850. In J 
times soft felt and derby bats w«v J 
known, and It was as late as 1843 wd 
silk dress hats were first introduced 
this country, this being a French J 
vention, and all silk plush used d 
bats in the world was. up to this tin» 
made in France. When Kossuth c»J 
to America he introduced the soft d 
hats, wearing one himself. It did id 
take American hatters long to take J 
the idea, and in less than oneyeard 
and young Americans covered td 
heads with Kossuth hats. They wJ 
In shape nearly the same as tourt 
hats now, only being trimmed up wiJ 
a nice, long ostrich plume. Along abd 
1858 an English tourist came aM 
with the derby hat, and in a very fa 
years they liecame tbe general hefi 
gear in the country, and up to tbe pad 
ent date the demand for soft hats as 
derby bats is nearly evenly divided,

"In those days all tbe best claaq 
soft bats were imported from I’rsjel 
and stiff derbies from England. Tfil 
however, has taken a material chatgl 
as American hats are now sold it J 
parts of the globe, and it Is a k:: J 
fact that we produce the most nJ 
and best hats made. Before the arftfl 
of Kossuth and the English tocsj 
however, the Americans did t»’t| 
bareheaded, but contented themuM 
with napped otter and napped benl 
hats, for tbe more expensive, and’J 
so-called scratch-up or brush hats il 
the cheai>er. Brush or scraieh-upd 
rive their name from tbe fact tbatia 
was raised on them by means of a J 
brush constructed of whalebones. Iw 
first manufacturers who made Annul 
can production in those goods popta 
and world-renowned, and who fort* 
French and English hats out of al 
market, were Rinaldo M. Waters.JMi| 
B. Stetson, J. D. Bird and B. J. Brocl

"During the early periods of lsll 
and 1850 a dealer was a hatter in tir.l 
else there would have been no roomfil 
him. as all made the hats they sold.dl 
handwork, no machines of any kkl 
and one who knew how to make a on 
ped otter or beaver hat was an arxl 
earning *40 to *60 jier week t»d 
nothing unusual, many making !rs| 
$75 to *100."—St. Louis GIobe-lMM 
crat.

fiercely, i 
his room 
it behind

CHAPTER XVII.
As Mr. Dysart takes bis way slowly 

around the house, the sound of running 
footsteps coming toward him from a 
side walk attracts his attention. It is 
Grunch, wild-eyed, haggard, her thin 
gray locks, unbound through her unusual 
haste, flying at each side of her lean, for­
bidding face.

"More haste, worse speed,” says he, 
sarcastically. "Is the bouse afire, or my 
precious nieces dead, that you rush upon 
me with such indecorous abandon?"

"Hush," says she, sternly, with a 
glance behind her, "this is no time for 
words like those. Think only of this, 
Dysart." pausing and panting for breath, 
“that I have seen a gbest.”

The old man laugha.
"Be silent!" hisses the woman savage­

ly; "cease your gibes, I tell you. The 
ghost I have seen is—is---- ”

"My worthy father, for example,” sug­
gests he. with a sneer. "No? Well, 
come, who, then?"

"Michael Sedley!" The words fall from 
her as though they burn her lips in pass­
ing.

The sneer dies from Mr. Dysart's lips; 
a dark flush suffuses his face, turning it 
almost black for the moment, to fade 
presently beneath the ashen hue that 
makes bitn louk like a corpse—a corpse 
with eyes of fire! He staggers back 
against a tree, and his bands catch 
vulsively at the bark of it

"You are mad, woman!" he says, 
terrible voice.

"Ay. may be. So I say. Mad I
It could if it wa« his ghost I saw. But i? 1 saw 

’ him in the flesh, bow then. Dysart? Why 
sane. Well," with growing excitement,' 
"shall it la- mad or sane?”

"Mad. mad. mad!" shrieks he. furious­
ly. "All my life you bare been my bane, 
my curse, and now. now .what is this 
news you would tell me? Sedley! Why 
he ia dead, woman—dead. I tell you* 
Where have you seen him? Speak. I 
command you." cries he. seixing her arm 
and shaking her violently.

"On the avenue. I was there watching 
Miss Griselda, a« you told me to. lest »he 
should go into the woods again, when he 
came slowly toward me through the 
trees, prowling about. He's changed 
he's gone to bone a deal; but I'd know 
him still among a thousand Ay an.l 
you’ll know him. too.”

It Is characteristic of the iron nature 
of the man—that rose above all petty 
cringings to a miserly fear—that as he 
enters the presents of the one creature 
"h m on earth he dreads, he does «o 
with a calm visage and one expression­
less. His step is slow, methodical ss 
usual; hi« face, gray in its pallor, a very 
mask. His brilliant eyes alone betray 
the keen life that still lingers in the 
gaunt old frame, and they look through 
and through the unwelcome viaitor with 
• a unblinking gaxe.

"You!" he says, softly, nay smilingly, 
extending a graceful hand, with a g.x'd 
deal of languid indifference.

"Just that.” says Sedley, in a tone so 
loud and common as to contrast painfully 
With the polnhed accent that bad g..ae 
before "Years since we met. mate."

"Many." says Mr. Dysart, sinking care­
fully into a rickety old chair near him

And yet it seems like yesterday—that 
we parted "

lake it like that! it shows what a 
downy nest you've been lyin' in," says 
the large, coarse-loeking man. with a 
distinctly aggrieved air. 'There's the in 
justice of IL You've a« much right to 
this place as I have, when all’s told And 
if I can't get my share---- ”

" Sh—!" breathe« Mr. Dysart, 
lifting one hand.
have come back? 
country, eh?“

'To look you up," doggedly “To see 
whether you were in the grav« or out 
of It, partner."

"PnrtnsvF repeats Dysart, as if la 
gent)« intermgatioa.

"In erimer' roughly, as If angered by 
tbe other's tone. That's what they'd 
cal it. Dyeart. at the Old Bail«;, <*

con-

in a

am.

CHAPTER XVIII.
It is ten o’clock, and night, like a heavy 

shroud, lies over wood and garden. Tom 
Peyton is treading with cautious steps 
the upper part of the garden on his way 
to the ruin.

Safely he makes his way to the old 
house, to get the letter he knows will 

I await him there. Poor darling, what 
{ will be in it? Further vexations? With 

a desire to avoid all risks, be elects to 
enter by the back, where a large rent 
in the dilapidated walls will enable him 
to squeeze through the room where the 
letter from Griselda will be.

Voices decidedly, and in the next room. 
The speaker at this instant is Mr. 
sart. Tbe second voice is strange to 
—coarse, vulgar and 
very threatening.

The voices grow in 
known one being loud 
And now, all suddenly 
voices cease; there is a 
as if each man waits with drawn sword 
for the other’s next word, and then—a 

I sickening sound. A dull, awful blow, as 
{of oak meeting flesh and blood, a ghastly 
j groan, and then—silence.

Great heaven! What has happened? 
■ Has he killed that old man? Peyton 
| springs forward, looks upon the inner 

room, be stops short, as if shot, to stare 
aghast upon the scene before him.

Upon the earthen floor lies a huge fig­
ure. apparently dead, while standing over 
it is Mr. Dysart, his face alight with a 

i ghastly hope, his wild eyes gleaming. A 
I heavy oaken stick is in his hand. The 

murderous bludgeon is uplifted to com­
plete crime already begun—to finish his 
work, to make sure of the helpless vic­
tim at his teet, when Peyton, uttering a 
loud cry. rashes from the spot where 
until now he lay concealed.

| There is an instant's hush, a strange 
hush, and then a convulsive shiver runs 
through tbe old man. An ashen grayness 
has risen from ebin to brow. He fling, 
up his arms, for a second or two, clutch.-s 
foolishly at the air, and then falls with 
a dull thud across the body of his enemy.

Peyton runs through the garden, never 
pausing or drawing breath until the 
house i» reached. Knocking impatiently 
with his knuckles and receiving no an 
swer. be so far give« way to the ngi- 
tation that is consuming him as to sma«h 
a pane with a stone. This brings Seaton 

. ,.ne w,Diiow in • minute or two, par­tially dressed. F
•It is I. Dysart-Tom Peyton. Come 

out. come out quickly. Your father” 
panting, "is hurt—ia very ill!”

My father!" says Seaton, as if 
believing. "But wbere-howT'

In the garden- “ __
niin. Oh. hurry, min. huiry“ yon 
hear all afterward!” r. y u

h*rdl? dar” to venture a re- 
haTm< w,th trembling finger,

¡rir h wi“dow "> the chill night
,he -tw7 *»»»« tnen 

carte^ to that fat’al ^’rain .t

r *’SryUin< *• Ju,t •• Peyton
•L I he old man lying dead, w ith a more 

>>i» face than bad *’ .¿"7 ,h"* whi1» b* lived-th- oth 
bl. enem,r*nrer,.*‘“Ort ° “ ’‘‘’’»le«« a, b- enemy, Mve for a fnint quiver of the 
As and nestnla every now Bni »k h*? Whlt h* ' braAt Ml 

that »meth,ng ab^the’^^'r;
| cover*l-and at -mce. ' 41,‘

'«‘ThL'M ^•bMylDi xP"**SSlble f— ,»f ijn n F, rountenance The old m.B hT A* 
•tern. hard, brgr-u^ t i.‘*2 
hi. wen. and R, son 1.2?’d 
ten touches him lightly on the ik yowwl^ /. Myl ',er

,».me«t ton* T,o

dictatorial.

Dy- 
hiin 
aud

un-wrath; the 
in vituperation, 
as it were, the 
strained silence.

He Rose from the Ranis
I’rlnce Chllkow. the minister for nij 

ways In Russia, commenced his canal 
by making a tour of the world In oNfl 
to take note of all the latest inrtH 
tlons, and especially to study tbe ioafl 
workings and control of foreign i| 
ways. He first took a position mw 
ordinary mechanic In the loconwtA 
works at Liverpool, anti, after servnd 
some years as a laborer, was ralaedM 
the post of railway guard, and 
ward station-master at a small sul>®H 
an station. When he returned to M 
sla he again worked his way from an 
cltanlc to station-master, and. ifq 
working for several years In the UNj 
capacity on the Trans-4'asplan R 
Varsovie systems, he was made H 
Spector general ami finally minister4 
railways.

A IVrserted Mtreet in Paris.
A queer discovery has been made 

Paris In the shape of a street uninhab­
ited and fgnor<-d by all In the course 
of the work In progress for widening 
the Rue Vaneau this roadway which 
It would be incorrect to describe a« a 
thoroughfare, considering that the ends 
were blocked up—was discovered It 
Lad neither paving stones nor pave­
ment. was two meters wide, and an old 
Inscription showed that It was former 
ly called Rue d’Olivet. It would t>e 
useless to seek the name In a directory, 
for It Is certain that nntll a few days 
ag > no one knew of the existence 
the Rue dOlivet Paris Messenger.

In

Saeritii'ing II a Curls.
A pat Illustration of the -irt ’’fl! 

who "breasts the blows of cl'''31 
stance” Is given in a story told of 
dashing, handsome Englishman 
came to Canada In 1832. to"k up 
eral thousand acres In the Ilun'U '* 
and began building a homestead.

He wore long curls, then the f>‘-' 
One day the mortar needed f”r 
building of the fireplace lack-«! M- 
Mr. Ralnsford cut off the 
curls." chopped them Into st 1 
lengths and mixed them in the u>

"The chimney-corner to tb s '■*! 
says "The Canada C*mpany.' 
testimony to the richea on tbe on: 
of a cranium and to the bump of 
ruination they covered.”

CALLS LONDON SQUALID.
Ar.hlte.t Make« Invidlowa (oni|>«rl- 

■on« with Other title«.
A candid friend of laitulon has ap­

peared lu the person of Mr Tlrevall. 
the new president of the Society of 
Architects In bls presidential addn-ss 
St St. James Hall Mr Trevall said

"Tlx* luiprismlon that always pall« 
upon one wheu returning from either 
the European or American continent, 
to IsHidou is tbe sretehedly narrow 
and iuslgiilfi. aut looking streets, with 
their low. mean, small »hop« and dwell 
Ings by contrast wl’.h what we have 
just left behind ut It la of little Inter 
set to l>e told how many hundreds of 
miles of the same sort of thing I^m 
don contains, more than does any other 
meTropolla In christendom or «-Isewherr

"The fact still remains tn your mtnd 
In a general se*«e that Iatndoa looks 
squalid ami miserable by comparison, 
and that feeling affis-ts one for days, 
until be twice more gets sea«onrd Into 
the <»ld haunts and relapse« Into that 
rwmfortatile frame of mtnd that after 
all even the Strand and Chancery Lane 
or Fleet stress and l.ndgsre Circus 
s th all their adrert:«lng abomination* 
look at least familiar am! homely* 

"Take the city of Ixindon It may 
have some t»f tbe finest commercial 
(isla.'es In the world, rivaling those of 
old Venice herself, but look bow they 
ire huddle«! together! There Is ¡hwI 
tlvely mW the «pa<-e to appreciate their 
design, their proportion« or taeir detail

of
DOt

—up there in the old
can

Clipping« tor Royal Reading.
As his children sttsined the sge 

10 King Edward had everything con 
earning them which appeared In tbe 
newspapers pasted Into albums, and 
these were banded over to them when 
they reached years of discretion. The 
ITIn -e of Wales however, began at the 
beginning, and each of hla children has 
a volume of newspaper cuttings dating 
frvi the day of birth

I« 
lu I 

llremistj It 
cot in ooe of 
In London.

Meaaory 
memory

of

of Kate Greenaway 
of the late Mias Kate 
la proposed to endow a 
the children s hospitals , Softly. 

"An I well, an yoq 
I’m.ng for the old

?k:n^Ve,1.,hi.n'’‘'h^h the

end

left

Har lly So.
In no situation, probably. Is tbe- 

mertng Infirmity more calatu t»u< 
in making a proposition of I1,ar " 
An exchange gives us th » ■! *• •

Mr. S’utteriy to Miss Grac* 
“M m tn 1st G-G-G-G-G G-Grace. 
I w-w-w-w-w-want you to i' 
m m m m my---- ”

"What did yon say. Mr
"W-W-W-W-W-W-Won't .V 

be my wu-wu-wu wu wife. 
s-»-«-s s-sald!”

“O. George, this Is so sudde
The man never lived who could be 

dmvln *s! ’hat **ertaln things wer« aw 
e«*ary for his wife bees tue 
prca ber «aid ho-

her

s-ur<!
h
1

A etra 
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ght ticket doesn't necessarily 
that all the candidates are

All students In the Iaborn'.'»ry 
In the University of Hrtdelberc Ft 
quirod to take out life insurance-

Each of the Queen's state 1 "** 
riea 14o pounds of harness

anubb.Nl

