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THE CHARITY GIRL

- By EFFIE A, ROWLANDS

CHOAPTER VI
Thé news of Mrs. Fraser's sudden in-
* crease of weakness and ill hewlth reached
Mrs. Thorngate the following afternoon,
us the vicar's wifé was returning from
some of her parochial ministerings.

“What is wrong with her?” she asked
I)r. Sentance, anxiously, as sbhe met him
riding homeward.

“1 confess she puzzles me.” he answer-
vd. *I sounded the heart tlis morning,
and, except for extremely weak action, 1
can trace no definite signs of a malady.”

“I think | will go on to Dinglewood
‘and see her,” Mrs.' Thorngate said to
herscll, as she was alone again. Con-

~grance Fraser and she weére wiurm friends.

“I want to see how that child is getting
on, teo”

She was just passing her own gate as
she thought of this, and was saddehly
astonished by being confronted by =
roun: man. who proceeded to fold his
arms about her and kiss her cheek most
heartily.

“Well, Aunt Agatha, here 1 am once
agein, you see,” said a soft, singularly
pleasant voice, .

“Beverley, my dear boy! How you
siartled me! Oh, dear!™ ind poor Mrs
Thoirngate fairly gasped for Ercath.

“Boor Aunt Agatha! What a shame!
1 am awfully sorry, dear. [ thought you
saw me. Come in and sit down, you
wear old thing. . Where's Uncle Gus?”

Mrs. ‘Thorngate allowed berself to be
ied up to the rectory by the strong arm.
iler surprise was vanishing and only
pleasure remained. Beverley come home
once again! She could sca cely believe

_it.  Beverley, that dear, handsome, scape-

“grace son of her dead and goue, yer still’

beloved sister, Margaret! Mrs. Thoern-
gate's child-bereft heart =ling to this
-young man with the tenacry of an Ivy
plant. He was, after her husband, her
dearest and most treasured possession ob
earth. Once-inside the cozy dining room
she embraced him warmly.

“Let me look at you, darling,” she
sard. holding him off at arm’s length and
feasting her eyes on his extremely hand-
some face, with its dark orbs. olive skin,
clear-cut features and short-cropped
beard. *“Oh, my dear! [ am glad to
se¢ you once more. -You oad cpeature,
never to have written me a line all these
morths! And now you want something
to eal, and there is nothing decernt in the
housc.”

“You will git down and take your ease.
I bave already ransacked ths larder, and
with very good results. Yoir cold beef
was beyond reproach, my f{=ar aunt.”

Ars. Thorngate laughed. .

“How Evod it is to see you im your
old chair,” she said, tenderly. “How I
wish Gus was at home.”

“He will be back in a few cays, [ sup-
pose? Beverley Rochfort nbscrved cas-
mally, after having learned the reason
-of his uncle being away. To an onlooker
it might easily bave been perceived that
the young man had no very great regret
in. the rector's absence ; but Mrs. Thorn-
gate did not observe it.

“And now you will make up your mind
1o stay with us, will you not, my dearest?
1 can assure you we are nit very dull
down here, now ; we have the Duchess of
Harborough, with the Marqais of Iverne,
an' Lord John Glendurwiod at Craig-
%ands. ‘The Frasers are at Dinglewood ;
the Everests settled in Glis‘on~ for the
hunting; no end of smart people one
way and another.”

Beverley smiled complacently and
stroked his short, silky Leard. Since
neceesity would force him ‘0o make the
rectory his headquarters for at least
some few months, he was not at all
averse to hearing his aunt's cews

“] am not surprised they should come
Lere: It is a good country. I don™t
xnow a better, and I have traveled
throvgh a good many in my ‘ime. [ sup-
pose 1 can get a sort of mouat in either
Giiaston or Montberry?”

“No need to go s¢ far,” wmiled Mrs
Thorzgate. “Your uncle has two hunt-
ers in the stables, and be wili be infi-
nitely obliged to any ome who will give
ther a little exercise, mor: especially
as he cannot be here to use them himself.
Would you like to go and nave a look at
them, my dear boy? Yoc will find Pot-
ter still in the stables; in fact, very
little ischanged in the year and a half
jo1 have been away.”

“l don't mind if [ do. Bot where are
you off to?”

Mrs. Thorngate explainad her reasons
lor going to Dinglewood.

“l think 1 will leave the horses, and
accompany you,” he said; it is just as
well to resume acquaintan=ehip with the
folz around.”

And so, chatting languidly in his soft,
musical voice, Beverley flochfort walked
througt the muddy lanes to Dinglewood.
1le remembered he had made a distinet
impiession-on Bheila Fraser when he met
Ler before, and, although he Lad no defi-
aite plans in his miod, he feit he should
bLe wise to renew the friendship with this
extremely wealthy young womsn.

He let Mrs. Thorngate's (l:eery tongue
run on, and was not very ~omurunicative
aboui himsell

“Just back from the Cape,” he ob
werved, when his sunt pinoed him on
this point, “and an uncomfortable  time
§ have had of it. Gold mines, indeed!
More like treadmills. Never worked so
bard in my life, and nothing for it!"
He laughed softly, “Aust Agatha, I
have come home with empty pockets!”

A slight shade passed over Mrs. Thorn-
gate’s face.

“We must not let that last, Beverley,”
she replied; then a little more hurriedly,
bave your small frcome, of

a thing »f the past. I

fond of him to let that last.

“You must have a chat with Gus when
he comes back, and until then, dear, look
upon me as your banker,” she said, gent-

Iy b

“Iar Aunt Agatha!™ Beverley mur-
mured, pressing her hand. His gratitude
was entirely assumed, since he had set-
tled this arrangement in his mind before
be left Port Elisabeth; but Mrse Thorn-
&5~ never doubted it for a moment.

“You will be a rich man some day,
Beverley, you are so clever. DBralns like
yorrs always succeed.”

“They certainly have served me very
well so far,” agreed Mr. Ro-hfort. There
was ‘a curious smile on his face as he
tecalied how often his brains had carried
sim through disagreeable and awkward
crises. "I must tell you cvll about my
plans to-morrow, Aunt Agatha. Are those
tha Lghts of Dinglewood? [ had an idea
it was moch further away. What a
fine property it is! Miss Fraser is a
wucky young woman., Is she rppropriated
yer?” '

“There is no definite engagement; but
I don't think I am far wrong if 1 say
Sheila’s fancy leans toward Lord John
Glendurwood, I think y1 met him
whe.a you were here before.”

A grim look settled on Beverley Roch-
iort's handsome face: his lips compressed
thewrselves into a tight, ngly line.

“Yes, | know Glendurwood,” was all
he ssid; but a keen listener might have
detected something hard and strange in
his voice. “He is a very decided prig,
Aun*t Agatha.” ;

Mrs. Thorngate made no reply to this,
ior, truth to tell, she had a weak spot
‘s her heart for Lord John, and was oné™
2" hir warmest admirers.

“I hate prigs! I knew one out there”
—with a comprehensive nod backward at
some unnamed bournée—"to whom-} took-
a faney.” Beverley laughed softly. “He
was the surliest chap I ever came across,
vut what a plocky one! We knocked
against each other pretty often. [ felt
sorry for him, somehow; Le reemed al-
ways so glam. He gave me a packet to
bring home to some Jawyers here, and
mace me swear | would hoaoestly deliver
it. He called himself John Marsh, but
L aa _guite sure that was nc: his name.
He must have been a good-looking fellow
when he was younger, with eyes as blue
—well, as your large sapphire ring, Aunt
Agatha, and coal-black hair. A strange
comlination! I pever saw it before.”

“Why, that's just what tlat child is
tike I cried the rector’s wife.”

“What child?’

“Miss Fraser’s maid, and a protege of
Gus! Buoch a lovely iittle creature. I
wisn you could see her; Beverley.”

“1 never waste my admiration on ser-
vacis,” he said as they reached the low,-
wide porch-like entrance of Dinglewood
House.

Miss Fraser was dispensing tea fo her
grace the Duchess of Ha.torough and
one ot two other people. She received
Mrs. Thorngate in the wrrm, pretty
fashL.on she always asumed befcre Jack's
mother,

“How good of you to come! Dear
mamma will be so pleased (o see you!
Thanks, she is really better this afternoon
—al least [ hope so. Oh! she [rightened
me terribly when she fell down in that
fairting fit! 1 did not waat her to go,
but she would do it. Mr. Rochfort,
will you come and sit nere? Dear god-
mamma, may I introduce Mr Beverley
Rochiort togrou? He has just come back
from foreign parts, -and #ll entertain
you, | am sure!”

The duchess moved her ample skirts
w0 that Beverley might sit down. Lord
John was speaking very plaialy and earn-
estly

“Sheila,” he said, as he Irew the girl
apait from the rest for a moment, “how
comes that man here?”

“What man? Oh, Mr. Rochfort?
Why he is dear Mrs. Thorngate's nephew.
Stupid Jack, as if you did not know
that "

“]1 did not know it, or I should not
have asked the question. | have never
seen bim down here befors, and I have
never heard Mrs, Thorngite speak of
hime.”

“Oh, he is her joy and her beloved. 1
cali him handsome, don’t you? But, of
course, no man ever aamires another; I
forgot.”

“Whoever he may be, I &now him as
one of the greatest blackgnards it has
ever been my lot to meet.”

“(yood gracioys, Jack, hox awful; and
Mr. Thorngate a clergyman, too!”

“Mr. Thorngate has nothing to do
with him. 1 doubt if he would ever let
him jnside his house if be Fpew as much
about him as I do.”

Boverley was in the Sest of spirits.
Ile btad earefully noted chat whispered
wonfitence at the fire, just as he had
noted that Lord John Glendurwood did
not vouchsafe him any greeting. He was
much relieved as Bheila came vp to them
and treated him to a smile. He did not
quite understand her expression, but be
studied it.well and determined to think
it over., He was a most amusing man ;
he could tell an anecdote with just enough
disregard for the truth as to peint it well
and make it more palatadble. His volce
wns so pleasant, his beariag so grace-
ful, and his face so handsrme, that he
won everybody’s heart.

“You must come to Craigiands,” ecried
the avchess, with decision.

Meanwhile Jack Glendu-wood was
stricing through the echill February af-
terncon ; a slight frost and mli of snow
had the meet that morning,
aud he felt a trifie bored.

By this time he was at ‘he stables,
and, going in, he examined Ekella’s mare
Diave and gave a word of prase to the
head groom. As he was sauntering
across ‘the court yard he =an agalost a
man hurrying In from a +«ide avenue,
which was the servant’'s entrance and
exit from Dinglewood and tha village,

“What, Downs, you nere! Is Lord
Iverne lll, or what Is the matter?” ‘he
exclamed in nrprise, as be recognized
his own servant.

Downs stammered owt some sort of

eaplepation about having lef: somiething

! thai

4 most sparingly.

before. .

bad bim long, sad did pot pa

care for him. He felt that Downs was
lying at this moment. Lle -mm,l to
the dogs scattered about, snd turned
down the avenue from whicl his servant
had burried. He bad pot guvne many
steps before he came to & standstill
There, just in front of him, her hands
preesed close to her breast, ¢+ bed in the
black cloak and veil in which be had frst
seen ber, stood Audrey.

She was perfectly ereet, atd beld Ber
head proud and high. The light was
fasl growing dim, but he coild see how
white her face was, and how her eyes
were glowing,

“What are¢ you doing bere alone?” he
exclsimed, almost perempti-ily, coming
close up to her. As he did so he noticed
her” breath was comiog In great
pantiLg sobs, as from some one who had
beer mortally frightened. *“\What is'it?
What is the matter?” he askod, hurriedly.
“Will you not speak to me, litrle friend ¥

“I have no friends,” she said in a voice
that was hoarse with agitaic’'on and ex-
citement ; *I—1 am all alune m the world.
Ever Jean eannot help mg uow.”

Jack Glendurwood moved a step near-
er, and his foot kicked agairst a
that was on the ground; but be did mot
notige it. “Something has kappened,”
he said, earnestly and kindly. “Will you
tell me what it is?’

Audrey gazed before her i1 a -t..hﬂl
daszed fashion for another mument or so;
then she gave a little cry, and pressed
bher two hands before her eyes

“Oh! if I could have oniy kilied him!"
she said, flercely, yet kindly. “How dare
he! How dare he!"

Lord John started and nis palses theill-
ed. He was about to quesdion her, and
then, like a flash of lightnivg, the truth
came 10 him—Downs' stammering awk-
wardness, the girl’s shame »nd misery.
The man had evidently insulted her—
peraaps had kissed her! A lot tide of
color surged to Jack Glendu ‘wood's face.

“it shall not oceur again,” ho soothed
her. and still clasping ner bards; “you
must not come out here in the dusk alone
if you eam help it; you are too young,
too—too pretty, my child. New you are
going to be brave, you will nor ery any
meve?’ s

But the tears were fast coursing one
another down her Tair, whlte cheeke—

“1 am going away,” ahe said, as well
as she could speak, “Miss Fraser won't
keep me any longer. She said I was to
go a1 once. I—I know I am stupid, but
if she would only give me a chance [
shoula do better—but she won't, and
now | must go back to the home and
they will scold me, and——"

“Sent you away like this— at this time
of night? ©h, there must e some mis-
take I Jack’s voice was full of just
ind:gpation. ac

Audrey assured him 't was only too
true, and eased her sorrowlal Lttle heart
by pcuring out’ her disappointment and
mieery. until suddenly she remembered,
with a start, that she was presuming
dresdfully on his kindness, ani came to
a piremature stop.

*“t shall never, never forget all you
have done for me!” she «aid in Jlow, brok-
en pctes, and then she nad lceosened her
nold and was out of sight.

Ile stood gazing after her, and then.
as tl h urged by some wild, unconquers
able impulse, he lifted his bana and kiss-
ed the spot her lips had towcbed.

“I love her!” he said to cimself, vague-

ly, set with a rush of joy fill'ng his heart.

‘I love her! My darling! My darlingl™
(To be continned.)

THE REAL LINCOLN.

He Was Nelther Ungracefal, Now

Awkward, Nor Ugly. 3
For many years it has been the
fashion to eall Abraham Lincoln home-
ly, says a writer. He was very tall
and very thin, His eyes were deep-
sunken, his skin of a sallow pallor,
his halr coarse, black and unruly. Yet
he was nelther ungraceful, nor awk-
ward, nor ugly. His large features
fitted his large frame, and his large
hands and feet were but right on a
body that measured six feet four
Inches,

His was a sad and thoughtful face,
and from boyhood he had carried a
load of care. It Is small wonder that
when alone or absorbed In thought the
face should take on deep lines, the
eyes appear as if seeing something be-
yond the vislon.of other men, and the
shoulders stoop, as though they too
were bearing a welght., But in a mo-
ment all would be changed. The deep
eyes could flash, or twinkle merrily
with humor, or look out from under
overhanging brows, as they did upon
the Five Points children, In kindllest
gentleness,

80, too, In public speaking. When his
tall body rose to its full helght, with
head thrown back and his face trans
figured with the fire and earnestness
of his thought, he would answer [0 g
las in the high, clear temor that came
to him in the heat of debate, carrying
his Ideas so far out over listening
crowds.

It has been the fashion, too, to say
that he was slovenly and careless In
his dress. This also Is a mistake. His
clothes could mot fit smoothly on his
gaunt and bony frame. He was no
tallor's figure of a man, but from the
first he clothed himself as well as his
means allowed and In the fashion of
the time and place,

In the same way he cared little for
the pleasures of the table. He ate
He was thankful that
food was good and wholesome
enough for dally needs, but he could
no more enter Into the mood of  the
eplcure for whose palate it [s a matfer
of Importance whether he eats roast
goose or golden pheasant than he

under the sea.

Thelr Brand. _
“Did you know that politiclans have
a particular kind of sweets to which
they are partial?”
“I didn’t know It about politiclans
especially. What [s the kind?”
“Candled dates, of course”—pPalth

mere American

- -

belorging %o Niar of the house the duy
Jack looked uf the man. Fle had not

and '

The barber hushed the last vibrations
of the Spanish fandango by laying his
hand across the strings and shook his
head, : A

“Nat me,” he smid, “You go to a
lawyer an' ask him what he thinks of
it. 1 got myse|f In a great mix-up
once by buttin' In with good advice.
There was a feller name ¢ Brank
come to me once an' while I was cut-
tin’ his hair he told me about another
guy name o' Bturgis 'at owed him $3.50
for some paperin’ he'd done for him. 1
don’t remember now jest egsackly how

g It was, whether there was any dispute

about the work or not, - I didn't pay so
much attention to It, anyway. But he
claimed Sturgls owed this $3.50 an' he
couldn't git it out of him, .
“‘Why don’t you sue him? T says.
“*What good 'ud that do me? he
says, ‘I'd bave to pay a lawyer §$10.
“*‘Why don't you take It eut of hls
hide? T says—Jest llke you mlight say
it. I dido't care nothin' about it one
way or ancther. Sturgls uster keep a
mug with me an' I had his t-ade
steady, .
““Fhat's what I'd do,’ I sar »—jest
talkin®.  I'd go up to him an" 'd say,
“You pay me that $3.50 you owe me,
:;)::oue you, or I'll take It out @ your
a‘bl
“‘I"ve a notion to do it,’ he says.
,“'Do &8s you like about It I says
‘It ANt ng business o' mine.”
“Well, sir, right there an’ them Stur-
gis comes Into the gshop. As s00mw as he
seen who was In the chalr he looked
kind o' abbergasted, but he didn’t go-
out, as I was hopin’ he would. He set
down an’ picked up a paper sw' begin
readin’. Brank seen him In the glass
an’ he looked kind of abbergasted, too,
but be didu't say nothin’. I'd most
gat through with him, but when I seen

to him not to make no fuss In the shop..

“l guess he didn’t understand what
It was [ sald to him, for he didn’'t walt
to put on his collar. He just walked
up to Bturgis and he says: ‘You pay
me that $3.50 yow owe me, doggone
you, or I'll take It out o' your hide’|

“I tried to step In between 'em, but'|
I wasn't guick enough. Sturgls didn't
say nothin'; he just hauled off: an']

an' scattered’ the tonic an’ halr brushes

over the floor' an' the next minit they
was trompin’ an' smashin’ 'em Into the
ground. I pleked up' a cane chair an’
threw It at Sturgis an' It missed him
an’ brought down the mug rack. Btur-
gls lert off poundin' Brank long enough

didn’t miss I got It on top o' my head
and I concluded to draw out an’ call
for help. When I got back with the
marshal Sturgis had gone an' Brank
was jest comin’ to hls senses, ;

“Well, I had "em both arrested an'
Brank told the"justice I'd put up a job
on him an’ T got fined §10 an' costs for
Incitin’ to a breach of the peace: Then
I sued Sturgls for damages an' lost
out, an’ the result o' that fracas was
-1 busted up In business an’ had to get
out o' town—jest by talkin' a little.”

*“That's the trouble with you bar-
bers,” commented the listener. “You
will talk.”

“It's cured me;” sald the barber.”—
Chicago Dally News.

— ——————

MAUNA LOA BELCHES LAVA AND FIRE.

Zeny

Jrreow
a ionwnine
Noller Love

five miles of waste land.

Voleanie eruptions and lava flows

cursions from all parts of the islands
wonderful spectacle.

REMARKABLE PHOTOGRAPH OF MAUNA LOA, IN ACTION.

The eruption of lava and fire from Mauna Loa, in Hawall, is Increasing,
and more than one flow has reached the sea. A new flow extends over thirty-
It Is moving at the rate of thirty miles an hour,
is fifteen feet high and half a mile in width.

been happening since the beginning of the islands. Outbreaks from Kllavea
and Mauna Loa, the two active volcanos of the islands, are looked on as
safety valves against destructive selsmic activity,

The present outbreak began recently, when over the mountain there
spread a vast curtain of smoke. A vast column of light reflected against the
smoke and lluminated the entire heavens. It was visible for many miles In
every direction. During the day the appearance of the outbreak from a dis-
tance Is of a great pillar of smoke rising from the top of the mountain. Ex-

=

-

are not feared In Hawall. They have

bave been organized o go and see the

—_— —
HUDSON BAY ROUTE GAINS.

Canadian Transcontinental Lines
Buillding to Great Arm of Sea.
The use of the Hudson Bay route to
Europe can no longer be regarded as a
‘mere vislonary scheme. All of Cana-
da's great rallway systems are push-
Ing their lines in the direction of ports
on the shore of the bay., It will be
'reached from the south, the southwest
tand the west, The more lmpotrant lines
will run from the west and the south-
west, from the wheat flelds and the
cattle ranges. y
The rapid development of Canada’s
great northwest within the last few
rs and the assurance of an even
'more rapld development In the years
.toeomhlubwhtlbmtmmdb
tions, The Hudson bay route s open
for four or five months each year. It
{s shorter by from 700 to 1,000 miles
’m are the present routes between the
'wheat fields and the markets of Eu-

rope, It offers a saving In freight han-
ltllln.. Graln and cattle from Manitoba,
' Saskatchewsan or Alberta will require
ulyuomnlﬁrutholrwqmm.

'ml shipping convenience Is best.re-

alized by reference to a’ map, where
comparison may be made between the
rall routes from Winnipeg or

lake and eanal routes to Montreal or

the Canadian Northern, the Grand
Trunk Pacific and the Great Northern
will all have terminals on Hudson Bay.
80, In all probabllity, will some of the
smaller roads of eastern Canada have
thelr terminals on James Bay, which
forms a pocket at the southern end of
the Hudson Bay shore line.

This Is a matter which Is somewhat
more than likely to have an Important
bearing on the Interests of Amerlean
producers and of Amerlean transporta-
tion lines.—New York Sun.

The Actor's Heaven.

At the Players In New York a num-
ber of actors were arguing about the
meaning of the word “happiness.”

In the midst of the argument Henry
BE. Dixey appeared, and one of the con-
testants said:

“Dixey, what Is your Idea of happl-
ness 7"

Mr. Dixey smiled thoughtfully. Then
he replled: .

“My idea of true happlness is to [le
on a couch before a bright fire, smok-
Ing a large Havana cigar given me by
an admirer, while I listen to a woman
who worships me reading aloud flatter-
Ing press notices about my acting.”—
New York Tribune, '

Cotton' Fabrie in Inea Tombs,

Peruvian tombs dating back to the
time of the Incas have been found to
contaln filne specimens of cotton M-
ries.

knocked Brank kersiap Into the mirror | |

an' razors an' sliampoo mixtures all}

to return the chalr an' this time it|.

. *Yes,' resumed

———

SITRASe . .. SN A Rl
et

WORKS LIKE A SBEWING MACHINE

at one operation. One of the stencils
stenclls from a' motor, push buttons be-

prevent the paper sticking to. the

ers have spent thelr llves among the
mountaing, and realize thelr perils.
When they see some stupld newcomer
starting out alone on what may be noth-
ing less than a sulcidal venture, says
the London Express they say to each
other, “Another mountain-scratcher!™
The sensible tourlst never by any
means purchases an lce-ax. Omne day [
noticed a man enter one of the shops.
He looked at the lce-axes, and finally
bought one, *“No one but a mountain-
scratcher would buy an lce-ax at a toy-
shop,” sald my gulde.

The next day [ started out fog an
easy excursion to the glacler, having
the aame gulde with me who had point-
el out the mountaln scratcher at the
shop. He at once told me that the
“scratcher” had also started for the
glacler, unattended.

When we began to get on the glacler
the guide fastened the rope round my
walst. Not being s cllmber, ! had only
alpenstock. The gulde’s lce-ax was
ample for the cwtting of necessary
steps. :

In a' short time we saw the moun-
tain-scratcher. He was chipping away
with his ax on a broad slope of lce
that reached away Into [INmitable dis
tance, 5

Without wasting words the gulde
stopped me and untfed the rope, “Stay
where you are,” he said. “That fool Is
right In the track of the avalanches. [
must get him-eut of that at once. He
may be killed any moment.”

The gulde soon eame near his man,
but he was over him, and a deep ere-
vasse separated them. I saw the gulde
thrust hlnﬁx forward, but the man's
nerve falled, and he did not grasp It
The gulde saw that he must actprompt-
ly, and thrust the polnt of the ax Into
the man's coat and uuder his leather
belt, and pulled him up by sheer force.
The two came back to where [ was
walting. . There was a low rambling
nolse, which grew louder and louder.
White drifts of moving ice eame hurt-
ling down over the slope where but a
few moments before the man had been
llundln;. We bad reached him just In
time. y

A Nasty Kmnoeok,

Rev. Rodney Swope, rector of the
Vanderblit Church at Asheville, mald
the other night In the cqurse of an ad-
dress :

“These subtle attacks are the most
unexpected and the most wounding.
You have heard about the clergyman
and his aged parishioner? The parish-

should be better pald.

“‘I am pleased to hear you say that,
Brother Brown,’ exclaimed the young
man, beaming with good will and hap-
plness. ‘It rejoloes my beart to hear
you say that'

the parishlioner
thanghtfully ; ‘we’d get a better class
of men, then'"

A Hard Flghter.
“1 always understood Capt. Bhirk
bad quite a fighting record?”

keeps on the go so steadily that It ls
dificuit to find her at home,

“So he has. He always fights flerce-

A steady-going woman ls one who , Iy against any attempt to have him as-

signed to duty In the fleld.”—Philadel-

| phia Pross.

Is preserved for use In making more

Ing used to: regplate the-speed. To

loner sald that he thought clergymen




