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A MILLION

By D. C. Murray

A R .

CHAPTER X.—(Continoed.)
“Do you think you may safely intro-
duce me to Dobroski now?" demanded
¥eno, with a smile of boastful self-com-

placence.
- are you?! Frost demanded
*“How's it done? There ain't a feature.”

He stared hard at Zeno, losing for once
his own shrinking gase.

“Would you like to see it go a little
further ¥ asked Zeno, laughing. He slip-
‘wed his hand to his mouth, Frost heard
a slight clicking sound, and there was

the gape in his teeth like that of an old
man, )

' Frost stared at him still, as if he were
fascinated. “This gets ' me down,” he
mid “This gets me down, and kicks
me while. I'm down. Wait a bit,” he said,
somewhat recovering from his surprise
*I"ll show you something.” He pulled
open & amall drawer, and taking from it a
photograph of considerable size, threw it
on the table. Zeno took it, and after the
merest glance stared up at Frost with an
expression of amazement almost as com-
plete as Frost himself had worn a few
moments earlier. The photograph was an
enlarged copy of the one which Angela
had found among the stereoscopic views
In the little exhibition of Janenne.

s "How did-you come by this?" be asked,

recovering himself.

“Dobroski gave it me. ‘1 was going to

show it to you to warn you off. There |-

lsn't & man in the neighborhood here that
Basn't seen it and studied it. There
Isn’t one of any note among them that
hasn't got a copy of it.” -

“Dobroski gave it you?" said Zeno, in
& new amasement. “My gooll Frost, 1
have peen as cunning as a serpent. 1
bave had down ihere af Janenne a bBunig-
ling spy who did not know me, who was
set to watch Dobroski, such a bungler
that he was certain to find out, and
did fnd himh out, and I had him there
to draw attention from myself. 1 talked
with Dobroski sometimes, a bit of broken
Eaglish, a bit of broken French. I fool-
ed him completely to my own idiotic self-
matisfaction, and he knew me all the time.
Oh, I tell you he is a master. Never a
mign. A sign? Not the least, least, lit-
tle, little sign for weeks, and he knew
all the time! A masler.”

At that instant there came a lond
knocking at the fromt door, and Frost,
putting his head out of the window,

downward.

“Who's there?" he cried. . “The house
Is all abed.”

“It is I, Mr. Frost,” said a gquiet volee
below. “Can I speak to you for a meo-
ment 7"

‘ Mr. Frost drew in his head so sudden-
My and incautiously that he struck It
wemoundingly upon the woodwork of the
‘window, and then the spy and the traitor

‘faced each other. The same word was
-on the lips of each, and dropped in a
“mere whisper: “Dobroski "

“Bring him here,” said the spy. “We
sean tell between us if he knows me. A
‘Bittle cournge. Take the bull by the

Go.” . ;
With all this breathed in one rapid

«+ whisper in Frost's ear, he pushcd him

from the room. While he blunderingly
descended Zeno advanced stealthily like a
eat and restored the window and the blind
to

wear anything he could know 7"
he himself. He released with
rapid fingers a single button of his waist-
coat, slid the bar of his watch chain
through the buttonhole and transferred
watch and chain to his coat pocket. Then
he stripped his fingers of the rings he
wore and put them in his purse, and a=
be did s0 he heard the jar with which
the front door opened. His breath came
hard and fast, and his fat cheeks were
blanched, but he seated himself in a
battered armchair near the fire.

“Are you alone, sir?" asked Dobroski,
when Frost bad opened the deor. *“Can
T speak with you?”

“l am not alone, Mr. Dobroski,' an-

swered Frost. “I have a friend with me.
Will you come in? He would like to
meet you, sir. He is a countryman of
yours.”

“] will come in for a moment,” said
Dobroski. He entered from the rain,
which was driving dewn rapidly, and as
KFrost closed the door he said, in tran- |
quil and ‘ordingry tones, “Mr. Zeno is
here. He arrived in London this even-

ing.

CHAPTER XL

For a moment Frost felt hollow, and
bad some ade to stand upright. He held
the handle of the door in one hand, and
with the ether propped himself against
the wall, s

“Zeno T he contrived to may, in a volece
which be knew to be much unlike his
own. “Ah. The spy.”

He expected some sort of instant con-
demnation, for to his startled mind the
statement that Zene was there meant
that Zene was actually within the house,
.and was of itself proclamation of the
discovery of treason. He bad time enough
to be shet, stabbed, poisoned, abdueted,
and tried for treason in his own swift-
darting, frightened fancy before Dobroski
spoke again.

“Yen,”" mald Dobroskl, “he is here. It
= well that everybody should be warned
of him.”

“Of course,” returned Frost, trembling
in his limbs, and speaking with a shake
in his volce. “He seems to be a danger-
ous sort of fellow.”

. Dobrogki meunted the staircase In sl
Jence, and entered Frost's room in obedl-
ence to a wave of the band from the regu-
lar occupant. Frost followed in time to
e Zeno turn In his armchair and look
mt the newcomer with a casual air. This

Zeno arose slowly and as if unconsciously
from his seat,

“This,” said Frost, who knew not
what to make of Zeno's airs, and was
newly frightemned by them—"this is Mr.
Dobroski.” He was vainly casting about
‘n his mind for Zeno's allas, when Zeno
himself relieved him,

“I knew it,” cried the spy, in English,
and then with a sudden forward rush he
threw himself at Dobroski's f and
seizsing one of his ankles in both
kissed his boot again and agaim, with
wild, gurgling ejaculations which meant
nothing to Frost's ears, but stood In
Polish for “Angel! Preserver! Patriot!
Father!” and a variety of expressions of
worship and affection. Dobroski tried to,
withdraw his foot from this unexpected
worshiper's grasp, but Zeno held on tight-
ly, and the old man submitted after a
while, but looked round on Frost with a
questioning air which set that traitorous
personage at his wits’ end. ol
“Come," said Frost, stooping to seise
Zeno, as the best way of hiding his em-
barrassment.  “Doa’t you think you've
done about enough of that? It's mo lux-
ury for Mr. Dobroski té6 have you licking
his boots like a dog.” -

Zeno went on kissing and gurgling for
a second or two, and then allowed JF'rost
to drag him to his feet. The old man
had walked by muddy ways, and his wor-
shiper’s countenance bore signs of con-
tact with the boot. To Frost's utter
aragement, tears were coursing down the
spy’s fat, white cheeks.

“I declare!™ said the Irikh-American,
inbewilderment, as -he shook Zene by
the shoulders, “what's the matter with
the man?”

“What is the matter?" demanded Zeno,
turning upon him with smeared and tear-
ful face and tragic gesture. “Behold the
preserver of my life, my father's preserv-
er, my mother's, the patriot, the chief,
thrr"lchl. the god, of my unhappy coun-
try ! ‘

With this he fell into a chair near the
table, and dropping both arms across the
table and his head upon his arms gave
himself up to convulsive sobbing.

“1 do not recall your friend,” said Dob-
roski, looking toward Frost.

*No," cried Zeno, raising his head to
his fellow scoundrel's intense relief. *“I
am of Warsaew. My name is Wroblews-
koff. Marco. It is. thirty years ago.
I was but a lad.”

He spoke in Polish, and Dobroski's
look of inquiry ‘gave way to one of pleas-
ure and welcome.

“I remember,” he said—*1 remember.”
He stretched out a hand to Zeno and the
rascal took it and kissed it.

“My mother blessed you with her dy-
ing breath,” he said. “My father. died
in éxile, blessing you. My sister’s chil-
dren cherish your memory and pray for
you nightly.”

The bewildered Frost asked himself
repeatedly whether the thing were true or
false, Dobroski released himself from
the spy's grasp and walked to the window,
and looked out on the rainy night. Then
Zeno, turning upon Frost, began in Eng-
lish a story of the utmost circumstance,
which he related with so natural an emo-
tion and so complete an air of veracity
that it was hard to disbelieve him, though
the listener was certain he was lying.
Once or twice, at the mention of a name,
Dobroski turned and asked after the his-
tory of its owner.

Frost was eager and yet afraid to be
alone with Dobroski. He had been horri-
bly frightened all along. When Zeno
had seemed to stand on the edge of a
fatal blunder in respect to his wife's na-
tionality, his blood had suddenly run cold,
and he had eyed Dobroski in an agony of
apprehension.

“Perhaps you. don't know,” said Frost,
addressing his fellow rascal, “what sort
of a muss you've got your features into.
You'd better take ome of them candles
into the next room and get a wash there.”
Zeno glanced at himself in the dis-
colored glass above the mantelpiece, and
feigning to be surprised by what he saw
there, took up a candle and retired. As
he entered the bedchamber he stumbled
against a chair, and in putting it out of
the way propped the door open with it
Frost approached Dobroski.

“] domn't quite make out this news of
yours, sir,” he said, balf whispering.
“You say Zeno is in London. Who has
seen him?”

“He was seen and recognized at Char-
ing Cross station by two of the breth-
ren,” returned Dobroski. *“Unhappily he
was missed and lost in the erowd. They
saw him take a cab, but in the confusoin
they followed the wrong vehicle.”

Frost, standing with his back to thé
light, dared to look into Dobroski's eyes,
which were illuminaterd by the flame of
the solitary eandle. He could read there
no sign of suspicion, but he asked him-
self what would have bappened if Zeno
had been tracked to his residence—what
would happen if he really had been track-
ed there, and if Dobroski were only play-
ing with him. The fancy turned him
cold.

“You have been looking at this por-
trait?” said the old ma&h, striding past
Frost, and taking up the photograph,
which still lay upon the table. “He will
be troublesome to us, most likely, but
we are forewarned against him, and fore-
warned is forearmed in the proverbs of
many pations.” v

“My candle has gome out” maid Mr.
Zeno, presenting himself! at the bedroom
door with the
and & towel in other. Dobroski threw
a photograph on the table, and Zeno, as
he relit his eandle at the other, glanced
at it. “Deo you know this man, friend
Frost? he demanded, laying a finger on
his own portrait. “He Is not a friend of
yours, I bope?”

“Why not?" asked friend Frost, husk-
ily.

“He is a scoundrel,” returned Zeno,
placidly, looking as if he noticed nothing,
but keeping the keenest lookout on Dob-
roski through the discolored mirror. “He
is & Russian spy, that fellow.”

“How 0o you know?” Frost demanded.

wras succeeded by a start of surpriss, and

Ha crouched over the fire and rubbed his

. T koow. his 8 |
t in a million, but T Bave

with me.” '
“What do you know of him ™ ssked
“Is be an able man?" \

I talked with him and be
made fifty mistakes in a bundred words.”

came blunderingly upstairs again,’
“Well?" said Zeno, whoe was toweling
H-;.dlhdmthnhﬂr. “Did he kpow

“I do not know,” said Frost, with ex-
treme slowness, “whether he knew you
or whether he didn't. But if an opinion
is any use to you he was no more taken
in than, 1 was." 7,

“Pooh " cried Zeno.

“Anyway,” replied Frost, “I ain't fool
enough to ask you to pitch your temt on
my premises just at present. The best
thing for you to do is to slide before
the old man has time to set a wateh on
this particular tenement.”

“Give me his address,” said Zemo. "I
will know whether he suspects or mot.
I shall call upon him to-morrow.”™

(To be continued.)

NEW FAD OF KANSAS FARMERS.

Have Public Sales to Dm‘-l

Stock and Farming Implements.
Never was there such an epldemie of
‘public sales on the farms as this
spring. Seven auctioneers have

kept busy and others are in traluing
for auctiomeers’ schools. Some of the
auctioneers are “Colonels.” They clalm
that title when they have “eried™ 100
sales.

But it 1s only the result of the farm-.
ers getting rich—and of the land beom
which causes much change of lecation.

Central Kansas has reachied z time
when the farmers who have made their
home here, writes an Abilene egorre-
spondent of the Kansas City Star, have
acquired more material than they need
to run their farm, or are anxious to
change their residence, and so waat to
have a “sale.,” They go to the ecounty
seat and make mrrangements with the
auctioneer, and have their bills print-
ed. The latter are put wp I post-
office or are scattered on ﬂ:h!ﬁco
posts of the vicinity,

The attendance om the public sales
is usually good, nothing but bad weath-
er keeping the farmers of the vicinity
away. The women frequently accom-
pany thelr husbands and form an in-
terested portion of the audlence when
the household goods and eanned fruit
are sold ; -

The crowd that has looked over the
possessions of the household curiously
and nodded at the various flaws in the
implements of the farmyard has slso
had a rude sort of entertalnmefit. On
every sale bill in large letters appears
“Free lunch at noon,” and some. of
them have the additionnl legend.
“Bring your tin ecups.” This Is Greek
to the eity resident, but the farmer
knows what It means. It is a promise
that there will be great steaming cans
of coffee, with plenty of sandwiches
and perhaps pickles. The task of pro-
yiding cups for & hundred or two wisit-
ors Is s formidable one, and the pru-
dent bhousewife asks that the comers
bring cups to use at this function. The
babitual auction attendant Is fully
equipped with thé cups to use on such
occasions.

During the winter all sales begim at
10 o'clock, but as the days lengthen the
noon start Is more common.
pends upon the amount of material to
be sold. Sometimes there ls something
more than coffee to drink, but mnot
often. B

The amount of property changing
hands In this growing method of dls-
posing of used farm muterial 1s enor
mous. In this county alone probably
seventy-five sales have been beld since
the first of the present year, and they
have averaged more than $1,000 ueh,ﬂ
or at least $100,000 worth of second
hand goods disposed of by farmers to
their neighbors. The same condition
exists in nearly every well settled
county of the State, and so common s
the custom becoming that it # unilke-
ly that It will show any diminution
for some time to come.

Not What He Asked, {

In these days of Individualism In
thought and action the balance of ae-
elgion tips more and more toward the
personal. Even In the matter of spell-
Ing, the ego asserts Itself In the face
of tradition and history. “Bobby,” In
Tit-Bits, is not the only person who
constitutes himself the final court of
appeal In the realm of orthography.

“So yon go to school, do you Bob-
by?" asked the minister, -

“Yos, sir,” answered Bobby.

“Lét me hear how you spell ‘bread.'”

“B.ore-de” _

“The dictionary spells It with an ‘a,’
Bobby.”

“Yes, sir; but yon dldn’t ask me bow
the dictionary spells It; you asked me
how 1 spell IL” pi

Mexico 1s beginning to grow rice on

a large scale

It all de-|
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means, says Willlamsport (Pa.) Grit.
A horse or automoblle race is not In the

The spectators share It, and they feel
umuumludo-thtlthluu
agalnst time and space, with death as a
competitor with a possible chance of

| winning. The balloon racer is unques-

tionably above other racing men. He
goes over a course lu which ordinarily
no obstaclek can be placed, and he usu-
ally has the track to himself.

Above [s a pleture of a recent balloon
race showing the balloons ready to'
dtart. There are about a dozen of them,
and each one Is tugging at the ropes
which ‘hold It eaptive, One almost fan-
cles the great canvas spheres are ani-
mate belngs and are eager to be off at
the crack of the pistol, like a trained
track horse. mmm_nulhnd-
Ing about, sizing up the racers and the
men who wilk race them. The balloons
are really the racers of the aerial track,
and the daring balloonists are the jock-
eys who will gulde them over the eourse.
When all was In readiness, at a giv-

en signal the balloons were simultane- |

ously released, and shot up Into the atr
with a loud swish. A mighty shout
arose from the assembled spectators.
For a few moments the racers seemed
to be about neck and neck in the race,
and then the racer floating the red
und ®hite colors forged a bit*ahead. A
shout of frenzied delight arose from
Its partisans. Evidently the applause
reached the ears of the man guiding

fame class, and even the human race Ia |
- | quite tame along side of it, The excite- |
ment is not contined to the competitors. |
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distance by far In the specified time.
There was not a hitch or accident In
the race. In spite of the danger which !
is certalnly. always present with such
sport, balleon racing |s rapidly growlng

3

It, for the balloon shot ahead another

In popularity.

call their

JULIET V. STRAUSS,

woman can never do this by assuming
husband’s monex."”

——Many & woman thinks Ber busband stingy when he Is only reasonable,
and many & man gives in to his wife’s pleading for money to furnish the
hounorlendthochllar@ﬂum'nhulwmmmmjmg”h

him the money should be Iadd' by for

mean In money matters and men who have lived narrow, pitiful lives because
their wives wewe of the skinflint disposition. Lack of mouey can come as
pear dwarfing a !fe as any other thing, except a narrow mind and a parrow

ereed. But we need not be hopelessly

fisted man.

who travel and see and hear all that

United States, but who Is mevertheless

Chicago Journal.

Ceould Net Fool Her.
Susplielon, once planted In the human
breast, s quick and fiourishing of
growth. The countryman, proverbial
balt for the wicked, s more often taken

type was the old farmer's wife whose
story s told In the Minneapolis Jour-
ual. The ways of-the city were a mys-
m.oodw,undohom
armed for every emergeéncy.
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Women are always telling a tale of woe about
the tragedy of not having any money they can

from husbands who treat them
jAfter reviewing tlnl matter dispassionately, 1 con-
fess to a sneaking sympathy with the men. Where

fdea that I am economical and thrifty,

ing nothing to show for It. Plenty of people with
less to live on dress better and make more show
in: the world.

Whenever [ bear a woman boast of being a
good manager 1 always take it with a grain of
salt. Good management comes In malnly when
there Isn't anything to manage on. [t consists in being quite chieerful and
smiling In a last-year's gown and a made-over hat. The best management In
the world is_In making lfe worth living to yourself and to your family., A

women, custom sbackled and seemingly at the mercy of some selfish, close-

Let me say again, theugh I parsphrase Wagner, that liberty s a state
of mind. ! know women who have private Incomes to apply as they llke,

not happler or brighter or much better informed than the writer of these
lines, who bas never in her life bgen free from poverty, who has seldom been
out of her native State, who has never seen the ocean or the capital of the

universe, “whose Ianterns” are the moon and Mars."—Jullet V. Btrauss, In.

own and belng obliged to ask for It
like beggars.

one of those pig-headed idealists who
working themselves to death and hav-

& downtrodden alr about spending “her

a rainy day. 1 know women who are

beund in shallows, even though we be

Is to be seen and heard, and who are

a denizen of the world—a child of the

Hobson's Choloe.
The phrase “Hobson's cholce” eorig

| Zavovites

—on

Ly

] the
Al qulet along the Potomac,” thsy sy,
“Except now then a stray picket
Is shot, us be on bis beat to and

By lhr?lmiﬂh“mw;
"l‘h_lo&hc—i ﬁupummm

then W < 1
Will not count ln the mews of the
battle;

Not an officer lost—snly one of the men,
mummdu-.hbhshnuh

fountain, ]
And bhe thinks of the two in the low
7 trundle bed
Far away in the cot on the mountain.
His musket falls slack—his face, dark
and grim,

As he mutters & prayer for the children
asleep,
For their mother—may heaven

~her! .
The moon seems to shine just as brightly
m"pm.tmmm love yet unspoken
— - = - ne , .
Leaped up to his lips—when low-mur-
" mured vows .

Were pledged to be ever unbroken
Then drawing his sleeve roughly over his
H

off tears that are welling.
And gathers his gun closer up to its place,
As if to keep down the heart-swelling.

He passes the fountain, the blasted plne

. dreary.
Hark! was it the dight wind that rustied
the leaves?
Was it moonlight se suddenly flashing?
It looked like a rifle: * * * “Ha; Mary,
good-by I"
And the life-blood is-ebbing and plash-
ing.

All quiet along the Potomac to-night;
No sound save the rush of the river;

While soft falls the dew on the face of
The picket is off duty forever |

—Ethel Lynn Beers.

The Merry Heart Goos ANl the Way.

When you come to a wearisome bit of the
road,
Where the stones are thick and the
path is steep,
And the back is bowed with: the heft of
the load, !
As the narrowing wayp ls hard to keep,
Don't stop just them: for a wasteful sigh,
But challenge the worst with steadfast
cheer

God's angels will hasten, your pioneer.

When, you reach the lonesome fllt of the
road,
Curtailed about with mist and murk,
And you hear faint sounds from the dread
above,
Where shivering, grim hobgoblins lurk,
Just laugh to scorn their doleful cries—
This is the place to whistle and sing;
Brush the fog from your fearless eyes,
And close to the fuith of your fathers
cling.

When you stand at the sowvewful bit of
the road;
And a hand you lowed his loosed its
clasp ;
When streams are dry that in sweelness
flowed,
And flowers drep from your listless

Erasp ;|
E'en. now take heart, for farther on
There are hope and joy and the dawn
of day;

You shall find again what you thought
was gone, 8
'ﬂnmmmiuﬂm)ﬂthway.

~—Margaret E. Bangster.

Matireas from Roosevelt.
John Baylor, formerly a plumber

inated In an English livery stable. To-
blas Hobson was the first man In En

gland to rent out hackney horses. It

It may have been
through laziness, but at all events this
eccentric stable keeper obliged all who
applied to him to rent a horse to take
the one which happened to be standing
nearest the stable door. And so the
phrase Hobson's cholce came to mean
no cholce at all -

But- Ne One Laughed.
At an old-fashioned revival down In

of this world,” she exclaimed. “But'
when I was saved | saw that all my
finery and jewelry and trinkets were
dragging my soul down Into perdition,

-
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“1 used to care a lot for the vanities B=leep

who has been in Panama for some

‘time, has good reason to remember

President Roosevelt. When the Presi-
dent visited the caual zone Baylor
stood In line with others walting to
shake hands with him. Mrs Roose-
velt, struck by the fine appearance of
the young American, called her bus-
band's attention to him. 'The Presl-
dent then turned to Baylor and asked
him if he suffered any bardships,

“l would be happy but for one
thing,” answered the plumber.

“What s that? inguired the Presl-

the Osarks a woman was telling her Jent.

“1'd give anything for a mattress to
m’"

“You will have one, my boy,” re-
sponded the President, with a warm
grip of- Baylor's hand. That night
there was a fine mattress awalting
Baylor at the house where he lived

|with other workmen. — New . York

World. .
| Neothing to Steal,
Minister's’ Wife—Wake up!
are burglars in the house, John.
Ministér—Well, what of It? Let them
find out their mistake themselves—
Christian Register. -

Entirely too much attention s paid

There

[ )
women feared men as much as to the affalrs of the beart snd not
mice “'hnuhhu-umndunmw.

—

If nowhere .olu. there is help on high— -
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