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deification in her ridiculous little body.
Come here, aod by this divine swall lamp
vyou shall read and understand whatever
has been grest and woble and pure and
besutitul in all the song and story of the
worldl Aund yet perhaps it isoot a.llo_geiher
sheurd,” the pretty Mrs Ellison continued,
with a bitter sigh. *“It is pathetie, rather.
I wish there were a few more such men a8
that; the world could et on very well with
& few more of them. But they don't seem to
exist nowadays.”

“Ah, i’ you only knew! Perhaps vour
experience has been unfortunate,”” her com-
panion said, wistfully; whereuapon the
voung widow, without turning her hesd
toward him, perceptibly sniggered.

"“Oh, you!” she exclaimed, in derision,
“You! You needn’t pretend to come into
that exelted eategory—no, indeede—""

“I suppose people have been ssyiog things
shout me to vou,” said he, with a certain
nfibctation of beiug burt. *'Butyou needn’t
hiave believed them all the same.”

“People?™ be said. “"Peoplel Whoy,
everybody knows what vonarel A pro-
tessiona! breaker of poor youmg innocent
4 18" hesris. Haven't we all beard of you?
There were no ench stories came home sbout
Vip, I can sssure vou. Ohb, we all know
whot vou arel™

“You have heard one story,” ssid be,
somewbat stifify; “but if you koow what it
really was, you would see that it was noth-
ing to joke about. Some time I will tell
you. Some other time when vouarein a
more Triendly, a wore believing and sym-
pathetic, mooa.”

“Oh, ves, " she said, laughing. “A wvery
besrtrending story, no doubt! And you
were deeply injured, of course, being 5o ex-
tremely lonecent!  You forget that I bave
seen vou i & pood many bouses; you forget
thut I have been watching your goings on
with Louie Direxel, in this very place. Do
vyou think I can’t recognize the old hand—
the expert—the ariist? Lord Musselburgh,
you can't deceive me.”

“Probully not,” said he sharply. *“I all
tales betrue you have acquired some ex-

erienee yourself,"

“Oh, who said that’ about me!' she de-
manded, with indigonation (but her eyes
were not indignant, they were rather darkly
nmused, if only bhe had made bold to leck
at them). **Who dared to say such a thing?
And of course you lisiened without a word
of protest; probably vou sssented] What it
iz 1o buve friends! But perhapssomeday I,
also, may bave a little story to tell you; and
Li-.vu you uay understand me s litde

etter,”"

Here there was another farm gate for him
1o open, so that their talk was again inter-
rupted. Then they passed nnder a series of
15ty gyay crags hung with birch, and hazel,
und rowan, ull in their gorgeous antumnal
tints, uutil they came in sight of aoother
seciuded little bayv, with silver ripples
breaking along the sand, and with small
outlyivg islands covered with orange sea-
weed where they were not white with
gulis, And here was & further streich
of that windswept, dark blue, stristed
sen, with the lonely nlls of
Morven and Kingairloch, suo-dappled
aund elond-dappled, rnising into the fuir tur-
quoisesky. There was u seent of dew-wet
grass wingling with the stronger odar of
the seaweed; the breeze was blowing freshly
in, And alwavs there came o them the
long, unceasing, multitudinons murmor of
those moving waters, that must have

sotunded to them so great and wvast a thing
beside the small trivialities of their human
speoch.

“Have vou read Vin's article in the Im-
prriol feview?" said Mrs, Ellison, flicking
st a thistle with her sun-shade,

“Nuot yet. But 1 saw it announeed, About
can State Legslatures, isa't i1, or
ig of that Kind?"*
simed to me very ably and clearly
written,” sbe suid, “and with an abuadance
of injormution.  Bat that is wet the point
I guther thut Vin bas been contemplating
ali kionds of contingencies; and that he 1s
now tryiug to qualily for the postof leader
writer on one of the daily oewspapers.
Waat does that wean?—it means that he is
determived to marry this girl, and that be
{ninks it probuble there muy be a break be-
timsell and s father in conwme-

There may he?—thers will be.

I ween

aueneg,

give vou my word! My amiasble brother-
in-law’s theories of socislism and fraternity
and universsl equality are very pretty toys
to play with—and they have even gained
limu wort of reputation through his letters
to the Times; but be doesn’t bring them
into the sphere of actual life, Of course,
Vie bhas his own little money; and I, for
our, why, I shouldn’t see him starve inany

case; but 1 ke it that he is alreadv mak-
ing provision for the future and its respon-
sibilities,. Now iso’t that dreadful? I de-
clare to you, Lord Musselburgh, that when
1 eome down Lo the worning and find a Jet-
ter from bim lyiog on toe hall table, my
heart sinks—just @ if I beard the men on
the stair bringiog down a coffin. Beeause
1 Enow if be Is captured by those penniless
adventurers, it will be all over with my
poor lad; be will be bound to them; be will
hape to support them; he will bave to sacri-
fice fricnds and fortune, aud o future surely

guch a8  never  wyet lav  belore
auy young man, Just thiosk of il

“Well,” she resumed, as they strolled
along under the beetled eraps that were sll
uilame with golden-yvellow bireh and blood-
red rowan, *'1 am not poing to stand aside

und see all that tair promise Jost. Town I

nw a selfisch woman; and hitherto I have
kept aloof, as I did not waant to get myselfl
into trouble. T am going to hold aloof no
Jonger, The more 1 Lear the more 1am

convinead that Vin has falles ioto the
hunds of an unserupulous sharper—perhaps
# pair of them—and I wean 1o have his
eyes opened,. Here is this pew revelatioa
out that American book, which simply
s that you were swindled out of

“One moment,” her companion said,
hastily, and there was a curious look of
mortitication oo his face. T had no right
io teil wou that story. [ broke coufidence;
Il am sshumed of mysell, Aund 1 assure
vou 1 was not swindled out of any £50,
When the old wman came to me with
his Beoteh accent, and his Scoteh patriot-

jsm, =aud hia Beotch plaid  thrown
over his shoulder—well, ‘my heart
warmed to the tartan;" mnd T was

glnd of the excuse for helping him. I did
not want any book; and I eertuinly did not
wanl the money back., But when Vin came
to we aad made explanations, and finally
banded me a check for £50, there was some-
thing in &is maooer that told me T dared
pot refuse, It wus something like *Refuse
this mouey, and vou doubt the honor of the
woman I am going to murry,” Butseeing
that 1 did take iy, I buve now notning to
say. My mouth is shut—ought to have
been shut, ratber, ouly you sad I have had
some very coufidential chats since we came
up here™

“All the same, it was a downright
swindle,"” maid sbe doggediv; “and the lact
that Via paid you back the money makes it
none the less a swindlee Now I will tell
you whnt I am about to do. I must be cruel

1o be kind, I am geing 1o eulist the services
ol Georre Morrje——""
“sir Gueorge?" he asked

“'Nu, no; Gearge Morris, the solicitor—
hie wife and 1 are very great iriends—and 1
“know he would do & great deal for me, Very
Mell; he must pget to kvow simply every-
ihing about tnis cld mau—his whole history
—and il it turns ont to be what 1 imagine
then some o1 us will bave to go to Vin and
tell him the truth, It wou't be a pleasant
auly; but duty never is pleasant. 1 koow
1 shall be called a trastor for my share in it
Here i= Vin appealiog to me to be bis friend
—as il I were not his iriend!— ing me
to vome and take this solitary and friendiess
girl by the hand, and all the rest of it; and
instend of thet I go behind his back and try
to find out what will destroy his youthful
romance for ever. But 1t's got to be done,”
snid the youuyr widow, with a sigh. *Tt
will be = wreneh at first; then six months’
despair; and a life-time of thankfulbess
thereafier. And of course I must give
George Morria all the heio I can. He mnst
make ivquiries, for ene thing, at the office
of the Edinburgh Chronicle: [ remember at
Henley the old gentleman spoke of the pro-
prietor as & friend of hin. Then the man
you kuow in New York, who gave Mr.
Bethune a letter of introduction to you:
what is his name and address™"
“Oh, 8o," suid Lord'M ussel burgh, shrink-
ing buek, us it were. *“No; I don’t want to
&t part o it OFf course, You msy be aet-

Nibesiatl

ing quite richtly; no doubt you mlotl.ns
en%!r‘:ly in Vin's interests; but—but I wounl
rather have pothing to do with it."

“And vet you call vourself Viu's friend|
Come, tell me!” she said, coaxingly.

Again he refused.

“Mind you, I believe I conld find out for
myself,” she wenton. *I know that be is
the editor of & newspaper in New York—a
Scotch newspaper; come, Lord Musselburgh,
give me his pame, or the name of the news-
paper!"

'F'.le\!ro—-u fair,”” he said.

Then she stopped and faced him, and re-
garded bim with arch eyes.

“And yet it was on this very path, only
vesterday morning, that you swore that
there was nothing in the world that you
wouldn't do for mel™

“That was different,” said he, with some
hesitation. “I meant as regards myseif.
This concerns xome one else.”

“Oh, very well," said she, and she walked
on ;mudlr. *I dare say 1 can find out.”

¢ touched her arm to detain her,

‘‘Have you & note book?'’ he asked.

She took from her et a combined
purse and note book; and without a word—
or & smile—she pulled out the pencil.

‘“*Hugh Anstruther, Western Scolsman
office, New York,”” said be rather shame-
fucedly. 4

“There, that is all right!” she said
blithely, and she put the note book in ber
porket again,

“That is as far s we can go in that mat.
ter at present; and now we caan talk of some-
lt.:ing else. What is the name of this little

v

“Little Ganovan, I believe.

“And the other one we passed?”

“Pﬂﬂ Bm E ]

“What is the legend attached to the rob-
ber’s eave up there in the rocks?"

“What legend? Oh, some one told me
the pardeser keeps his tools in that cave,”

“What kind of s legend is that!” she
eaid, impatiently; and then she wenton
with her questions. ‘“Why doesn’t any-
body ever come round this way?"

“I suppose because they know we want
the place to ourselves.””

“And why should we want the place to
ourselves?"”

This was unexpected, He paunsed,

“Ah,” said he, “what is the useof my
telling you? All your interest is centered
on Vio, Isuppose a woman ean on]y be
interested in one man &t any one time.”

“Well, 1 should hope sol'” the young
widow said, cheerfully. *“Shall we go
round by the rocks or through the trees?"

For they were now come to a8 little wood
of birch and larch aud pine; and withont
more ado be led the way, pushing through
the outlying tall bracken and getting in un-
derneath the branches.

“I suppose,”’ said he, in & rather roeful
tone, *“‘that vou don’t know the greatest
proot of affection thata man ean show to a
womnnf? No, of course you doo’tI"

“‘What is it, tnen?" she demanded, ss she
followed him, stooping.

*“Why, it’s going first through a wood,
and Feuing all the spider's webson his
nose.”

But presently they had come to a clearer
space, where they could walk together, their
1ootfalls hulhod{ly the carpet of withered
fir needles; while here and there a rabbit
would scurry off, or Eer chance they caught
a glimpse of & hen pheasant sedately walk-
ing down a glade between the trees. And
vow their talk bad become much more inti-
mate and confidential; it had even assumed
a touch of more or less affected sadness

“It’s very hard,” he wassaying, “thatyou
should understand me so little. You think
1 am cold, #nd eynical, and callous, Well
perhaps [ bave resson to be. I have had
my little experienee of womunkino—of one
woman, rather. I sometimes wonder whether
the rest are anything like her, or are capable
of acting as she did,™

“Who was she?’ his companion asked,
timidly.

And therewith, as they idly and slowly
strolled through this Iittle thicket, he told
his tragic tale, which needs not to be sct
down bere; it was ail about the James river,
Virginin, and a pair of Southern eves, and
betrayal, and farewell, and black night. His
companion listened in the deep silence of
sympathy, and when he had finished she
said, in & low yoice, and with downcast
eyer—

“I am so sorry. Bul at least
there was one thing spared you; you did not
marry out of spite,””

He glanced at her quickly.

*Ob, yes,"” she said, ur.l' she raised her
head and spoke with & proud aud bitter air.
“I have my story, too! Ido not tell it to
every one. Perbaps I have not told it to
auy one. But the mano I loved was separated
from me by lies—by lies; and = was lool and
idiot enough to beiieve them! And tbe one
I told you about—the one with the bezuti-
ful, clear brown eves—so good and noble he
was as everybody declared!—it was he who
came to me with those fulsehoods; and I
believed them—I1 believed them—Ilike the
fool I wasl Oh, yes,” she said, and she held
her head hign, for ber breast was heaviog
with real emotion this time, *it is easy two
say that every mistake meets with its own
punishment; but [ was punished too mwuch
—too much; a life-long punishmeut for be-
lieving what lying friends had said to me!"
She furtively put the tips of her fingers to
ber eyes, to wipe away the tears that lay
along her lashes, “And then I was mad; 1
was out of wg senses; I would have murried
anybody to show that—that I cared nothiog
for—far the other one; and—and I suppose
be was angry, too—he wounld not speak—he
stood aside, and knew that Twas golog to
kill my li.e, and never a single word! That
was his revenge—to say nothing—when he
saw e about to kill my lifel Cruel, do
you eall it? Oh, nol—what does it matter?
A woman’s heart broken—what is that?
But now you know why I think so of men—
and—and why 1 laugh at them—""

Well, her laughing was strange; she sud-
denly burst into a violeut fit of erying and
sobbing, and turned away from him, snd
hid her face in her handkerchiel. What
could be do? This was all unlike the gay
young widow who seemed so proud of her
solitary estate and so well content. Feeble
words of comfort were of small avail. And
then, again, it burdly seemed the proper oc-
casion for offering her more substantial sym-
pathy—though that was in his mind all the
whiie, and very nearly on the tip of bhis
tongue. So perfores be had to wait until
ber weeping was over; and indeed it was she
herself who ended the scene by exclaiming
impatiently:

“There—enongh of that! I did not in-
tend to bother vou with my small troubles
when I stayed behind for you this morning.
Come, shall we go outon to the rocks and
rouud by the little bay? What do you call
it—Ganovan?"’

*¥es; I think they call it Little Gano-
wan,” be said, abseotly, a8 he and she to-
gether emerged from the twilight of larch
and pine, and proceeded, leisurely and in
silence, 1o cross the semicircular sweep ot
yellow sand.

When they got to the edge of the rocks,
they sat down there; apparestly they had
nothing to do on this idle morning but to
contemplate that vast, far-murmuring, dark
blue plain—touched here and there with a
sharp glimmer of white—and the range upon
range of the Kiogairloch hills, deepening
in purple gloom, or shining rose-gray and
yellow-gray in thesun. In this solitude
they were quite alone save for the sea-birds
that bad wheeled ioto the air, screaming
sud ealling at their approsch; but the terns
and curlews were soon at again; a
eloud of gulls returned to one of the little
isiands jllh:lt in fm:;:ﬂr iﬂum; 'Mili. ; slow-
flapping beron wi ts beavy flight awa
to the morth. All once more was l.ilenoey;
and the world was to themselves,

And vet what was he to say to lh!l‘roor
suffering soul whose tragio sorrows and ex-
periences had been thus uoexpectedly dis-
closed? He really wished to be sympa-
thetic; and, if be dared, he would have re-
minded her that

Whispering tongues ean truth,
And M&:'cylrm in I‘m;m; _
And life is thorny; and youth is
And to be 'mli‘ with one we love
Doth work like madness iu the brain.
only be koew bow difficult it is to gquote
poetry without making one's seif ridiculous;
and also he knew that the pretty young
widow’s eyes had a dangerous trick of sud-
:::‘ hl:l[hlﬂ'.h However, it was she who

spo.
I wonder what those who have gone to
church will say when they

have spent all the mornipg bere?” =

dhnv'-nhnnj eai

“They may say what they like" he made
answer promptly. * are things one
eannot spenk mbout in drawingrooms,
among & crowd. And how counld I ever
have imagined that you, with yoau:r Ilils.l
spirits wod m tem t, an
n:lmod-hm::r’. hn{ come thro such
trinls? I wonder that people never think of
the mischief that 1s done by intermed-
dling=—"*

“Iutermeddling?” said she prondly. “It
wasn’t of intermeddling I hed to complain;j

it was a downright eo raey—it was [alse
stories—I was deceived by those who profess
to be my best friends, ere is intermed-
dling and intermeddling. You might say I

was intermeddling in the ease of my nephew.
But what harm ean come of that? Itis not
lies, it is the truth, I want to have told him.
Aund even if it canses him some pain, it will
be for his good. Oh, ves, I dare say it will
canse him pain: one's illusions are not pai
with without s pang. As I told you, I-was
at first inelined to stand aloof. When he
came to me, Isaid: ‘No, thank you, Vin;
1 would rather not know vour new iriends;
I'm a selfish woman, and like comfort and
peace, and I would rather be out of itall’
Then when I did go to see them, I was more
purzled than ever; and T resolved to bave no
responsibility in the matter; for I thought
the infatuation—ifl there was any infatuation
—would weur away. But now when I find
it is serious—and very serious, as I take it—
now I must absudon my selfish isolation and
interfere.  Don’t you think I am right?"

He hesitated.

"1 hope so0,”’ he said. *But you know
things wear such a different eomplexion ac-
cording to the way you luok at them—"'

“But faets, Lord Musselburgh, fucts,” she

rsisted. “‘Do you think & man like George

orris wonla be affected by any sentimental
considerations one way or the other? Won't
he find out just the truth? And thatisall I
honestly want Vin to know—the actual
trath; then let him go on with his eyes open
it he chooses. Faet, Lord llnnelbuggh;
who can objeet to faets?” Then she said—
asshe gave bim her bhand that he might
assist her to rise:

“We must be thinking of geiting back
home now, for if we are lateifor luuch, those
Drexel girls will be grinning at each other
like u couple of fiends,”"

Rather reluctautly he rose also, and ac-
companied her, They made their way
across & series of rough, bracken-covered
knoolls projecting into the rea until they
reached the little bay that is known as Port
Ban; und bere, either the beauty and soli-
tude of the place tempted them, or they
were determined to defy sarcasm, for instead
of hastening home they quietly strolled up
and down the smooth, cream-white beach,
now and again pickiog up a piece of rose
red seu or turning over a limpet-shell,
or watching a sandpiper muking his quick
little runs nloag:ide the clear, crisp-curling
ripples. They did not speuk; they were us
silent as the transparent blue shadows that
their figures cast on the soit-yielding surince
on which they walked. And sometimes
Lord Musselburgh seemed inciined to write
something, with the point of his stivk, on
that flawless sund; and then again he de-
sisted; and still they continued silent.

She took up a piece of pink seaweed, and
began pulling it to shreds. He was stand-
ing by, looking on.

“Don’t you thionk,” said he, at last, ""that
there should be a good deal of sympathy—a
very nunusual sympathy—between two
people who have come through the same

suffering?"’

*Oh, I suppose so,” she said, with al-
feeted carel her eyes still beut on
the seaweed.

“Dio you know,” said he again, “that I
baven’s the least ides what your name isl""

“My name? Ob, my name is Madge,”
she answered,

“Madge?”’ said he. “T wonder il you
make the capital M this way?''—and there-
with he traced on the sand an ornamentsl
M in the manoer of the last century.

“No, I don't,”” she said, “but it is very
pretity. How do you write the rea?"”

Thus encouraged, be made bold to add the
remaining letters, and seemed rather to ad-
mire his bandiwork whea it was done
" “By the way,” she said, I don’t know
your Christian name either!"

“Hubert,”

#.*'Can you write thatin the same fashion?"”
she sugeested, with & simple ingenuousness,

So, grown still bolder, he lsboriously in-
seribed bis name immedistely uuderneath
her own, But that was not all. When he
bad ended be drew a circle right around
both names.

“That is a ring to enclose them,” said he;
and he turned from the scored names to re-
gard her downeast face. “But—but I know
& much smaller ring that could bring them
still closer together. Will you let me try—
Madge?"

He took her hand,

“Yes," she said in a lown voice.

And theu—0Oh, very well, then; then—but
after a reasonable deluy—then they left those
cream-white sands, and went up to the edge
of the blue-green turnip field to the path-
way, and so to the iron gate; and as he
opened the gate for her, she said—

“Oh. 1 don’t know what happened down
there, and what I've pledged myself to; but
at all events there will now be one more on
my side, to help me about Vin, and get him
out of all this sad trouble. ¥You will help
me, won't you—Hubert?"

O course he was eager to promise any-
thine.

“*Aud youeay heis sure toget in for
Meudover. Why, just thiok of him now,
with everything beiore him; and how nice it
would be for ail of us it he had a smart and
clever wife, who would hold her own in
society, and do him justice, and make us ali
as proud of her us we are of him. And just
faney the four of us setting ont ona winter
trip to Cairo or Jerusalem; wouldn’t it be
simply too delicious? The tour of us—only
the lour of us—all by ourselves. Louie
Drexel is rather young, to be sure; yet she
koows her way about;she's sharp: she's
clever; she will have sowe money; and she
bas cheek enough for auything. And by
the way—Hubert—"" said she (and alwavs
with a pretty little hesitation when she
came to his Christian nume), “I must really
ask you—with regard to Louie Drexel—weil
—von know—you bhave been—just 2
little—""

He murmured something about the devo-
tion of a lifetime—the devotion which he
had just promised 1o her—being a very difl-
ferent thing from trivial drawing room
dullyvings; whereupon she observed—

**Oh, ves, men sny 5o by way of excase—""

“How many men have said so to you?”
he demanded, flaring up.

“I did mot sav they had 537d so to me,”
she answered sweetly, “'Don’t go and be so
sbsurdly jeslous without any cause what-
ever. Ifany one hasa right to be jealous,
it is I, vonsidering the way yon have been
going on with Louie Drexel. Butof conrse
il there's nothing in it, that's all well and
done with, and I aw of a forgiving disposi-
tion when I'm token in the right way. Now
about Vin:ean vou sce aoybody who wounld
do better for him thas Loufe Draxel?""

Be sure it was notof Vin Harris, much
as he was interested in him, that Lord Mus-
selburgh wisbed to talk at this moment; but,
on the other hand, in the first flush of his
pride sud gratitude, any whim of hers was
law to him; and perhaps it was a safficient
;;& novel gratification to be able to call her

ge.

“I'm afraid,” said he, “that Vin is not
the kind of person to have his life arranged
for him by other people, And besides you
must remember, Madge, dear, that vou are
assuming a great deal. = You are assuming
that you ¢an ehow Vin that this old man is
an imposter——"'

*Oh, can there be any doubt of it!"” she
excluimed. “Isn’t the story you have told
me yoursel! enough? He pretends be is

ing to write a book; he gets £50 from you;
t appears that the book is aiready being
written by some one else; and then, when it
comes out, the ancient Druid doesn't return
you the money, but coolly allows my
nephew to do it for him. He steals the iden
ot 8 book over there in America; he comes
to England and sells it uoder false pre-
teanes; he has no thought of refunding the
money when he is fonnd out. 'What more?"’

Lord Musselburgh loocked rather uncom-
fortuble; he was 8 good-natured kind of per-

and liked to think the best of every-

T had no right to tell Fou' that stecy,”

d be.
.- "But now.T bave the right to kpow about

that and everything else, haven't I—Hu-
bert?" said she, with a pretty covness.

“And besides,” he continued, **Vin has a

eot explanation of the whole affuir,

ere is no doubt the ald man was just full

of this subjeot, and believed he could writa

nbout it better than anyone else, even sup-

person; he was anxious above all things that
his poetical countrymen over there in the
Btates and Oanada should be done justice
toj and when he heard that the volume was
sctuslly published he immediately declared
that he wonld do everything in his power to
belp it—"" s

ut what about the £50—Hubert?"

“QOh, well,” her companion said, rather

uneasily, *I bhave told you that that wasa
from me to him. I did not stipulats
the publication of any book. And
another thing: he is in absolnte ignorance of
Vin having repaid me the £50,

Bhe considered for & moment: then she
said, with some emphasis—

*"And you think it no shame—svon think
it no monstrous thing—that Vin Harris
sbould marry s girl who has been in the
habit of going about with her erandfather
while he begged money, and acoepted
money, from strangers? Is that the fate
you wish for your friend?”

“No, I don’t wish anything of the kind," |

said he, “il—if matters were so, But Vin
and you look at these things ina very dif-
ferent light; and I can hardly believe that
he hae been so completely imposed on, I
conless I liked the old man; I liked his
aplendid enthusiasm, his magnificent sell-
reliance, and his Scotch plaid; and I
thought the girl was remarkably beauti ul
—and more than that—refined and distin-

ished-locking—something nnusual about

er somehow——""

“Oh, wves, you aure far too generous,
Hubert,”” his compsnion said. **You ac-
cept Vin's representstions without a word.
But I see more clearly, And that little
transaction about the k and the £50
gives me a key to the whole situstion. You
may depend on it, George Morris will find
out what kind of person your grandiloguent
old Scotchman is like And then, when
Vin's eyea are opened——""

““Yes, when Vin's eyes are opened?" her
companion repeated.

“Then he will see into what a terrible pit
he was nearly falling.”

“Are you so sure of that?"’ Mussslburgh
said. *'I know Vin & little. It isn’t merely
o pretty face that has taken his fancy, as
you yvoursell admit. TI he has faith in that
girl, it may not be easy to shake it.”

“I should not attempt to shake it," she
made answer at once, *'if the girl was every-
thing she ought to be, and of proper up-
bringing and surronndings. But even if it
turned out that she was evervthing she
should be, wouldn't it be too awful to have
Vin dragged down into an alliance *with
that old—that old—oh, I don’t know what
to call him—""

“Madge, dear,” said he, “don’t call him
anything, until you learn more about him.
And in the meantime,” he continueq, rather
pleintively, “don’t you think we might
talk a little about ourselyves, considering
what has {ult happened?**

“There is such along time before us to
talk about ourselves,” said she. *“Aund you
know—Hubert—you’ve come into our fam-
ily, ns it were; nod you must take a share
in our troubles,”

They were uearing the hounse; five minutes
;nnrc would bring them in sight of the open

awn.

“Wait a minute, Madee, dear,” said he,
snd be halted by the side of a little bit of
plentation. “Don’t be in such a hurry. 1
wish to speak to you abont——""

“About what?"" she asked, with s smile,

“Oh, a whole heap of things! For exam-
ple, do you want the Bomervilles to know?”

“Idon't particularly want them to know,”"
she answered him, “'but I fear they will
soon find ont.”

“I should like you to tell Mrs. Somer-
ville, lnywa{."

“Very well.”

“Indeed, I don't care if all the people in
the house knew!" gaid he, boldly.

“Hubert. what are you ssying!” she ex-
elaimed, with a fine simulation of horror.
“My life wonld bemade be a burden to mel
Fuuev those Drexel girls; they would shriek
with joy at the chanee of torturing mel I
should take the first train for the South to-
morrow moroing!"

“Really!" said he, with considerable cool-
ness. “‘For I have been thinking thut those
names we printed on the sands—*"

“That you printed, you mean!”

Y——were ubove high-water mark. Conse-
quently they will remain there for sowe lit-
tle time, Now it is highly probable that
some of our friends may be walking along
to Port Ban this afteroocon; and if they were
to catch sight of those hieroglyphics——'"

“Hubert," suid she, with decision. “You
must go wlong immediately after luncheon
and score them out, I would not for the
world have those Drexel girls suspect what
has happened!”

“Won't vou come with me, Madge, after
Inncheon?"”

**Oh, we can’t be hauntine those sands all
day like n couple of sea gulls!™

“But I think you might come!” he
pleaded.

“Very well,"" said she, “I suppose I must
begin with obedience.”

And yet they seemed to be in no hurry to
get on to the house. A robin perched him-
self on the wire fence not four vards away,
and jerked his head and watched them with
his small, black, lustrous eve, A weasel
came trotting down the road, stopped,
looked and glided noiselessly into the plan-
tation. Two wood Eigmns weat quickly
across an opening inthe trees; a large hawk
soared far overhead. Oa this still Sunday
morning there seemed to be no ouve abroad;
and then these two had much to say about o
ring, and & locket, and similar weighty
matters. Moreover, there was the assigna-
tion about theafternocon to be arranged,

But at length they managed to tear them-
selves away irom this secluded Elnm; they
went round by the frout of the big gray
building; andin so doing had to passthe
dining room window.

“On, my gracious goodness!"” Mrs, Ellison
exclaimed—and in no simulated horror this
time. “‘They're all in at lunch, every one
of them, aod [ don’t know how long they
mayn't have been in! What shall T de?”

And then & sudden thought secemed’ to
strike her.

“Hubert, my beadachs has come back!
I'm going up to my room. Will von give
my excuses to Mrs. Somerville? I'da hun-
dred times rather starve than—than pe
found out.”

*'Oh, that’s all nonsense!" said he—but
in an uodertone, for they were now in the
spacious stone-paved ball. “‘Go to your
room, if you like; and I'll tell Mrs. Somer-
ville, and she’ll send you up something.
You musn’t starve, for you're going round
with me to Port Ban in the afternoon.”

And, of course, the gentle hostess was
grieved to hear that her friend had not yet
got rid of her headnche; and she herselt went
forthwith to Mra. Ellisou’s room, to see what
would most readily tempt the anppetite of
the poor invalid, The poor invalid was at
her dressing tuble, taking off her bonnet.
She wheeled round.

“lam so sorry, dear, about your head-
ache—"" her hostess wus begioning, when
the young widow went instantly to the door
and shut it. Then she came back; and thers
was a most curious look—of laughter, per-
haps—in her extremely preity eyes,

**Never mind about the headache!” she
s2id to her astonished Iriend, who saw no
cause for thivamused embarrassment, nor
yet for the exceedingly affectionate way in
which both her hands bad been seized.
“The headuche is gone. I['ve—I've some-
thing else to tell you—oh, you’d never guess
itin the world! My dear, my dear,” she
cried in & whisper, and her tell-tale eyes
were full of confusion as well ns laughter,
*“You'd never guess—but—but I've gone and
made & fool of mysell ior the second time!"

[ To be continued next week. ]

She Was on the Market.

New York World, ]

He (on the shore with a camera, meeling
[ gi;l)—.&l:, I beg your pardon; may I take
you

Bhe (with esgerness, but blushing)—Y.
I'm p&gfaetly ml]m‘: but you'll lll:'i}; :k’
papa first,

ALL lovers of delicacies use Angostura
Bitters to securs & good digestion. TTSSu

TYING A LIVE KNOT.

Champion Smith Explains the Mys-
teries of Contortionism,

WHAT PRACTICE ACCOMPLISHES.

Hints for Youngsters Who Delight in Twiat-
ing and Writhing,

ERBOES REGARDING CRACK TRICKS

IWHITTEN FOE THE DIBFATON.1

Bome people imagine erroncously that to
be & contortionist one has to be “‘to the
manner born,” and I have been asked ques-
tions that prove that the outsider looks unp-
on the contortionist as a regular wonder.
Here are some of the questions that are put
to me every time I perform:

“Have you any bones?"”

“Do you ever eat?"’

“Where do your meals go if you eat?"”

These questions only show how little the
general pubiie know about contortionism.
Nature need not give you any particular
qualities o become a contortionist. If you
are an ordinary sized man—not weighiog
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4 Leg Exercige.

over 140 pounds—yon have the qualities ab-
solutely necessary. The rest will depend
upon yoursell, your patience and persever-
ance. Some will scquire proficiency in
five or six months, while it will take others
two years and more to master everything.
Some will master it easily, soms with diffi-
culty.
PRACTICE THE REQUISITE.

As in every other branch of gymmnasties,
constant and persistent practice is nholuu?
necessary, If you are out of practice, bend-
ing tires vou and leaves 8 soreness and stiff-
ness in all your limbs, but the gymnast who
practices well and constantly need never
know what these things mean.

Some persons think the contortionist is
compelled to aleep in oiled blankets, so that

his joints may be well greased, und there
are others who actually believe bim entirely
boneless, Both opinions, of course, are
wrong. Everybody is aware that the spine
is not a stiff bone, but composed of pleces
which are movable and can easily be placed
and replaced in almost any position. How
little it is necessary to be an out-of-the-way
person to become a contortionist is proved
by the fact that there are very clever female
artists in the profession. But as woman be-
lougs to the weaker sex, she is not able to
bear the strain as well and as long as man,
and, therefore, she has beea obliged to re-
main in the background,
SOME ADVICE,

I should like w give one piece of adviee
to the beginner. Do fot eat before the
formance, in order to keep vourseli lithe

The Backward Balince.

and alert, Ishould notadvise anyone to
begin bending after he is 20 years of age,
as after that time your bones natorally be-
come stiff and settled. Tle ' est iime to begin
practicing contortion is ai the nge of 15, If
oue begins be'ore that time there is some
daneer of injuring the back. It may not be
strong enough to stand the strain, although
anyoue of that age should be able to bend
backward half way to the floor.

In all the German turn vyereins and
schools you will find hending one of the
most important parts of the exercises. In
both the French and German armies back
bending isn daily exercise. Weare far
behind in that respéct, the only bending
that is practiced in our schools and gyvmna-
siums being forward bending, touching the
toes with the hands.

It you have an ambition to become what I
am often called, *‘an auatomical wonder,"” I
can give you a few suggestions. But I tell
you in advance that there is nothing wonder-
ful in what L do und anyone who beging at
the right age and uunder the right training
can do as well as I huve dove, provided he
bas the natural goalifications that I have
spoken of,

AN EXPERT'S CAREER.

My althletic career began in 1882, when I
joiued the New York Young Men's Chris
tian Association. Two yeurs later I joined
the Pastime Athletic Cluband made my
debut #s, a runner, wioning my first half

The Grownd Balan

mile in 2:16. 1 took several times a second
and third prize. Inp 1886 I won my first con-
tortionism champiouship in Tammany Hall.
During the last eight years I bave appeared
at all the prominent elubs of New York in
exhibitions, and have won several chumpion-
ghips in and ont of town, defeating some of
the best known nmateur sthletes, especially
in the line or club swinging.

1In tricks in contortionism there are three
distinet ways of bending—first, forwnrd
bending, ecalled postoring; second, side
bending or twisting; third, back bending.
My experience bus been limited to two
kinds of bending, forward and back. But
I soon dimureci that iu order to become s
finished performer I would have to confine
myself to one kind only, 1 chose, there-
fore, the bick bending, as it is the prettisat,
hardest and most effective form. of contor-
tionism.

AN EASY TRICK.

The leg exercise is about the gasiest trick
acquired, and can be learned in & very lew

weeks. The easiest way to learn it is by
lyiﬂlumrmhauh!rﬂm‘m j
in your right hand and draw it up to touch
our With a little practice you wili
nd that in s short time you esn do this

with both feet. h‘.‘l.‘hn hhth‘:. same thing
llllﬁl‘l as is shown
m-m%akmm of down,

touchiog the floor with the hand and then
twisting the body around sidewsys. The
trick is usnaly very effective and well re-
ceivodn? the andience,

One of theillustrations shows the per-
former balaneing a lighted lamp npon his

The Leficr 0.

forehead and then bending down slowly un-
til he touches the floor. This trick requires
a great amount of practice in order to get so
steady thal you ean balance the lamp safely
without risking an explosion. In practicing
this trick it i best to use at first some article
that rests securely on the forehead and does
not break if it Itﬂlrllli full. Beyin b’y_ ;gmd‘
in ur legs two feet apart; then fo ur
ufmy':nd bE:d down liop:ly'nnﬂl you uy:eh
the floor. You will find, in rising again,
that you need all your strength in order to
come up slowly and keep your lamp well
balaneed. Thisisoneof my best and most
effective tricks.
A FAVORITE FEEFORMANCE.

The ground balance is the grand bend,
and consists of bending down and resting
the ehest upon the ground while your fees
are on the ground, right in front of you.
This can only be done after months of praec-
tice, and is a favorite trick with the'sudi-

ence,

Making the letter O is simply tyiog
one's seli in a knot, and is abont the most
difieult position in contortion. To do it
well n great deal of practice is necessary. It
is accomplished by placing the chest on the
ground, while ing hold of the eet with
the hands, The trick can be donedifferently
aud with a separate effect, as is shown in

Body Twist With Partner.

nnother illustration, when 1 am tied around
the body of an assistant as I was around the
body of Champion William Haas when THE
DISPATCH artist photographed me. To at-
tewpt either of these positions the performer
maust be very lithe and in good practice.

Another illustration shows Mr. Haas
doing a hand stand upon my body while I
am standing upon my hands and bend-
ing backward. Itiscommonly called *‘bend-
ing the erab.”

HOW TO LEARN.

An easy way to learn back bending is to
get down upon vour knees, fold your arms
and bend slowly until you touch the floor.
After that has been mastered you must try
and draw vonr head under you until you
reach your feet, This will serve to limber
your back s0 as to enable you to accom-
plish the most important positions which
require eloser bending.

There are a good many pretty tricks that
ean bo dome with eh A simple one,
only requiring a little confidence and
strength, is to stand upon a chair and rest
your calves ngainst the back of it. Have
some strong mau sit upon your feet, so as to
keep from overbalancing yoursell, then fold
your arms sod bend slowly until you reach
the floor. You ecan add to the finish of the
trick by picking up a handkerchief with
vour teeth. It will take all your strength
to raise yourself from the floor.

SOME CHAIR TRICKS.

Another pretty bend is to take two chairs
and place them about two feet apart. Put
one foot in the center of each one, then bend
down backward very steadily until you
reach the floor without using your hands in
any way. Raise yourself again slowly until
you stand erect upon the chairs in your first
position. It requires steady nerves or else
you lose Eour balunce and possibly alight
om your head. Rising up always requires
your entire strength in all these tricks,

1 have done this trick possibly 500 times

Head Stand With o Partner.

with all my clothes on, includiog collar,
and have never missed it once, nor have I
ever had an aceident. It requires nothing
but confidence in yoursel!,

To accomplish this trick you will have to
begin by practicing on the floor without the
use of your hands. When you have mastered
that part of it you can try two low chairs,
and so on until you ecan use a regulation
size chair. You will fiud it n very easy
performance when onee thoronghly studied,
just the snme as all branches of contortion-
ism. Yon bave to know how to do them,
and practice steadily and patiently.

CuarLEs E. SMITH.

Eleciric Course Indicntor.

The purpose of the electric holophote
course indicator, recently invented by Lord
Justice Clerk, is to provide means by which
ships may be able to indicate their coures to
one another, so as more effectually to avoid
risk of collision. It consists of o powerful
electric licht, under the control of the ship's
officer. When a vessel ison a port helm
the reflector behind the light is moved round
by a hundle so as to cause the pencil of lignt
to pass over the water from amidships to the
starboard side. This sweep ol light will
necessurily move over that part of the water
over which the ship on its port helm will

ss, and will thus give to any vessel com-
r:‘ in an opposite direction distinet warn-
ing of the herm the vessel is on and the part
of the water it will pass over. The converse
action, of course,takes place when the vessel
i# on a starboard helm, This is the most
effective pm::ﬁu of collisions that has

yet been dev, 1

BRAMBLE'S RAMBLES

Throngh Fields of Politieal Economy,
Philosophy, Religion,

SCIENCE, LITERATURE AND ART.

The Pessimism of Henry George and Hia
Care-All Theory.

EVILS OF EDUCATIONAL METHODS

WRITTEN FOR THE DISPATOW. J

It may be I was wrong—as & correspond-
ent asserts—when 1 credit Heary George
with pessimistic views, that is with holding
the idea that the tendency of the world was
to evil rather than to good. But certsinly no
one has portrayed a sadder picture of the
present or a more gloomy outlook for the
future of the United States, and the worid
at large, thatis if his views of political
economy and his plan of taxation are not
accepled and adopted, than he has. In
every civilized eountry, he affirms, pauper-
ism, crime, insanity and suicides are io-
increasing. In every ecivilized country the
diseases are increasing which come from
overstrained nerves, from insufficient nour-
ishment, from squalid homes, from un-
wholesome and monotonous occupations,
from premature labor of children, from
the tasks and crimes which poverty im-

poses upon women.

“In every civilized country,’” he savs,
“the expectation of life which gradually
rose for several centuries, and which seemed
to bave culminated about the first quarter
of this century, appears to be now diminish-
ing. 1tis not an advancing eiviligation
that such figureashow, # # #* #* 5o sure
a3 the declining sun briogs darkness, so
sure it is that though kunowledge yet in-
creases, and inveution marches on, and new
Btates are being settled and cities still ex-
pand, yet civilization has begun to wane,
when in proportion to populstion we must
build more and more prisons, more and more
almshouses, more and more insane asylums.
Itisnot frowm top to bottom that societies
die; it is from bottom to top.”

SIGNS OF REVOLUTION.

But what Mr. George considers even more
momentous than statisties to prove hia point
88 to the tendency of un ebb in civilization,
is that “there is a vague but general feeling
of disappointment; an increased bitierness
asmong the working classes; a widespread
feeling of unrest and broodiug revolution.”
Or, a8 Bchopenhauer wonld put it, they have
discovered that the pursuit of huppiness
proves it to be an illusion, since, like the pot
of gold at the end of  a rainbow, it is
never found,

Mr. George goes on to say further that
although the schoolmaster has been abroad
for some time the general power to truce
eflect does not seem to be a whit improved.
Or this he cites aa prooi the return to the
exploded fallaey of protection. He main-
tains that even the philosophie free thinker
cannot see the decay in religion that is go-
ing on without feeling that the negation and
destruction of religious ideas will produce
some most momentous resalt.

“Christianity, also,” says Mr. George, “'is
not simply clearing itself of superstitious, but
in the popular mitM it is dying at the root,
a3 did the old pagan religion that preceded
Christianityv. And pothing arises to take
its place. This wreek of religious ideas
finds its closest parallel in that period of
history which led from splendor to decline
in ancient civilization.”

CIVILIZATION OR BARBARISM,

The gloomy picture he painws of what we
are coming to unless bis theory as 1w the
taxation of Iand is adopted is thing ter-
rible to contemplate, The civilized world,
he¢ announces, is trembling on the verge of a
great movement. If his viewsare putin
force there will be s leap upward to open
the way to advances yet undreamed of, or if
not, there must be a plonge dowoward
which will earry us back to barbarism.
Moreover, Mr. George affirmsthere is noth-
ing whatever to show any essential race im-
provement—buman progress is not the im-
provement of human natme. “Nature,"
says Bacon, “is often hidden, sometimes
overcome, seldom extinguished. Force
maketh natore more violent in the return;
doctrine and discourse maketh nature less
importune, but custom only doth alter and
subdue nature,”

If, then, there is no improvement in
human nature it will be, as of old, selfish,
grasping and savage. The rich will still
roll in wealth by virtoe of selfishness and
strength, while the poor will go to the wall
and suffer and starve. The golden rule has
been preached for thousandsof vearsas a
doctrine essential to happiness here and
hereaiter, but it has availed little to subdue
nature. It is held in theory, but is left out
in praetice.

THE GOLDEN RULE.

Business, if the truth were told, is too
commonly conducted after the same fashion,
selfishness being the ruling prineiple, and
the desire to take advantage of others the
prevailing practice. In the battle between
eapital and labor is there found any more
trace of the golden rule than there is in
polities, and Seonator Ingalls was toid all
about political morals? Capital naturally
wants all the profita it can get, and labor
wauts all the wages it can get. Force is the
weapon on both sides, The law of love as
Inid down is mnot rded in such war,
Employers are looked upon as tyrants and
oppressors by their men, and capitalists in-
sist that workers who butt up sgainst the
laws of supply and demand are fools.
Btrikes are a very expensive style of test-
ing the question for both parties, but they
seem to be considered by most workers with
more favor than more peaceable means, not-
withstanding the fact that while they de-
plete capital they also prove a tax upon and
& hurdship for Iabor.

The science of political economy as pro-
mulgated by the most subtle and powarful
intellects fuils, as Mr. George affirms, to ex-
plain the persistence of poverty and ad-
vancing wealth., The conclusions reached
by these great thinkers and the laws they
lay down are, he says, “spurued by states-
men, sconted by the masses und thought by
some modern thinkers to include some mis-

fake or false step in their premises that pre-

vents the best (ruits of civilization irom be-
ng reached, or the highest ideal of the
brotherhood of wan being realized.” It is
too long a story to tell, but Mr. Grorge has
by study of the subject mnde elear to him-
self, and others, that this ideal is only to
be reached by his theory of the abolition of
all taxes save one on land, and that all land
shall be beld as public property.

TESTING THE CURE.

But would this ideal state of things follow
the adoption ot his single tax idea if there
is no improvement in the race and human
noture remains the same? Would his rem-
edy suffice to cure the dire distresses of pov-
erty, the grinding oppressions ol power, the
miseries of mankind, born to trouble as the
sparks fly upward 7

What I mesnt in speakiog of his pessi-
mistie views was founded upon his own
words. How dogtors and philosophers dif-
fer us to remedies! Mr. George advo-
cates the land tax. Other econ-
omists hold to the Malthusian doc-
trine and urge a limit to population,
Schopenhauer gives asceticism as the onl
deliverance of the world from pain and nls
and sorrows, 8t. Paul and other hely fa-
thers advised celibaey from a religions
standpoint, as does also Tolstoi, who bases
his religious views ou the Serwon on the
Mouut, and on the teachings of Christ
Tslstoi 15 a fanatie and a fool, say some who
advertise his latest works from the pulpit,
but that he isut lenst earnest and devout
who ean doubt who has read his *‘Peace and
War,” 2ad “My Religion?” I have not
read the book to which good Mr. Wana-
moker bas refused his mail facilities, but
Tolstoi’s explanation of it shows that he is
pod gy oy e v R
° - He says was
own upon & study of the sab-

ject, but it was impossible mah lur_‘hﬂ to

voice of his an .
whioh the good Quakers call ‘‘the inner

light.”

THE WAY UFWARD.

With all these differing opinions how

shall nmkis the “'.'!u'm" that Heary
says is essentlal for peace, prosperi

and for the abolition of poverty. With 3
the knowledge thatexists upon the subject,
how shall we prevent snarchy and the de-
eline of our civiligation into barbarism?
Bome say %dmnﬁn, br tesching peopla
to think. The children must be taught; but
teachers—even if they think themselves—do
not teach or lead cnildren to think. They
are under & system that compels them io
stoff them with facts lor examinations, The
m'afm?f"“ who have charge of chil-

a T Laost impressionable years—aot
koowing any better themselyes—train their
ngild!ln to the old superstitions, to the old
views of ignorance, und s it goeson from
one geu on to ancther, Women who
simply, #s Shakespesre puts it, “Suckle
fools snd chronicle small beer,” have the
matter of education largely in their hands,
and what they make oi it is very well
koown.

“Passion and %ejurﬁau govern the
world,"” says John Wesley. “For one wise
man you will find ten fools,”™ savs Addison,
With these facts in view it will be seen how
hard it would be to convert into practice
the theory of Mr. George, however rignteous
and sdvaptageous it may seem to be.

OTHER PROFPOSED REMEDIES,

“Happy is he who knows the causes of
things” is an old saying but & trne one
Much has been done to abate the miseries of
life, and inerease its comlorts by seieace,
and the stndy of political science with & de-
sire for truth will be of wvast benefit. Itis
difficult to see how the canss assigned by
Mr. G unless recognized and the
remedy applied makes vaio our free institu-
tions, our schools of mo avail, our discov-
eries and inventions only added forees to
crush the masses into greater poverty and
degradation. Suoeh matlers require the
deepest consideration,

Ia the meantime, it would not be s wasta
of brain power to investigate the other
remedies. It would certaioly be beneficial
to discoursge improvident marriages. It
does seem as if people withous a dollar were
the most prone to disregard the teachings
of seripture and science upon this point.
They and their children oitentimes besoma
a most grievous tax upou their relations, or
have to be supported by the community.

Bessie BRAMBLE

PRESIDENT OF ARGENTINE.

The Maa Isto Whose Hands the Reins Cel=
man Dropped Have Fallea.

Hlustrated News of the World.3

The insurreetion that broke out on July 28
at Buenos Ayres, on the Rio de la Plata, tha
capital of the Argentine Republie, has end-
ed, after & sauzuinary conflict, in the over-
throw of the Presideat, Dr. Juares Celman,
who had abused his aimost dietatorial powers
by attempting messures ruinops to the
finances and eommerce of the Republie. Ha
was compelled to resign, under a
threat of impeschment by the opposi-
tion of his own onlleagues in the
Council of Stite —Geanersl Rora,  hin

. Pelligrini.

brother-in-law, a former President, and Dr.
Pellegrini, the Vice President, who has suc-
eeeded to the Presidency, and has formed a
Ministry, with Geaeral Roca, Messrs. Edu-
ardo Costa, Vicente Lopex, Jose Gutierres,
and General Levalle bolding the chief de-

partments.

Dr. Carlos Pellegrini is forty-three years
of age, son of an Italian or Bavovard arehi-
tect who emigrated to Buenoa Avres in 1525
and who married an Englishwoman. He
was educated at the University, but joined
the army of Buenos Avres, allied with Bra-
zil and Montevideo, in the war againsc
Paraguay; after this military servies he
adopted the profession of aa advocate, and
practiced at the bar with much success.
Having been elected Deputy for the
Province of Buoeoos Ayres, he made
a figure in the Assembly, as a lead-
ing politician, and became Minister of the
Interior shortly after the crisis in 1880,
when Carlos Tejedor, Governor of the
Provines of Buenos Ayres, headed a revo-
lution against the National Government
under President Nicholas Avelleneda, asnd
was defeated in the battles of Coralles and
Puente Alsina, As the result of that revo-
lution Buenos Ayres became definitely the
capital of the Argentine Republic, and Gen-
era]l Roca was president from 1880 to 1888,
in succession to Avelleneda. He was greatl
assisted by Dr. Pellegrini in the needin
measures of lﬁ;iniﬂrlnin nfml,.:.hi's
were accompaniad by large enterpr
muakiog ol roads, railwsys, and eanals, har-
bor and eity improvements, commercial
tariffs, and the negotiating of a foreign loan,
managed by Dr, Pellegrini with remarkable
success, He also established two politieal
journals—the Opinions and the Sud dmer
tca—of whieh he was the editor.

A MOONSHINER'S TRICK.

He Plugged His Watermolons anad Pz &
Good Drink in Each Oue.

LETTER 70 THE DISPATCH.Y

A deputy marshal who was hunting some
witnesses in Winston eounty, Ala,, once
happened to be present at a country voting
place on election day. When country pes-
ple go to an election they stay all day aad
enjoy themselves, Refreshments of various
kinds were for sale on the grounds, and sev-
eral wugons were loaded with watermelona,
Oune old farmer with s bir two-horse wagon
filled with melons seemed to be getting the
bulk of the trade. His melons were amall,
and he charged 25 cents each for them, but
he was selling more than other dealers, who
were offering much larger melona for 10 and
HTE::“E thought there was some ."Qz

officer

contnining enough corn whisky for one
drink. A little observation convinced the
officer that the innocent looking old farmer
had plogged every melon and placed
small vial of liguor imside Tt
evidently an old trick with him as his
tomers w




