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. Little Drummer.

From the French of Jean Barnard.

From the Boston Howe Journal

The night of Dec. 24, 1788, was a
stormy one, The rain fell in torrenis;
the wind blew furlously, and at each
gust the dead branches fell from the

ohange their cassocks for the clothes of
civil life, Francois, who was now 18
years old and did oot feel that he had
a strong vocation for the priesthood,
abandoned the convent with the others,

trees with nolses that sounded strange- | Gy o bright day in the month of March

Iy llke groans.

It was about 1 o'clock In the morn-
Ing, and there was a carringe on the
road leadlng from the village of Croix-
Daurade, which is situated aboutl four

kllometers from Toulouse, to the Cha- |

tenu de Pallificat. The horses had thelr
heads turned toward the gale, and were
becoming restless and unmanageable,
when a sudden gust of wind, more vio-
lent than the others, blew out the lght
in the lanterns,

“Stop, Jean!" sald a volce from the
Inside of the carriage,

The conchman obeyed, and descend-
ed from his seat, e took the nervous
horses by the bridles, and calling cach
by name stroked them with hig hand
o qulet them,

“Can you se¢ a light
askoed the same volee,

“Yea," replied Jean, “there's one very
near. It I8 the In the cottage of the

e

anywhere?

|

Margaridetto, but It s a very humble |

place, and Marguerite s very poor”

“What's thy dilference? sald the
man In the carriange. "We will at any
rate be much better off there than in
this raging storm.”

The door of the carriage was openid,
and a man, holding a very large bumlle
in his arms, stepped out and ran in the
direction indieated by the coachman.
He knocked at the door of the eotinge,
which was opened by a youth of four-
teen or fifteen years of agoe,

“You here, iIMongieur l¢ Marquls!" ex-
elaimed the Doy In astonishment,

“Yea," teplled the Marquis, as he en-

tered and placed on a chiir his precious |

bumdle, which was nothing vlse than a
young girl about the same age as the
boy whe opened the door,

They were the same age, but In other
respects how diffirent! The glrl was

wrapped In a long cloak of rich fur, |

through the openings of which could he
geen a dress of garnet satin, Het pretty
blond halr was coversd with a lace
lined cap, under which shone her beau-
tiful blue eves. The boy was pale, thin,
and had an alr of misery and timidity
about him that was pitiful to see.

The room in which the Mamuls and
his daughter had sought shelter was
rold and bare, and dimly lighted by o
solitary candla. The only articles of
furniture were a few woorden chalrs, a
clock and an old table, and in the cors
ner a bed on which a slck woman was
Iying.

The Marquig looked about him In
surprise; and the lad, who secmied to
antlelpate his questions, sald:

“h, we do not live in luxury here,
but. you know, my mother s a widow,
and she has been sick for two years,
1 earn barely enough to Keep us from
starving by tending the tlocks”

The girl shivered with cold; and the
boy at once threw some pine knots on
the fire, which Ylazed up at onece, fill-
tng the room with bright dancing light.

The sudden Humination awakensd
the slecping woman,
ghastly face resembled that of a corpse.

The boy ran to her slde to announce
the visit with which they had been
honored,

“Yes, my poor Marguerite,” sald the
Marquls, “we were overtaken by the
storm on our way back from the mid-
night mass, and we have sought shelter
here,”

The poor woman had barely strength
to nod her head and to murmur a few
words of welcome,

“What Is your name?' asked
Marquis of the boy,

“Francols.”

“Are you a ghepherd?”

“Yes, monsieur; they are your flocks
Rhat I tend."”

“How much do you earn?"

“It depends. In the busy season
three sous a day; sometimes less than
that."

“Is that an?"*

“We llve on that, my mother and I':
or, rather, we do not starve altogether.'
“pPoor people!” exclalmed the girl,

There was so much sweetness and
genuine compassion In her tone that
Francols was greatly touched at the
words, He fixed his glance upon the
aristocratic demolselle, and felt one of
those instinctlve sentiments of sympi-
thy which are often expericnced at the
first sight of a person whose character
harmonizes with one's own.

The storm was now almost over, and
only a light rain was falllng. The
Magquls called to the coachman, who
relighted the lantern and drove the
carriage to the door of the cottage.

“Come, mignonne, let us hurry to the
chateau,” sald the Marquis to his

ughters
l.-k.:nmu da Bleard wrapped herself
mgain in her cloak: but, before leaving,
she slipped Into Francois’ hand a gold

the first onehthat had ever shone
in that miserable hut.

The mext day, and all the days fol-
mk Jeanpe came to see the poor

who, from’ that time was In
malther of food, medleines

the

need nor

are. [But Marguerite, who wns worn

out with privations and disease, could
recover; and a month later she
4n the arms of her son.

Francols vowed eternal gratitude to
their young benefactress, Thanks 10
the tender charity of the young girl,
this mother had died, not in the misery
and squalor In which she had Hved 8o
fong, but surrounded by every comfort
that could rmke her and less palnful.

On her side, Jeanne was greatly Im-

with the mild disposition and
the honesty of the young shepherd, and
she persuaded her father to place him
in the convent of the Jacobins at Tou-
fouse as an oblate, It was a great op-
portundty for the young peasant; he
could recelve an education, and, Iater
he would be received Into the order
either as an instructor or as a lay
brother, according to his disposition
and talents,

Jeanne went to spend In Toulouse the
winter which followed Francois' en-
trance into the convent, Each Sunday
she went to mass at the Dominlean
convent, for It was there that ‘the most
renowned preachers could be heard,
and the ceremonles were performed
with a pomp that was not equaled in
any of the churches of the city.

Francols assisted at these cepemonies
as an acolyte, carrying a great silver
candlestick, or swinging the censer,
whose smoke filled the chapel with the
dellotous perfumes of the orlent. Bome-
times ‘he went around the aisles with

P
the youns oblate could not resist lifting
up his eyes to her, to which timid but
heartfelt salutation she would always
reply -:;'a "fl’m“‘a recognition wl:lt::u
was reeptible to every one s
but which was ndt lost upon Firancols,

In the spring Jeanne returned to the
Chateau de Croiz<Daurade, and Fran~
might pass and-repass her, pew,

e pl ‘#he no longer

Her pale and | o iie had replacd

fwias a stranger in the chty,

he found himeelf on the strects of Too-
louse with nothing in his pockets but
the few franes that had been given to
eachmonk who had lald aside his beads
and carspock.

But what was the poor hoy to do? He
had neither parents nor friends, and he
His frst
e was to go 1o see his benefaciress
at the Chateaux de Crols-Daurade, but
he did not dare.  What could she think
of his resolution to abandon a rellglons
Lfe, amd what reception would whe give
to one who huind shown such a poor ap-
preciation of the favors she had done
him?

Asg he was wandering aimlessly about
the streets, his attention was drawn to
a poster which gave notice that boys
were wantod to enlist ns drummers In
the Natlonal Guard, which was then
being orgunixed,

Francols presented himseif at the
registrar's ofllow, where he was enlisted,
clothed in o uniform  and given his
druam and sticks on the spot. The boy
had never had a drumstick in his hands
before, but vach day he pratised on the
tanks of the Cansl  Riquet, and he
learned #o rapidly that by July 4, the
day of the first federation, he was the
admiration of the town for the way in
which he beat the murches at the head
ol the com 1.

For he really made a fine appearance
In his blue uniform, with the red trim-
mings, his hat a Httle to one gide, and o
large tri-colored plume partly obstruet-
Ing hiz face. He wius now a tall, well
hullt young man, with a frank and
handsome face, and large dark CYUH,
which secmod to emit sparks of tire,
so brightly dld they shine beneath thelr
black lashes, Muny people in the
orowd exclaimed when they saw him
pusz hy:

*Oh.
boy "

‘ln front of the Boulingrin, whers the
Natlonal Guard  was reviewed danlly,
Francols saw Jeanne standing beside
her father. She recognized him, but
he did not have time to soe what effeet
the #lght of him had produced upon
her: for the regiment was marching
on double-guick thme, and ghe appearnd
to him only as a s=ort of vislon, but
one of those vislons which are never
forgotten. For a weelk he thought of
nothing else than Jeanne de Sicard,
By night he dreamssl of her, and by
day, as e marched with his regiment,
he Jooked at every street enrner in the
hope that he would gee g benefaetress
there, and that-she also woull exclalm,
as he had heard o0 many others:

“Oh, the handsome drammer boy!*

Mut he did not see her agnln, 1t was
In vain that he strained hiz eyes to dis-
tinguish every face In the crowds he
passed; she was not In Toulouse,

what a handsome drommer

Three years passed away, Events
gucerded cach other in those days
with frightful rapldity. The anclent

order of things no longer existed; the
the monarchy,
and the head of Lonis XV had fallen
unier the knlfe of the gulllotine. The
nobleg had emigrated In great num-

| bers, and many of them had placed

| Illy t0

Flove with you."

themselves at the head of the armies
which were marching against France.

Francols had become o goldier, and
was taking part in the campalgn of
the Rhine. He had been promoted raps
the succesgive ranks of ser-
geant,  sub-Heutenant and  eaptuin,
which was very easy and very usual
in those daysg, when our vietorious
armleg were commanded by beardless
colonels and_generals of twenty-one.

One day Francols was at the head
of & detachment in a skirmish with an
Ausprinn eonvoy, Our soldiers, who
weore a8 brave as llons, were not long
in putting to flight thelr white enfted
enemies, who left their chief wounded
on the fleld.

What wits the astonlshment of Fran-
enls when he approached and found in
this Austrian leader the Marquis de
Sleard.  Jeanne's father! The mar-
guis, like many of those who had emi-
grated, had tuken up arms against his
country.

Franclog, acting on his authority as
captain, made the marquls a prisoner
on parole; and, in place of taking him
to the camp, he left him at a neigh-
boring farm, where every attention
was shown him, and hig wound, which
was not a serlous one, quickly healed.
Thanks to the fact that the young eap-
taln stood very high in the favor of the
general, 1t wasg not very difficult for
him to obtain a pardon for his former
master. Fortunately, the property of
the marquis had not been gold, and |ty
was restored to him as a mark of spe-
clal favor.

When he was relnstated In the Cha-
teau de Palifieat the Marquls de Sleard
ibrought his dauglter back from Turin,
where she had remained during his ab-
sence, Francols obtained -a furlough
and eame to spend three months with
them at the chateau, where he waa re-
celved, as one can imagine, with open
arms,

“It Is the eaptain,” sald the marquis
to Ms daughter, “that you must thank
for the fact that you are not o penni-
legs orphan, 1 can truly say that I re-
eelved my 1fe and my property at his
hands,"

But Hittle more meed be sald. Fran-
cols and Jeanne had loved each other
for years befare the marquis had been
placed under such singular obligations
to the young man. Thelr marriage was
eeflebrated with much pomp in the little
church of Crolx<Daurade and It Is sald
that thelr unfon—Hke those In the ro-
r'rmnct-u-wna blessed with many chil-
dren.

The day after the woedding Francols
and his bride visited the 1ttle eottage
where the Margaridetto had died, apd
where Jeanne and her father had
sought ghelter from the storm on thelr
return from Hﬂu- midnight mass,

“Itds here,” sald Francols to hls wife,
Mthat T fully realize all you have done
for me, and:it {s here that I first fell In
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MR. AND MRS, RISING,

Thelr Conversadion Is Punctusted by
Certain Misapprehensions,
From the Times-Herald,

“I don't belleve it,” sald Mr. Rising
energetically as he sank down In an
arm chalr, while the door slammed be-
hind him. '

“Helleve “what 7" asked Mrs. Rising.

“Why, that our cashier has utterasd
false notes” replied Mr. Rlnlnf.

‘““Who sald he had, John?" inquired
Mrs Rising.

*“Hill Jones was hinting around about
‘fly cashlers’ and the way some curlous
notes were flying around,” returned
r. Rising. gloomily.

1 sbouldn't care much what Bill
Jones gald,"” observed Mrs, Rising.

* must’ have heard. something,
Em'ly,” Mr. Rising continued, .

* “May be the notes were a mistake,
anyhow, John," anid Mrs, Rising. ul‘lur-

“Men_don‘t make. mistakes of that
kiad, Maly.T sid Mr. Gistag. dect-

NGS . BY

“He'll sing low for a while now, Mrs. |

Rising,” Mr. Rising growled,

“Well, 1 never knew Hill Jones had
much of an ear for music, anyway,
John remarked Mrs, Rising hopeful-

I;.

“What In the name of sense has that
to do with it, Em'ly

“Why. to tell that the notes were ut-
tered wrong, John,” sald Mrs. Rising,
and then added halfl apologetically,
“but perhaps he carrled a tuning fork."

“Or possibly a toasting fork, or a ta-
ble spoon, Em'ly,"” sakliMr, Rising, with
bitter but unappreciated =arcasm.

L I

“Wake me up, Em'ly, In five minutes,
I've got to go down to a board meet-
Ing tonight,” said Mr, Riging, throwing
himself on the lounge,

Mrs, Rising obediently roused  her
husband at the moment Indicated, and
asked, “Why is it called a board meet-
Ing, John?

“Beeause the directors amd afioers sit
:m the Board, Em'ly,” returned Mr. Ris-
ng.

“That's funny! observed Mrs. Ris-
Ing. *la it hard, John?*

“Well, I've seen harder things,
Em'ly,” replicd Mr, Rising,

“How many moen it with you, John?"
was Mrs Rising's next query,

1 am not sure that T ought to write
about the demon bicyele, at least until
my acquaintance, Monsieur Hataplan,
has had time to get back to Parls and
patent hils marvelous invention all over
this worlid, Stlll he spoke In the most
open way about this miracle, and «dld
not seem 1o care who heard hlm, so
perbaps he has protected his different
contrivances as he went along, alter
the Edison manner, for it is well
known that Thomas A. Edison can-
not sleep at night uniess he has taken
out at least sixteen new patents during
the day,

I met M. MRataplan at a mountain re-
sort 5,000 feet above the sen In the
Jura range, the most western part of
Switzerland. 1 thought at first thut he
was coversd with medals of all sorts,
but a closer ipspection showed that
they were badges of various bleyele
clubs In all parts of the workl. He
tolid me that he 12 a member of every
eyvele socloty dn the world 2o far as he
knew, although, of course, some of
them might have egeaped him,

YAre you o record breaker?' T asked.

“No, 1 am un Inventor, although 1
think 1 dJdld break the record acrosa
Franve,"

“And youn are here resting after your
ride?" T ventured,

“Well, yes, in a measuie. Aetually,
I had no Intentlon of coming 1o Swits-
erland, but T could not rightly help
myself, It all came about through
the greatest Invention the world has
over geen, Talk aboont pneamatie tires!
They're not In it compared with my in-
vention,”

"You talk English,” T said, "with a
collonuial fluency somewhat unusual
in o Frenchman, Where did you learn
the language ™

“Oh, I'm not a Freachman, My
name's Macguire and I'm from Phila-
delphin, I came to France and
chianged my name to Rataplan beeause
1 couldn't get a falr show In Amerien.”

“1 thought the States was the best
place inthe world for an inventor,”

YSo It Ix, If you don't start from
Philadelphin. You seq, Philadelphia ls
a slow town, New York men speak of
having their country residences there,
Then Philadelphla hag always been an
unfortunate elty for Inventors, There's
the Keely motor man, He s enough to
Gomorrah any down. You see, | had no
eapital, and the moment 1 Invented
anything and tried to Interest a4 man
with money in t, he made fun of the
thing as soon as he heard 1 was from
Philadelphin—asked me If T war a
friend of Keely's and all that, til 1
got tired of 1t. Then other fellows got
to hear of my Inventions and patented
them before me and g0 1 never got a
chance. When I became M, Hataplan,
of Parls, 1 got rich Amerlcans over
here to Nsten to me and I've made
money, But this Invention beats them
all’*

“Is it a secret?'

“You're not an Inventor, are you?"*

“In & way. 'm a newspaper man,'

“Oh, that's all right. 1 like newspn-
per men. It doesn't matter my tell-
ing you, for If you did wrlte it up, you'd
get it all wrong, and nobody would un-
derstand it

"Toaen ot me licar about 16"
¢ "Dvoyou know snything of electriel-

iy?

YA little, T know you wil burn your
fingers If you don't let go 4 live wire
mighty suddenty,”

“Quite 0. You have been accurately
Informed. Well, you know what a stor-
ate battery ls?

“Yes, It ods ke eertaln Kinds of In-
vestiments, You put in n sum of money
and get out only part of it.' *

“Darling, T fear that man; the eruel guy
enn from hisg place as umplire do you up.”

It was Gwendolin O Toole who spoke.
She wus n beautiful blonde angel, and as
she clung to her lover, Murty O AMilley,
they made o pleture from which o peinter
would have drawn an inspiration,

“Take courage, love,"” sall Murty O'Mal-
ley tenderly; *'1"'m too swilt for the duck,”

“I know, dearest,” murmuredl the falr
Gwendolin, “but think what's up on the
gnme. Me brothor, you know him well;
the rooter prince, the bleachers' un-
crowned k'ng. Ho la the guardian of me
vast estates. If | do not marry ag he di-
rects, me lands and fortune go to found
an asylum for decrepit ball tossers. ‘To-
doy me brother Godfrey swore by the
banshees of the. 0'Tooles that me hand
should belong to the man who muade the
best dverage In tomorrow's gume, Can
you win me, lova?’

“*Iw!n you or break a bat,"” sald Murty
O'Malley, as he folded his dear one In his
arms,

1L

“When that vilialn O'Malley goes Lo bal
tomorrow, plich the ball ten feel over his
hun;h No mutter where U goes; I''l call n
‘wirike. **

It was Dennis Muleahey who spoke; the
mun most feared by Gwendolin ('Toole,

He was to be next day's umplre, and as
he thought how securely hix rival Was in
hig grasp, he laughed low and mockingly.

Dennis Mulenhey (oo loved the falr
Gwendolin, but the dear girl scorned his
adidresses,

Hin henrt was bitter; he would be re-
venged on his rival,

“You've got It In for the mug" replled
Torry Divine, to whom Dennls Mulcahey
had spoken, Divine was the pitcher of
the opposition, and ke many of his class,
a low, murderous scoundrel. “But say!
Denny, If you wants to do the sucker,
why don't youse give him a poke in the
face? Heel

“Such suggestions are verleat guff,” re-
torted Dennis Muleahey. *“Do ans T hid

, caltiff; and prestmmie not to give the
m.:h to such as I. A wild piteh |s what
I want whenever Murty O'Malley steps to
the plate. I'll do the rest.”

“I'ltl trow the plg-skin over de gran'
stand,” sald Te vine, as he and hin
fellow tter walked away.

4 the conspirators drifted into the
darkness a dim form arose fro
shrub. It was Murty O'Malley,

“Ah! T'll foil you yeL" he hissed be-
tween hie clinched teeth, and turning in
the te direction he was soon awal-

the night.
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“About n dozen,” carelessly answered
Mr. Rising,

“Are you ercwided, John? .

“We occaslonully crowd a fellow out,"”
replied Mr, Rising,

“Is It narrow or wide, John?' Mra.
Rising pursucd the matter with grow-
Ing Interest,

*1s what narrow or wide, Em'ly,” Mr.
Riglng questioned in turn.

“*The board you sit on,” in all uncon-
sclousnesa,

“Emly." sald Mr. Rising. as he stood
by the door with his hat firmly on his
head. “Em'ly, have bisoults for break-
fast, and don't have them half baked.
There are some things & man cannot
bear,” and Mr. Rising shut the door be-
hind him,

“1 wonder,” =sald Mras, Rising to her-
self, “if the biseudt weren't right this
morning, 1 thought they were done to
a turn. Men are queer,”

L] . L]

“There's too much of this trust busl-
ness,' sald Mr. Rising, as he lald down
his morning paper,

“Da you think g0, John?™' Mrs, Rising
Inquired anxiously, as she bustled
about the room.

“Indecd T do, Em’ly; they are grind-
Ing the lUfe out of trade.' |,

" The Demon Wheell. |

-

RITERS

“Dear”’ me, John," replled Mrs. Ris-
ing, *1 thought It was the best and
caslest way to do business."

“Oh! ther¢ are arguments on both
sldes, but I hold the principle s dead
wrang.”

“But, John, how are you golng to
change it? Mrs, Rising asked, full of
confldence In Mr, Rising’s power 10
alter the frame of the universe,

“Can't change Iit, Em'ly, have to grin
and bpar it, but every man ought to
think about it and go dead agalnst it."”

After a few moments' sllence Mrs.
Riging sald:

“Then, John, since you think best
I'll pay the butcher and grocer today,
but It's s0 much easler to run a book."

“Why, Em'ly, 1 haven't found fault
with your blils. You run the house
first rate. What put that in your head,
¢hild?" sald Rising, In astonishment.

“Rut, John, didnt you say the trust
buslness was wrong, and we ought to
go dead agalnst 1t7"

“Yes, Em'ly, but T was speaking in
general, You just trust John Rising
and you'll be all right, and let the
butcher and grocer trust you."

“1 suppoze it's all right,” mused Mra.
Rising, *"but John's conversation is ter-
ribly confusing.”

RonerT Bann, in Detroit Free Presa

“ERxactly. That's the ordinary storage
battery of commerce. You get out only
A fraction of the electricity you put in,
Fover heard of the Macgulre Storage
Hattory: No? 1 thought not. It's a
small pockel battery—1 won't enter into
patticulnrs—but by a certaln interlop
wrrangements of the platea, it actually
inereasces the 1. M. F. of the fluld put
into It

“And what does E. M. F, stand for?"

“Eleetro moter foree, 1 see you
don't understand even the rudiments of
electriclty, Now It struck me the Mac-
sulre Btorage Battery might be applied
to a bleyele. It worked beautifully—
small and compact, you know—but It
always ran out Just when you were
in some part of the country where you
couldn't get it charged agaln, So I put
my witg to work and Invented a little
portable dynamo which could be at-
tached to the driving wheel of a bicyele
and which would keep replenishing the
storage battery. 1 thought that the
foree golng down hill would run the dy-
namo enough to Keep the battery rea-
sonably ful and 8o transmit the foree to
the bleyels when golng up hilL”

“And did 1t work?'

“Did it work? It did work, my boy,
In a way that would have maode your
halr stamd on end, and nearly ruined
my cong!“tatlon, but as soon ax 1 have
that Invention under control 1'11 para-
Iyme the world, 1 took my machine out
of Parls for a trial spin before T had
everything completed. 1 live in the
southern part of Paris and 8o ran down
toward Fontalnebleau to try how it
would go, 1 had the dynamo n one
pocket—it s very amall but powerful,
as 1 wid you—and the battery In the
other, About twenty miles south of
Paris T got off the machine with a
smooth, emity country road ahead of
me, and attached dynamo and battery.
But 1 forgot one thing, and that was
that the Macgulre Storage Battery In-
ereaged the E. M, F. of the electricity
pumped Into it. Well, I jumped on the
bieycle and ran it down the road for a
mile or o, listening tothe dynamo pur-
ring beautifully; then 1 put my two feet
on the front rests and Jet her apin, She
spun to the gueen’s taste, We went
along for aliout ten miles and I knew
then the little battery ought to be glv-
Ing out, but she didn’t give out. The
machine was running faster than ever,
I reduced speed a bt with the brake
and 1 have no doubit that at that time
I could bave stopped the machine, but,
s 1 gell you, T dldn't realize the situa-
tlon, As we went on and on 1 notleed
the bicycle was going faster and faster,
I became just a little seared, for I re-
memhered 1 had no way of stopping ex-
¢ept by the brake., T put that on hard,
but L #eemed (o ave no effect on the
wheel. It began to smoke and finally
snapped. Then T was helpless.™

‘Couldn’t you have kicked off the bat-
tery or the dynamo?

"!‘lm'r- you ever ridden-a bleycle?**

“Yes"

“Well, then, you know that If you
are golng down a steep hill on the keen
Jump, you have all you can do to st
there and steer the machine, That was
the way with me. 1 was not golng down
hiil, but along a smooth, level road at a
greater rate of speed than any wheel
ever went down any hill. T flashed
through vilnges faster than a lightning
exproess, ringing my bell tike mad, bwt
'l et you not one ever heard a sound
4 T was a mile away., Well, it struck
me at once just what the trouble was.
The more that Httle dynamo shoved
electrielty Into the battery, the more the
battery Incereased the B, M, F, and the
faster wert the machine, and the faster
the machine werit the more electrielty
the dynamo produced.'

“But, my dear Macgulre, don't you

Plurty O'Mlalley’s Love.

'3 s . A . £ Jk

From the Washington Post.

“Leave it to me, 17 that snooger pitches
th!s afternoon 1 hopes de boss will put in
n cpeh reglister,'!

Murty O'Maley hastoned to the slde of
hig love, Jack, the falthful barkeeper,
woenl on cleaning his glonsses,

“That dub Devine will be here In a
minute,” gald Jack at last, "an' I must or-
ganizge for him."

He took n shell glaszs and dipped It in
the tank behind the bar. Taking his ci-
gar from between hia finely chisled lips,
he blew the smoke Into the molstensd In-
terlor of the gluss, This he did several

times,

“I'll smoke o glass on de sliff,” sald
Jaek, eoftly,, “it's better than a knock-
out drop,"

A moment later Terry Divine came In,
With a gleam of almost human intelli-
gence In his eve, Jack, the barkeeper, set
up the smoked glase, Terry Divine tossed
off the fiery polation, staggered to a chalr
and =al there glaring.

A moment lnter his head fell on a eard
table, with a stertorian snore proclalmed
him unconselous,

*“That fetched de sucker,” murmured
Jack, the barkeeper, and he went on clean-
Inge Wis plasses, *‘His lght's gone out for
fourteen hours, an’ he don't make no
wild p'teches at Murty O'Malley today,
wee!'

1v.

Ten thousand people gathered to wits
ness the lnst grent contest between the
Bhamrocks and the Shantylowns,

Gwenidolin O'Toole, pale but resolute,
ocoupled her aveutomed seat In the grand
stund, Far away and high above the
fumult of the bleachers she heard the
hoarse shout of her brother, Godfrey
O'Toole, the bleachers' king.

“Hemember, Gwendolin,” he had sald as
they purted just before the game, "the
mug who mukes the best average loday
wins your hand. I've sworn it; and the
word of an ('Toole I8 never broken."

“Mnke It the besl batling average, oh,
me brother,” pleaded Gwendolln, while
the tears welled to her rlur:cu eyen,

“Never,” retorted Godfrey O'Toole with

& mncer. “I'm on to your ourves; you

‘Malley a better
rod muffer
his fielding

wanl to give Marty
show. Bul If the butter-fin
wing you, he must do it wit
as well an with the stick.”

Y.

Terry Devine was not in the box for the
Shantytowns, With his head on the sev-
en-up table he snored on, watched over
brr’l' faithful bar boy Jack. Ha atill
tled to smoked glass and gave no sign

of life,
“Curse Mm " mF Umptre Mulca-
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sce If that happened it would be per-
petual motion ™

“That's it. . You're not so dull after
all. That's just the point, and there's
where I'm golng to paralyze the world,
It isn't what this Invention will do on
a mere bleycle that's the great thing,
That 18 a mere trifle compared with the
vast possibilities of the discovery.”

*But what did you do on the bike?*

“What did I do? There was only
one thing to do. If I kept on I would
run smack through Marsellles and go
plump into the Mediterranean. If I
ran the machine against a wall or
bullding T would smash myself into a
thousand pleces. I though over the
situation for about 100 miles and then
saw that by only chance was to make
for the Alps, I knew by the rate we
were golng It wouldn't take long to
reach there, and so breathing a prayer
that people would keep to their own
glde of the road, I turned toward the
east and made for Switgerland. I
passed the Paris-Berne express near
Dijon and left her as if she were stand-
Ing stlll. I tell you I was a happy man
when 1 saw the Jura mountains loom
up ahead of me, I saw this hotel away
up among the clouds and new there
must be a road up to it, so I pointed
for the tall mountain. You see I couldn’t
stop and Inquire the way; 1 was on &
through express, and had qulte enough
of riding for one trip.”

“And did the mountaln stop the ma-
chine?"

“Well, not perceptibly for the first
thousand feet. I was afrald 1 would
have to go clear over Mt, Blanc. The
second thousand feet she slowed quite
notlceably; the third thousand feet still
more, The fourth thousand reet I saw
I could get off with safety, but 1 was
80 st with riding I could hardly move,
At last when nearing the top, 1 saw
the brute actually wasn't golng to stop,
20 I made an effort just at the summit
and threw myself backward over the
hind wheel, nearly breaking my neck,
But I got off, thank goodness."

“And where I8 thls wonderful bicycle
now?*

“Heaven only knows: the Swiss gov-
ernment doesn't, for I've telegraphed
them to find out. As I sat helpless on
the summit, 1 aaw the machine give a
wobble or two, and thought It was go-
Ing to fall, but it didn't. It got on the
down grade and went at a rate that
seemed to be good for another 10,000
miles, T telegraphed all down the roiad
from this hotel asking the authorities
to be on the lookout for It, but I've
heard nothing from It since. I expect
it took a dash off the road at one of the
turns and Is lying In the forest some-
where. Perhpps Mt has crossed the
Gemml and the 8implon and Is in Italy
by this time, Next machine I fit up
you bet I'1l put on & controlling gear.”

“I think that would be an Improve-
ment.'”

“Yes, Well, now you see my object
In telling you all this Is to give you a
chance of making your everlasting for-
tune, I left Parig, as I told you, In a
hurry, not expecting to take a trip to
Bwitzerland, and so brought no money.
1f you let me have {60 or £100 now I'll
glve you a quarter share in my Inven-
tion. Remember Westinghouse offered
a half share In his brake for $500 and
the other fool didn't take it. He went
mad afterwards.

“Who? Westinghouse 7"

“No. The other fellow, because of
the fortune he missed."

“You forget what I told you at the
beginning.”

“What was that?"

“I'm a newspaper man and conse-
quently have no money, But I'll give
you a good notice."

And here It s,

A change plicher took the box for the
Shantytowns. Muorty O'Malley, the great
b]alltrr of the Shamrocks, stepped to the
plate,

Dennis Muleahey girded up his false
heart, and registered a black, hellish oath
to call everything a strike,

"Never, never shall he win Owendolin
O'Toole, while I'm umpire,"” he whispered,
anil his was dark as a cloud,

It was the last word that lasued from
the clam-shell of Dennls Mulcahey for
mueny a long and bitter day; the last
crack he made,

Just ns he offered his bluff the first ball
wis plteched, It was as wild and high as
a bird, as most first balls are.

But Murty O'Malley was ready, He,
too, hand been plotting; he would fght
Satan with fire.

A# the ball sped by high above his head
Murty O'Malley leaped twenty fect In the
alr, As he did e swung his unerring bat.

Just as he had p!unnu‘l. the flying, whiz-
zing sphere struck the under slde of hin
bat and glancing downward with fearful
force, went crashing Into the dark, schem-
ing visage of Dennla Mulcahey upturned
to mark its Alght,

The fragile mask was broken, while the
features were crushed into bloody con-
fuslon with the awful inveteracy of the

oW,

yennis Mulcahey fell as one dead. As
he was borne away and another umplire
wis sent to assume his post. Murty
O'Malley bent a glance of Intelllgence on
the change pitcher of the Bhantytowns,
‘who had taken the place of the miscreant
Devine and whispered Joud enough to reach
from the plate to the box:

“Now, glmme a fair ball"

==

YI.
And o the day was won; the Shamrocks
basted the Bhantytowns the acore of
i to & An for Murty O'Malley his score

stood:
AB R H PO A E
O'Mulley, Coveviene. 4 4 4 W0 W 0
No such record had ever been made on
the grounds, With the four times at bat
Murty O'Malley d!d so well withal that
he ”ob";d n base hit, two three-baggers,
me run, .
That night Murty O'Maliey wedded the
rich and I Gwendolin O'Toale
Jack, the bar-boy of the Fielder's Reat,

°'5‘£.'5‘§§3 2 l“'m:lll:'.imr and proud,
e,
mnt’n square aport, and gave the
WY,
‘;ﬂtl .riv.lf noten of l}.-.
C

R N
nE awe i m ‘3
windows of rity Il a
B R e o Wiy
“Curse them,” he moaned.
ble in his
4 horrl ttle

e b S

i e A

1 SR 4

- AN
A y 5

[Copyrignt, 1806, by Irving Bachellor.] 3

CHAPTER VI

The death of Lawyer Corvin and the
events attending it were mater of ab-
sorbing Interest to all the Inhabltants
of Fenbrook, and rendered the lttle
village famous, for a time, far beyond
its boundarles, Bome curious clrcums
stances were brought to light in connec-
tion with the aftalr.

To begin with, of course, an Inguest
was held upon Corvin's body, and an
autopsy made; the proximate occasion
of death was found to be heart fallure,
It cannot be sald that anybody was
greatly grieved over the unhappy man's
decease; thoge who want friends, In this
world, must make them—they do not ex-
ist spontancously. Corvin had during

“And the Mouth Grinning at Me."

his life busled himseif about many
things, but he had neglected the friend-
making Industry. Nor were his sins of
omission only, But while some of his
misdeeds came to light after hig death,
that event alzo showed that he was in-
nocent of at lenst one erime of which
he had been suspected,

The story came out peacemeal, a8 oo-
caslon required; but we will hear It In
Its final anl connected form, along with
Nancy and Nellle as they sat In the old
gitting room, before the weod fire, after
the vibrations of the first wonder, hor-
ror and bewllderment had been abated
by time. Tom Linton was the narrator
—Morford, as he was known to theworll
of electriclans and men of affalrs,

“How was It that my clothes were
found on that drowned body ? A simple
accldent. That night In the lock-up.
Dick, the tramp boy, and I, made a hole
through the roof—he standing on my
shoulders to do H—und then we made a
rope by tying his clothes and mine to-
gether, up which 1 climbed, hand over
hand. Then we dropped down outside
and untied the clothes, and put them
on agaln; but dreging in the dark and
in a blg hurry, we got them changed
whout, We got down to the river and
started to swim It 1 got over all right
but poor Dick (I didn't find It out till
long afterwards) wag drowned, and my
clothes misidentified him.

“Well, If he assumed my Individuality,
I assumed his. 1 became a tramp—I
could do nothing else. T had plenty of
adventures, which [ will tell you some
time; at last 1 got work to do in a store,

and from that time I began to come |
I changed my employers several |

up!
tll;neu, getting a4 better berth with each
change, but nothing that quite suited
me. Finally T wag taken Into an clec-
trical engineer's office; and then T knew
1 was right, The people soon found out
that Itook an Interest In the husiness,
and that T was quick at picking up
Ideas; so the head man began to look
after me, and glve me opportunities to
learn. I studied and worked for all 1
was worth, One day I made o sugges-
tlon about a plece of machinery; they
tried my iden and found it was an im-
provement; the boss got It patented for
me, and you may Imagine how pleased
I was, It brought me some money, and
1 used it In books and study; T made
up my mind to be another Edison, and
then to come back and make you rich—
you two girls—and vindicate my repu-
tatlon. For the last two years [ worked
on & plan I had concelved of making
things grow by eleotricity applied
through the soll, T managed, finally,
got my patent, and you know the rest.
You can dress In gold lace and dia-
monds, if you want to, Aunt Nancy:
and as for you, Nellle, you are going to
be i famous beauty and helress!"

“But you sald you'd tell me about the
falries,” sald the child,

“0Oh, yes! Well the beginning of that
Is away back, belore 1 was born, or
Aunt Naney elther, for all I know, DBut
my firast knowledge of It was on the
very night of the Corvin robhery.

“I'd been out that night after wood-
chueck, as T sald, at my examination
next morning; but I didn’t tell where
elge 1'd been. You see, I used to make
a sort of store-house and hiding-place
of the cave; but there was a secret at
the end of the cave that no one but 1
knew of, and there T used to put my
most preclous valuables, It was faced
up with planks then just as you and
I saw them the other day, Nellle, |
had never explored the hole to the end;
I didn't suppose there could be any-
thing Interasting In It; but on this night,
when 1 went to put In my woodchucks,
ready to skin next day, I thought I'd
see how far It went. Somebody before
my time must have known about it, 1
thought, becauss the entrance had been
so carefully concealed there. 1 had a
lantern, and In I went,

“It was quite a good corridor, and I
didn't have to stoop, though it was very
narrow. Instead of going down, as I
expected, It slanted up, and goon to my
astonlshment, I came to the foot of 4
sort of shaft, four or five feet in dinme-
ter, and golng stralght up. It was like
a chimney. A kind of rough ladder was
fixed to the side of It, and 1 began to
elimb It, At first T couldn’t imagine
where 1 was; the =ldes of the chimney
seemed to be of wood, but erumbly and
rotten, There was n gtrong smell of
wood dry-rotted, Sometimes 1 heard a
faint creaking and rustling sound.
Then, all of a sudden, T solved the mys-
tery. 1 was In the trunk of the blg
butternut!

“Up 1 went, I was pretty well ex-
cited with the adventure by that time,
but 1 had no conception of what was to
come. 1 got to the top of the ladder,
and there was a little, irregular cham-
ber, In the heart of the tree, not much
blgger than a sentry box, partly floored
with plank, and with a bench or shelf
running round It. There were things
hanging or fastened to the walls; an old
gun, for one thing, and a leather bag,
and various gueer odds and ends, as if
some one used to llve there. On one
side of the shelf was a box of hard wood,
bound with iron, I tried the lid and
found It unlocked. 1 lifted it, and gaw a
great heap of gold coins and a bundle
of papers! .

“I thought I was Alladin, sure enough,
‘then. I turned ¢o find a place to hang
my lantern, so I could have both han
free. There was a heap of something
Iying or propped up on the bench be-
hlnd‘me: old clothes it seemed to be; 1
took hold of It to move It aside, and got
hold of something that made my halr
rise. It felt like n bony hand. I pushed
aslde the folds of decaying cloth, and
looked. It was & hand! And then,
lhilllli yellowish white In the light of

the t of the Jantern, I saw a face—a
mﬂll'."ilh the skin stretched d ov::

the bones, and the mouth grinn!
mel*

illop Mysteryf

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
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"Oh, land sakes, bless my hea
quavered Nancy, who had heard the €
before, but was more scared with ey
repetition, "To think of my poor, @
Matt all those years! My soul allvel

“I didn't know It was Uncle Matt
that time," continued Tom, glving
hand to Nellle, 1o ¢ling to through
terrors of the narrative. “I' don
think I knew anything till I found g
self out In the open alr at the moutH’
the cave, No boy ever was more frig
ened than I, and | lived through it
lay awake the rest of the night, |
sneeesslon of eold swents, wonderin
what it all meant, and what I should
do about it. The next morning, before
I had made up my mind, I was arrested
as you remember, and so was preven uui
from doing anything

“Hut T thought It over and over, for
years afterwards, and {t gradually be-
came clearer (o me, The hody must be
that of Unele Matt, The hox of monuey,
of eourse, was his; he kopt It there for
safety, amd, perhaps, usd to go up
there to count it over, as folks of his
pecullar temperament are sald to en=
Joy dolng. That evening he disap-
peared, saying he wasg golng to see Cor-
vin, he must have gone up there to get
the deed for the ten thousand dollars;
but he died while he was up there,
whether by apoplexy, or how, of course
we shall never know, All we dg kno
Is that old Corvin didn’t murdef him®

"From some of the Indicatlong there
should Judge that this segmt place wal
Kunown to the Billops for may be gen
erations back; they made It and used 1
to keep valunbles In, or for whateve
purpose might arise. The knowledge
af It may have been handed down from
father to son; but Unecle Matt having
no gon, the gecoret would have died with
him, but for the accident of my finding
It out,

“Now, when [ was ready to come back
here, under the name of Morford, and
clean things up, 1 was rather bothfired
how to go to work., [ vislted thy tree
agaln, and found everything jukt as
before; and noticed, among the tRmgs
up there, an old broken-down accorglion,
and a gort of gpeaking trumpet, Rthat
puzzlied me at first, until 1 concBuded
they must have been used by ncle
Matt to make his ghogt-manifeaziitions
with, by way, [ suppose, of adidifonal
security against having his Hdirg
plaes disturbed. That gave me ang@iden
and I bought o new accordlon.
learned that Corvin was going tg
elose his mortgage; of course |
Lave come out In my own colol
once and pald it off, but I had re
for walting to do things In anothe
S0 the night the money wis
the accordionand elimbad up in th
1 ook encugh money out of the b
it In a strong paper bag, and

w

fast by a string to the ned of
1 Jointed figshing-pole I had brought
Then, after playing on the acd
until I knew | had caught you
tion, 1 elimbed out of the hole In
of the chamber, and got outl on &
and dropped the bag down the
ney. After that I sald a few W
through the old speaking trump
settle any eeruples of conselenc

| pressed it, whether with or w

might feel; tuck the deed where
might ind It when I took her up
next day, and went home. You
the rest.”

“Then there were no falries,
Nellle, with a =lgh,

“Not that time, perhapg; b
doesn’t prove there may not be p
them when they are needed””

“You've not told about Pete
Nancy.

“Oh, to Le sure! I ran acros
| Peter In New York; he wasdying
sumption and hadn’t a cent In hig
ets. 1 got him a good bed in a hos
und uged to go and see him, One
he told me the truth about that ro
He had put up the job on me, a

father's connlvance, he didn't 88
hud put my knlfe where it was fofihig
(thaving first stolen It from me), and
had put the money and things in my
pocket while we had been In bathing.
He not only told me this, but he in-
sisted upon having a lawyer up there
to take down his statement In legal
form, so that it would be evidence to
clear me in court. He was very penl-

"Dropped the Dag Down the Chimmnev.”

tent, and of course I couldn’t help being
very forgiving, Dut I still had a crow
to plek with old Corvin himself, and as
you know 1 did it only too thoroughly.'

“Poor man! 1'm Jest downright sorry
for him," ald Naney, with tears on her
checks. “I'm glpd 1 never believed he
killed poor Matt. But whatever did
possegs him to be g0 hard after me, and
to wint to tnke away the very roof over
my head? I never did him no harm
that 1 know of."”

“That’s very casy to explain, Aunt
Naney,” sald Tom. “He Was never
ensy In hig mind about Uncle Matt, At
first he thought he might come back,
and get the Innd away from him; and
then he thought that he must have hid-
den the deedl somewhers about the
place, and that you might find it any
day. Sohe pever could get a moment's
pence until the house and all about it
wasg his, and you were driven out of tlie
way. But we were too much for him!**

“Hut then what under the canopy did
he usk me to marry him for?' demand-
ed Naney. perplexediy,

“Who wouldn't want to marry you,
If they could, you blessed old creature?*
esald Tom, leaning over and kieslg

And he would have knocked 8
down who would have ventu
gest any other Interpretation

enigma.
_'I‘IIE‘E}._'IEJ._
SHE 1S REVISING HI

8ince wo met the dull world has
brighter,
And life ten time dearer by fo
1 have lifted my load and am g
With you for my one gulding »
I confess 1 am getting quite spoo.
And haven't n doubt you'll a
(Though setting me down as i lo
You are making an angel of md

Of course I have given up smokl
Though I notlee no change In
In polson you sald T was sonkin

And n]uwl; destroying my heall
The club 1 have quickly forsaked
Without even a last goodby
And unless | am greatly mistaken]
You are making an angel of me,

The theaters have lost all their p
The opera mnkes me feel blue,
[And no longer its music I treasure,
Though I know I'd enjnf it—with
My thm’na'hu turn to walks thro

clover,
And 1o chat "neath the old sh

hd

tree, y o
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