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Duchiess.
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When a corner near the rhododendrons
has concenled the from view, Dysart
rises from bl nd goes deliberately

ever 1o where Lady Swansdown is sitting,
Ehe s an old friend of his, and he has
@erefore no quulms< about being a little
prusque with her where occasion demands
|

“Have a game?" sava he. His sugges
tlon is full of playfuiness; his tone, how-
over, I8 sierm.

*Diear Felix. why ¥ says she, smiling up
st him bea nily, There is even a sus.
piclon of a ement in her smile,

says he. His words this
1 something, his tone any-
«n read either as she pleases,
" suys she, laughing. *“There is
mothing like You have awakened

aange.
me to o Jdelightfol fact, Lord Baltimore,”
turningz languidly to her companion, who

has beon a little distrait since his wife and
pon passed by him. “What do you say to
1 ¢ for just we two?™
ou will,” says Baltimore, still a lit-
¢iv. He gets op, however, and
s arms indolently above his
might who is flinging from
remembrance of an unpleasant

e is intolerable,” says Lady
ing, 100. “*More than one
snks, dear Felix, for your
I stould never have thoughi
lo if vou hadu't asked me to play

that gutne.” .
Bhe smiles a little maliciously at Dy-
sart and, sccompanied by Lord Baltimore,

v#8 away from the assembled groups
¢ lawn to the dim recesses of the
glude,

1" says Mr. Browne to Dy=art.

It

s siwnys impossible for Dickey to hold
Ma tonzue. “But you needn't look so cuat
gp about it. "Tisn’t good enough, my dear
fellon I know "em both by heart. Bal-
timor= s as much in love with ber as he
{s with hi=z Irish tenants, but his imagina-
tlon i Lis strong point, and it pleases him

#o thiuk Lie has found at last for the twen-

tieth e a solance for all his woes in the
dlsint ted love of somebody, it really
BevTEr T ttera who!'
Tl . in it than yon think,"
mys 1) .
*Nata ri
And what of her? L
Of ter! Her bheart has been in such
eonstant use for years that by this time
it thust be in ers. Give up thinking
abou t. here is my beloved girl
At He = an elaborate gesture of
dei.z ; ovs Joyee advancing in his
dire var Joyeel™ beaming on ber,
“wh sav there is nothing in animal
magoe: =i, [lere 1 have been just talking

about rou 1o Diysart, apd telling him what
a [0t soul 1 fes] when you're away, and
Inatantly, a in answer to my keen de-
sire, you ir before me."”

“Why aren’t yon plaFing tennis?” de-
mends M.s«s Kavanugh, with a cruel disre

o

gard of this flowery speech.

“Becnuso | was waiting for yon.™

“Well, I'll beat you,” says she. *1 al-
ways 40"

Hotter and botter grows the sun; the
evenimy ws on apace; a few people
from neighboring houses have dropped in,

ro. Mot n among others, with Tommy
In tow, The latter, who Is supposed to
entérian & strong affection for Lady Bal-
timore's [ittle -son, no sooner, however,
#ees [Vicky Browne than he gives himself
op 1o his keeping. What the attraction is
that Mr. Browne has for children has

peéver ret been clearly defined.

“I'll stay with Dicky,” says Tommy,
fiinking himself broadeast en Mr.
Browne's reluctant chest, that gives forth
& compulsory “Wough!™ as he does so.
“He' | me & story.”

“Don't be unhoppy, Mrs. Monkton,”
saye the Intter, when he has recovered a
litte from the shock; Tommy is a well-
Frown boy with a sufficlent amount of adi-
pose matier about him to make his descent
teit. “I'll promise to be careful. Nothing
French, | assure you. Nothing that could
shock the young mind or teach it how to
lb'«-tl in the wrong direction. My tales
are aiways strictly moral.”

be good!™ says Mrs,

Monkton, with s last imploring glance at
ber son, who has already forgotten her
e ', being lost In & wild wrestling
ma ith his new friend. With deep

ige his mother leaves him and
way. Passing Joyce, she

w whisper:
] n Tnmm!‘."
'k after him.”

ips she might have done had
p sounding just behind her
# moment caused her to start
und—to forget all but what

vry aristocratie looking man,
with large limbs, and big indeed In
: l-‘ uy. His eyes are light, his nose
visome Roman, bis forchead massive,
£ not grand in the distinetly intel
i way, still a fine forehead and im-
I_I s bunds are of a goodly size,
sitely proportioned, and very
skin almost delicate, He is
£ like lis sister. Lady Baltimore, nnd
» different from ber in every way that
resemblan

“Xqn

e that is there torments

says Joyee, It is the most fool-
Catation, and means nothing, but
% herself a little taken off her
‘1 didn't know you were here!”
f -.'-":l.
did I—how d'ye do, Dysart?—
fan hour aga, Won't you shake
il'-:' hui-}s_‘u".: his own band to her as he
Speaks. There is a quizzical light in his
Jes a8 he arenky, pothing *= offend, but

::: ;“ﬁn -':-“e fhat ke finds amnsement 1o
55 rfu-t that the girl has been so much
th:’t ‘”?“:"1 by his unexpected appearance
= Mrl'_-' has even forgotten the small acts
!ma‘h!'*:v with which we greet ow
indisng She had, indeed, been desd
erything but his coming,
falters she, stammering

_‘ o0 came—>"
® little, as she notes her mistake.
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“By the midday train: 1 gave ln.r;u
just time to snatch a sandwich, say a
word or two to my sister, whom I found
in the garden, and then came on here to
ask you to play this next game with me,”™

“Oh! I am so sorry, but I have promised
u !. "

The words are out of nér mouth before
she has realized the fact that Dysart is
listening—Dysart, who is lying at her feet,
watching every expression in her mobile
face. Bhe colors and looks down at him,
confused, lovely,

“Don’t!” says Dysart, not londly, not
curtly, yet in so strange and decided a
way that It renders her silent. “You
!‘.nun!‘u'i mind me,” says he, a second later,
in his vsual calm tone. “I know ¥ou and
Beauclerk are wonderful players. You
can give me a game later on.”

“A capital arrangement,” says Beau
clerk, comfortably, sinking into a chaly
beside her, with all the lazy manner of &
man at peace with himself and his world,
“especially as I shall have to go In pres
ently to write some letters for the even
ing post.”

He beams again, and looks boldly inte
Aliss Kavanagh's eyes. She blushes hotly,
and, dropping her fan, makes a little at-
tempt to pick it up again. Mr, Beanclerk
makes another little attempt, and so man-
ages that his hand meets her. There is
a slight, an almost benevolent pressure.

Had they looked at Dysart as they both
resumed their places, they could have seen
that his face was white as death. Miss
Kavanagh, too, looks a little pale, a little
uncertain, but, as a whole, nervously hap
P¥.

“I've been down at the old place of
mine,” goes on Mr. Beauclerk. ““Terrible
disrepair—take thousands to put it in any
sort of order. And where's one to get
them? That's the one gquestion that has
got no answer powadays. Eh, Dysart?’

“There is an answer, however,” says
Dysart, curtly, not looking at him.

“Ah, well, I suppose so. But 1 haven't
bheard it yet."

“Oh, yes, I think you have,” says Iy
sart, quite politely, but grimly, neverthe-
less.

“Dear fellow, how? where? unless one
discovers & mine or an African diamond
field 7

“Or an heiress,” says Dysart, incidental-

“Hah! locky dog, that comes home to
you,” says Beauoclerk, giving him a play-
ful pot on his shoulder and stooping from
his chair to do it, as Dysart still sits upon
the grass,

“Not to me."

“No? Yoo will be modest? Whell, welll
But, talking of that old place, I assure
you, Miss Kavanagh, It worries me—it
does, indeed. It sounds like one's duty teo
restore it, and still—""

“There are better things than even an
old place,” saya Dysart.

“Ah! you haven't one, you see,” cries
Beauclerk, with the untmost genlality. "1t
you had—I really think if you had you
would understand that it requires a sacri-
fice to give it up to moths and rust and
ruin.”

“] said there were better things thans
old places,” says Dysart, never looking In

sacrifice.”

“Pout! Lucky fellows like you—gay
soldier lads—with hearts as light as sun-
beams, can easily preach; but sacrifices
are not so easily made, There is that
borrid word, Duty! And & man must
sometimes think! Come on, Miss Kava-
nagh, let us get our scalps. Dysart, will
yon fight it out with us?*

“No, thanks.”™

“Afrald?" gayly.

“0Of you—no,” smiling; the smile is ad-
mirably done, and would be taken as the
genuine article anywhere.

“Of Miss Eavanagh, then?

For s brief Instant, and evidently
against his wish, Dysart’s eyes met those

of Joyce.
“The next game Is ours, Mr. Dysart, re-
member,” says she, at Dysart

over her shoulder, a touch of anxiety In

and giving way toa ™

It is & week later,
Lord and Lady Baltimore is In full swing.
Beauclerk is looking very big and wvery
handsome. eminently
aristocratic head Is thrown a little back, to
give tull play to the ecstatic smile he In
directing at Joyce.

“] thought I should never be able to get
a dance with you; you see”—smiling—
“when one Is the bells of the evening one
grows difficuit. But you might have kept
a firth o;mdxtl M:. poor like me.
An old too.'

“0ld friends don’t count at & dance. I'm
afraid,” says she with a smile as genial
as his own, “though for the matter of
that you ceuld have had the first; no ome—
hard as it may be to make you belleve it—
had asked the belle of the eveming for
that.”

“Oh! that first! says he, with a gesture
of | «] ghan't forgive Isabel
lnnhum“tht:shrﬁl’!ndmm-
ing—up to this. However,” thro
as it were, unpleasint memories by 8
shake of his head, “dom’t let me spoll my
nnegudﬁn.hdwdlhlipu.hd
one. Here I am now at all events;
is comfort, here Is peace. The lol:'r 1
have been longing for is mine at last.

might have been yours consalderably
n:{;r." says Miss Kavanagh, with very
poteworthy deliberation, humored by
lover-like glances, 'gich, lﬂ!l;!lﬂ-hh
in them than most

more truth Siaring Ber
and with & face luuuuﬂc;;n;:.
one
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“I am not so perfect as you think me”
:.i” she, a little sadly—her voice a little

aint.

“That is true,” says he, quickly, m
thongh compelled against his will to find
fault with her. *“Awhile ago you were an-
gry with me because I was driven to waste
my time with people uncongenial to me.

That was unfair, If you like.,” He throw:
bher own mccusations back at her in the
gentlest fashion, “I danced with this, that
and the other person, but de you know
where my heart was all the time?"

He pauses for a moment; just long
enough to make more real his question.
but hardly long encugh to let ber reply
toit. To bring matters to a climax would
not suit him at all.

“Yes, you do know,” says he, seeing her
about to speak. “And yet you misjudge
me. If I were to tell you that 1 would
rather be with you than with any other
woman in the world, you would belleve
me, wouldn't you?

He stoops over her, and taking her hand,
pru”m it fondly, lageringly. “Answer
ma

“Yes,” says Joyce, In & low tone. It has
mot occurred to her that his words are a
question rather than an assertion. “I'hat
be loves her seems to her certain. A soft
glow illumines her cheeks: her eyes sink
beneath his; the idea that she is happy, or,
at all events, ought to be happy, fills her
with a curious wonderment. Do people ak
ways feel g0 strange, =0 surprised, so un-
sure, when love comes?

“Yet you did doubt,” says Beauclerk,
giving her hand a last pressure, and now
nestling back among his cushions with all
the air of a man who has fought and con-
quered and has received his reward
“Well, don't let us throw an unpleasant
memory into this happy hour. As 1 have
said,” taking up her fan and idly, if grace
fully, warving it to and fro, “after all this
turmoil of the fight it is sweet to be af
last in the haven where one wounld be.”

He is smiling at Joyce—the gayest, th
most candid smile in the world.

Beauclerk indeed is enjoying himsclh
immensely. To a man of his temperminen:
to be able to play upon a nature as fine
as honest, as pure as Joyce's, Is to know
a keen delight. That the girl Is dissatis
fied, vaguely, nervously dissatisfiea, h¢
can read s easily as though the working:
of her soul lay before him in broad type
and to assuage those half-defined misgiv
ings of hers is a task that suits him. He
attacks it con amore.

“How silent you are,” says he, ven)
gently, when he has let quite a long pauss
occur.

“I am tired, I think.™

“Of me?’

“No-n

“0Of what, then?' He has found that as
& rule there is nothing a woman likes bet
ter than to be asked to define her own feel-
ings. Joyce, however, disappoints him.

“Sitting up so late, I suppose.”

“Look here!™ says he, in a voice so ful
of earnest emotion that Joyce involun
tarily stares at him, “I know what Is the
matter with you. Yoo are fighting against
your better nature. You are trying to be
ungenerous. You are trying to belleve
what you know is not true. Tell me=
honestly, mind—are you not forcing your
self to regard me as a monsater of insin-
cerity 7"

*“You are wrong,” says she, slowly. “I| ga4hed up to the big ranch headquar-
sm forcing myself, on the contrary, te be | vor5 house, Jim threw the lines to the

lieve you a very giant of sincerity.”
“And you find that dificult?"
Ol'! L

(To be comtinued.)

Before Bantiago.
A lleutenant, who was among the

wounded before Bantiago, thus de | swer from the girl, who was passion-
scribes the sensation of being a targel  ately fond of riding, and who modestly
his direction. “And if there are, make a| for a rapid-fire gun: “We were going | owned the gold medal for superior
forward under a scattering fire from borsewomanship in her city riding
the fromt, and all at once, off at the | elub, Jim ran to the barn, flung a man's
right, & rapld-firing gun opened on us | saddle on a beautiful horse, and before

There was no smoke, so we couldn’i

locate the battery exactly, but we could | prise at this novel Intreduction to her
see over the long brother's establishment, the horse was
a hose. They | before her.

the range at first, and the| “You say you kin ride; wa'al here's
bullets went swinging back' ¢he best chance to show hit you ever
off the tops of the had in your life.
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the tension—but it ended my fighting.’

— Airships seldom come to that point
where they have wings, much less use
them. This is due to the money in-
vested in them generally taking wings

—A tax of two shillings upon e
chimney in England was collected for

twenty-

l
|
|

on and on, reaching  the fire yonder: thar ain't no danger
feelllig for nus. There wan-now till you git ter Mule Crick. Jest
something unnatural about It, and w« | ever the crick a quarter of a mile or so
watched as though we were fascinated thar's a Russlan woman an' her six
by it. 1 didn’t feel as if men had any-| weeks' old baby. Bhe's all alone, for
thing to do with It. It was an imper | I saw her husband In town when we
sonal, deadly ememy that I eouldn't Jeft. They hain't backfired an inch,
fight and couldn't escape. There wasn't and you've got to git the woman and
s living enemy within sight. At last, | her baby over the crick. Bee? I'd go
with one big sweep the shower reached | myself, but the wind Is shifted and
gs. Men all around me dropped, and | this hull ranch’ll be In danger afore
then I felt a sting in my side, and down | Jong. You'll pass your brother and a
[ went. I believe we were all thankful | parcel o' men backfirin’ along the line;
when that gun found us. It relleved doa't step for any explanations, but

very losing my life, Jim?"

seven years, from 1662 to 1653.  woman across the crick In time; but

—The highest mountain is Mt Ever- |

est, in Thibet, 29,002 feet, or 534

miles.
—A contrivance 1o prevent snoring

been Invented by Edwin Jack,
%F‘:'andu!le. Kan. It is a bridle of rub-
ber webbing which is fastened under
the nose and keeps the mouth shut.

—Two states are alternately repre-

sented by the Hon. John J. Upchurch. |

undary line between
I!’ h mhmu ,;.-Ilt year he
was a member of the Florida Benate;
he at present represents Charlotie
County, Ga., In the lower house of the
—T}l:e:-:“a:re 506,000 persons in Wales
who cannot speak English. In Scot-
jand there are 43,000 who only speak
Gaelic, and in Ireland 20.000 who spenk
only Irish.
{s a rosary in the British

—There
museurns made of the vertebrae of a
snake's bone. Another is composed of
rats’ teeth.

—Mrs. Tan Jiok Kim, late of Singa-
pore, is buried In & $20,000 coffin, It
was decorated with silk, gold and pre-
clous stones, and was the most costly
coffin ever constructed in the Straits
Settlements.

-— the annual dog show In the
Cty;‘l:l P:llc:. London, the fox terrier
class was s0 large that it tcok all of
one day to judge them.

—Horses in the Philippines are a

curiosity. The few that are raised In,

ds are too small to brand.
th:-!‘:tl: 'I:Ird can fly backward without
turning. The dragon fiy, however, can
accomplish this feat and outstrip any

| hand.

| right, Prince Hal could run; and after
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T was rapidly growing duskK o

the wide prairie, and the stars were

Just beginning to show like ﬂltter-l
Ing diamond points. Just the sugges-
tion of the autumn was in the cool
night alr. The siillness as Jim and
Miss Waring drove along over the sl
lent plain was broken now and then
by a sharp, startling rattle, a sound
once heard never to be forgottem, the

Will Tell.

—

The foam came from his teeth, and his
flanks were white. Alice leaned for-
ward In the saddle, as she urged him
on, and stroked his neck.

A moment more and they were at the
creek, a shallow stream. Beyond, Allce
could see a low house silhouetted
against a great red bank of flame. The
fire was coming. Already she could
feel the Intense heat. A leap and a

danger signal of the deadly nme-,
snake colled up In the long, brown
grass.

“Hit appears to me,” Jim was say-
ing, “that that alr wind don't bode any
good to the settlers ‘'round these parts.’”

“Why so, Jim?” 1

“Guess you hain't ever ben on one
of our Dakoty perairies afore, Miss
Warlng, or you wouldn't have aske
such a questiom. There's two thin
out hyar that's more feared than the
0Old Nick himself—one on 'em’s a peral:
rle fire and another's a perarie with the
wind a-blowin’ a forty-mile-an-hour
gale.”

They rode on again in silence. Agnei
Waring had come from the far great
city to visit her brother on his Western
ranch. Jim, the man-of-all-work, was
driving her out from the station, fifteen
miles from the ranch. A

“By the long-horned apoons!™ nidi

Jim suddenly, rising In his seat and
stopping the horses with » tremendous
jerk, “look over there, will you? Thar's 1
bizness for wus, sure's you're a foof |
high! Git up there?' he yelled to the !
horses, and, giving one of them a sting- !
ing blow with his whip, they sprang
Into a run. Across the level plain shons |
a light, the light at the ranch heads
quarters nearly 8 mile away. To the'
left of it a dull, reddish glow bad come '
up and, now and then, at the horizom
line, where the darker part of the sky
was lost in the prairie. sharp flames
were darting up.

“Don’'t be skeered,” Jim d.m.w:a
as he whipped the horses Into a ¥
more furious pace; “there ain’t no dan-
ger—leastwise for us.” |

Alice was a self-possessed clty gir]
with a generous stock of old-fashioned
common sense; but she was startled at '
Jim's actions and her face had growm
pale.

“Everything's all right.,” sald Jim, as
reassuring as he could under the cir-
cumstances; “don’t you be skeered.”
He had seized the reins between his
firm, strong teeth, and now with one
hand, now with the other, now with |
both, he was whipping the borses intof!
still greater speed. “Hate—ter—lick &
team—Ilke thia”"—as the wagon bounced
and tumbled and rattled along; “hate
ter do hit—but hit—carr't be helped—
when there's life—depends—on t."

A few moments more and the borses
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ground and seizing Alice by the walst,
Jumped out with her.

“Sorry to be so lmperlite, but there
ain’t any time to walt—kin you ride
bossback 7

Barely walting for an affirmative an-

Alice had time to recover from her sur-

Thar’s the best hoss
iIn McLeod County—racin’ blood for
five generations; there ain't nothin' but
a perairie fire kin ketch him. Jump
bhim, Miss Waring, ride straight toward

ride fer the crick an’ ride as if Old
Harry was on yer track! You been't
afeerd, be you?’

The blood had come back to the pale
cheeks.

“You say there's little danger of my

“Not a bit—ef you only git that

don't walt—jump quick, fer the Lord's
sake, or you'll be too Ilate.” -
With a rude toss he threw her Inte

Panded her the reins. As he did so he
thrust a short, eruel rawhide Into her

“Don’t hit him with that unless you
have to—he's never been licked im his
Mfe; but he can outrun a cyclone. Ef
mrluvo ter hit him give it to him red-

It is long. sometimes, bafore a horse | '
and Its rider become acquainted with
ene amother; but it seemed but a few
seconds to Allce before she and the
poble animal were old friends, Jim was

the first few tremendous jumps and
Alice had steadled herself In the saddle
the thrilling excitement stirred her
blood like an intoxicant, and she real-
{sed that Jim had told the truth; it
promised to be the race of her life.
*“Je-ho-sa-phat!” exclalmed a man
who was plowing a fire furrow along
the edge of the ranch where the men

bound; they were over the stream and
on again with still swifter flight. It

| WAS a matter of seconds now until the

low sod bouse was reached. In front
of It was the Russlan peasant woman,
frantically trying to save some of her
household goods by dragging them
with one hand further from the course
of the fire, while in one arm she cluteh-
ed the baby, around which she had
thrown a wet shawl to protect it from
the heat.

“Why didn't you run?" cried Allce,
a8 she jumped from the horse; “don't
you see, the fire is almost on you? You
can't save your things: run for the
creek! Run, I say,. or you'll be burned
to death!”

Allce caught the child from the
woman's arms and sprang up into the
saddle as best she could. The woman
stood as if stupefied, the red glow from
the coming flames lighting up her stoll
face. The fire was coming on fasten
now; they could hear the roar and

"ON A LIFE-SAVING MISSION.

crackle as It swept through the long,
man-high grass of the swale beyond
the fence,

“Quick! qulck, I say! no, you ecan't
run fast enough now to get to the
creek; jump behind me, quick! gquick!
or we shall all be burned. I can’'t leave
you here to die!”

The woman's stolld nature was

) at last by the animal fear of

pexr, and while the heat grew more
Intense every minute, she clambered
up behind Allce.

Prince Hal's face was toward the
fire. He had not moved sioce he
reached the spot; he seemed llke some
beautiful statue, his body motlonless,
his ears sharp erect, his nostrils dis-
tended; the awful fascination of the
fire was upon him,

Allce pulled at the bit to turn him.
He pald no attention. BShe spoke
sharply, but he only moved uneasily;
he would not stir from the spot. Swift:
er than an electric shock came the
thought to her mind that horses in
burning bulldings wzuld stay and dle
in the flames before they would be le
out. It would be Imposaible to reac!
the creek on foot; in half a minute
more the flames would be on them.

Snatching the wet shawl from the baby \
with one hand. and swinging the child |

backward to Its mother with the other,
she threw the, shawl over the horse's
head. With the sight of the fire shut
out he quivered, torned as the bit gave
him a sharp twist, and, just as the
flames were leaping over the sheds!
hard by the house, he sprang away.

It was a race for life now—for three;
lives; for the wind had Increased to a
gale, and there is nothing more terrible
in this world taan such a relentless
ocean of flame as was rolling over the
grass-grown plain.

Alice thought of Jim's parting ad-
vice:

“He's never been licked In his life;
but If you have ter, give It to him red-
hot!"

With a sharp cry, urging the horse
on under his heavy burden, she struck
him with all her strength on the quiv-
ering filank, not once, but many times,
He jumped as If stung by a rattlesnake,
and selzing the bit In his teeth, sprang.
away as if shot from some mighty cata-
pult. h

Alice had lost all control of him now..
She could neither guide nor check mor.
urge him. The blood of a noble ances-
try. the blood of a racer was on fire in
his velns. Down the short hill, over

‘the brook, up the further side, on over
ithe plain Hke some wild spirit of the
might be ran. A cheer that you could

ve heard a mile, and that, mayhap.
as heard clear up to the stars of

ol | gaddle as If she had been a child, and | heaven, rang out as Prince Hal, white

with foam, flew by the crowd of men.

“Wa' ef you ain't the pluckiest
gal!” sald Jim, as he helped Alice from
the saddle; “an’ you ain't agoln’ ter
faint, nuther; I kin tell it by your eye.

Didn't I tell you he could outrun a
ieyclone? ¢
body a-top o' him who knew how ter

But there had ter be some-

ride.”—Independent.

—=
Woman's Wit

He—If 1 had known how sarcastic
you were I never would have married
you

She—You had a chance to notice It.
Didn’t I say “This Is so sudden” when
You proposed to me after a two-years'
courtship?—Cincinnati Enquirer.

Have yom noticed that the persons
who make records by sleeping several

DAY. MARCH 15. 1899.

| serub is a part of the duty of the proba-

Illttle success. At last the elder nurse

days and nights are always women?
A boy lsn’t given a chance to puzxle
the sclentists; every one in the family
takes a turn at czlling a boy if he
doesn't get up on time.

were at work. “Mr. Waring, look, wil}
you! Look at Prince Hal!"

Mr, Waring had not more than time
to look up before he saw his cholcest
mount pass by him llke the wind, a
girl with hair fiying behind her on his
back, the horse golng at a pace that not
his fastest Kentucky ancester ever
matched.

He—But, my dear, if she told it ts
you In confidence you shouldn't tell me.

swallow.
—The only involuntary muscle
- striped fibres Is

. the
posed of red or
heart.

On the borse went as If he, too, knew Sbe (pouting)—Oh! well, if you domy

of the lifesaving mission of the hour. ®ar® to hear it, never mindi—Puck-

) MUSIC IN PORTO RICQ. |
The Nati

Like all other Spanish-speaking peo- |
ples, the Porto Ricans are fond of mu- |
sic. Every cafe has its orchestra, for
a cafe could bardly do business without |
one. lveryminsmetdurluthellt-i
ter part of the day has its little itiner
ant band of guitar and violin players,
and the warm nights are made pleasani
to the strollers along the streets by the
sound of stringed Instruments which
floats from behind the latticed, vine
clad screen of private residences,

Nearly all of the airs are pitched In
& minor key, which, even when intend-
ed to be joyous, contains a plaint to the
Angle-Saxon fond of Sousa’s robus|
music. To one who has traveled in.
Spanish lands the music of Porto Ricd
at first seems very famliliar, but the ear
fs not long in discovering something
novel in the accompaniment to thd
melody.

It sounds at first llke the rhythmical
shuffie of feet npon sanded floor, and |
one might suppose some expert clog
dancer was nimbly stepping to the
musl¢ made by the viollns and gultars.
The motion is almost too quick, toc
complicated, for this, however, and It
Is the deftness of fingers, and not feet
which produces it.

It comes from the only musical In-
strument native to the West Indies, the
“guira,” which word I8 prononnced
“huir-r-a,” with a soft roll and twist te
the tongue only possible to the native
The “guira™ 18 a gourd varying in size
in different Instruments. On the in
verse curve of the gourd are cut slits
like those i the top of a violin. On the
other slde of the gourd opposite the
boles Is a serles of deep scratches, The
player balances the gourd in his lefi
hand, holding it lightly that none of the
resonance may be lost.

With the right hand hie rapidly rubs
this roughened side of the gourd with
a two-tined steel fork. In the hands of
a novice thie produces nothing but 3
harsh, disagreeable nolse. In the hands
of & native “guira” player a wonderfu!
rhythmic sound comes from this dried
vegetable shell—a sound which, In it
place in the orchestra, becomes musle,
and most certainly gives splendid time
and considerable volume to the per
formance.

The player's hand moves with light
ning rapidity. The steel fork at times
makes long sweeps the whole length of |
the gourd, and then again vibrates with
incredible swiftness over but an inck |
or two of its surface, There seems tc
be a perfect method In Its playing
though no musical record is before the
player, and It seems to be n matter
purely of his fancy and his ear as tc
how his part shall harmonize with the
melody of the stringed instruments, |

The guira l# found in all the Wem
Indies, but seems especially popular in
Porto Rico. The players generally make
their own Instruments, and apparently |
become attached to them, for as poor
as these strolling players are they will |
hardly part with their guiras,even when |
offered ten times thelr real value. They |
are distinctly & Porto Rliean curlo, and, J
strange as it may seem, Porto Rico is |
probably more destitute of tourists’|
“loot” than any foreign country known |
to the traveling American. The tourist
who can secure a guira may congratu- |
late himself, for it will be hard to get, |
and is the very thing which can be car-
rled away from the Island as a sou- |
venir which Is distinctly native nndl'
pecullar.—Kansas City Star.

BATHS NOT HER SPECIALTY.

— |
Hospital Patient Had Not Had One|
in tix Months. |

This actually occurred in one of the |
hospitals in the clty where a number
of patients from the lower walks of
life are brought for free (reatment. One |
night the police ambulance brought a |
young woman who was suffering from |
a severe case of rheumatism. The first
part of the treatment accorded patients
is a thorough bath before they are plac-
ed between the clean sheets, and the
unpleasant task of administering the

tioners, as the nurses are called during
the first six months of their training.
The one who attempted the work In
this case found a hopeleas job on her
hands, and after much vain labor she
went to one of the older nurses for ad-
vice. It belng a case of rheumatism,
they disliked to risk putting her im a
tub, but there seemed to be no help for
&, o they soused her into the hot water
and used soap, soda, alcohol and every-
thing else the place afforded, and they
rubbed, scrubbed and scoured with but

exclalmed: “I dom't believe you ever
had a bath before, did you?"’

“Yes, 1 did,” answered the patient ip
tones of mdignation.

“When was it?"

“Just before I was married.”

“How long ago was that?”

“A little over six months."—Chicage
Chronicle.

Deductive FPhilosophy.

“I am quite certain that Edith In-
tends to marry Tom."

“But they are not engaged, are
they 7
“Not that I know of, but they go
everywhere together. He never goes
with another girl, and she never ac-
cepts attentions from anotber man.”

“That i good as far as it goes, but is
it enough to make one certain that she
intends to marry him? Has she told
you soT”

“Oh, no;, she has not sald a word
about it to me, nor to anyone else so far.
us I know."”

“Then what makes yon so sure?”’

“I have watched them a great deal,
and I am convinced that Edith is tak-
Ing a long look abead, for whenever
Tom tries to spend any money on her
she always dissuades him."

Nutrition ia Oysters.
A quart of oysters contain, on the
average, about the same quantity of
nutritive substance as a quart of milk
or & pound of very lean beef.

Duabridged.
Parke—Have you got a good lst of

names to select from for your mew
baby?

Lane—You bet! My wife has kept a
record of all the servant giris we have
bad during the past month.—New York

. ing of that word and they will give vou

- the books, davotion at the alter,

"
i ] ! Numidians of Afriea, changing from place
t, the Guirs, ' to place according as the pasture happens
Is Bimple but Ingenlous. | ;1; :l:’:n“ft.; 'Oﬁnlonnded be all thoss babels

— -
Subject: “The Christian Home"=A Flace
For the Genesis and R dimg Out ol
Character—The Family Circle a Haven
of Hefuge From the World's Storms.

Texr: “Let them learn first to show
plety at home."—I Timotby v., 4.

During the summer months the tendency
is to the flelds, to visitation, to foreign
travel and the watering places, nnd the
ocean steamers are throoged, but in the

| winter it i= rather to gatber In domestie
| elrcles, and during these months we spend

many of the hours within doors, and the
apostle comes to usand saysthat we ought
to exercise Christian behavior amid all
such eireumstances., “Let them learn first |
to show piety at home.™

There ars a great many people longing '
for some grand sphers in whish to serve
God. They admire Luther at the diet of
Worme, and only wish that they had some
such great opportunity in which to dispiay
their Christian prowess. They admire
Paul making Fellx tremble, nnd they only
wish that they had some such graod ocea-
tlon in which to preach righteousness,
temperance and judgment to come. All
they wanot is an opportunity to exhibit
their Christian herolsm. Now, the npostle
practically says: “'I will show you a place
where you ean exhibit all that isgrand and
besutiful and glorious in Christinn churac-
ter and that the domestie cirele. Let
them learn first to show piety at home.”
It one fs pot falthful in aun insignifieant |
sphere, he will not be falthiul in a resound- |
Ing sphere. It Peter will not help the orip- |
ple at the gate of the lempﬁ:, he will |
never be able to preach 3000 into the king- |
dom at the Pentecost. Il Paul wiil not |
take paios to Instruet in the way of salva- |
tion the jallor of the Philipplan dungeon, |
he will never. make Felix tremble, He !
who is not (aithful in a skirmish wouald not
he fafthful in an Armageddon. The fact!
Is, we are all placed in just the position in |
which we can most grandly serve God, and |
we ought not to be |

chiefly thoughtful |
about some sphere of usefuiness which we
may after a while gain, but the all absorh- |
hﬁuullnn with vou and with m»ought |
to be, “Lord, what wilt Thou have me now |
and here to do?" |
There i= one word In Bt. Paul's adjurs-
tion mround which the most of our!
thoughts will revolve. Tbut word Is|
“home." Ask ten different men the mean- !
|

ten diderent definltions. To one it means [

, love at the hearth, plenty at the table, ip-

dustry at the work staund, intelligence at
In that |
bousehold discord pever sounds its war- |
whoop, and deception never tricks with its |
false face, To him it means a greeting at
the door and a smile at the chair, peace
bovering like wings, joy clapping its bands
with langhter. ife 1s n tranquil Inke,
Pillowed on the I‘lpglel sleep the shadows, |
Ask another man what home is and he will
tell it [s want looking out of a cheerleas |
fire-grate, kneading hunger in an emply
bread tray. The damp air shivering with |
corses. No Bible on the shelf. Children
robbers and murderers in embryo. Ob- |
scepe songs thelr lullaby. Every face a
pleture of ruin. Want in the background |
and sin staring from the front. XNo Sab- |
bath wave rolling over that doorsill. Ves-
tibule of the pit. Shadow of inferoal
walls, Furnace for lorging everiasting |
shains. ots for an unendiog funeral |
pile. It 1s spelled with |

Awlal word.

| curses, it weeps with ruln, it chokes with

woe, it sweats with the death agony of de- |
spair. The word ““home" in the one case
means qﬂrz:lllnx bright. The word
"hom:" in t other case means every-
Ishall s now of home as a test'of
ocharacter, home as a , home as n po-
Hitleal safegunrd, home as aschool, and
home as a type ol heaven. And In the
first place, home is & powerful test of char-
acter. The disposition In publle muy be in
gu{ costume, while In private it Is disha-
flle. As play actors may appear in one
way on the stage and may appear In an-
other way bebind the scenes, so private
character may be very differsnt from pub-
lle character. Private character s often
publie character turned wrong side out,
A man may receive you fioto his parlor as |
though he was a distillation of smiles, and |
;‘et his heart may be s swamp of nettles. |
bere are business men who all day long |
are mild and courteouns, and genial and
good patured incommercial life, damming |
back thelr irritability and their petulance
and their discontent, but at nightfall the
dnm breaks, and scolding pours forth In
floods and freshets, @ |
As at supset sometimes the wind rises, so
after a sunshiny day there may he a tem-
pestuous night. There are people who in
public act the phliantbropist who at home
act the Nero with respect to thelr slippers
and their gown. Audobon, the great orni- |
thologist, with gun and peocll went
through the forests of America to briog
down nnd to sketoh the beautiful birds, nod
alter years of toll and exposure compieted
his mapuseript and put it In & trunk in
Philadelpbin nod went off fur a few duys of
recreation and rest and eame back nnd
found that the rats bhrd utterly destroved |
the mapuscript, but without any discom- |
goenm- and without any Iret or bad temper
# ngain pleked up his gun and his pencil
and visited again all the great foresis of
America and reproduced Lis fmunortal
work. And yet there are pecple with the
ten-thousandth of that loss who lare
nl‘leri‘y irreconcilable, who at the losa of a
nell or an article of raiment will blow as |
ong and loud and Jsharp as & northeast
storm. Now, that man who Is affTable in
public and who is frritable in private 1s
making a fraudulent and overissue of stock,
and he is na as & bank that might have
$400,000 or $500,000 of bills In cireulation |
with no specie in the vault. Let us learn
to show plety at bome. If we have it not
there, we have it not anywhere. 1 we have
not genuine grace in the family circle, nli
our outward and public plausibilitysnerely
springs from the fear of the world or from
tEe slimy, putrid pool of our own selfish.
neas, I leﬁ you the home Is a mighty test
ol character. What you are at home you
ars sverywhere, whether you demounstrace,
It or not.

Again, home is & refuge. Lile is the|
Upited States army on the patlonsl rond |
to Mexico—a long march, with ever and |
anon a skirmish and a battle, At eventide
we pitch our tent and stack the nrms, \l‘r!'
bang up the war cap, snd our bead on the
knapsack we sleep until the morning bugle
calls us to march to tne mection. How

leasant it is to rehearse the victories nnd
rhe gsurprises and the sttacks of the day|
seated by the still eampfire of the howe |
circle! Yea, life is a stormy sen. With
shivered masts and torn sails and bLulk
aleak we put Inat the harbor of home,
Blessed harbor! There we go for repairs
in the drydock. The candlein the window
is to th:zollhg man the lichthouse guid-
fog bim into port. Cuildren go forth to
meoet their fathers as pilots at the Narrows
take the hand of shi The doorsill of the
bome s the wharl where heavy life is un-
laden. There Is the place where we may |
talk of what we have done without bLeing

with sell adulation. Thers is the
ﬂ.“ where we may lounge without being
ought ungraceful. There Is the place
where we may express affection witbon
belng thought silly. There Is the place
where we may forget our ADDOYANCES bl
exan fons and troubles. Forlorn encth
, o home? Then die. That s ber.
ter. The grave is brighter asd grande:
and more glorious than this world with o
tant from marching, with no barkor from
the storm, with no place of mt‘ llmm this
soene of aod gouge and loss und
s oof:ﬁ';m man or the womae wii

no homel

Further, home is a politieal salez-ard
The safety of the HState must be built or
the safety of the home. Wby chouo
France come to a piacid rerabiic? Muc
wmiion dppolnts 08 minisiey,and all Franoe
is nunke lest the republic be smothered
Gambette dies_ and there are hundreds ol
thousands of Frenchmen who are fearing
the return of a monarchy. The Dreyfus
ease Is at this moment & slumbering earth-
quake under Paris. France, as a nation,
bas not the right kind of a Christian home.
The an hearthstone is the only

hearthastone for a republie. The virtunes

cultured in the family ecircle are an sbso-

lute mecessity for the Stats. If there be

not moral principle to make the

w there willnot be po-
to make the SBtate

Ho home meaps the Goths and Yandals,

the Nomads ol Asia, means the

| ch would overpower and de-
! stroy the homes! The same storm that up-
| sets the ship in which the fumily safl wﬂl
| sink the frigate ofthe constitution, Jails
Iud penitentiaries and urmles and navies
| Are not our beat defense. The door of the
| home is the beat fortress. Household uten-
| slls are our best artillery, nnd the chim-
| neys of our dwelling housesars the grand-
| est monumeuts to safety and triomph, No
| home, no republie.

| Further, home is & sochool. Old ground
; must be turned up with subsoil plow, and

It must be harrowed and rehnrrowed, and

then the crop will not be as large as that

ot the new ground with less eulture, Now,
youth and childhood are new ground, and
all the Influonces thrown over their heart
and life will come up io after life luxuri-
antly. Every time {ou have given a sinile
af approbation all the good cheer of your

Iife will come up agnin in the genlality of

your ehildren. And every ebullition of
anges mii ei6r;y LL20000t0luble disnlar o
Indignation will be fuel to this disposition
of twenty or thirty or forty yeara from now
—fuel for & bad fire a quarter of a esntury
from this. You pralse the intelligencs of
your child too mueh sometimes when you
think he is not aware of it, and vou willsee
the resuit of it before ten years ol ace in
his annoying affectatipns. You praise his
beauty, supposing he is not large enough
:0 understand what vou say, and yon will
find him standing on & high chair before a
fAnttering mirror.

Oh, make your home the brightest place
an earth If you would charm your children
‘0 the bhigh path of virtue and rectitude
and religion. Do not always turn the
olinds the wrong way. Let the light,
which puts gold on the gentinn and spors
the pansy, pour into your dwellings. Do
oot expect the little fest to keep step to u
dead march. Do not cover up yonr walls
with such pletures as West's “Deoath on «

Pale Horse" or Tintoretto’s “Massacre of
the Innnocents.” Rather cover them, if
pou have plctures, with ““The Hawking
arty,” aod “The Mill by the Mountain
dtream,” ana “The Fox Hunt," and the
“Children Amid Flower<.," and the
“Hurvest Scepes,” and *“The Saturday
Night Marketing.” Get you no hint of

sheerfuiness from grasshopper's leap and

immb's frisk aud quail’s whistle and
garrulous streamlet, which from the raek
at the mountain top clear down to rie
meadow ferns under the shadow of the
steep comes luoking to see where it can

fAnd the steepest place to leap off st and
talking just to hear itself talk? If all the
skies hurtled with tempest nnd averinsting

storm wanderad over the son and every
mountain stréeam were raviog mad, froths
Iog at the mouth with mad foam, and
thers were nothing but simoons blowing

among the hills, and there were naithsr
Inrk’s carol nor humming bird’s trill nor
waterfall's dush, but only bear's burk and
panther’s seream and wcll’s howi, and you
might well gather into your homes only

the shadows., Bat when God hins strewn
| the earth and the heavens with beautv and
with giadoess let us take Into cur bhomne
eireles all lnnocent hilarity, a!l brightuess
and all good chiwer. A dark home makes
bhad boys and bad girls in preparation for

bad men and bad women.
Above all, my friends, take Iluto your
homes Christinn prlmtl{niu. Can it be that
in any of the comfortuble homes whose in-
mnates 1 confront the voice of prayer is
never lilted? What! No supplication at
pight for protection* What! No thauks-
glving iv the morning for care? How, my
brother, my sister, will you answer God in
the day of judgment with refersnee to your
ehildren? It {s a plain question, and there-
fore I nsk it. In the tenth chapter of Jere.
miah God says he will pour out his fury
upon the familles that call not upon His
name. Ob, ots, when you are dead
and gone nod the moss [= coveriug the in-
seription of the tombstone, will your cbil-
dren look back and think of Inther and
mother at family prayer? Wil they take
the old family Bible aod open it and ses
the mark of tears of contrition and tearsof
eonsoling promise wept by eyes loug belore
gone out luto darkness? Ob, if you do not
Ineuleate Christlan prineiple In the hearts
of vour children, and do not warn them
ngainst evil, and you do not favite them 1
noliness and to God, and they wander off

Into dissipation sand into Infidelity, nnd at
last make shipwreck of thelr mmortal
sonl, on thedr deathbed and In the day of
judgment they will cur<e you!

Seated by the register or the stove, what
il on the » should come out the histury
of vour caudren! What a history—!ihe
mortal and immortal life of vour loved
ones! [Every parent s writing the history
of his child. He Is writing i, composing

It into » soug or pointing it with s groan,

One night, lylng on my louuge when very
tired, my children all aronnd abont me, in
full romy and hilarity and laughter—on the
lounge, half awake aond lalf asleep—I
dreamed thisdream: [ was ln a far coun-
try. It was not Persia, although morethan
oriental luxuriance crowned the citles. It
was not the troples, although more than
tropieal frultfulness fllled the garden<. It
was not Italy, although more than Italinn
softness fllled the air. And I wandered
about iooking for thorns and nettles, hut
I found that none of them grew thers. And
I saw the sun rise, and [ watehed to see it
set, but It sank not. And I saw the people
In holiday attire, and I sald, “When will
they put off this and put on workmen's
gard, nnd again delve in the mine and
swelter at the forge?'" But thev never put
off the heliday attire,

And 1 wandered in the suburbs of the
elty to lind the pluce where the dead sleep,
and I looked al! along the line of the basu-
tifal hills, the place where the dend might
most peacelully sleep, and [ saw towers
and cnstles, but not o mausolesum, or o
monument, or n white siab could I sews,
And I went into the chapelof the great
town, and I said, *Where do the poor wor-
lhlf) and whers are the hard banches on
whioch they sit?’ And the suswer was
mades me, “We have no poor in this coun-
try.” And then I wandered out to find the

bovels of the destitute, and I found man-
sions of amber and ivory amd  gold,
but not a tear could 1 see, not o sigh

could I hear. And I was bewildersad, nnd |
sat down under the Lranches of o great
tree, nod I snid, “*Whers um | nnd whence
comes all this scene?” And then out from
among the leaves und up the lowery paths
and acrosa the broad streans there eams a
beautiful group thronging all about me,
and as I saw them vome | thought I kuew
thelr step, nod as they shouted I thought
I knew their vojees but then they wers so
gloriously arrayed in appaurel such ns I
hnd never before witnessed that I bowed
as stranger Lo strauger.  But when again
they olupped their bhands and shouted
“Welcome, welcome,”” the mystery all vau-
Iahied, and I fouod that time had gone and
eternity had come, nod we werenll together
aguin in our new home in heaven, and I
looked around wnd [ sadd, *“Are we all
here?’ and the volees of many geusrations

responded, “All hare!” And while tears
of E!adnm were running down onr cheeks,
und the branches of the Lebauon ewdars *

were clnpplog Lthelr hands, nud the towers
of the gront city were ehilmiog their wel-
come we nll lozether Legan to leap and
shout and sing, “Home, bome. homs'"

— e

—The yellow silk spider of Cey

yion s
perhaps the largest of his species. Hig
average welght Is nine ounces.

—In an article on Pekin Dr. Gold-
baum declares that a pawn-shop
where he can put up his  ward-
robe, seems to be an indispensabic
institution Lo the Chinese mer-

chant.

—Untamed camels are not the doclle
creatures they are taught to become
after months of breaking. In the wild
state they are extremely viclous, snd
can kick harder, higher, swifter and
oftener than a mule, and somgilmes
seem to use all four feet ar ,.,,.,’:5

—FProfessor Procror asseris that 100,-
000,000 people lived and dled In Ameri.
ca before Columbus’ disrovery.

—India has perhaps a greater va-
riety of plants than any other coun-
try in the world, having ffwen thou-
sand native species, while the flura of
the entire continent of Europe eu-
braces only about ten thousana.

=—Remarkable success in (reating
aneurisms by subcutaneous Injections
of geiatine has been reported to the
Paris Academy of Medicine.
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