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Keep
Your
Yeranda
Gool.

excluding the sun and admitting every passing breeze
to do with oar split bamboo screens.
ve them in several sizes—to sumit vour space.

an

The

th
are just far enough a part to keep the veranda
let the air
or so

will equip yon with enough to insure hot

ween More Iron Beds

is supposed by some to be an unlucky number —but
d these few remaining bed bargains will certainly be

enameled—-full width—strong, but not too
-u...ﬁ“"

of $7 and $8 each, *5.00 and 86 50
hb-uﬁm md we ct a quick sale. If oneis desired for
your possession yon must claim it early.

! BROWN & CO.

. No. 136 North Main St., Butler.
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wal Sacrifice Sale

1 we need say much as an introduction
ale of clean, new merchandise.

 be our 25th sale is conclusive evi-
the word sacrifice TRUTHFULLY—
~has been an unfavorable springy
y, is another well known

s all over the store—and

ers- deeper cuts,

' . - offered. - Need
. tomsmrlm:esale July 5, 6 7,8.

Tailor-Made Suits
Silk Jacket Suits
Covert Jackets
Rain Coats
Separate Skirts
Millinery

Dress Goods and Silks
Wash Goods, White Goods
-\ Laces, Embroideries, &c

The Greatest Bargains in Unilerwear we have ever offered—extra sizes in
M vest for hrge womer. c, value 15e. Extra eize vest. 10c. value 205,

“$hirs. J E. Zimmerman.

But]er, Pa.
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If you are thinking of purchasing qu. Buggy, Surrey,
pring Wagon, Farm Wagon or a set of Harness, wh
Mne our splendid line and get our prices before sen
w?y for it to some one who is only interested in get-
g your money. They may tell you an alluring story;
d t care whether the goods:please or not.
t where you can drop in .and “call them
& as*we are. We must please our customers, for
oW pgotection. Come and see us.and get some of
argains we are now offering. We are crowed for
room as we unloaded a full car of Buggies last week and
lmve another this week. See the point?

fartincourt & Thom

(LIMITED)
128 E. Jefferson St., Butler, Pa.
rters for Kramer Wuon.g.

See display of Trousers this week.
- Are you hard to fit?
“Are you hard to please in pafterns?
- Do you wear a stout, slim or regular?
Do you want a nice peg top trouser?
Do you want to save money?
ou want the besg Trouser at the lowest price?
trouser that'is made right in
, fit, sewing, cat, wear? and
? if so oonnder the above questions
rlght place.
ll only one right place to look for and that is

ett & Graham.

——THE MODERN STORE.——

July Clearance Sale is certainly a hummer.

Big bargains and big crowds all wesk.

Another week not less interesting.

All summer goods must be sold.

Prices no object.

White goods, colored wash goods of all kinds, silks,
table linen, towels, napkins, bed spreads, muslins,
colicoes, gmghams. ladies’ and children’s undermuslins,
ladies’, children’s and men’s summer underwear and

hosiery.
Parasols all at 1-3 off our already low-marked

prices.
Millinery at 50c on the dollar and less.

EISLER-MARDORF COrTPANY,

SOUTH HA;! S‘I'RIET ' 22]
POSTOFFICE BO.

OPPOSITE HU TEL ARLINGTON

Schaul & Levy’s

Great July Clearance Sale
Of Clothing.

The usual accompaniment of a great business is the ac

cumulation of small quantities and small lots. Then too, the
strict adherence to our policy of never carrying goods over
from one season to another necessitates at this time of the year|

Samples sen
BI

A General Clearance Sale.

In looking over our immense stock it shows that it is
better to cut out many llnes. No store can afford to merely
store merehandise, every space is needed for quick selling goods.
The new must replace the old. Whatever has not sold quickly,
or whatever we have too much of or what is left from our former
big sales must be sold at this Great July Clearance Sale.

SCHAUL & LLEVY

SUCCESSOR TO SCHAUL & NAST;
We are showing many

137 South Main Street, - - - - v =1 Butler, Pa.
pretty stylesin Ladies’ Fine

Bickel's Footwear.

A Grand Display of Fine Footwgar In
All the Latest Spring Styles.

sure to interest you.

Big bargains in Misses’
and Children’s Shoes.

Large stock of Men's and
Boys’ Fine Shoes and Ox-
fords in many styles.

Repairing promptly done.

JOHN BICKEL

128 S Main St.,, BUTLER, PA,

MEN

Won't buy clothing for the purpose of
spending money. They desire to get the
best possible resnlts of the money expended
Those who buy cnstom clothing have a
right to demand a fit, to have their clothe
correct in style and to demand of the
geller to guarantee everything. Come to
us and there will be nothing lacking. |
have just received a large stock of Spring
and Summer suitings in the latest styles
shades and colors.

G. F. RECK,

MERCHANT TAIEOR,
142 N. Main St., Butler, Pa
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Acme Washers

Do Hore Work,
Better Work,
With Less Work
Than any other Washers
on the market.

Ll

she she

J. G. & W, CAMPBELL,
BUTLER, PA.
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The Witch of
Cragenstone

By ANITA CLAY MUNOZ,

Author of “In Love and Truth"
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CHAPTER XVIIL
next day Godfrey La
snne, accompanying the
ss of the Maylan
was riding up the mountain to
the and with

ned 1estly

Sir

village,
rein,

slowly
talking ea

(.m“‘l'o'_\', I am not ill. But
» shocking news of Christo
ath I cannot lift his trouble
rt,”” she was ing in re
y vy, to some 1 k he
mad “I reproach myself
in mine own security I allowed

just do
that
the
into danger. One commanding word
from me, with assurances that I would
take all blame of the goldsmith’s anger,
would have sent him to the Kkitchen.
Ah, lackaday!”

“Thou'rt over sensitive, my love, an’
must needs bear the suffering of all
about thee,” La Fabienne said. “Blame
not thyself for what was not thy fault.
By the Lord, thou asked the lad to
remain and he would not. None other,
Margaret, unless she had thy tender
conscience, would so unjustly reproach
herself. Come, cheer thee. Laugh,
smile, sweet, or else, I swear, I'll get
the blue megrims myself!”

“Jest not, dear Godfrey, for
thinks that others hold my careless-
», for yesternight, when
», I noticed sul-
the usual
frowning

me-

len looks, and instead of
formal greetings saw only
glances or averted faces.”

“Again ’'tis thine imagination that's
at fault,” her companion insisted, in
gay good humor. “God’s pity, but I
cannot much blame thee, sweet, for of
all lean shanked, sour faced folk I e'er
have met these mountain folk take
precedence. Thou should hear good
Gaston’s surly jests at their expense!
Right nn-rrilv would thou laugh, my
sweet.”

Margaret not making re M\ they pur-
sued _their way in silence until they
reached a low log house, where just
before the door a group of children
were throwing corn to a hen and her
young hrood. An elder girl, barefoot-
ed and dirty faced, looked up ct
at the approach of the riders; then,
throwing back her tangled hair, opened
her eyes in wonder at the sight of such
unusual splendor, for the bright sun
fell on Margaret's hair and lighted the
threadwork of gold on her dress, the
goft wind caught her long white veil
of gossamer wound about her riding
hat, tossing It lightly in the air, and
La Fahienno, in his weual splahdid
dress, rode after her, smiling, his hand
in the leather purse of his belt, ready

iously

to throw some loose coin to the young- '

sters,
At that Instant a woman #f a torn
cotton frock appeared at the doorway,
her face drawn in terror and pointing
a long finger toward Margaret.
“Tirzah! Clarinda! Luke!” she shriek-
ed. “Come in behind the doors! 'Tis
the lady with the evil cross! Hast for-
got the lad Christopher's fate? Run!
I command ye to run!”
The panie stricken
white faces and in great fear,
their mother's side, clinging

children,
rushed to
to

door and nolsily drew the bolt.

“What said the shrewish wench?”
asked La Fablenne as he took his place
beside Margaret.

“I did not exactly get her meaning,
but she called the children from me,
warning them of poor Chrlstopher’s sad
death,” she replied, “As I told thee,
Godfrey, all blame of the lad's mls-
fortune is laid to mine indifference.”

La Fabienne noting the cloud on his
companion’s face, his own grew dark,
and he laid his hand upon his sword.

“By heaven, Margaret, an any man
makes such insinuations in my hearing
I'll run him through!”

“Nay, talk not of bloodshed, God
frey,” she answered, with a gentle
sigh, “but think rather the time
when we will ride away together from
these unjust people to
happy life in France.”

“Naught but that hope and the sweet
joy of thy presence doth keep me here,
i do assure thee, Margaret,” he replied
seriously. “But, mark me, sweet, until
we leave no man slights thee without
settling the reckoning with me.”

Margaret, whose kind heart was full
of sorrow and trouble at the recent
misadventure, also the consequent con-
duct of her neighbors, took heart at her
lover's fond words,

“Thy protection and love giveth me
great comfort, Godfrey,” she replied.
Then, with a little 3ut, I wot,
this Is a most depressing neighbor
hood.”

La Fablenne laughed lightly,
at her last observation.

“See, yonder,” she continued, “Is Ad
pm's cottage, the goldsmith, where poor
Christopher’s body lieth awalting bur-
fal. Methinks the wreath of roses I
sent yesterday was not enough to ex-
press my sympathy. I would like to
sffer Adam some gold, Godfrey. Hap
pen the old man is in need in his hour
of trouble.”

At the sound of horses’ hoofs
Browdie appeared at the and
when he saw who it was drew back,
with blanched face, his tongue cleaving
to the roof of his mouth,

“1 give thee good day,
said, ri loser

of

sigh, “

amused

Adam
door,

Adam,” Mar
‘and "I ‘have
th thee in thy sor-

sinall handful of
gold, ~--‘ man,” as at times like these
folk have many 1

extra needs?”
I'be sun, glitter the
fell on the crogs lying on her
iluminating ity In Adam's fear and
terror it was allhe saw, and to his ex
cited Imagination It apy

red to blazen
forth lug the whole front of her
dress

garet 1i1
much \_\ mpathy

rov ilt takegthi

ing over house,

bosom,

covel

“Go on thy W ed way!” he cried
in quavering tone ‘and stop not be
fore the door where thou hast wrought
such diré evil! Thy wreath of roses
lieth in ashes in the road! We applied
a torch ere thy servant left; and thy
gold, take it with thee. I want it
not!"

He closed the
drawing the bac
olence,  Margaret's face
picked up her
rode at her side
and flashing eve

“Gads, in France we have a man
whipped for less than that! Mon
Diew,” he exclalmed angrily, “were not
the man so old and did not death ne
in his household I would bave him out!
No man could uve after those rough

doar and fastened i,
across with noisy vi
waus white as
and La Fabi-
with dark looks

she rein,

{ led through the
d farm, |
| and they t

in
| frey ?”

had |

lad to follow his inclination and go |

with |
her |
i

skirts tremblingly as she slammed the |
{ to the rein

a joyous and
\

1ue 100K of saa wonder in Margaret's
eyes did not leave them as she guided
her horse to the narrow footpath that
forest .
them naught but good will
t me with keen dislike,”
iin would I understand
their meaning, God-

“I feel for
he s
themn Dost get

“Fair love, thy pure and generous
soul could never grasp the meaning of
their cruel and wicked ignorance,” he
answered, then, seeing that the shad-
still rested on her face, cried in
vexed tones: .

“Margaret, cease sorrowing! Sweet,
thou hath done naught but show them
acts of Kkindness! enemy of
thine hath been at his foul work most
diligently. 'Tis a man I've had mine
eyes on!”

“Thou meanst my cousin Josiah?”

The blood rushed to La Fablenne's
face.

“Call him not thy cousin, Margaret,”
he cried hotly, “for I swear he hath
no feellng of kinship for thee. Damme,
but I detest the man! The mere men
tion of his name doth cause my gorge
to rise.”

Just then a large, hulking lad who
was coming toward them with a bun
dle swung on a stick over his shoulder,
humming a tune as he came, at the
sound of their voices ceased his noise
suddenly, hesitated to make sure, then
pushed through the brushwood and
slunk away under the trees in the op-
posite direction.

“Was not that Toby, the horse boy ?*
Margaret asked. “Strange that he
should dodge and hide in that odd man-
ner!”

Sir Godfrey shook his head and
frowned, then, as if anxious to lispel
the gloom that had fallen on them,
called out gayly to Margaret, who was
riding ahead: “See the sun setting be-
hind the hills, sweet love. What red-
ness it doth reflect against the sky! I
wot tombrrow will be warmer still.”

By now they had reached the open
roadway, and the lands of the Mayland
estate spread out before them.

“An’ there is Elsbeth at the gate,”
Margaret sald, with a happy laugh.
“Fie on thee for a foolish old woman!"”
she called to her in passing, with affec-
tionate gayety. “Hast naught to do but
look out for our return?”

Urging on her horge, she galloped to-
ward the house. Suddenly La Fabi-
rmne, who rode slowly to look at some-
thing by the wayside that attracted his
attention, felt the pressure of a hand
on his arm. Turning, he saw Elsbeth.

“Sudden hath befalicn
us,” she said in an agitated whisper.
“Ihe servants, even old Glles, have
left,”

He returned her gaze steadily.

“So, ho, thou tellest me but what I
did suspect a moment since,” he an-
swered. “What reasons gave the cow-
ardly churls?”

“They sald,” she replied, with tears
in her eyes, “that they would work no
longer for a mistress who wore such an
evil that there were strange
tales going about that our bonny Mar-
garet was a witch, and that she kept
her evil magiec and black arts in the
papist cross she wore upon her bosom.”

La Fabienne's hand clutched tighter

Some

misfartune

Cross,

bred pol-
dost

The low
further mischief

Said 807

troons!

they
What

“Go on thy wicked way!”
think that gray clad villain, Josiah
Taunston, doth meditate, good Els
beth? Parblen, doth the fool think he
is alzing blows at a defenseless wo-
man? 1' the past I have thought his
petty apite S cCanetoumesmore o0
emall to notice; but, bon Dieuw, an he
persi in his pers I'll have
a settling with the fellow.”
Then he added in a lower
"Twere better, methinks, not to dis
thy mistress with this news.
Prithee, too much already of unpleas
ant nature bhath happened to
her.”
His horse
way where

sts utions

voice:
tress
grieve

cantering up to the door
Margaret had pulled rein,
letting her animal nibble
growing the path, he
down and assisted her to alight

“I've called Giles,” she sald,
one answers, Whistle, Godfrey,
they may know we have returned.”

“Sweet, I'll be thy
wught her |

GO ps thy servial

some grass

hesi sprang
“but no
s0 that

boy.” Ja
by the rein

horse
Fabienne cg
“Elsbet]
authority, and she

Look not so Margaret,”
We can replace
another"day.”
Margaret turned her white
face ta the old woman and
ly—*speak trath to I commai
Did any hirelings leave my house be
cause of any feellug of dislike or aver
sion to me?”

“Bonny babe,
the old woman tremblingly,

nay, nanght
but that the cross thou didst wear wast
papist and wicked, contalning evil that
wrought harm to others! Happen
thou'lt take it off, sweet,"” she added,
with lope of zing Margaret,
“I wot they'd back
glad to serve thee”

The young mistress of the Mayland
farw raised her head quickly, and the
color that had forsaken her cheeks at
the unexpected tidi
flefection return
sparkled danger

“Blsbeth, an thou say such words
thou cannot understand me. I am
willing and eager to help these people
and to do all for them within my pow-
¢r, but they cannot dictate to me, For
shuwe, lsbeth! Thoy weak and slily

ts rose agninst

ner sent them pack
Ing
he urged

the da of

“Elsheth™

serious,

them ers

spoke stern

me,

sweet Margaret,” eri
“they sald
against thee so much

eneours

all come and be

| by every
| son ill either by thought or deed,

{ departure from this ill fated village,
| but now

old woman, to talk with a cows nd-.!
tongue!” she exclaimed. “Dost think |
a wowan of the Mayland blood would |
forgive a faithless, ignorant, dlslovll'
servant who hath spoken ill of her?|
Forsooth, how long is it since I have
come to the pass when I must, at a
hireling’s command, remove that which
I see fit to wear. This is my home"—
she raised her head proudly—*“built by
mine own dear grandfather and mine
right. I have done no per-
and
my cousin need not think he can force
me from what is mine-own. Only thi§
morning I promised myself a speedy

methinks to remain a good
time longer.”

Her head held high, she turned to
her lover with a flashing smile.

“Thou’lt be my horse boy, Godfrey,
in thy satin doublet?”

“Right willingly will I, O proud and
beauteous mistress!” La Fabienne,
with answering smile, doffed his hat
to the ground.

“Then I cannot be unhappy, for did
not some wiseacre say ‘a man is rich
that hath one faithful friend? Comnre,
lead the horses, and I will follow to
assist thee, Godfrey, for I trow thou
wouldst a-weary soon with no horse
boy about to cast thine imprecations
at.”

Both laughed merrily at this sally;
then, with deep and tender pretection,
La Fabienne threw his disengaged arm
about her.

“Aye, come with me,” he said,
“though thou’lt hinder more than thou
will help, I warrant thee. But, gads,
a man can work with a better heart in
sunshine than in shadow, and where
thou art not, sweet, 'tis always dark
to me!”

CHAPTER XVIIIL
NOTHER spell of seorching heat
swept over the mountain so
intense that men and women
could scarce exért themselves
to move, and found existence endurable
only iu the shelter of their homes,
afraid to venture out in the scorching
rays of the sun, and the sheep and cat-
tle, stretched out on the ground under
the trees, lay, with closed eyes, pant-
ing, not caring to eat. The people,
sighing and praying for relief, told
each other significantly that such
scorching air was a curse put upon
them. But one night, whether it was
in answer to their prayers or the curse
was lifted, the leaves began to rustle
on the trees, and suddenly a breeze
sprang up from the northwest, bring-
ing in its wake a cool breath that
fanned the awful bheat away, and the
mountain folk awoke in the morning
refreshed and strengthened to set
about with energy to accomplish tasks
that had of necessity been neglected

during the excessive heat.

La Fabienne and Margaret Mayland,
T ving Erown wenry—or-the-eafarced

forth his sorrow, and Jc‘hh. pohﬂu
his long finger at him, addressed the
now increasing Mhh.'

“Look ye on this man,” he cried,
“his heart bleeding and broken, the
mainstay of his old age cruelly taken
frowm him, and all because we have too
long dallied with the evil influences
that have of late been so strongly
brought to bear upon us. Look on this
man, I say! Dost want the same to
happen to ye all? Matthew Clines"—
he singled out one man with his finger
—“how knowest thou that thy turn
may not come next? Wilt wait, refus-
ing to believe until thou seest thy maid
Dorothy riding away in a cloud of
smoke on a witch's broomstick?”

“Nay, nay,” groaned the man sullen-
Iy.

“I call on ye not to be deceived by
a fair face, rich dress and a kindly
manner! Such deep arts are ever em-
ployed by our worst enemy, Satan, when
Le hath his blackest crimes in medita-
tion. Thou, knowest, men, to whom I
make inference? ’'Tis the woman Mar-
garet Mayland that I do publicly ac-
cuse!”

He paused for a moment to empha-
size bis words, then continued with a
great seriousness, shaking his head in
the manner of one who had abandoned
all hope. “With ppayer and protesta-
tions my good mother and I have urged
this woman to change her ways, to de-
stroy the evil cross that is but a witch
mark invented by the devil for his pur-
poses, one touch of which will bring a
man to fell disaster. Men and broth-
ers,” he cried, “she would not hear us!
She coldly turned us from her door
and then in her wickedness set our
sheep a-dying; but, being our kins-
woman, we bore all patiently and sald
naught. Now, my judgment tells me
that too much harm hath been done al-
ready. Here before ye all I repudiate
this woman. I renounce Kkinship to
her!”

The crowd, now having assumed
much larger proportions, took up the
cry of hate and bitterness.

“Good man! Good man Josiah! He
doth renounce his cousin!” one cried.

“Down, down with the woman who
weareth Satan's cross!” said another.

“We ha' borne too much a'ready!”

“Hanging is the only way to put an
end on it cried old Adam tearfully,
wiping his eyes.

“Witcheraft is the very blackest
crime against God, the saints and the
peopie!” proclaimed Josiah Tatnston
dramatically. “Such wickedness can-
not be choked out. Burning—burning
at {l» stake—is the punishment our
clergy and elders have ever meted out
as of sufficient suffering to explate
this hideous crime.”

Then, seeing his [listeners were
roused to an unusual height of fury, he
cried in a louder voice: “My men, to
the town house! Call the council for a
meeting!
souls, caught in the talons of

inactivity, rode away gayly from the
door shortly after the noon hour of that
first cool day, with Gaston for a guide,
to view some waterfalls in a small
hamlet toward the west that the latter
had discovered In his wanderings and
which his master had expressed a de-
sire to see. As they found much of in-
teres: and heanty in the mountain
scenery to take their attention and oe-
ecupy their time, the sun had set and
the approach of twilight was at hand
when they rode wearily up to the
house, demanding supper from the
pleased and expectant Elsbeth, who
was waiting at the door.

The loiterers usually standing about
the village hostelry, the Sign of the
Red Heart, taking advantage of the
absence of La Fabienne, also his man
Gaston, now talked together loudly
and with great earnestness of the lad
Christepher’s tragic death; also other
evil happenings that had ocgurred in the
viilage of late. One or two men, more
excited than the rest, threw out their
arins wildly, with angry and vindictive
gesticulation, as they harangued the
others, and above their heads, as if
with a desire to be heard, the time
worn, weather beaten old square of
wood, with a red heart painted upon fit,
that from long years of exposure to the
elements was now dull and faded,
swung and creaked nolsily on the iron
bar over the door of the tavern from
which it was suspended.

Josiah  Taunston, rviding towand
them, drew rein as he reached e door
and called loudly for a tankard of gle.
The idlers grouped about him cagerly.

“Hast heard the uews, master?”
asked one,

“What news?

“The latest report of
handiwork in our affairs;
another man interposed hastily.
truth thou hast heard.”

“Nay, 1 ha' Le auswered sharp
ly. “But Adam’'s gran'son’s
wicked murder naught of bad tidings
could surprise me. What's amiss now?”

Several of the bystanders struggled
to get nearer the horse In a pesition to
tell the story, but the first speaker, tall
er and quicker of speech than the oth-
ers, commenced the narrative,

“Thou hast heard, wi' all of us, that
good Widow Dawson’s babe, that for a
week past on account of the heat lny
ill of a fever which the leech said could
oured, of a sudden took a fit
Jast night an’ died. The poor dame Is
prostrate and sweareth that black arts
were practiced on her ehlld, as just be
fore it was resting guietly, when"—the
man's volee fell into a whisper—‘“sud-
denly the mother was aroused I‘.\;
welrd noises an’ fearsome rappings on
the door. All of a tremble, she opened,
but ‘no one was there.. Then, with a
great noise,
was

the devil's
that is all,”
“Of a

not,"”
after

be easily

sheet waved before her eyes,
smoke an' the stench of sulphur burn-
ing filled the room, an' when all was
cleared away found her innocent
babe in a fit a-dying on the hed.™

The men fell back, pale faced and
awe stricken, looking at each other
with dpen mouths. Taunston took the
tankard and quaffed off the ale, then
from his high place on his heorse ad-
dressed the crowd with great lmpres

siveness,

she

“The tiwme hath come, good neigh
bors, when we must act,” he declared
“It 1s useless longer to deny that wick-
ed h.x;‘[-rmx..s occur here dally; that
Satan, dissatisfled . with the righteous
and plous conduect of this God feffring
community, hatlbentered Into compact
with one who shall be nameless and
hath chosen to exercise hig malevolent
Influence through her agency. Enough
of evil hath been wrought already,” he
cried flerceiy

Old Adam, the goldsmith, opening his
door at the sound of the loud talking,
peered forth hnd when he saw Josiah
Taunston ran to the spot, pushed his
way through the crowd and, falling on
Lis knees beside the horse, threw his
apron over his face, erying out: “Oh,

the lattice blew In, a white §

Master Taunston; oh, good Josiah, glve
me comfort in my hour of trial or 1
must go Mad wi’ thinking on it! My |
gran'son Christopher! The little lad {
left me by my dying daugbter Betsy,
struck .to his death and his soul car-
ried away in peals of thunder by the
devill Ob, lackaday! Woe is me! God |
ha' merey!”

The man continued to grovel on the

TS Citwey & inea to in-
voke God'’s vengeance.” . g
Turning his horse's head, he led me
way, followed by an excited throng of
angry men,
In the meantime Mistress Taunston,
whose reputation for piety and her

woman Elsbeth, who when she had ad-
vanced a few steps paused and, glanc-
ing about In all directions, called in
shrill tones the little dog Biddy, that
had evidently strayed away. If she
saw Margaret’s aunt coming toward
her Elsbeth gave no sign of it. With-
out ever having had an interchange of
hard words there was a deep feeling of
hatred lying in the hearts of these two
women for each other, and, although on
occasions they had met with elvil
greetings, an underlying spirit of en-
mity between them was apparent and
had grown lately into such proportions
that at thelr last meeting the women
had passed without recognftion.

So today, with her head held high and
a forbidding' expression on her grim
countenance, Mistress Taunston ap-
proached. The path at that point was
rocky and narroW,“so that in order to
proceed one of them had to stand dan-
gerously near the edge to let the othen
pass. l-‘lsbeth wnlklng ‘slowly, contin-
ued to look as if she saw no person in
her way and called the lost dog's name
with a great show of anxjety. Bristling
with deflance and wearing her “most
scornful bearing, the . Puritan -woman
came on until, reaching Elsbeth,, twho-
still refused to see her, she paused and,
drawing her scant skirt of .gray home-
spun very close about her, with an ap-
pearance of making a great effort not
to let her clothing touch the othier’s, en-
deavored to pass.

Turning suddenly, Elsbeth confronted
her so unexpectedly that the stern faced
dame lost her balance and would havé
fallen had she not clutched the trunk of
a trée for support. 'All the hitred in
Elsbeth’s heart for her companion
blazed forth in her eyes as she looked
at her.

“Fear not for thy clothing,” she cried
angrily, “or that contnct with jue shall
harm thée! Liid! ‘E'éen I were pitch
an’ thou wert covered with me, It
would not:show on s ‘thee, thou.art so
black In wiles and“wickedness.”

“Beware, womsn, how thou talkest to
thy ln'tt"l‘ﬂ" fairly shrieked. the ofher
in outraged tones.

“Forsooth, I'll ha’ my say, now I have
thee cornered”—Elsbeth's black cycl
snapped dangerously—‘“an’ for 'mco
thow'lt hear the‘tfuth. Fool that thou

{ art to think our Margaret hath no pro-

she exclaimed derisively.
“Dost think, dullard, that Sir Godfrey
La Fablenue suspects not thy son's
vile sehemes to get his cousin’s estate,
his deep lald plots to iforcesher from
the village as'a’ ‘polluted*thing,"so that
he-her next of kin—may ride in and
take possession?”

“'Tis false™ shrieked Mistress Taun-
ston In wild anger. “Make way,
woman,

Elsbeth did not move.

“Methinks 'twere well to warn thee,”
she mnnnncd, %Clse In thy greed and
ignorance thou'lt go too fnr Sir God-

tectors!”

tained its expression of ipdifference
and deflance. She drew aside to let the
other-pass, saying coldly:

“Take heed how thou dost persecute
Margaret Mayland further, and rely not
too strongly on thy delusion of having

“Make way, woman!"
the king’s favor. That is all I have h
say to thee.”
Then she walked on calmly, calling
in shrill tones to the straying dog.

(r0 BN CONTINUED.]
LOVE OF NATURE. > wem “\"‘

The More Man Loses Out of D.._
Life the More He Admires It.

The more man has become engaged
in the contlicts of civilization, in intel-
lectuai disappointment, the more he
has felt the uselessness of knowledge,
the more he has turned to certain ex-
pressions of art as an escape. He has
addressed poems to nature, has paint-
ed landscape more and more, has
shown in every way that such an es-
cape was a dream, Art has existed
from the very beginning, even before
the first man stuttered out his nam-

character by the sound of their name.
The dances of savages, as we call
them—that is to say, of people of earll-
er forms rﬁ civilization—invented be-
fore the a of design, record in a po-
etic way what they do and the sea-
sons of such doing and even the ap-
pearance of nature—the storm, the
rain, the clouds blowing across the sky,
the lashing of the sea against the
shore.
where the women spread out their
arms like the wave lines of the surf,
and the children, springing up behind
them, represent the foam of the

or it will be worse for theé!” |

crests. From these
know that tragedy and com
call them, have grown.
these disappear in fact,
corded in the art of pain

easily have learned to
name! In the deplrhn-t
there is a village called Y, In
der Zee there is a bay called
~Amsterdam has the river Y.

In China there is a large town of the
same brief name. In the Chinese prov:
ince of Honan there is a city called U,

of A.

The Real Dick Turpin.
The real hero of Dick Turpin's ride
‘to York is sald to have been a
man named Willlam Nevison, who was -
born at Pontefract ju 1630; The story

to Gravesend, crossed.
galloped to Chelmsford.

here he pushed on to Cambridge M
Godmanchester, thence to Huntington,
where he baited his mare again and
.slept an hour, Afterward Jn took to
p:e North m.d. ;
afternoon,

the bowling

witness und was acquitted on the ﬂ-
(position; that it. was.
man to be at two such %
Gadshill and York-on the day.
Africans Wuh.
Great attention I8
the African tribeg
body.  The t N
stick which® has -
kind of brush; Thé h
frequently, u?{f"))y D
ing and rubbing them
withip the oth
straight up
Js given to the 0 i :
ner of washing ll 80 chlrl L
an’ Atricnn might
1t ‘from a Europe
*o the color. h
owel. - !

'l'lo Wcl‘t of ]
“What do you “su
:3 7" sald_the hatter,
it dollar, bat
‘thd

¥ “Ab‘ont a -
ed b 0 et . A Wt
~“Only a MNttle over §°
nd—five ounces, to be pndn. No
good hat,” sald tho
four or five ounces |

tyn—at

frey La Fablenpe is a™) n_of
wueh wealth, hath Influence at the

French and English courts, and with
both Puritans and papists hluwlnhel
have great wellht .

“Ha, 18t 507 Tbedamelauzham
fully. “THy cavaller may have iffluence
at the English court in all else b f mat-
ters pertaining®to the black ‘art lnd
witcheraft. IIls majesty hath ('hv
and the fiat hath gone forth nll
such shall be brought to trial nnd €xe-
cuted quickly. Oft and many times he
Lath so expressed himself, belng a
godly man and plous, so hope not for
his interference., Now It Is my turn to
warn thee.” She raised a finger and
pointed it at Elsbeth solemn "B&

ihou

| fore yon sun'just fadfng from

doth fall again’ tomorrow éveny

and thy ndmﬁww

rilla in

of pnrq‘orlc ipto it and

in some’castor ojk The ma
with a_pleasant facé and w
as It he had drunk soda water
of castor oll. “Yes, ‘we hiiVe ¢
call for. castor ofl cocktalls,”
clerk, #If o man's sys

ing of the animals and expressed their

In Fiji they have a dance

and in France there ig a river and in
Sweden a town rejoicing In the name

o
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