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~ him In o hammock on the sunny side
- of the ship, Aud the #alt alr blew on
. his face and he gulped it in, and by
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lay qulet and wondered If heaven
could be any Improvement on this,

S0, on that long, bright, ealm morn-
ing at sea Francols lay in the bame
mock and watched the milllon Nttle
waves glisten and break for unknown
miles over the sunlit water, and lis-
tened to the volee he loved best in the
world, as It told him of those others
whom he loved wlso, and of the places
dear to him; and he wondered that he
had indeed come through the long
nightmare of prikon to this happlness.
“Mr. Hampton has been talking to
me about Vieginia; it must be & beau-
tiful country,” sald Alixe. “I should
love the froe friendly life of those
great domaing, | believe | could leave

In & few minutes more, leaving the
ship with his halting careful step,
Francols saw him kiss her cousinly—
yvet it seemed not altogether couslnly
—und with that he was saying a word
about “My new friend, the Chevalier
Beaupre,” and the girl’'s quick hand-
clasp and the warm welcome in her
volee of bonoy, made Francols feel as
If a place in her friendship had been
walting for him always,

Then, from bnek of her, from some-
where, towered suddenly s tall man,
with large features, and first selzed
Harry Hampton's lhand and then
turned to the stranger with the same
alr of entire pleasure and hospitality.

"My nephew's friend Is welcome at

France and Vieques for such a coun
try as that, where there are no politi
cal voléanoes on top of which one |
must lve. With us it 18 nlways :rlut-l
ting and secrecy, Always a war lo
look baeck on or to look forward to, I
should ke to go to Virginin.”

“But,” sald Francols, with his great
eyes glowing, “the war ope now looks
forward to In France will be short and |
glorlous. And after that will be peace,
for there will be a Bonaparte ruling,
nnd that means strength good
Rovernment.”

"How you believe In the great cap-
taln ond In his blood,” and Alixe
emiled down at the pale face on fre
with its lifeloug enthuslasm

"One must,” snld Francols simply,

nnd paused, and went on. “For me—
you know, Allxe, how It is. How the
star of the Honapartes has  alwaye

seomed to be my star! | belleve that.
I belleve that my life s tled to that
house, Nopoleon was more than hu-

CHAPTER XIX.

The Sacrifice.

Young Henry Hampton, thrilled to
tho core at this drama, bent over him
as Battista lnld bim on the deck, and
looked up anxlously at Pletro

“I& he Uving? he anked

He was living, though for an hour or
two the devoted friends who eared for
him doubted If they had not got him
hack only to lose him, But that last
effort of the changs to the ahlp belng
past, when consciousness came agnin
he grew strong more rapldly

“l thought—the Austrians—would
pab me—as | ¢came abourd,"” be whis
pered, smiling gally as be gasped the
words to Allxe. "It was—fivm In my
mind.”

And Alixe laughed at him, and told
him that they were far out on the Ad-
riatic now, sufe under the American
fag, and the Acstriaos left two hun
desd milenw beliing

“Even Il they had—nabbad me,"
whispered Francois, "those two days
with you would have pald.™

And Allxe shuddered a little and told
him W go to sleep and stop thinking
of Austrinns, for they were out of his
lite now forever

“My eelgneur,” sald Francols next
day when the general took his turn at
sitting by his bed, “may | nsk 4 ques
tion

"Any question In the world, Fran-
ools, my son” the general growled at
bim, as if the tender words wete a de-
Aanes 1o an enemy

Francols hesltated. “About Allxe
and Piotro”

The general shook his head. "Ah
that! ‘That | cannot tell voo, Fran-
eols, Sometimes 1 belleve that | have

beun mistaken, that—" the goneral as
hes stopped looked oddly at Francols
and smiled, "Bometimes 1 bellove that
even |, even Gaspard Gourgaud, might
make u mistuke In tryeing to play the
good God, and arranging lives. That
might be In any case | cannot
tell”

Francols, thinking deeply. hazarded
another question e loves her?”

“1 belleve go, Indeed,” sald the gen-
Ha carea most to be with us

ernl

The General Shook His Head.

with ber. Ah yes, | bave no doubt that
he loves her, But why {t goos no far
thor—sapristl! It is  beyond me-

that! 1 would knock thelr foollsh hends
together, nie—but that Is not convent
ent”

"Does she love Pletro?

“Mon dlew! How can a mers man
say that? Bhe I8 &« womun, | do not
know—not in the least,” the general
exploded at him.

“But Pletro loves her?” Francols
asked agaln, hls wistful smiling eyes
soarching the general's face.

“Yos—1 am sure of it."

And Frageols smnlled,

“No one could help it," be sald half
to himself.

In & day more little BatUsta came
Into Francols' cabin and put clothes
on him and wrapped bhim ke & mum-
my in coats and rugs, and carried him
in his arma up on deck, and thera laid

man to my mind, his touch set me
aslde for his uses In my cradle.”

“And made you a chevaller,”
ronsidered. “Thal was a true accos
| lade, Franeols. You would have a
right 1o that title under another Bona-
parte.”

"l bellave so, Alixe.”

“And my father belleves it 8o you
must hurry and get well and come
back to France and be fit for work
when the prince needs you, Chevalier
Beaupre, My father hus told you that
a movement is preparing? He s reck-
legs, my fathor, and It troubles me. It
might bo unsafe for him to live in
France If his purt In these plots were
known."

“Then you could come to Virginin—
to Carnifax,” and Francols smiled.
Hut Alixe flushed. “That 18 Pletro's
eatate, nol ours,” &he sald quickly;
und then she rose and bent over the
slck boy, “lI must go to my father
now,” she sald, and caught his pitl
ful hands suddenly In both hers. “But
oh! Francols, 1 wish 1 could tell you
how It changes all the world to have
vou back agaln"—and she was gone.
Francols, trembling with a rapturse
he could not quiet, lay, uof atirring, be-
enuse he feared to break the spell of
the toueh of hor hands; feeling within
him & rebel hope that yet he would
not let take hold of him. Could it be?
Was It true? Did she care for him and
not Pletro? Was that the reason that
in all thege years she and Pletro were
still only siator and brother? Yet, he
cnught and choked the thought, Even
then he had no right, he could not,
would not tell her what she wps to
him. He would be Pletro's friend al
ways ns he had promised long ago:
more, o thousand times more now,
whoen Pletro had glven back to him
freedom and life and hope

CHAPTER XX.

A Soclal Crisls,
On a day the ship salled 1nto a splen:
did roadstead, blg enough to hold the
ships of half the world ‘Then into a
wide Nuabiug river, the James river,
four or five miles wide down there at
its mouth, And up and up and up the
bright river, the narrowing river, be
tween Ité low green banks, with now
and sgain o glimpse of a large house
and of gardens and Inwnes green with
June, us one salled pnst
Harry Hampton told Francols who
lived in them as they went by—Har
rikons and Carters and Byrds and Ran-
dolphs — dtrange-sounding, difficult,
Knglish numes In the ear of the
Frenchman, Young Mr, Hampton knew
them all, it seemed; many of them
were his cousina; Francols lstened,
surprised, Interested, to the word ple.
ture which the Virginlan unconsclous-
Iy drew, as he talked of everyday hap
penlngs, of & society and a way of liv.

Alixe

Ing quite different from any the
Frenchman had ever heard of
With that they were in sight of

Roanoke houre—one might see the
rotls of the bulldings over the trecs—
Harry Hampton pointed It out with a
touch of exeltement In his grave man-
uer. Then, as ona slipped along the
spnrkling water, there was a seharp
bend In the stream, and as they turned
it the large sllvery green slope of the
lawn lay before them, with Its long
wharl and barges Ilying at the waler
side, and a ship unioading Its return
eargo from England

“It §& the Sea Lady" called young
Hamplon. “She s In before us—and
she salled wo long after”

He mode o qguick movemunt forward
with his pithetic broken step—for this
only son of the Hampton family was a
eripple

There were people gathering on the
lawn, negroes drawn up in line; the
women lu bright-colored turbans, men
wnd women both showing white teeth
a8 they grinned with the pleasurs and
the excltement of watehing the ship
come in. Then a white Hght figure
ran down the broad greenness, and a
girl stood, golden curls on her shoul-
ders, a straw hat with blue ribbons
tylng down some of the golden curls,
but not all—stood and watched and
waved an eager friendly hand,

“It 18 my cousin Lucy,” Harry
Hampton said, snd Francols, looking
AL Nim, saw bls eyes Oxed on ber io-

tently,

of that suffering

Ronnoke house," he sald, and Francols,
with lls few words of English, under-
stood enough to be warmed to the soul
at his first contact with southern hos-
pitality.

“It {s my uncle, Colonel Hampton,"
Hurry's voles was explaining.

They would not hear of his going to
Carnlfux—not for days, not for a

“My Nephew's Friend Is Welcome to
Roanoke House."

month; why should he go at ali?—
Colonel Hampton asked, If he were 1o
be only a year or two in Virginla, why
trouble to sel up housekeeping nlone
in that blg house, when Rosnoke house
wis bere and In order, nud only o'
glad to keep him, So Francols for a
week or two staved. And found him-
self, shortly, a notalillity. Harry Hamp-
ton, his boyish nmbition for adventure
and daring denled every personal out-
let, becauss of that aceldent In baby-
hood which had started him in life
hopelessly lume, was as proud of his
salvige from the Austrian bird of
prey as if Francols' record had been
his own. Much more frankly proud, for
he could talk nbout it, and did. Allxe

had told him a great deal, and the
eplsode of the headlong rescue of
Prinea Lonls Napoleon, the capturs

and {mprisonment and final theatrieal
escape, woent llke wild-fire about the
countryside, and stirred all the ro
muante of the warm-blooded southern-
Kvery house wanted the hera to
break bread, nud under young Harry's
prond ‘wing Francols went gladly to
meet ull these friends of hig frend,
As the genern]l had sald yeurs ago,
hig slmpliclty struck the finest npote
of sophisticated high breeding; more-
over, he had lved with high-bred
people in more than one country; the
aristoerats of Virginla were delighted
with his yvoung noblemsn, s they
thought him—with his eharm of man
ner and his stirting history, with the
lines of sulfering still in his thin face
and the broad lock of gray—the badge
in his dark halr;
with the qualnt foreign accent too, and
the unexpectedness In the turns of
hig rapldly Increasing English,

And now he had left Roanoke, aod
was living in the great old house on
Pletro's land, the old house which had
been Hved In a hundred years before
Pletro's father had bought it, the old
bouse in which grandehildren of Ple-
tro live today

Bomething In his odd broken Eng
ligh, something In his vivaclty and en.
ergy, something in the warmth of the
heart wlileh the poor souls felt In
him-—none quicker than fnegroes Lo
foel n heart—fascinnted the slaves
who fel} to his unaccustomed manage
ment. He had met Henry Clay and
the proud aristocrats of Virginla as
men and women, and given them the
best of himself; he met these thick
Hpped, dimsouled, black people no
otherwise, and gave them the same,
By the erystal truth In him the first
had been vanguished, and it happened
not differently with these o#her human
belngs.  Pletro's mishandled property
grew orderly month by month: Fran
cols, in the saddle most of the time,
riding from ¢nd to end of the planta.
tion, found his hands full and his work
Interesting, and his  health and
strength coming back—though that
Wil a slower progress.

The peopls who do most are likely
to be the people who ean do a thing
more. Youug Henry Hampton, ruled
out of the larger part of his natural
pleasures by that stern by-law of na-
ture, which had mnade bhim lome, ap-
pealad to Francols' sympathy every
day more deeply. The ous thing
which the lad could do wae riding.
“Henry,” Francols spoke, as the two
trotted together down a shady lane of
the plantation on the way to the fur
fields where negroes worked In the
autumn sunlight, “what would you
think of organizing a mounted troop
of militia?"

The boy's face flamed with excite-
ment. What would he think of t? He
would whink 1t glorlous, wondertul,
half & dozen big adjectives.

There were many young men In the
nelghborhood; ull of them rode: none
of tham had enough to do; Francols
had n hold on them—a man may not
spend flve yoars in a dungeon because
of & deshing mad act of bravery with-

.,

out nequiring a halo which adheres
afterward; it was fairly certain that a
military company, originating with the
Chevaller Beaupre, would succedd.
And It succeeded, Three daye later
It was started with the cordlal sanc-
tion of the fathers and the enthuslasm
of the sons. Francols was, of course,
the moving spirit and the responsible
head, and Francois was hard at work
culling back the old lore of his school-
days at Baint-Cyr and reading books
ou tactles and all military subjucts.

“Henry,” said Colonel Hompton one
mornlng after breakfast at Roanoke
Houwe, "I want to spsak to you & mo-
ment in my study.”

Hurry went calmly Into the dim,
pleasant, old room, with its paneled
walls and portraits set into the panel-
Ing;: he had no fear of what his uncle
might say, for he was not merely the
young nephew and ward living in hie
uncle's house—he was the owner of
most of the acres which made the
plantation a great one. Colonel Hamp-
ton considered that In his treatment
of Harry, and Hurry koew it well
enough. Moresover, It was an unspok-
en seorel that Harry or Luecy had the
right of strength over weakness In
deallng with the head of the house.
Obstinney combined sometimes with
weakness, It s troe, but yet the two
yvoungsters understood clearly that the
colonel was the head only by a grace-
ful fietion. So yvoung Henry Hampton
felt no alarm ot the quality of his
uncle's tone. The colonel sat down in
the biggest chalr, a chalr thronelike
In its dignity: he fueced the lad and
pullod lmportantly at the end of his
mustuche

“This troop of cavalry about organ
{zed ™ he demanded,

“"Well, that's rather a big name for
it, Unele Henry, but it is going like n
ptreak,” answered Henry, junlor. “We
meet agaln today, and tomorrow |
think we shall begin business.”

“1 approve of It," Colonal Hampton
stated.

Harry bowed hils head gravely. The
colonel went on,

“It Is » wellbred and appropriate
method of nmusement. A gentleman
should know something of milltary nf-
falre But—ah—the ranking and—
ih—arrangements? Such—detalls nre
not unlikely with geuntlemeén of the
firnt families, as you all are—except
one--to erystallize Into a—Ilater impor-
tance, The man who has been the
leader of this compuny of very young
men will not unlikely be the man
thought of as a leader In—ab—nafairs
of groater moment to come, May 1
Inquire who Is the captain?”

Henry Hampton looked
Impatient,

“Why, nobody yet, 'nele Henry, We
bave pnot got to that, But, of course,
the Chevaller—"

Colonel Hampton interrupted him.
“Exnctly, I thought so, That is what
I wish to avold, The Chevaller must
not be the eaptain™

The boy caught up the words hotly.

troubled,

“Unele Henry, he hae done it all. We
all want hilm."
"Exactly, But you must not have

him. 1| am sarprised at you, Henry!
Do you remember that this man s
ponsant-born? Do you want to be led
into battla by a person whoso rank

I8 not above that of our own serv-
ants "

“Led Into battle!"™  Young Henry
lnughed shortly. “lLed ioto a corn

fleld i more like 1" And then his
glance fired. “Morcover, Uncle Henry,
if there were battle in the case, we
should all count ourselves lucky to be
led by—a hero”

“A hero!" Colonel Hampton snlffed.
“A moro French pensant by hls own
account. Of course, | have—rocelved
him, because of your Infatuation for
him. And—the young man has quali-
tles. He bas been a sucoess goclally,
I will not deny. 1 am quite surprised
by his suceess. But when it comea to
putting him In a position above men
of birth, my blood revolts, I request
you, Henry, to use your Influence
against this. | cun not endure to have
him give you commands. You should be
the captaln, becat®e your soclal posi
tlon lins made the enterprise possible,
But, yet, If—your misfortune—if some
other seems more fit—" A painful color
darkened the boy's face and his brows
gatherad, The colonel went on, “1
should make no objection to that, But"
again he pulled at the corners of hils
mustache with solemnity—"1 must re-
quest you to use your Inflnence abso-
lutely to prevent this parvenu from
being placed over you."

Harry Hampton put hia hand on the
table beside him and lUfting himsell
with that ald stood before his uncle,
leaning a llttle on the table as his
lame foo! made It necessary, but yet
u flgure full of decision and dignity,

“And 1 must refuse absolutely,
Uncle Menry, to do anything of the
kind. 1 am not In question. As you
=ay, 1 have—n misfortune, 1 shall usge
what Influence 1 have to see that the
Chevaller Beaupre I8 made captain of
the company he has organized and Is
to educate, This ls fitting. 1 am
proud to eall him my friend, and [ am
glad that I am large-minded enough to
renlize that as large n mind as his Is
not to be measured by petty standards.
If ho is & prince or If he is a peasant
{s quite Immaterial, bacause he 18 first
a very great thing—himself,” He
turned from the astonished colonel,
and with his halting step was gone.

Shortly the young master's horse
was ordered and he had left word with
Ebeneger, the butler, as he went out,
that he would not be home till bed-
time, and was off toward Carnlfax,

“Francois,” he begun, finding his
friend busy over his papers In that
game library, at that same carved mn-
hogany deak, where today le the pack-
nges of old letters—"Francols, | want
to speak to you—about something—be-
fore our meeting.”

“What then? The boy Is out of

breath. You have been running Black

Hawk again, my Henry—that horse
will complain of you woon, the strong
beast, What s It you are in such a
hurry to say that one must ruce across
country so of o good hour of the morn-
ing?"

But Henry was too intent to talk
nothings, “IL |s important,” he sald
briefly. “We must have a captaln for
the compuny at once, and It must be
you."

“Sabre de bols!" smiled Francols ra
dinntly, “The good ldea! 1 ean not
Imagine a fellow more beautiful to be
n captaln than I, Can you?™

But Henry was sllogether serlous-
minded. “You will consent then?' he
threw at him. “I did not think of It
till this morning, but I ses It should
be done at once. We shall all want
you, of courss, and want nobody else.”

Now Henry Hampton, not having
thought of the gquestion till this morn.
Ing, had no right to make this state
ment In a full round voles of certainty,
Yot he knew every man fn the com-
pany, and he felt in himself the force
to answer for them. He anawered
for them without a hesitation. And
with that Francels' lnughing fuce grow
grave, He pushed the letters from him
and got up and came across to the boy
iand bent and put hia arm around his
shoulder nas he sat still and stiff
These French ways of his friend
pleased Henry lmmensely, but they
also  petrified him with embarrass-
ment. Francols was not In the least
embarraesad. He patted the broad
voung shoulder affectionately,

“My good Henry," he sald gently.
“What n loyal heart—and what & reck-
less one! How then can you answer
for all those messleurs "

Harry fung up hle head and began
“They will--If they do not 1 shall make
them™—but Francols stopped the bold
words

“No." he sald quletly—yet with a
tone of Anality which the other recog:
nized, “That will not be necessary. And
the messieurs are my good friends;
they will treat mo with honor; they
will ba better to me than | deserve. |
know that well” Thers were so [ew
people in the world who did not, to
Francols, eeem his good friends. “But,
my Henry, 1 will not be the captain.
I have thought of that, If you have not.
Look here"

He swung to the desk and slipped
out a drawer, and had n long folded
paper In his hands, He flapped It
open before Harry's eyves. It was o
formul notice to Mr, Henry Hampton,
junior, that the Jefferson troop of Vir-
ginla had elected him as its captain,

Harry flushed violently and his
mouth quivered with pleasure, with
nervousness, with unhappiness, The
other watched him eagerly, All this
affair of the troop he had done to
glve pleasure to Harry Hampton, his
friend. It was the only way In which
the lume boy could be on oqual terms
with the other boye, and Francols bhad
determined from the first that every
Joy which could be gleaned out of
it he should have, To be the captaln
ought {0 be a joy,

"I Harry eried and then was stlent
—nand then spoke sorrowfully. “But—
it can not bal™

"Can not be?™ demanded Francois.
“Why not "

There was a moment's silence and
with a painful effort the words came.
“My—misgfortune, I am lame”™

And Francols cried out, “Henry—all
that I8 nonsense! What of L7 It in
a thing you do as well ns the best—
riding. Who bhus such a seat, such
hands aa vou? Why not then, I de
mand?™  And went on. "It is settled
I have talked to them all—sos the sig-
natures.  You are the captain, my
Henry—and 1 am your right hand and
your left hund—yes and vour feot, too,
whenever you need me."”

“But,” snid Harry, dazed, “it Is really
your place; don't you want to be cap
tain?” he shot at the other boyishly

And with that Francols" arm was

e 1 /
RN

\

stood logether, and Francois was
laughing. "But yes," he eald. *I
should Hke It. That is n secret.” His

face waus brilliant with laughter. “You
only may know, my Henry, that 1 am
vain—ah, very vain,” he repeated sad-
ly. “Never tell It. 1 love titles and
honors and Importance. 1 Jike to b
ealled Chevalier—though Indeed that
Is my right,” he added with o quick
touch of dignity. “And 1 should like
very much to be captain of this com-
pany of fine young men, the flowers—
does ona suy?—of the South, Hut it
15 not best.” He held up his forefinger
and looked enormously worldly-wise
“No. You would not mind; the young
messleurs would not mind, perhaps—
but the fathers—ah, the fathers!™ He
threw back his hend and gazed at the
celling with ayes of borror. Then with
A start and a hand flung out, “And the
mothers! Mon Dieu! HBut the moth-
ers, Henry! ‘They would make—what
vou enll ft—a h—I of & time, is it pot?"

Eyes.

iliutl whisper. “But 1| have neither fa-
ther nor mother,” he suggested,
| “Ah, Henry," argued Francols with

| deep satisfaction In his tone, “that
ﬁmak--ﬂ you so suitable

“Sultable!" inquired Henry

“But yes, my friend. It kills jeal
ousy. All Is grigt, one savs, that
comes to vour mill,  All Is fathers,

all Is mothers to the poor orphan—and
besldes that, there Is Monsieor the
Colonel, Ome sees that the uncle of
the captain will be contented, And

first host, my first henefactor in this
land? 1 believe, indeed, he would he
displeased 1f | should take the place
1 belleve ho I8 nol satisfied of my
birth.”

And beneath the nontense ol Fran-
cols, Hetry could but neknowledge the
clear-sighted logie. So It happened
that Henry Hamplon became captain
of the Jefferson Troop, to the entire
satisfaction of all concerned

(TO B CONTINDRD.)
Exterminated Like the Buffale,

Some Idea of the vast numbera of
animals that Africa used o support
can be gained (rom a passage In W,
Scully’'s reminlscences It was Mr.
Scully’s good fortune in 1802 10 wit
negs the last great trek of spring.
bucks from east to west of the Buuh-
mauland desert—a trek on a  gealo
guch ns no man will ever gee again
Feneing, the inerease_of population

most exterminated the onee innumer
able host. He ways:  “I have stood
on an eminence fome twenty  foot
high, far ont on the plaing, sud
the abgolutely level surface, us
as the eye could rench, coversl
| resting springbucks, while from over
the eastern horleon the rising
umnsg of dust told of fresh hosts ad

wite

iwbout hie shoulder again us the H\ul\'ulutllm

i e

KEEPS WATCH OVER SILVER

Mrs. Carnegie a Zealous Guardian of
Valuable Tableware of the
Household.

I met an old friend this week who
had just come down from 8Kkibo custle,
where she had been stuying with the
Carnegles, writes a London corres
pondent of the Knnsas City Star,
“They are the kindest people in tha

world to vislt,” she sald. "There
was only one thing 1 did not like
there, that was the porridge. [t seems

to be an affront to the family If you
don't eat your porridge off tha lovely
silver platter on which It {8 served. |
dld so want to put one of these plat-
ters in my pocket,” she added. “They
were gonuine Queen Anne,

“The old silver at the castlo s Mrs
Carnegle’s fotish. She 18 quite crazy
over It. About 9:30 In the evening sho
will slip out of the drawing room and
steal down to the housekeeper's room
to count it before It is locked In its
gpecial safe for the night  She Isthe
most house proud chatelaine in all the
highlands, and that's saylng a lot.

o P P P r

raconteur and does It awfully
He likes his friends to correct
him If he repoats himgelf. 1t would bo
‘a blesslug If othor story tellers did
| Hkewine.

| ing a
well,

and the distribution of arms have al .

Woen |
with |

cols |

Lot dend?

| The gardens of Skibo nre looking |

BOTEeOUS Just now, espocially the olg
Engllsh gurden which Is n mass of
tlowers, with [fruit trees around the

wiulls, and cabbages to |
| - 0 #lve It the make good."

| truo alr of a century ago! The willa,
like those of all self-rerpocting Eng-
| lish gordens, are mellow red  brick.
Everybody knows there are no rain-
bows In the world llke those of Scots
land.  When one appears In the vky
at 8kibo u bell rings and all the hoygs
| party fly to the lawn o admi s o

School Boys Badly Uged.

|
W s | ]
: Jarly in tho lnst Century many boys |

at Eton, England, had to undergo
rough training. An old Etonian who
left the school In 1884 describas his
experiences there us “worse than that
of many Inmates of a workhouse or
| gnol. To gel up at five on freezing
winter mornings; o sweep thelr own
floors and wmnke their own beds; 1o
| B0 twoby-two to the pump for n

The housekeeper has been with her | scanty wash; to eat no mouthful of

for years, yot Mrs. Carnegle Is not

| food untl 9 &, m.; to live on an end-

content to let her count thess treas- |leas round of mutton, potatees and

ures. But probably It is Just a labor
of love and a joy to her to handle
the rare old things."

There is no vestige of soobbery
about the Carnegles; they don't plne
& bit for the soclety of royalty or even
titled folk. but they are anxious for
the companionship of brainy Individ-
uals, Of late Andrew has taken to be-

boer, none of them too plentitul or tos
good; to sleep In o dismal coll with-
out chalr or table, Such was the lot
| of Boys whose parents could oot ufford
to pay for a private room. Some of
these underwent privations that might
bave broken down a cabin boy, and
would be thought inhumess 1t nficted
on & galley wlava"

..

T GORES
__o/” WINTIR ¢

I met him o 4 Lr
COrner whe |
saw  hils by
rongenl,

And ha wpoke -
furs thit oo
him altnont ¢
head to e -

YA, but thy
lovaly  w
Htirs n
blood, you » £

It I could 1
I'd always
it ten Auirreeg
lows

| Take &
mVery
sledp ot
porci at K

Nothing 1k
you'ra
o keep
fit mnd rig!

§

=8

In the hoval
nhiverod
dren wlho )
Hghtly ¢la!

Heard  the

L
windowns

He Flapped It Open Before Harry'li

Harry roared with joy nt the terrh |

whom should I wish to content but my |

| her

| woman

and negloctad to be glod;
Throngh the storm the doctors |
weariod from long ek of re
Muny n weeplng mother vainly olusp
dead babe to hor breast;
Through the ety Death went s
siriking down the young and
Amid the guunt cab hordes shilyes
they stoud out In the eald

I mat her In o parlor, whore sha |
luxury;

®AhY whe sald, “this s the sens
brings greatest Joy to me

How 1 love to bear the creaking
wheels upon the snow;

Wihat & joy there tn In lving w»
ten degrees balow!

Byritilme brings Ita fragrant b
but 1 fes] supreme delight

When the wind blows from the n
and the world is clothed In w

By the curh an old man tumbled
#ide his shovel Iny,

And Hls poor, thin coat was fluth
thie wind that howlod away

Pullid  ehlldren erouched where
eonld not be Induced to leny

In the hovels women shivered o
all but to grieve,

Through the eity Death went
mudly striking right and 1ofi

Whaere the little, gloomy coal bin
contents wore bepoft

13
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CANDID OPINION.
L)

]
:
I
:
4

There are no lamp posis al

straight and narrow path ¥
— e
Friendship goes out the nio g

when envy enters the door. r

A wike man never pretends o |
all about everything

Puiting confidence In & chont ¥
is an expensive experiment. |

The happiness that comes
bar is always very hrief,

Sinee she ennnot put her hia
pockets It Is o lucky th
that her back bhalr o8
constant fixing
How, Indeed?

“ho you love your piupa?' asicd
minister.

“Yes, sir,” snld Willie

“And do you obey him?

“Yes, alr”

“Atd pow comes the most
tant question of all. Do you
bim ¥

“How can 1 if he Is the kind
man ma tells him he ls evo
while®

BLOWING SOME.
“Have you !

Ananias

this towr
"Yesa, sir

president ¢

n fellow )

elnlmae  that
lng the
storm  here

wind blew the blacking from his
without dolug any other dumnge
big property.”
The Digturbing Poet
“There e no death,” the poot sl
“What men call death is only
The busband whom you mourn
Hut les lp slumber sweet and

The widaw heard the post spenk
And wonder seamoed to A1 her

A tear dried an her dlmpled cly
Hhe slghed wome very woulful wighs

Not dead?" ghe snld pt

“Ah, Bir, why will you scare m ’

The courts have thrie within the (&
Obdedied o divoroing uae'

Did His Best.

“BPut why In the world did the ¥
fellow wish to go about barefootid !
colil wenther? He ought to have kn®
it would cause his death”™

“Somebody once ealled him an®
contric genius, and he was trylog®

Pralse.

"What,” asked the proud youns 1
thor, “do you think of my new nov!

“1 must admit,” replied (be b
less critic, “that you afforded the ¥
ist an opportunity to make some ¥
fillustrations,”
Useless Bother,

“But haven't you over saved up ¥
thing for the rainy day?"

“No, what's the use? ] expect”
go to Arlzona as soon as 1 find v
I'm down and out here "

He Knew Him.

Bill—You know that unele of 3%
who lectures?

Qill—=1 guess 1 do.

“He told me he had a very atton’®
audience last night”

“Then he was probably talking’|
himself."

Saw Thelr Plctures.
Bix—What do you think of “
English militants who go &

“amashing window glusa?

Dix—S8ome of them mre h0U%
enough by mnash w looking glas




