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A GREAT SECR E T [zttt .

SHALLIT BEDONE,

CHAPTER XIL

As Peggy Berestord's little elfin face dis-

behind the hood of the carriole,

Gerald iustinctively reined in the fat old

horse, which he h.li been at some pains to

worry into aboormal speed, But Mr. Shaw,

less susceptible, touched the lad's arm re-
pmﬂnglr

“ She had good reason for what she says,
you may be sare. Drive fast. Perhaps her
words wure a message, At sny rate 1 have
po time to loose,”

Gierald’s face grew suddenly hot, and he
whipped up the horse with great energy.
This valiant attempt to cover an emotion
which his companion had not even noticed
was the more unnecessary as it was already

toward the younger with almost a sigh of
relief. ** [t is not a gracious task to have to
speak against the man whose guest one has
been within the hour, to another man who
is his guest still. Bat since half-truths are
dangerous, and you are by your position
deeply interested in the character of this
man, I will tell you my opinion : it is, that
Mr. Baresford, philosopher and philan.
thropist, is nothing but a selfish hﬂ;luuhu“
driac, with just sense enough to get himself
well served, and to know that the less he
says and does himsslf, and the more he
leaves to his clever clerk, the better it will
he both for his interests and his reputation,
The clerk knows this as well as the employer,
and profita by it, no doubt; he probably
dark—not with the darkness of night, bug | has a good deal of businees on his hands of
with the gloom of the cloudy close of a sun- which his paralytic employer knows noth-
less day. Tnere was no moon, bus thﬂi ing; but, rogue as I believe him to be, |
could see the light-colored sandy road whic confess I prefer his audacious knavery to
lay for some discance straight before them, the cold-blooded cynicism of the other,

th flat bare fields on either side, and no- “What do you know about Smith?
thing but an oocasional clump of leafless What have you found out?!” asked Gerald
poplars or a tangle of dead bushes to break | deeply interested. ‘‘ You must know some-
the monotonous stretch of uninteresting | thing to speak like that.”
landscape between one group of cottages| oll, yes, Ido. 1learned by chance
and the next. Gerald would have liked to while in Paris that this trustworthy Mr.
talk, but the preoccupied manner of the Smithis making private h“ﬁlln' of his own
elder man had to be respected, so he whistl- with one of his employer’s clients.’
3 enftly to himself to while away the time | ** Impossible | Who waa it with "
until Mr. Shaw should think fit to break ““ With M. de Breteuil.
the silence. This the latter presently did ¢ M, Louis de Bretenil ! One of our beat
upon the very subject which, in spite of the
mysteries about his father and about the
recent robbery that had filled his mind all
day, was at the moment first in Gerald's

thoughts.
?"in edd little girl,” Mr. Shaw said his confidential clerk without strong proof.
alowly. And all [ can tell you at present is, that I

“Odd ! Who?" asked Gerald, knowing | myself, when I accompanied Blair on his
perfectly well who the odd little girl was, gecond call at M. de Breteuil’s hotel, heard

«t Miss Bereaford. It ian’t a woman, and the open-faced little Smith say, as he and
it isn't & child, and it isn’t a demon—at | the millionaire me on the stairs, that
loast, I don't think 80 ; but it isa little of | ‘a bargain made with an old paralytic
all three, and—I likeit.” didn't matter much, md.mld not interfere

«Why do you say ‘it’?" asked Gerald With their agreement.' And they both
m not liking to show that he waa seemed to enjoy the joke immensely.
arms.

clients. [ must tell Mr, Be—"

* You will do nothing of the kind—yet.
You only kpow enough to bring yourself
into disgrace with beth of them ; for Mr.
Beresford would believe nothing againast

his whole Leart was in: ‘‘I wish you hadn’t told me. It has
i Rendas ot ies a made me feel 80 jolly uncomfortable,’ said
« Because to say ‘she’ would be to do Gerald, after a pause.
the queer little caricature of humanity great| ¢ And a good thing too. I don't want
injustice.” you to be comfortable here; I don't want
«t Caricature !"” exclaimed Gerald indig- | you to stay here. You must come back to
pantly. ** Why, she’s very pretty.” ur old friends in England, and we'll soon
‘“t Ye-es, in a way. DButitisa wild weird t mysteries and knaveries and elfin girl
gort of prettiness that mate her, in my¥oug of your head—"
opinion, look ten times better when sh «'No, Mr. Shaw," Gerald broke in, very
dashed into the salon all over mud, with Leg" gécldedly. *‘ It's awfually kind of you, and
hair half down behind and falling into he rIknuw it neems beastly ungrateful of me to
in front, then when she walked soberly | say no. Bat I do mean to stay in this
in, all washed and combed like Miss Brown i country for more than one reason. The
or Miss Robinson, and tried her hardeat to | first is, of course, that I must diacover how
be exactly like any one else.” and by whom my father was murdered.
« Well, I thought 8o t00,” Gerald admit- | The second—" The second reason wais not
ted with hesitation. ** But I didn’t expect {so easily explained, tor the young man
ou to say %o, Mr, Shaw. I thought you | stopped.
ked girls to be what is called well-behav-} Mr. Shaw nodded disapprovingly. .** Of
ed, with their hair combed away in front, course—the elfingirl I” .
you know, and ooiled into a little knob like| *‘It's mnot exactly that,” smd Gerald,
2 shell behind—like Aliss Brown or Miss!apologetically. ‘¢ At least, not—nob in
Robinson, in fact." the way you mean. Buat, you see, the
«Sp I do; in most respects the or-|poor little thing has got no friends,
di well-combed girl is infinitely |and her father doeen't seem to care for
Mis ford’s superior. But you can|her much, while—while she and I, you
admire a wild rose as well as & garden|know, seem to get on very well together,
rose, though the one has a comm value | noy Jike—like spoons, you knmow—not a bit
and thao;ﬁu' hasn’t. And while I admit I llﬁu that, but more like chums, you know.
should be sorry for the persons to whom | She isn't stiff, like other girls, at least not
this young lady stood in the relation of wife, | with me—I mean,” he corrected himself
bousekeeper, or mother, and I doubt wheth- [ hastily, ‘“she’s only stiff before strangers,
er she ever be even tamed down into an | you know.”
le hostess, yet she is shrewd and{ ¢ And how long is it since you were &
amusing en lete ta ete, and when left to her-{s er to her?!”
self she is picturesque., As she made that| ¢ Well,  of courso—er—two days isn't
sensational entrance, though she looked half | really a long acquaintance ; but then when
like a scarectow, she looked half like | people meet first in & rather uno:remonious
a fancy jars of the morth wind. I |fashion, without having anybody to iatro-
wonder what in the world that unlucky | duce them to each ether, why, I think they
young Frenchman will do with her 1" geem to know each other quicker.” ?
« Unlucky ! Victor I" stammered Gerald,{ *‘I have no doubt tha{ do.”
amazed and incautious, ** Why, he ought to] *‘I don't see the use o snch a lot of fuss
be standing on his head with delight.” abeut fermal introduction myself, It seems
«I{ he indulged in such prankas as that he | to set up a barrier at once between you and
would be s better match for her, certainly,” | the person you're introduced to ; just as if
aaid ﬁ Shaw imputurhthr : * and their | the introducer said, ‘[ know I am doing a
1d would at least be lively. As it | risky thing in intreducing to you such a
is, I can't help thinking they stand s poor : bad character as this; but there—I'll hold
chance of happiness, as far ss one can see.” | myself responaible for his decent behavior.”
¢ If—if I thought that—" begam Gerald, | If Mr. Beresford had formally presented me
in a low husky voies. to his daughter, as M. Feurnier did to

But he did not say what he should do if Leaise, I sheuld have looked vpon her as I
he thonﬁt that ; Mr. Shaw tarned to look ; do upon the Dresden figures in the cabinet

at him, but did mot ask him to finlsh his | in the drawieg-room, pretty, sllly thi
sentence ; and there was silence for some | toofragile to with, whose value
timie, until they s man who was | don't understan But when you first meét a

rl carled up in a chair like a kitten, with
er head banging downover one side,and her
little feet stuck up in front of her on a level
with her shoulders, you—you—er—why,
ou feel she ian’t china. And—and that's
ow I feel about Peg— Miss Beresford.”

¢ Well, I think its a gr eat,pity Pez—

passed
coming in the opposite direction. A lean
and bentold man he was, dressed in the blue
blouse of the working class ; he was walking
quickly, and did not Pllmnn up as the trav-
e B d leaned out of the
carriole to look after him ; there was not
light -nuugh to see much, but the man's
shuffling, halting gait was unmistakable, Miss Beresford, wasn't iurmlliy resented

« Why, it's old Monuler I” cried the |to you by her papa. 1It'sa mistake in the
young fellow. * He has been into Calais long-run for & lad to see so fow young
to-day, I suppose. Then Smith didn’t find women tl.at he looks upon them as china;
him at his cottage, 80 of course that's why | but when once he has got to look upon
he turned into the cabaref, as he’s too fond ' them in that light, it is better he should
of doing. I wish he had come with us ; he's continue to do so, and, above all, that he
so jolly clever and so popular everywhere, should not ":;"“ & Dreaden figure for his
that you would have travelled twice as OWD cabinet. : %
comfortably if he had said a word or two to Bat, Mr. Shaw;} you're not & bachelor.
the and the station.master, Heoan| *‘No, mﬁ boy, butno right-minded martyr
nearly .]ﬂr. manage a side of the carria would wish to send others to the stake."”
to himself, no matter how crowded the train | ‘' And yeaterday you sald if I came to
is.” England you would find me a nioce wife,”

¢ That was not altogether an advantage| ‘' Yés, but not the promised wife of an-
last night,” sugeested Mr. Shaw, thought- other man, QGerald, take care what you're
fully. *“On the whole, I am glad Mr. doing ; for, if you interfere with Mr. Beres-
Smith has not come.” ford’s Flll.'lll yon will ind—"

“ Don't you like him? Mr, Beresford | Ho ‘“Phi“d- and peered out from the
thinks very highly of him," heod of the carriole. Gerald's glance fol-

T Yﬂ:?m,ﬂd seo that."” lowed in the same direction, but he eaw

Something in Mr. Shaw's tone puzzled the | nothing except a bit of straggling hedge that
young fellow, who looked curiously at him bordered the roadside for alittle way, up to
while he said, ** Of course you didn’t sce the reugh wall of a dilapidated and deserted
enough of him to find out how clever he is ; ' coltage 8OMa hundred yards in front of
but I assure you in business he is Mr. Ber- them.
esford’s right hand."” ¢ What was it?”" The circumstances of

¢ | should say he is rrfre than that ; he is the drive, the subject of their thoughts,

Mr. Beresford’s brain,” were jnat q]:mmy enough for both men to

Gorald was too much amezed by this  feel a suspicious iuterest in every animate
startlingly heterodox statement to have any- | object about them.
thing to say in 1efutation of it. He looked | **I thought 1 saw something running on
from hia companion to the animal he was , the other si fe of those brambles.”
driving, and wondered by what strange
chance such a shrewd man of business na Mr.,
. Shaw had failed to be struck by Mr. Derea.
ford’'s hitherto nnquestioned superiority to
everybody else, “Very likely.”

 You don’t like Mr. Bareaford ; I can see| Neither of the men made any attempt to
that, sir,” he said, diffidently, after a resume the interrupted conversatfon. Both
silence. kept their eyea upon a turn of the road still

“To be frank, I do not.” The flood-gates | some yards off, where the ruined cottage on

were open at last, and the elder man turned ' the leit band, and & sopee of small trees and

‘A rabbit, I expect; the ground all
ronnd here is honeycombed with their holes,”
¢ It was a rabbit fcur feet high, then.”

““ A donkey, perhaps.”

‘| down to the

the whip, and, at the moment the anims!

an to quicken hils , & low whistle was
distinctly heard from the direction of the
oopse.

‘““ Hullo I" said Gerald, softly, glancing
at his companion, who gave a short nod to
intimate that he heard, and swang over the
front of the carriole for freedom of action
in case of emergency, For, without ex-
changing & word ¢n the subject, both men
had prepared, during the last few minutes,
for foul play of some sort. As the carriole
was drawn rapidly into the shadow of the
tangled branches, the younger man tighten-
ed his hold on the reins,
his friend, and their eyes met—for the last
time,

““There {8 something wrong, I am suve
of it. Shall we turn back !’

“ No. It is too late. Drive on—fast.”

Again Gerald drew the whip sharply over
the horse’s now steaming flanks, There was
something in front of them, some dark ob
ject crouching by the side of the road, on
the right hand, nearest theside where the
young man sat. The latter had scarcely
caught sight of it when the low whistle was
heard again, and Gerald knew "that the
cronching object was a man. With his eyes
steadily fixed upen that spot, he turned the
whis in his hand to have the butt-end ready
for defeuce, when suddenly he felt the shock
of a heavy weight flung with force on to the
front of the carriole, and a roaring furnace
breath against his neck, while the gurgling
sounds of a wild beast fell upon his ears,
and Mr. Shaw’s loud ory of *‘ Help 1"

He was only just in time, as he turned, to
see his friend dragged down to the ground
by the jaws of a great animal, whose long,
white fangs, and red, bright eyes shene

the darkness. He was springing up to help
him, when he felt the horee, whﬂ:h been
checked by the attack and by the fall ot
Mr. Shaw, stop short; the two-wheeled
carriole tell back with a jerk, and just as
Gerald was thrown backward over the seat
into the interlor of the vehicle he sawa man,
whom even in that rapid glance he could
see to be very tall and very slim, spring
from the horse’s head to him. A mo-
ment later, as, half stunned by the violence
with which his head, in falling, bad struck
ageiast the back seat of the carriole, Gerald
was trying to soramble up to the help of his
friend, he felt a long, cold hand upon his
throat, and looking up he saw quite plainly,
even in the darkness, the face of his un.lvl
ant. Only for a moment; as, with strug-
gling breath and starting eyes he lay help-
less, with a hand at his throat and a knee
upon his chest, meeting, with horrible, in-
voluntary steadiness, the steady gazea of the
man whom he believed to be his murderer,
noting on the instant every feature, freezin
under the frigidity of the pitiless eyes, he
felt himrelf suddenly blinded, then gagged,
and lastly bound, still with the cries of his

olA friend rioging in his ears, still making gra

frantio efforts to get free.

He knew that hehad no hope of escape ;
knew that the long cold hands were quick
and skilful, and that the infinite torture
he was suffering as he lay blindfold, expect-
ing every moment to feel the muzzle of a
revolver against his temples, was the work
of very few minutes ; bat the sense of his
own danger was deadened by a strong con-
viction that he was only a secondary victim,
tkat however it might fare with him, it
would fare worse with Mr, Shaw. As well
as he could, fer the handkerchief which was
tied tightly across his mouth, he made
broken entreaties, gasping out such words
as came first, in the ageny of his heart,

¢ For God's sake—don't hart him—don't
hurt the other man | He—he is my beat
frilend —he is ess iteelf, If you arein
want, he'll help you—I know he will, I
swear it. For Ged’s sake—don't—don't
touch him, den't, I say—-"

But the man never psused in his work,
never spoke. “Having bound Gerald's arms
to hisside, his feet to each ether, he leapt
und, as the young fellow
knew frem the tilting ferward eof the
carriole. Feor a few seconds, whether there
was silence er whether he wae atun-
ned by this last reugh jerk, Gerald heard
nothing. Then Mr. Shaw's volce, clear,
leud, and atrong, rang ent in tonea that the
young man never forgot.

¢ 1 know yeut”

Then follewed a s erack of the whip,
which the assailant had wrested from Ger-
wld as he attacked him; and the carriole
went jelting and jerking ever the rough read
at & speed it had never travelled before,
the scared horse nglzlluplnu on in the dark,
while Gerald in tried te free his hands
from the cord which bound them, and ress.
sure the horse by the tenes of his veloe,
which were, hewever, changed and muffled
by the handkerchief tied across his mouth.

o carriole had been dragged some hundred
yards before Gerald heard any farther
sound but the thad of the galloping horse's
hoofs and the ereaking and bumping of the
vehicle. Then abeve all these monotonous
noises his straining ears caught a ory that
froze hia blood and checked his breath, and
made his lhuddurinf body oeld and wet as
he fell back again, inert and despairing, on
to the floor of the carriage.

For the volce was that of Mr, Bhaw, and
the cry was ** Murder "

On went the carriole, rambling and reck-
ing ; the old horse, hia flesh ltlﬁ quivering
from the unmerciful and unaconstomed lash
lloped llun'g the well-known road toward
‘alais, with foam.covered bit and steamin
flanks., The road was straight, flat, an
little frequented ; there was no obstacle to
tarn aside the frightened animal, no solitary
foot passenger to stop him until he drew
near to the turning on the right hand which
led into the tewn of Calais. Here the canal
runs alongeide the road, separated from it
by a wooden fenoe and a strip of rongh
ground. A group of loltering gamina shout-
ed and yelled at the horse, attraoting the
attention of some workmen on the bridge
over the canal, two of whem oame running
toward the corner, when in the dnsk they
desorled the gray-covered top of the old
carriole, as it oame swaying and shaking
toward them, Asthe gamins followed in »
ﬁulllng. hooting fleck, the horse, whose pace
ad grown slower from exhaustion, made a
last frantie effert, and, dashing up to the
corner with an instinctive attempt to mako
the accnsstomed turn, brought the off-side
wheel in sach sharp ocontact with the poet
and rails which fensed off the field by the
sanal from the road that the esarviole was
overturned and tho shafta snapped like tin-
der, leaving the old horse free, but so effect-
nally checked that he was easlly caught by a
lad, while a gronp of those whe had witnesa-

od the acoldent gathered round the fallen | musk and another of ambergris

| vehiole,

glanced round at|Pros

8|of the lady bending

« Seme one inside !" cried one man, as he
red nnder the partly shattered cover.

v He is hurt ! ** He is s “ He is
dead 1" cried different volces, as men and
boys swermed, pushing and peeping, about
the averrurned carriage.

Then & voice rose in authoritative tone
above the rest : ** Swmnd back, keep off the
qamsins. 1f the man is breathing still, he
will not breath much Iungar if you crowﬂ;
over him like herrings and keep off the air.’

And two or three sirong-armed workmen
fo cod back the foremest ol the growing
crowd, while the man who had first spoken,
sided by another inahlouse, opened the door
of the carriole and gently drew out Gerald’s
trate and senseless . At the first
sight of the hankerchief with which he was
gagged, now wet and blood-stained, and of
the cords which bound his arms, murmurs
and exclamations broke from the nearest on-
loekers ; their cries were taken up by those
behind, till the road wase in an uproar ; n.en,
women, and children struggling, n:mmin%.
and runniog, some to get the best possible
view of the backs of those persons who had
been lucky enough or muscular enough to
get close to the wrecked carriage, some to
meet the police, who were hurrying to the
spot.

“ There has been a crime 1" * It is a mur-
der 1" were the whiepera, the cries that ran
like wildfire from meuth to mouth, while
those about the senseless man cut the cords
which beund him, and did their best to re-
vive the net yet extinct life within him.'
By this timehe had been reco ized,
and his pame was repested wi re-
doubled sympathy for him, with re-
redoubled herror at the erime of which he
had been the victim., For Gerald Staunton,
and the gig, and the fat horse were well
known in Calais and Ss. Plerre ; and though

he had few personal acquaintances outside
the factory, his good-humored face and his
evident dizguat at the turn-out he drove had

made him a familiar and popular feature of
the neighborhood.

At the firet sign he gave of returning con-
sciousness, he was, on the suggestion of one
of the workmen from the factory who hap-
peuned to e among the th earried on an
imprnma u atretcher atraight into the town
of Calais, and to the house of M. Fournier,
where the strange ntng caused the utmost
consternation amoug the family, who were
:EI dinner when the unconscious guest arriv-

He was taken up te Viotor's own room,
where motherly Madame Fournier tended
him herself, while Lounise, after being refus-
ed permission to see him, went into hysterics
in the dining-room. When the young man
opened his eyes he at firat remembered no-
thing, but stared gilently at the green
curtains of the bed on which he had
been placed, and smiled at the kind face
over him. It was
not untll he caught sight of Victor, who was
standing behind his mother looking very
ve and anxious that Gerald's face clonded
with dull pain and lexity. The youn
Frenchman could not restrain his eager soli-
oitude : at this first gleam of intelligence in
his friend’s eyes he leaned over the bedside,
and asked lmpal:uuunl¥ 3

“t Gerald, who was it attacked you?,’

The young fellow suddenly sprang np on
the , with fire in his eyes, *‘ He has
—been murdered "’ he cried hoarsely.

Madame Fonrnier fell back in bewilder-
ment and horror ; Victor ﬁroued t her,
and n‘:&purtﬂd the young fellow in his arms.

. o—who has been murdered, Ger-
ald 7' he asked, in tones almost as hoarse
as thoae of the injured man.

But Gerald's head sank wurilr., and his
oyes grew dull and gentle again. ‘* Who I”
he reveated, trying to rouse himself ; ** why
—why, it was my father! No one will be-
lieve {h. I know ; but they did murder him.
Can’t you let me slespnow ? I will tell you
the whole story in the morning.”

Victor laid him dowr, and turned to his
frightened mother,

«t Poer fellow | His head is not quite clear
yet,” he whispered.

" He was retreating from the room, when
his mother rushed toward him and seized
his arm.

¢ Where are you gning, Victor ? What
are you going to do ¥’

T am geing to ride to * Lea Bouleaux’ to
inquire invo this.”

“‘No noj you must nos go to-night—while
there are robbers, murderers about,” said
she excitedly, clinging to him.

He di imself by a deft move-
mont, and addressed her from the passage
with a more dramatically valiant air than an
Englishman would have thought necessary,
bus with earnestness and fire.

“What one man can dare another can,
mother., I will not reat until 1 have done
what I can to discover who committed this
crime "

Before she could utter one word more, he
had shut the door and harried down the
stairs,

(TO BE CONTINUEBD.)

A DPictienary ef Hodern Times.

Bank.—Anclently am establishment for
the sate custedy of meney ; bmt now
for the unsafest disposal of the same.
lmfn—-'ﬂu who manages to so dispese
:i is -:i out the knowledge of the owners
areol.

Cashier.—Se ocalled (on the principle of
lueus & non (ucendo 3 just as a looket ismo
ocalled because it dees not lock), beoaunse he
cannot oash.

Director.—A vague term with a variety
of meanings. Usually as indefinable as he
is mnfindable—when wanted.

Liquidator.—One who endeavors to
gather up spi‘'led milk or other liquids.

Credltors.—Those who ory over milk or
other liguids thus apilled.

Btook.—8imilar to or time, The
ignorant think it is infinite and axista every-

where. The wise know it exiats only in the
mind.

Broker,--He who has broken a bank.

Credit.—An extinot nrlatiy of an antedi-
luvisu bied of prey. The onfy proofs of its
?:dlnfamua ATO tgn fossll remains of those it

on,

Debit. —A voraclous omnivoreus animal,
supposed to have oaused the death and ex-
tinotion of the bird of prey above mention-
od.—Grip,

It is an ancient custom to put scents in
olothes. John MecCallough once bought a
gold embroidered jacket from a Persian ba-
saar in Parls. It gave a lasting odor to
avery trunk in which he pl it, One
day he looked it over and ound & lump of
stitched

into the lining. It was a very old garment, |

ODDS AND ENDS.

———

A Huxpren ¥ xars. iéh'n

A hundied years and it will be

- Beloved one, W b,
As though you ne'er acrose my pilhway came
L,

And gr.w mypy

A hundred years and it wilt matter nop
We met ) pars, |

I wrill all be over then—this euthly oA}
0 lo isg heart !

-

Bat “‘then and there" i2 e'en 8o alstant, dear—
8o dim and far—

While *'hercand now,"” with needs, so urgent, clear
Freta at each bar,

O years, roll swiftly tn your onward flight
Till woe shall cease ;

Till, with ete'nity's unchanging light,
Comes testiu peace |

It is stated that the cable car system is
about to be introduced in toe ancient oity of
Rome. Muny streets there have sidewalks
of stone steps, but no waggon ever rattles
over the pavements, and tae only means of
getting from one part of the city 1o another
is by walking.

A fellow who got out of a Michigan gaol
with a pair of sheckles on his ankles made
an Indiuna woman believe that he was the
victim of a private insane asylum, and she
helped him get rid of the irons. While she
was orying over his wrongs he stole her
husband’s watch oft its hook.

A man has been found in New York who
is a ¢ fence” for dog-stealers, and he deals
only in stolen dogs. He buys the stolen
crestures for little or nothing, returns them
if & reward is offered and svlis them if 1t
isn's. And they do say he makes a very
neat little income out ot his out of hia (edd
business.

Mr. Pullman ventured all he had on his
first sleeping car, because, he says, “‘if I had
built an $8,00) car others wounld have said
they could have unproved on it. Buat when
they saw ' the maguiticence of the Pioneer
and that it cost me $18,000, everyone gave
up the idea of entering into eompetition
with me.”

A Hartford youngster goes to church
where the concluding amen of the prayer ia
sung by the choir. The other night, after
he had said his prayers, he produced a
harmonica from his pillow and aatonished
his mother by blowing a blast where the
amen oamse in, remarking, ‘* That's the way
we do in church.”

el U e R —————

Prinkinz Before Meals.

An scquaintance of the writer who haa
suffered worely from dyspepsia for a number
of yoars, and has tried most of the numer-
ous remedies a host of kind friends have
reconmended for her relief, hands us the
following article from the Medical News
with the request that it be printed in the
Scientific American, Ouar dyspeptic friend
has found great relief in following the di-
rections, and it is hoped others may be also
benefited.

*¢ In the morning the stomack contains a
considerable quantity of mucus spread over
and adherent so its walls. 1f food enters at
this time the tenacions mucus will interfere,
to some extent, with the direct ocon.
tact between the iknnd t;nd the ;::ml.?h ne-
cessary to provoke the seore 0 .
tric juice, A glass of water, taken bag:a
breakfast, passos through the stomach
into the smill intestines in continuous and
uninterrupted flow, It partly distends
the stomach, stretching and to some ex-
tens obliterating, the ruge ; it thins and
washes out moat of the wenacious muocua ;
it increases the fulness of she capillaries of
the stomach, direcsly if the water is warm,
and indirectly in & reactionary way if it ia
cold ; is causes peristalsis of the alimentary
tracs, wakes ap (so %o speak), and gives it a
morning exercitse and washing. Care muat
be taken nos to give cold waver when the
siroulation, either local or general, is so fee-
ble as to make reaction 1mprobable. We
should net risk it in advanced age, nor in
the feeble, whesher old or young, nor should
it be given in local trouhles, like chronio

give warmor hot water. The addition of
salt is very benefliolal. Such a timehonored
custom as drinking soup as the beginning of
a meal could only nave been so persisteasly
adhered to because of its havingbvenfound by
experience to be the most app.opriate time,
It does exactly whas warm or hot water,
with the addi of salt does, and more, in
thas it is nutritive and excitea the flow of
gastric juice.”

The Litte Beed.

A little seed lay Im the carter’s path ;

A little ahoot bowed in the strong wiad's wrath ;
A listle shrub grew, by ita roots held fast ;

Then & stout t.0e braved all the wiater's hlll.

A little cough started—'twas oaly light;

A listle chiu shivered the hours of night ;

A listle paln oame and began Lo grow,

Then consumption lald ali his bruve strength low.

Be_wise in time. Check the little cough,
oure the little chill, dispel the little pain,
ere the little ailment becomes the atrong,
unconquerable giant of disease, Dr. Pieroe’s
Golden Medical Discovery, taken in time,
is & remedy for these ills.

A weeping rose tree in a garden at Koos-
teren, Holland, is so large that thirty per-
formers lately gave a concert under its
branches. lt is 656 feet in circumf
and it has been estimated that it had 10,
roses at the time of the performance.

¢ Just Hear That Child Cry "

said Mrs, Smith to her sister, Mra. Davis,
aa the sound of a child’s shrieks came across

the garden from a neighber's houso. ** What

kind of » woman have you for a neighbor?!
Does she abuse her children?’ **No, in.
deed,” replied Mra. Davis, ** She is one of

the most tender mothers in existence, Bul
you see she believes in the old-fashioned
styles of doctoring, When a child needa
physic, she tills a spson with some nauseous
dose, lays the little victim flat on her lap,
holds his nose until_he is forced to open his
mouth tor breath, when down goes the
dreadfal mess. Then comes the yells,” ' No
wonder,” said Mrs, Smith, ‘‘ Why doesn’t
she use D¢, Pierce’s Pleasant Pargative Pel.
lotsa? They are effective without being
harsh, and are as easy to takeas sugar plams,
1 always give them to my children.” *‘And
8o do 1,” said Mrs, Davis,

Quill tvohtpicks come from France, The
largest factory in the world is near Paria,
where there is an annual product of 20,000,-
000 quiils, The factory was started to make
quill pens, but when these went out of use
it was turned into a toothpick mill,

The oleansing, antisaptic and
qualities of Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy are
unequalled,




