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Bi SURE AND READ

A Pretty Irish Romance.

W

THE FIRST INSTALMENT.

T - —
g WHAT MOVED HER.

By Mary FexoLuosa in * The Smart Set.”

The pretty drawing-room, with its
flowers and photographs, its lace
hangings and rich upholsteries,
might have belonged to Fifth Ave-

nue, but in reality It wae In the |
lower left wing of a certaln fash-

waunble “forelgn” residence of Nob
Hill in Tokio, Japan.

lu the routly burnished grate a
ire slept a8 a cat sleeps, openuwng
jumliouws, mysterious eyes at incal-
vulsbie iotervals, and then sinking
ek Wnte luzy contentimont. It

s mal to be Keeping a sort of in-
duiLeut watch over Lhe Young man
Wins puced 80 restiess.y up auad
dows Lue long Witon rag, Biviug
frequent, lurtwve giances toward Lhe
door, wud uu occaswonal EuLLy start.
He bhad bDody done a sliumeiess
thing W sending to his ex-func.e,
djmbulrs, o card tuat bore u name
Luer than ha own., To mike ma-
ters wors:, under- this flicusious
U.tae bl been written the worus
"Hreseuted vy Heury . Herndoo,”
il deury L. Hernuon was the ex-
fLiucace's wrother n New York.
_ Mws Herovdon had coms to Japan
i burread Higotl [rom tue very mun
wWho wuis now Ltricgwg ber lnto re-
ol bag lum. Hs suvterfuge was not
Cresmabalie, be Enew, but Lhe time
hod vame Tor desperals measures.
Wikt would she swy when [irst sue
Ozl Lue dueor ¥ steps approacied
froms wituout, wod dar. Paged's heart
Qu.sink. Bul the oue wpo enitered
Wit Y a alttie Japansse maal-

:

Sosvuut uraging in cake and wine. |

Taaeww B ouw be dow-un ver'
S, Slv supvuncsd, o her sull,
Bureal vouwe, Lul wetia o smiie Lthat
o mal 4o make the brokea words
Povaadiil LA L.

Fagel sli.aea B retarn. “Are you
The vericade Masama Chrysan-
teme T e asked, ad ue lifted the
Blaes.

s housemall did not understand,
By ertuvices 8Sue glggled entranoc-
i.ﬂ,-;lj'q-

4 cold draught swept In through
the bail-upened
Cums sudss stnelberta Hermion, At
Bgut @ him the cubdveuwtivowl smile
ol welcum: Jdled. T'ne [nise card was
in ver Baad, and she lifted it slowly,
tu resd It aguin,

Muvame Lurysantheme turned her
head i a Irighteved bird-uke fash-
ivn, wud harr.ed from the room as

|

I wuler on

door, and with it!
in an

fust ns her pogeon-toecs would take |

her. Miss H.rn .on wheeled about
aw I 2o lvlliuw, bat Pagel was at the
duar.

ertie, listen! Only one moment!
1 bwve coms all the way to Japan

v
e —

Iue girl raised her eyes with such a
wouk ol seurn that his worus [altered,

“#o 1 perceive,” she sald. *Yet |
aiould msut have gathered Lhe lact
‘rum—tie” she flang Lls eard to the
flour, wuere it lay, (ace up, between
€ L.

vuget made no answer.

@ woman thinks of" remarked

Paget, bitterly. “I'l leave you

:ganﬂl;gi l;thnt out In other
m nere

i now to plead for

Miss Herndon walked across to a
window and stared out. A fan-
shaped section of Tokio lay beneath
her—a blue-gray nT.:rn:ntlnn of
house roofs and whitish streets, like
fpokes, running down to the hazy
rim of Shinagawa Bay. No sun had
shone all day. The world seemed
colorless, [lat and displrited.

FPaget, with that gesture so com-
mon to men, put one elbow on the
low manteshell and stared down
into the coals. Without ralsing his
voieo he sald :

“Whatever the result of this visit,
I owe it to mysclf to state, once
for all, that I did not speak lightly
of you at that last dinner. Good
heavens!” he went on, impetuously,
“to think that I should be saylug
this to you—that there should be
nes for me to say it!”

She moved restlessiy, but did not
Fpeak.

He turned again to the [ire. “Well,
at that aflair—my farewell bache-
lor dinner—even the necessury
toasts jarred. You were 8o nuch to
me, 80 upart [from other women,
that it was torture to hear your
name on the lips of others. 1 had
just drunk to the dearest, sweetedt,
snowlest woman
when an Iscarwt at my elbow whis-
pered— *‘And the boodle, vid munl
Don't forget the boodle!" The glass
was still at my lips, but 1 set It
down, angrily, and sald: * That's a
toast you will have to drink alonel" ™

Miss Herndon was drawling near-
er, lnch by inch, Her [ace showed
the straln of intense listening.

“Most of the boys were hull-scas
over,” he went on. “They wouid
have drunk to the Pope or to the
devii with equal readiness. The toast
wus proposed, and many drank, not
knowing what it meant, but 1-I
rushed for the hali and poured lce-
my head to keep [from
cuvimuitting wurder.”

“*wWuas it Mr. Babson 7"
eicited whisper.

“Wihat o you tuke me for?' he
flashad out, “Gentlemon don ¢ betray
tholr guests, or thdr hosts, That is
left for the puppies who get In by
mistake.'

shie asked,

“Phen it was Mr. Babson,” she
gald, with convietion.
Paget smiled in spite of himsell,

but a moment alter his [ace grew
hard.

“Yet Mr. Babson's insinuations were
encugh to make you throw me OVer.
And we were to have been married
in n week.”

“How was I to know 7" she retort-
ed, stung into sell-defence. “Even my
brother conld not deny that such a

' toast had been drunk.”

tion,
l been proposed. I wouldn't let him say |

“Idd he tell you who proposed it 7"
*“Nx | only asked him the one ques-
whether it had or had not

*Lvell &+ BLOLW Lot have dreamed dnything more.

jou capable of assuming a false
a0 ma"

“S.» he told me. Yon would not even
read my letters. Was that just or

'Your own brother Introduced me kind?

an e IL"

“Tuat doee not increase my respect
for esither of you. Doubtleas Yyou
trickes ! L.m .ato it."

“*[riokery |9 unnecessary belween
reasvtable people or—Iriends. In
JOur cuse wWe poth felt it to be the
last resort.”

Siue urew in her breath sharply.
“Hive juu com:2 all this way to in-
Ml me—ugnin "

“1 nave pever insulted you. I have
com * Lo plead.”™

“Yuu must have known that it
woull be usels 8."

“Your brother warned me, but [
wie notl willing to belleve you as sel-
fish, marrow and viodictive as he
g wicd Lo assume.”

Sue wineed. H: saw the gesture of
pain. and his heart soltened.

“Bertie! we were to have
mirriel 10 a week. Think what that
men na Y

* flieh I" she said, trembling, “how
dar- you mentlon it—now 2"

She stood bolore him with head and
arms drooping. H:r hilr alone might
ensnare a man's s>ul. How often had
he kissed those shining waves
mad desire to selze her in his arms

- Wouderingly.

. Bervant ran out Into the garden and

on Gouds earth, |

I

A was de job?

T ™3ICEYLON AND INDIA

NATURAL LEAF GREEN TEA

OF THE DAY

A

lp!rlﬁnd horse for sale advertises
thhﬂlllmmwg=
We have a good family driving
horse for sale, providing you carry

| insurance.

He 8 not over particular as to
feed. In fact, he prefere our neigh-
bore' haystacks and corneribs to our
own.

Soh ‘Naa. whieh o sesdom.
ca 1

He 18 partly gentle. The other
parta are not, and you must govern
yoursell accordingly.

We wil throw in the derrick and
tﬂeﬁa h po e comblina’ion whizh we
use ?u'.tnh him with.

Il you are fond of driving we would

Epasm, as i the earth had suddenly
turped to a huge blanc-mange. M.ss
Herndon used and looked around
A second vlbration |
Came&. much stronger than the [lirst.
Paget's eyes met hers.

“Why, what's up ?” he asked.

The third convulsion was upon
them. This time the floor
windews chattered asifin an ague, |
and the chin of a Chinese mandarin
on the mantleshell clicked agalnst |
his porcelain collar. There was a
sonnd of fleeing feet overhead. A

el up toward the chimney tops.

Isa Hernlon was very pale.

“An searthquake ! she gasped.
“They have been telllng me about
them. We shall be crushed "™

She erlzed Paget's sleeve, as if to |
drag him away, but he caught her
in his arms.

advise you to engage a cowboy Lhat
owns a fast lworse to do your driv-
ing, and be sure and get ou top of
tlhie barn before he begins to dJdrive
tihie horse. :

For “prti_-luu and coroner's address,
apply 1@ owner,

1t is evident that the perniclous
doctrines of David Harum have not
taken root everywhere Further-

cracked, | more, there will be no excuse for a

damage su't if this adverilser ever
succeeds In disposing of the goods. In
view of the presant day for
gain, all this 18 highly encouraging.
—Chicago Record-Herald.

This I8 from the Chicago Record-
Herald:

“No, elr,” sald the old gentleman,
bringing his fist down hard on the
desk In front of him. “I will never
consent to my daughter’'s becoming
the wife of a man who uses siroug
drink I'*

“* B—b—but,” the trembling young
man who stood twirling his hat and

The fourth vibratlon made the
others in'lignificant. Flower vases,
Buddhistic images, photograph

gtand® und ivory statuettes went
over in one Jingl'ng crash. There
wae a hideons sound ol tearin in
the walls. The pirno gave a lond,
harmonic wail. The world had be-
come a reeling, chaotic horror,
“Why don’t you move?" shricked |
the girl. as she stroggled to free her-
self, “Oh, Jack,
love you—I take
come away!”

don't walt! 1|
it all back! Only  plid, “I do not know the taste ol

ever and anon stealinz a glance at
th~ dnor as if enleulating the number
of Jumps he won'd hava to make In
reaching It has'ily, * I never tasted
lignor in my lif~"

ani 1 Gott nhold looked up with

,iluc‘l-:‘l-\nly awnk ned inte-est.

* Oh,” he suld, “never drank a drop,
ah 7
* Ro, &ir,” Clarence Darlington re-

h~ nasty stufl.”

i
He pressed her closer to his h#art.‘ “Wrell but Ie'prwe youn emoke and
eperchless anl trembling, and even chew tobaeco. Th m's mo»e habits I

in the terror of her first earthquake

don't llke—&p-einlly chewin’. A man

fhe knw that he trembled [rom love, 1 that chows tobheey is="

The bricks in the chimney gritted

“1 bg your pardon, sir, but I have
never ueed tobicen in any form I

together ominously, and the cross- K nevoer have even smokel n cignrette.”

eyed
ner came over on the floor with a
bang.

Arm in arm the lovers started for

the d~or, but as they reach2d it the |2 man that swoars.

Japanese warrior In the nﬂr-|

“Hm!" her fath r answeroed, *“but
you swoar lik: a trooper, some!imes,
11l bt. KRow. If thare’s anything 1
hit> to have aronml the house it's
Swearin® ls a

earthqonnke stopped, only a sort of | habit that no-"

fFflkknuaevinr rferm tho'  mton!

remaining Nothing was bro%en but

a few trinkets, th» warrl>r's nose nor sall a word that
And | asham d to have any lady hear. [-"

and Mi=sse Honders~n's posolve,

| long after the last tingling fibre ull

“ But I have nover uttered an oath
in all my Ifa: I hava never told a lie,
I would be

“0Oh, confound It!"* th~oll min ¢x-

sensatin had aunitted the Innd and ! clalm-d, ag he reached In his pocket,

was ruanning along the bottom
th Paclfic, she was still explaining
tenderly that she had n~t been
frightened for herselfl at all, only
for him.

WISE AND OTHERWISE.

I Bue—Pauline's
Eenius,
Bille—In what way ?

of | “here’'s a penny.

father s quite a |
| yo'nx

Run out and buy
yourself a stick of candy and don't
bother me any more to-day. Im
busy."”

“A curions thing happened to a
certain young man in Missis<ippl some
time ago"” remiorked a visitor tot e
ity yisterday. *and the aforesall
man  ha® n*ver complet ly
recovered from the In‘lunze of the

Sue—Why, he had a palr of reecord-
ing scalss attached to her ham-
mock. Il they registered over 150

he knew Jack had been sharlng bher |

seat.”

—n

Incredulity robs us of many plea- '

jote. H>» was a bright but tlmil
youne fil ow, but had that mn'l um
of vanity asualy found in young
men who are just  reachine the
prrioil of life wh-n th~y drft In
the evenlngs from th:* home of one
Dulcinea to the other and while

cures, anl gives us nothing in re- | 8Wny the time= in cosling the soft

tuin.—J. R. Lowell.

“Bigbrain expescts w0 get a [or-
tune cut of his new incubator.”
“Any great jmprovemaent 7"

“Yes; it has a phonograph at-
tachment that says: ‘Cluck-cluck.'”

What an absurd Lhing it is to pass
over all the valuabl: parts of a man
and fix all our attention on his in-
firmities !—Addison.

Samly MacPherson
Joax—Why, 1 thought he took
carbolle acid.

Houx—8o0 he did, but he thought
it was Scoteh whi:key,

Hoax—P:or
di« ol glal,

nothings of the swain. He wag an
average young felow exept |In
looks. In thils resp:ct h? was rath-
er atove the average, and recogniz-
ed the Maet, of course, There was a
certivin yonng grl who happened to
be th pirtlulur favorite in  the
community, and she deserved all
the wo Lag rh» ree lved, fr fhe was
real’y a rplendid young woman and,
in fact, hnd al' tha charming at-
tri'utes of a rustic belle in Mis 1+

ifppi—-1'ps ke roses, chreks aflter
the tint of the poach blossom,
pretty, wllte, evenly et treth,

snl Ywo 8 urvis ani nl t'at :ro0-t
of thing. Bie was elmply a Flnk
dream an) thore was a great riv: 1-
ry among the young fel'ows who Ls-

1t{~d her. < On a certaln erening In:t
Hun H . | winter the young g ntlem~n who
oy iy Sovkine—l ouct answer-| o' ces in this t1l: - b of ki h fr,

Tatterdon Torn—Gwan ! Wot | pro'l h~d his teeth, anl wrnt forth to

Hungry H wkins—It was all o mis-

—no matter what happened alter— take. A printer advertlsed fer a
to feel hor, to hold har there once good feeder,

more, surged into his blood and
brain. But no: ha must control him-
gelf—he must press the advantage
he had gained.

“Then have youn nothing to say to
me, Bertie 7

She ralsed her head as If at
tcuch of a spur.

“If you are demanding an apology.
here It 1a: [ acted ;'-u lhantilr. 1
humbly beg your pardon.’

Pn:gt hnrriedly changed his tac-

: tics.

been

«] didn't want an apology, Cer-
tainly not one given in that spirit.
I only want things to be a8 they
lI"HE##.I'u:;tl Impoasible.”

E . m -

“Why, how should it ba? If we un-

“How eunld yon have been willing | 5..0rand each other—"

to turow mo over at the whispered
wean inl of a ead, a man who had
been my guest at dinper the night
belore 7 You have made me a langh-
‘ne-#tock | You refused to hear my
delvnse, even from your own brother.
Ap!l to eap the ¢ imax, you ran away
to Japan ehirking it all, and thruw;
ez that moch more ridicule on me.
“There 1# no need of going Into
that again,” said the girl, her fl“l.‘:!
whiteming. It is all at an end. %
“But i# It ?" he eried. “Do 1 loo
Wis & man to be flung aside without
reqson, and take the (linging ?lel{:t
Bie dld not meet his eye. l: must
gv,” she murmured, 1 cannot I:!tlﬂh
Paget seemed not to hear. j.lh:a
from losing you, I am nut Inullnnd' o
s it B i gt = ¢
clhin ca .
p?'ll D u.ler gald thEt it was Mr. Bab-
'“*'*'x:.-'*"'-iﬂmﬁﬁt; “but he waa the
ope. Pabble has un; 1?:1 ;_".." nine
lingers and seven who
“You didn’t fight him 7" sald Miss

B e can't fight a bran sack ; one

» peh. 1 punched !
Eﬁ::;l-mdﬁ“ it—did it get into the

pers?" Miss Herndon ¢ ber
amlim
“That’'s the

Sh» glanced meaningly at the eard
that nﬂll lay on the floor between

tTI-T 'ﬂuwlmd. #“pPghaw ! Of what Im-

Is that ? Lass than a trifle !
ﬁ“;murﬁd me you wonld excuse
any means that brought us togeth r
Bertie, I know you did

in. Oh,
:nﬁ“ue onee. l‘uﬂ cannot liave
changed altogether! B

She eave him no ADSWeEr,
moved in a slow, troubled way to-

A door.
';;::ih'ﬂm;ed for the card, tore

Jously into halves anpd threw
Il: :r thnul'lra. At the sudden leap-
ing up of the Mames the girl turned.

“la this the end of everything?”
asked Pagete .
nodded. ‘The movement sent
th:n tears out from under
dmmh:"m erled in despair,

n wreck oyt two livea [lor
::';:- l'::;-h pride? Can nothing move

Y eNothing ™ she sald, but her lips

ivered. \
%1t is the last time I shall ask.
Can nothing move you?”

“Nothing

At this moment a faint under-

first thing that * ground shiver was felt, » Jo''y-like

the |

The Good One—My man, It makes
me feel bad to see you coming uvut

| of a saloon,

The Bad One=Well, boss, it
wouidn't have done yer any good
if yer had saw m> goin’ in. I only
had a nickel, an' that wouldn't have
bought drinks for both.

“Have yon heard the story of the
mm:.n '::' asked Watt es of Pettigrew.

N0,

“We.l, don't breathe it to a soul,”

Mre. Drummer—Yes, Indeed; 1
think George is working too hard.

Mrs. Himmer—You do?

Mrs. Drummer—Yes; he came home
awful nervous last night, and said
he had been making a round of the
“sample rooms.”

Gotrox—S8o0 the Count Is cured of
his infatuation for your daughterf?
Billions—Yes, I bought him off;

gave him the gold cure.—Philadelphia
Record. ’

= —

Miss Heamley—No, 1. won't take

thoego They make me look
like a perfect fright.
Photographer—Well, madam, youn

should have told me that you wanted
me to make them [latter you.

Nell—=There Ile rumor of an engage-
ment between May Soapp anl Will
Grumble.

Belle—It's more than a ramor of
anengagement. It's a regular pitch-
ed battlee. But they'll make up
again, ol course.

P L

“She is so garrulous,” sald the first
deafmute, speaking of a Iriend who
was similarly allected.

“Is that sof"

“Yes. Why, do you know, when
no one s around for her to talk to
she makes her right hand talk to her
left."—Baltimore American. :

! woo the rustiz queen. The vld gen-

tl'man was at home. 1 ought to
remark at thls pont that the old
man was very fond of hvnling. an 1 he
had jast purchased a now breech-load-
ing shotgan, and hils  exubsrance
over the event was positively hoy-
ish. The young lady happened to
drift back into the sitting room,
and found her father exp'aining to
a friend the many advantazes of the
new shotgun, and tellilng what he
would do to his hunting companions
on the next day, when they wonld go

very enthusiastic over the weapon,
anl turning to her father she said:
“Oh, papa dear, take the gun in and
show it to Mr. Blank. I'm sure he'd
be delighted to asee It, for, you
know, he 18 80 fond of bunting.” The
old gentleman acted on the sugges-
tion, and excusing lhimself from his
guest, made a start for the parlor
with the shotgun in his hand. He
shoved the door of the parlor
and ruahed in rather hurriedly. Wall,
the young man rushed out after the
same fashion, and he left a nleely
polished cane and a brand new hat
on the =ack. One of his rivals had
told him that the old gentleman did
mot I'ke him, and that he seriously
objected to the attention he was
paying to the young lady. When the
gentleman broke into the
lor with a shnigun the young fe
could hear the leaden pellets rat-
tiing In his face, and he broke the
ing radmth'ﬂ;n :::h:nd ocommunity.
e recover cane, but
lost the girl.

AL the mummer Hotel.

“She has a good volece, bul she
mlt“ 't seem to be able to contro
“No: she sings whenever
aska hlﬂ'."—-m_llllt Bmart E:t?ﬂ“

Same Old Line.
Farmer Brown—Ig Mrs. Whiffletree
golng tew take in summer
thg. yeur, same as usunl ?
rmer Greene—I reckon she are!
Ehe Jess enme In and ordered two new
can openers !—Puck.

out to the lake The young lady was

|

Is Free from Any Particle of Coloring Matter; l& Dalnty and Invigomt-

the most delicate digestions,

tleman who has a Christian | 108; 18 the only Tea that sults fastidious palates and is wholesome for
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SHOT ON PATROL:

A Touching Pacm on an
Incident of the Bo:r War.

the author of the Gordon hﬂ ¥
lads, &8 belag reclted a good | just

now atl puiriwtic cuncerts in England.

By the author's kind permission we

are enabled to reprint the poem en-

tire. IL narrates our modes of the
senl war.

“0Of the word *patroi,’ If you look

o assadad

“It's a Boer woman In trouble,” saye
Harry's Captain then,

“We must ride across to help her,™
and they went like Englishmen,

I'm not here to judge our foemen, |
Their bravery i» known ;

Anil gray lor the boer widows
Lvery night, as I pray for our

it up in the diet , you will find
a simple e:plannmt tho average

its real as exhibited in war-
fare, especlully a war against an
enemy like the Boer."—Vile, the war
correspundent of the Dally Mall,
Aruudel, Dee. £8th, 1809D.
Have you heard me talk of Harry ?
Harry's our soldier son,
Mim that won the V. C. in Egypt,
Aud stands over six-feet-one.
He was lufaptry when he 'listed, and

he's served with the cavalry!

Bluce,
He'’s a Laneer enlor-sergeant, and lhiis

' mother thinks him—a prince!

There was a chum of Harry's
We often used to see,
When Lhey wera guartered in Lon-

Grell—
A chap named Johony Lee.
The m:n ecalled him * Bones™ and
“Siinny,” because he was long
aund thin,

And laughed at him for a Lancer, and
gald be'd been smuggled in.

He was what you might call a soft
Ohe,
Was Johnny Lee, in a way ;
He wae pous-like and quiet,
Didn't smoke, or J k:, or play,
Nor care for a lark off duty—although
he could rlde with the best—
And maybe, as was natural, h» was
made the butt of the rest.

|
He thought the world of Harry—

For ounce, when the play got
rough,

Harry turned round In the Guard-
room,

And sild the boy'd had enough.
“I'll break the neck of the bully who
touch-s that Ilad again,”

He says. And the others dropped It
For Jueito put It plain,

Whon a man's a V. C. and a giant,
Who would shake you out limp
and blue,
His comrades sort of lieten
Il he makee 2 remark or two,

S0 “Bones™ was left with his hymn-
books—and when Colensy was
fought,

And the Lancers sdiled in a hurry,
no one gave him a thought.

They sailed and they landed at
Cape Town,
And were sent to the front double-
quick,
Anl day by day in tha papers
We read of the wounded and sick,
The dead and the “tuken prisoner,”

the “miscing” and those who |

fell

Leading and cheering thelr comrades
through the death-storms of
shot and shell.

Many a name we honor,
For they've done well, every one;
From young Roberts, Scholield and
Congreve,
To little Bugler Dunne!
Johnny wrote to hls eweetheart the
firet tilme he was unler flre;
To charge nl ngeiles Harry had been
his heart's desire.

But it wasn't a charge. It was
murder,
It was death coming out of the
air,

Not a pufl of smoke to tell them
Il the Boers lay here or there,
Tucked away in th_lr trenches; noth-

ing tuo see ur to show,

And vur men droppad out of their
saddles without one gllmpse of
the foe!

“Twus awiul "
aying
Mt I might know how to die,”
“EM coward," says she in a pas-
]
And (lings his letter by.

“My girl,” 1 says, “ycu're mistaken!
(When a Briidsh soldier prays,
H:"s got the hart within him we had

iln the olden days,

“When our enemies fell before us,
It's them as wouldn't win !
But there, she wouldn't listen,
She didn't care a pin.
“I'l write to-night and tell him I've
chucked him for Charlie Jon~s!l"
S8he says. But before he could hear
it something had bappened to
“Bones.’

One day of that African summer

he wrote. "l was

A Lancer trol went out,
In charge Harry's -Captaln,
Just to look about,

And search the little kopjss where
the Dutchmen lke to hide.
Harry was there, and Johnoy, and
or five troopers beside.

You may think the work® sounds

easy,
But it's not the pleasantest thing
In cold blood tv walk your horses
Where every rock may ring
To the eracking of a rl?lo: where
every bush may screen

Some of the surest marksmen the
world has ever seen.

All at once from a farm in the dis-

tance,
Waved a signal of distress;
They o.ald tell 'twas a woman wav.

anhnﬂtﬂlhnrduﬂ. ‘

. There's many a Boer as honest and

Englishman at home has no idea of ° a# siraight s man can be,

Bat in thie tale I'm telling was the
foulest treachery.

Becarr> had they reached the farme
plead,
When, hid by the stable shed,
Up epranz an ambush of thirty,
ADJ poured out a volley of lead. !
“Trapped !” shouts Lthe captain. “Get

buck, boye!" anl they wheeled
anl rode for their lives,
And tue boere swarmed after them,
| mounted, like a rush of bees
frum the hives,

Five hundred yards at full gallop, |

Anl tue captain's horse fell dead,
Harry wue back like a rocket—
“Up, mr, beliinl me " he sald,

He'd have disd to save his captaln,

*Bpring ! Lay hold of my belt I"™

And a thousand yards, at [ull gullop,

they thundered acruas the velut,

Down on the right dropped =
Lrooper,
B.olv through the heart, like &

hare |
Dowmn ovun the left dropped another—
Anl then, with a pluage in the

Eir,
Harry's charger rolled headlong,
dead, with L8 double load,
Andl my boy and his caplain topether
ran on o the open roadl
Back v their ald dasbed two Lab=
| crre—
t Murshall and Johnny Lees—
| Stralgut in the teeth of the fire |
; That loliwed them wurderousy.
Marenall goo hold of the captaim,
Joyany had hold of my @ n—
Wher Burry reeled down [rom tha
o ddle !
*They've got me I™ he says, "I'm
dope "

“Gallop and aave yourself, Johnny!™
The batt of the troop altood still
Unwounded, lleet borse apd bold
rider,
And salety lay over the hill.
"T'waua his life for a shake of his bridle,
but he leapt down to Harry's
gide —
“I can carry you into ghelter—there's
a rock just auncad-—" he cried.

Aund he gtrolned and be struggled to
do it,

“Oh, God! I've not streagth for
hie welght [T
“Shelter yoursell, lad)l gasped
Harry.

| “Leave me, before I8 too late ™
“Never, alive I" rang his answer. And
_ the Boers came up to the beod g
| Like o young lion he laced themy
gtanding over his [riend.

Three he ghot down with hils care
bine—
And then—he met his death, |
Shiclding his wounded comrade | |
To hie last dying breati -
Greater love hath no man '
Thao this, the Scripture salth.

livipg—whenst

My son Is living—was
tha ambul-

they brought up
lance cart,

Becausz the poor, broken bedy of
Johinny—lay over his heart.

] - L] L] L] L
Friende, when thls war e over, :
And the Right has won, a8 |IE
will—
And we give the Crost “For Valor™
To heroea living still ]

Rememb:r the dead who earaed 18,
where the hills of the Transvaal
roll,

And honor this decd
who wns erol®
“Shot while on

~“Jim's Wile,"

=Toeronta Telegram. i

-I'..‘ - L-ﬂ n#ﬂl’.

Our Languagef.

At a table of German and English
gtudents recently, one pleasant iit-
tle German was keen on showing
his knowiedge of English. Every
sentence of lis was bound to. cob-
taln hayve and alreily; & bit of
S was as ponderance to him as
tlie volce of an oracle and the Eng-
lish th was simply impossble. He
commented brokenly on the bew kel
on the table, and the gayoose in

M's. buttonhole,
But the ciimax WaB reached 1o
answer to a gquestion put in g
i n:
hﬁrﬂ: you going to the lecture to-
k

r B
"lﬂ;i:.ﬂfu " with a wave of his
hand ; “dtmbnﬂ is retly, but der

is | a."
m’i‘?:u:n the quiet man straightened
oot our wrinkled brows by “"&Fﬂﬂ'
ing that possibly he meant, * The
gpirit 1s wlling, but the [llesh 18
weak."=London King.

respondent has discoverad &
n“ﬁ:hﬂg of oddly named persons o
Grorgia countles. ‘“". these
names are: Sorrowlul \Hlli:-l. In-
creage Thomas, Hrrcllul_ Jenk na, An-
gel Jones, Salvation White, H
ness Johnson, Parity Scott and

adise Lee. | 8




