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He laid the potes down with a

Palo, a thrinl of
that frighteped

o himsell that Mr. Haye was right
—ecruelly right, that withoy
With an lovalld father, a faillng bus-
‘ness, he could not take a wile, It
wae right to defer it.
patient. After all, he had pot Jost
her he, refllected.
owh,

There came to him a mad desire
Lo see her, Lo caress the golden halr,
0 kiss the lovely lips that had on
them the breath and Iragrance of
arses, 10 clasp the sweet white hands
In his own, to hear tbe musis of the
voice that had no equal—a wild, mad
lorging. He read her note through
again 1o see if ke had overlooked
some kindly word, to see if she had
written “"my love.” Then he thought
to Limesell that the little note waa
written for her father to
0 — for his faith In her was
gEreat;: he coukl not belleve that
bher love for him wns not as troe and
aa fervent as his love for her.

“Have you some good mews there,
Felix ' asked the feeble voice of his
father; and the next moment Felx
bad repressed the emotion so rap-
Mly mastering him as he crushed the
letter In his hand.

“It i= only a note from Violet, fz-
ther,” he replied ; and the satiafied
emile on his father's face rewarded
him.

Darcy Lonalale knew that whilke
Violet was true to his iolized so3
nothing else would hurt him.

They were alone —father and aoy
—for Knte had gone to the nNursery—
when the hall-door bell rang. Feliz
#akd, eheerfully : . :

“Hero s a visitor.”

“Few visitors will come here: w:
have lost a fortune, not found one.®
#ald Darey Lonsdale, who had never
#poken a cynical word before.

But It was a visttor, and one whom

they weare both well content to see.
It wad Evelyn Lester, with a basket

!

of grapes and delicacies of all kinds |

for the invalid, and, what was het-
ter atlll, with the light of love anl

words of sympathy on her lips. A3/

ther, he hall wished for a momen:
that Violet had done something
like this—had come to see them i
their distress. Then he blamed |
himself for wishing that che wer:
other than she was Violet was »
goddess to be worshlpped—Evely:
A mortal woman,
ther's face brighten as the girl's

Fellix saw her bending over his Iu-]

He saw his fn-|

sweet volee soothed him with well i

chosen words,

“l knew you would come, Eve'
he said, “Felix, place a chalr for
her close here by my side; it Is
like breathing the fresh air of Ma;
to look at you, Eve, Now, tell me
child, something that will bright-
en me."

It was a pretty picture—the In-
valid lying on his eouch, the girl
with ber sweet [ace and earnest
eyes bending over him, ani,
watching them at =a
handsome son. The fire burned
brightly, the lamps were {lighted,
while outside the north wind walled
mournfully.

Evelyn took up a bunch of ripe
purple grapes,

“1 want to see you eat some of
the=e,” she said. “Mrs. Lonsdale
told me that you ate nothing yes-

terday.” And taking the grapes|
out one by one In her white fin- | Sh
gers, she held them to his lips.

How eould he refuse ? He was so
wealk and feeble, he hbad been so com-
pletely erushed by cruel words, that

the girl's simple kindness moved him. | _

“l1 lmave been heart-broken, Eve,
he sakd. “I did not care to get well.”

“You will live it down,” she return- |,

od gently, “and those who have
doubted you will be the first to feel
ashamed of thelr injustice.”™
*Youn have never doubted me, Eve?"
*Oh, never! How could I1? I should
doubt all the world first.”

The she rose from her chalr and

knelt down by his side. She took both
hia hands —Muech thin, worn hands !
1in hers, amnd held them there.

“l came to say something to you,

Mr. Lonsdale,” said she: “and nu;w|
the |

not to be angry °

that I am hers 1
conrage. Promige
with me."

“I ecould
ehild,” he replied.

Her face flushed, and the
deecpened in her eyes.

*You have known me all my lle”
ene fald—"have you not ?—ever slnce
I canme here, n little, friendless child.'

“Yeom, It Is true, Eve."

have hardly

—— |

SICKLY BABIES.

S —

Wealk, sickly babies are a great trial
to mothers. They need constant eare
both night and day, and soon wear the
mother out. DBaby's little stomach is
the cause of most of the trouble; it 1s
very weak, and in  consequence very
easily upset. Baby's Own Tablets will
cure all baby's troubles. They are
mildly laxative, and give prompt relief.
Concerning them, Mrs. R. J. ]h"ﬂ“!',
Omemee, Ont., says: “I have used Baby's
Own Tablets for stomach troublesand
constipation, from which my little girl
suffered, and they entirely ecured her.
They produced sound, refreshing sleep,
and I regard them as indispensable in
any home where there are lhittle ones.

Mothers from all parts of Canada
write in favor of Baby's Own Tablets,
proving the claim that they are the
very best medicine for all the minor ills
of infants and young children. Guar-
anteed to contain no opiate. Price 25
cents a box at all druggists or direct
from the Dr. Williams' Medicine Co.,

Brockville, Ont.
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“And you have always been kind
to me. I have come to you in a
Bcore of childislr troubles, aad you
Were always kind to me. Now 1
want you to let me repay you
for all your kindness,” She spoke
80 quickly that he could not In-
terrupt her. “I waat to help you,
You know that I have money,
pleaty of money, ajl lying idle—for

want none, and Aunt Jane will
not touch it. Do accept it; let me
Eive it to you. I shall never want
it, for I shall gever mMATrry. Do
take It; you would make me hap-
Pler than any one in the wide
world if yo nwoula,
ed and g5 sorry
out =id work for yom if you would
let me. If you 'wiil not accept it,
borrow 1t uatil Jou can repay me.
Do cot refuse me—let me help you.”

Felix had come nearer to her,
listenlng in  wonder to the pas-
sionate words., Mr, Lonsduale drew
the fair head down uearer to him,

- you would give me all your
fortune, Eve " .

There was a glad light 1a her
eyes when she raised them to his,

*“I would—double my fortuae, If T
had it,” she replied,

“Aml why, Eve—tell me why you
wWould be so good to me

The rich erim=on flush burned hep
falr face; she knew why, but wshe
could not tell him.

“Because I love you all, and you
are my dearest friemls."” she repiied.
“Aml you would give it to me all
without reserve, Eve 7

“All. aml more if I had it.," was
her anewer ; and then there was sil-
ence for some minutes, while the fire

that I would go |

Tl:;nrn was nothing for it but mrl'1

Felix to submit;: he had to trample
down the wild longing, the passion-
ate love—and his sorrow educated
him. He learned patience, persever-
ance, endurance, and se!f-control.
The trial would have beew easier to
bear had he found that Violet was
distressed apout it. He looked in
vain for someo llﬁduf regret; there
was none. She written a very
preity note of condolence to Darcy
Loosedale, and when Felix talked to
her she shook her golden bead and
6ald it was very sad; but when he
went to her with his heart full of
| Passionatle love, passionate longing
and regret, and spoke about their
arrisge belng deferred, she look-
el very gravely at him and said :
"It cannot be helped, Felix ; and,
after all, what does It matter 7 What
difference will a lew Years make 7 By
not marrying now, we both eBcapo

the misery of Uving on limited
means.'” :
But he was hall mad with lis

misery, and was not to be put off
with such words, He took her white
hands in hie,. aud held them in an
iron grasp. .

“Have you no pity to extend to
me 7 he cried. *“Have ¥You no word
| to comfort me ? Have you no heart ?
That which is a relief to you Iis
deadly torment, deadly anguish, to
me. Oh, Viclet, you would have been
& truer woman if you had clasgped
your armes around my neck, if you
had lald your face on my shoulder,
aml concoled me,”

The ring of passion In his volce
frightened her as it always did ; she
shrunk with a scared face from the
great love she could not understand.

“I have to ‘work and wait,"” he
eald. “Oh, my beautlful love, I would

burned brightly and the north wind | work for you as no man has worked,

wailed,

“My dear Evelyn,” said Darcy Lons-
Aale—and his volce was broken with
emotion—"how ghall I ever thank
Jyoug"

An expression of perfect
came over the girl's face.

“You will let me do it?" she
eried. “You have made me one of the
happiest girls in the workl.

The 1hin hande clasped hers, the
funken eyes looked tenderly Into
hers,

“Will T let you give it to me, my
dearest Eve? No—a thousand times
! It I» mot for +the mobey I
Am thanking you, but for the
thought, for the intention. You
have gladdened my heart, you have
gladdened my life—you have given
me the courage to get better, yon

rapture

have given me hope. I shall be so | !® hungry for it

“But that i# not the point !I" she
eried. “Dear M. Lonsdale, do ae-
cept the money. Ah, if you Eknow
how little I eare for it, and how
much I pare for you—if you koew
the pleasure it would give me, you
could npot refuse!™

He drew; the sweet face down to
hia aand HHE\"{! tt-

"Ay dear Eve, T would rather
have this offer made to me than
any other. You have restored some
of my sell-esteem, child—some of
v self-respecty”

Lvelyn looked up in wonder, for
Felix had bent down and kissed
her hand. He gazed at the gweet,
flushed face tvith wonder.

ve,” he sard, “you are an an-
ccl i I shall never forget what you
¢ gald and dome. I shall never
orget that you have givea a des-
vonding,  almost despalring man

J-"i"u“ ¥

I again there came to him Just
nesing wish—a faint, [leeting
desire—that Violet had shown the

“.me affectlon [or them; but
b checked the thought,
Yiel was a golden-haired goddess,

iessns did not go about make

‘= liers of their possessions to un-

nite men.

Lve could hardly be comforted be-
caLse they would not take her money.,
0 did win one promise from Darcy
Losdals, and that was that il he
“AW himself very hardly pushed he
WoLki borrow a few hundreds at
Vel 10 go on with. But, though
" had nrot succeedad in the one
=CAL obJeet of her vigit, she hasl
t- leagt done good—she left more
Hopeful hearts behind her.

Luater on, when Felix had seen Eve

| BMoine, and Kate had listened with
| "YES dimmed by tears to the story

oF hes genvrosity, the family =t
Guic 1he fre discussing the event.
L #hall get well, now, Kato"
' Darey Lonsdale; “yestorday I
Lt that it was a matter of indif-
Loviace 10 me whether I lived or
Wi and now I have hope. Some
per=ons in the world retain thelr old
MLE In me. T shall get well, and,
‘ kvelyn' says. I shall live my
rouble down,™

not be, U I tried, d-mr! 5{‘-‘ had not been so cheerful since

Il o] f:'?:t

shadow of the ecloud ap-
and from the denths of her
i~.‘.-a!n: Lonedale Dblessed the
ID,'t!rI who Lad done so

e .”+

Beart

V18" she gald to hersell,

That I'tlix had chosen Evelyn. I
,Rhn'-i.|. think of %ig future with
hope ie were golag to marry
her.” for ja the depths of Mrs.
Imnﬂ!.'til-nl]n?ing heart there lurk-
&d some Jittle fear of beautiful
Violet Haye,

80 the winter passed. Mr. Lons-
drll{-_ tecovered his  health very
slowiy. ~ The spring of his life
nre:::rl-.’ “roken; he found living his
trovble doswn more difficult than
he hLad anticipated. He had with-
drawre himsell Trom all positions

of trust; he gave up his office as

ehurc*h-wardnn:, he would no long-
er be overseer,
that of

“Ir they could helieve
ne =ald, “I will hold no trust

me,"”
among them"

And he did not. What business
was brought to Kis office he did,
but he no Jonger mixed withh hig
fellow -men. He had taken a jeadd-
ing part in all the business of the
town; now he was abgent from al]
the mectings, and thore W8 A sense
ol remorsee amonz his old frends—
a slight feeling that perhaps, af-
ter all, they had misjudged him,

8Ll he found life hard, There
were when the brave

heart
would have given way but for the

Il need should be! It is not that,

but I had ©bullt up my hopes,
and it is hard to see them
all destroyed. I had believed

that this year I should take my dar-
ling home to begin the life that
woild be joy forme. I am Young and
leel keenly: it is o terrible disap-
pointment to me—a terrible blow.
Oh, Violet, help me to bear it !®

=he raised her beautiful half-fright-
ened face to his.

“What can I do to help you ?” she
Bail. '

"Kiss me. I will not have a shy,
ooy, formal kies, Violot. Klas ma
as though your heart anewered to
mine. Say you are sorry for me,
and that youw will love me and help
me to wait. Say all this—my heart

She did as he wished. She laid her
goiden head on his breast and whis-
pered to himy that she wasg sorry for
him, and then she raised her fair
lace and kissed him. In that mo-

| ment he welcomed sorrow, he wel-

comed pain—it was all changed in-
to untold bliss for him beeause it
won a little kindness fromr her,

“1 shall bear it all now, my dar-
ling,” he said. “The walting, the
suspenee, the uncertainty, the dis-
grace—I shall bear it all. I shall
remember these moments, and I shall
blessy the pain that brought me this
happiness.” . .

A lew moments afterward she look-
o up and gave a little low laugh.

" How strange it i8!” she sald
“"After all, you know, I never quite
promised.” :

Felix smiled. He was too happy
just “then to think seriously of her
words. - \ |

“I have given you the greatest
love, Violet, that a man can glve
6 woman. You will not glve me ashes
In return. I have an fear—my heart
rests on you. The only thing that
[ deplore is that months must pnss
yel before I can call my darling my
Gwn ; yet I shall walt and work In
hope. All things come to him wha
knows how to wait: and yom will
come, jny¥ beautiful love, in time.”

There was something pathetle in
his deep love and his great trust.

He left her that evening leeling
happier than he had felt for some
time. Violet loved him, BShe had
never been so kind to him before. He
forgot that he had asked her for
the kindness—it had not been spon-
taneous. * There Is a silver lining
to every clond,” he thought, as he
walked home. *‘But for this trou-
ble I ehould never have known
how Viclet loved me. 8She was
80 . eghy and reserved before,
now &he g kind and gracious. Sor-
row has been my sun—it has bright-
enc<i my love.” :

Felix kept his word. He worked
hard and denied himself much that
makos life bright ; but the labor was
one of love. Iie could not see Violet
& often as he had seen her—his days
were entirely devoted to business—
but he went to The Limes ip the even-
ing. On the part of Franecis  Haye
there was a gort of armed neutral-
Ity. He watched the young lovers,
he took ears that they should not
enjoy many tete-a-tetes, but he did
Lot take any active proceedings. He
wias a worklly man, and after all
Felix Lonsdale might accomplish
something in the world. The chances
were, all thingw considered, In hils
favor. Felix had his consolations in
the shape of little love letters, en-
closing violets, forget-me-nots, pret-
ty leaves, or gpome rare flower—let-

stralpns of half-forgotten musie, They
were very simple letters, but they
were far more dear and preclous to
him than if they had contained gems
of poeiry and wonders of prose. The
arrival of one of them brightened
his whole day. How he read and re-
read it, pondering each word.in his
mind, to see how tuch it conveyed,
and then locking the letter away at
night with his treasures. In what
words of rapture he fnswered Vio-
let’s notes—for he had but one love,
Vielet ; one hope, which was to win
Violet ; one fajth, which was eentred
In Violet.

S0 winter wore away, and genlal,
lovely spring, heralled by snowdreps
and crocuses, came to gladden t
hearts and souls of men.

CHAPTER IX. »

“Sir Owen Chevenix.” The inhablti-
ants of Lilford uttered the name

with awe and raspect. Those who had
bever seen Sir Owen

ters that !n after years were ke’

|

Bir Owen had arrived
sta

in great

Garswood. S8ervants, car-

rlages, horses, grandeur of all kinds,

had preceded him. E

.
i
g

Very
him. ‘The humber of horses

one was

stables and of servants in
his  household, the marvels of gold

and silver plate at the Hall, the
wonders in the > ol magnificent
furniture—these things formed the

staple of convergat'on in ever house
in El.?mld. =

Then came the
not married—

intelligence, he was

crowning

this millionalre upon whom fortune
had lavished her gifts; and the ex-
citement rose to a great helght when
this became known. Malde apd ma-

trons tock the greatest interest in |
ithe county
fashiohable mo-

bim, the grandces of

?Pou him,
thers offered him advice about his

housalold, about the part he in-
about tz peo

tended giving, and

ple

e must invite, while the equires

were much interested In

and pack of hounds. The

his stable
Joun

ger
kdies wopdered what he would ba
like, and which among them would
be the happy ome chosen as queen

of Ganmswoodl.
He must marry :

lhat was very

certain—he couk! not live alone at
such a place as Garswood. The mat-

rons looked mysteriously

at each

other, and said it was to be hoped
he would settle &oon ; It was so much
belter for a man to marry young,

Sir Owen himeell made

inqulries

about the Inirer portion of the popu-

lation.

" 1, [ ]
“Have you any pretty girls in this
part of the world ?” he asked one day
of Captaln Hill, the eporting man par
excellence ol the neighborhood,
“I believe £0," .he replied; *I have
lieard people say so. It is not In my

line, you understand.”
“Exactly. Well, it 18 in

mine—and

& very pleagant line I find it. The

ouly thing I dreeded in coming hither |

was that I should find nothing but
rustic benuty of the milkmald sort,

I have a Ceclded dislaste
the fact of the matter is,

for it ; and
I am look-

lng out for a benutiful wife.”
“It ls o very sensible thing to do,”

sald Cap tain HilL

iITo e Cuptinged.)

& €
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“ SINT NIC'LAAS DAY.”

Its Observance in' Holland—I.ots of

Fun lor the Million.

Shrrisll screams of laughter mingl-

ed withd the furious beating of a
drum and iho discordant blare of

8 sleam organ

playing *“ Tarara

boom de mey.” Crowds of girls In

brilliant costumes withl head cover-
ings of gleaming gold, covered with
lace; bare-armed girls, too, in spite

of the wintry alr, which
Swains in  astrachan
breeches of tremendous

buttoned about with sgilver. Ewaing
who parade the narrow street arm

they dely.
hatse and
girth, all

In arm, foudly calling out to each

other and always with
the laughing girl,

an eye on

“That is Netje, the one with the

orange kerchief, who is
Ing," sald the old lady

cap, pointing to one of
group of chiattering girls in
dike belore thie window. “Both Klaas

ever gmil-
with the
the
the

and Piet are crazy to marry her,
and she cannot giva either of them

a civil answer.
lows, and to-day they

Thiey are [ine fel-

skate [for

thie queen's prize on the canal. Yes:

the skating carnival of
laas. Does not Myneer k

Sint Nic
now;, ol the

great kermus of Sint Nic'laas ! Over

Over all Holland

the day of the

good *Sint’ is kept by ihe farmers,
and there is much pleasure. 1 wish
Netje ‘would favor Piet, I have pl‘{i;
mised her a fine ‘bruidsniker’ a

tied up In a red bag with' sarsanet | ©/d friend, Harlacher, g M
ribbon of red and green—thie col- | Wliom I haven't seen J )

orda of love and
knows." This talk of th
old dame was half drow

hope,

Myneer

e becapped
ned in the

din of thle steam organ. There were
gaudy booths presided over by fat,

purplo-armed

vrows, busy making

and welling groceries and wallles;
long rows of fiboded tilburye were
drawn up beside the eanal, their

shiafte tilted in the
Iat, hollow-backed horses
from the baskets.

alr, and the

ealing hay

"Tis the day of

8int Nic'lans which answers to our
Christmas day, and which falls on

the Gth of

December, in Holland :

and it is also the day of the skat-

ing ecarnival of the ecanal

of every size and shape
some drawn by

Bladges
are here,

fat, sleck hiorses,

others pushed by means of a steel-
¢hod elicks worked by the occupant.
Flags are flying everywhiere. Here

i" a boat blunt of bow

and slern,

high wup on the lce, sail full, eliding

along, quite filled with
girls, whose cheeks seem
the flags above them.

laughing,
a8 rel as

From the further end of ihe dike

comes The most noiso

and glare

where are the erowded steam mer-

ry-go-rounds, at which
peasants stolidly gape.

the older
Thia ;rirls

on the stiff, varnished lions, giralfes
and camels, squeal excitedly as the

enfla moves faster, {1hie
gold hiead-dresses

gilver and

gleam prettily

through the lace of their cape, and
over all is thie rancous voice of the
persuasive showman, eloquent over
the charms of the fat woman, and
tha iron-jawed man. There Is a sud-
den rushl toward the river, and the
cause is the coming of the skating

contestants, stout,
fellows, on phenomenally

ed skates.—Metropolitan Magaz]

squat-looking

long-blad-

ne.

Steamed Through Herrings
An extiraordinary experience be-
agleamer

fell the mall

Nord while

crossing the English Channel on a
recent night

Tlere was ﬂl Ilmmense shoal of her-
:ﬁ. ewimming down tle channel,
i ploughed her '

le steamer

Way
tkrough, churning d killing
thousands of the ﬂ-ll‘llp wlt?:nhur pad-

dle wleels.
TLe shoal was

sl '-:‘-'“'.H'H‘-l- )

ONTARIO ARCHIVES
TORONTO

8o thick that it
made a point affected thie progress of the steamer.

i By g

And

Common Tramp

i

aﬂurw rolled up tum
nﬂ'tl;h: it 1:;

examples manity

Lthlr sidewalk. "

Apparently, they were the ecum of
th Ccity, clad iy rags, aond Iml"
6ive 10 look upon. Htill there was
llﬂ-n'tﬁnz eingular about them, for

they appeared both startled and
ashamed over the attentlon they

weale atiractiog and burried through

the crowd, up the wteps smotLered |

lr apring blossoms and through the
brilliantly ligivted vestibule. Bome-
times pew arrivals were greeted with
sboute of “Hallo!" Bravo!” and
with “Ohs!” and “Ahs!™ for the
whole district knew that the Min-
leter of Justice and .his wile were
glving a rag congress. It was the
last big social event of the seasom,
a eeason which would be remembered
for the sovel character of ite enter-
tertainments, among them washer-
mm'l‘ pl.rth-ﬁ“nmw tﬁ:rmvlﬂﬁ
prasants’ receptions, a misery
and othars, each of which had caus-
ed a sepsation. Now it remained for
tLe stern old Minister of Justice and
Ite haughty wile to cap the cHmax
with an affair which eurpassed them
all. 30 all thelr friends—men and wo-
men, ranking as the leaders of
thought and activity in the finan-
cial, industrial, professional, and
social circles of the city—had been
bidden to come to the congress clad
in rage, unclean and dishevelled.

A Landsome carriage had just left,
and two men and Lwo women, mone
ragged tLan their predecessors, had
Lurried into the house, when p woe-
ful speclmen of Lumanity shuffled
through the crowd and watched
tLkelr disappearance behind the banks
of palme apd ferns, which screened
the doorway. He looked about in
surprise over the ripple of applause
and cries of “Here's another!™ which
came from the crowd. Then e mov-
ed clumslly up the steps and rang
the bell.

To ihe footman who opened the
door the neweom r s.id ; “Paidon me,
& foor traveler also begs a small
favor.”

“Certalinly, sir," answered the Jdee-
orour attendant. “Pray enter. There
are many others ol your sort nere.
Widr to arrange your tollett Pray
step into the wen's dreseing room,
right, There you'll find additional
Faint and powder, if you think vou
need t.” !

“Thanks, very much,” repiied the
vagabord. “I necd everytiing 1 can
find, in my business.” Jle passed on
Iund entered the rooem as directad.

Not' a goul was to be seen. All about
were [ine opera cloaks and fur-lined
overcoats, which the more timid
had worn to conceal their rags, and
im out-of-the-way nooks were scores
| of silk hats.

“Queer game this” murmured the
tramy, looking into the wirror and
[ingering the glverware on th=
dregger. “Wonder what I'm in for.
Wish my pal was here to see me
through. Well, here goes for a few
dabs of red paint on my nose to make
believe I'm not the real thing. I
cught to get a square meal, any-
hbwp“

Upor entering the hallroom Im_rnunﬂ
himse!l at once the centre of inter-
ot : all eyes were upon him. =

“Goovl evening, your honors!” he
exclaime, bowing to the right and
left. “I aleo beg a small favor.”

A chout of |Juwghter greetel this
request, followed by exclamations of
“len't he great " “spiendid make-up,™
and *“wonderful.”

“I wonder who he can be I maid
thie hostess. )
“I can't imagipne,” replled her

brother. *Bome great artist, I should
say. from the way he has gainted

his [nce.
*Ol course, ol course,” said the

t ccasion. The very man. My
- the artist,

Advapcing to the vagabond he
eaild+ *Ha-a, Ha-a; thought JFII
would surgrise me, elr? Well, I'm
too clever for you. 1 recognized yvoa
the momenl I set my eyes on yoa.
Come, let me present youn." Witk
this he took him by the arm and |ed
biny from group to group, Introducing
him as “Lukie.”

The festival began forthwlith with
singing, story telling, dancing. The
| banguet hiall was thrown open and
the vagabopd was scated at the
right ol the host. Warmed by the
good wine, he entered into the spirit
of the occaslon and played his part
well, He ate ravenously, drank
quantities of champagne and told
rtories of his actual experiences as
a tramp, which hls host and guests
accepled as fiction, and enjoyed im-
mensely. Next he was chosen to
1

lcad the grand march with the
hvstess. The dance was short, how-
ever, since the hostess being stont
in person, pgoon grew short of
breath. . -

The tramp wandered over to the
minister. “Do you know what
would make your party famous i
he asked. “Famous for ever (™

“*No, I confesgs I do not,” was the
reply.

“Well, let's robber
band.” .

“Itobber band I answered the ttnﬁ
incredulously. “We ecan't do that.

““Why not ¥ We only need two. To
let more in would spoil the game.

organize a

I've a great plan to make you and
your wile famous. Lel's steal some-
thing.” .
“Steal ! Phui "
“‘Oh, just in fun, of course. Noth-
Ing. serlous; just pinch a [few

walches, purges, diamonds, ear-
rings, hmlﬁl hru.ﬁnllgtl.ﬂutf,. n::*‘t:
—ligh't, easy thin o n 3
ruul‘hknnw. Tﬂarwhen we have
taken something from almost

every one we'll let them reciaim,

their property, the women to pay
nfuﬂethn:.ﬂlnﬂn.nndths
men, oh, well, make them buy wine.

“Well, I declare. You're a grea:
rascal—the real t " execlaimed

me

G o ol et o
Wﬂrﬁt M, carefully,

care-
we'l Bave all'the more fun show-

FL - .
r-‘r 1

R

me t0 arrest
Just to make it more real™
Bunzinger hurried away to call In
& neighborhood, Lukie left also, First
he wrapped all the valuables in two
iafs, then be hurried to the
dreg room, plunged into a rich
fur-lined coat, pped a top hat on
his tousled head and started for the
door, passing the butler, who bowed
::mrth:‘ he recelved a gold plece an
L i % I
The minister returned Just In fime
hear one of the Euests cry ; “Be
Oon your guard, there thieves
us.” Chuckling to himsell, he burried
to the ball-room. “Don't be a fool™
he exelaimed to the man who had
Eounded the alarm. “You don't want
to spoll the grentest surprise ol the
Season.” The alarm had been sound-
ed, however, and cries arose from all
directions, My wateh,"” sald one,
purse,” cried another. “My jewels,
shrieked a dozen women in chorus.
“Ha, Ha,” laughed the minister, “It
works beautifully. I-m-mense. I'll just
call Lukie now and show them bhow
Smart we are."™

But Lukie could not be found, nor
could anyone remember seeing him.
A feeling of mistrust seized the min-
lster as he ran to the botler amd
asked; “Hos any gone?

“Certainly. One of the princes ; the
obe with the embroidered coat.”

Bunzitger was nearly paralyzed,
His knees smote each other a8 he
staggered back to face his guesta.
They ecrowded about him as e exs
cxplained in a death-like whisper ;
“My friends, we have been the vic-
tims of a horrible Jest, It seews that
@ geouine tramp broke Iinto our
party. The ungrateful wrelch, not
content with imposing upon our hos-
pitality, has robbed us of our vale
uables besides.™

“Terrible ! Terrible ! * exelaimed hiw.
Elster-in-law, *but you yoursell rob-
bed me of my jewels. 1 saw you, but:
kept quiet, to see what you would
do. How ecan you explain that?"

“Explain—explain!” ~ shouted some
of his angry guests.

“Yes, that's the worst of this
whole miserable business,” whined the
minister weakly, “lle made me his
willing confederate. Me, the chlef
micister of justiee, fooled by a com-
mon tramp: but for the Lord's sake
don't let this get out. Be honore
able; I will restore all—every dol-
lar's worth., Only keep it quiet, and
I pledge you never 1o give or attend
another such ball”

For the next few days. the royal
Jewelers did a marvelous business -
but “Lukie” was never seen or heard
of again.—Filengende Blatter,

—_—

STORIES ABOUT EAGLES.

A Battle Between One of These Birds
and a Stag,

Some years ago Sir Charles Mordaunt
witnessed in Beotland a strange battle

between an eagle and a stag, which,
says the Beotsman, completely dizpels
any theory that the ornithologist may
put forward as to eagles not attacking
large animals. The bird singled out
from a herd one particular buck, which
it succeeded in driving from the rest,
It struck the animal repeatedly with its
powerful wings, knocked it down ang
finally killed it.

Baron Schroeder witnessed a still more
remarkable nﬁeel.mle. An eagle attacked

minister of justice, anxioas 1o rise ]

a fawn, which was one of a herd in the
Highlands. The cries of the little one
were answered by its dam, which
sprang upon the eagle and struek it
repeatedly with itmrel‘eet. Fawn, deer
and eagle rolled headlong down a de-
clivity, and the bird was dislodged from
its hold and the fawn rescued But Bir
Kenneth Mackenzie knows a more thrill-
ing story than either of these, for, me-
cording to report, an eagle was rent im
twain during a battle in his forest of
Gairloch,

Fixing its talons in the quarters of =
roe the bird was dashed against a tree,
;Iu]: hra:&h n!;: which it en;‘!;.umrad to

old to stay the flight of captive, '
The bird was halved in an instant.

Many traditions are extant as (o
eagles having carried off and devoured
children. In the north of England the
legend is perpetuated by the name of
many an inn, the sign “The Eagle and |
the Child” being common. The most -
recent case bearing close scrutiny ap-
pears to be one which occurred in South
Africa. :

A Boer farmer living on the velt just
beyond Barberton, whose stock had
been harried by eagles, lay in ambush
for the aerial robbers and saw one of
them descend and carry off the 5-year-
old child of one of his Kaflir servants.
He shot the bird, which, with the ehild
gtill elutehed in its grip, fell into =
thorn bush. The bird was dead when
picked up, but the babe was little hurt.
The le measured mine feet from tip
to tip of the wings. Other stories are
told to a similar end, but appear less
credible than this one.

Two eagles will stalk a covert in eon-
cert. While one conceals itself the other
beats illmudt"thn bushes with a
sereaming, driving out ite quarry for the
hidden eagle to swoop down and make
an end of it. An even more insidious
mgmdeht;:ti been Ehurmd,th:hm an
eagle, ng a sheep on edge of
a precipice, flew at it, shrilly,
and with foreeful beat of wing hurled
into the ¥ below, where it could
devour il;i at i;;ojinim LIV

There is a reason for ieving
after all, the ancient legend as to the
manner in which Eschvius, the Greek
poet, met his death. It is said that an
eagle dropped a turtle om bis bald hesd.

tra
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