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LOVE AND A TITLE
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“So vou see,” says Hal, in coneclusion,
his face pale with exeitement, “you see
there was nothing else to be dome. 1 love
her with all my heart, and soul, and she

she loves me; she says so—actually
aays 20. And this old man, thia count,
wns going to carry her off to-morrow—
think, =ir, tomorrow ! And if I hadn't
carried her off, myself, we should never |
have seen ench other any more, and she |
would have been foreed to marry a man
old enough to be her grandfather. And
now you'll marry us, sir ¥

He stops. hreathless, The white nand
drops slowly from ths white, p!‘.:t‘r"fl.ﬂ
face., and the father turns and looks at
the handzome face of the boy with =a
pitying gnze,

“My s=on,' he says, pntting his cool
white hand on Hal's hot, brown paw, “it
rs impossibie!”

Hal starts back, white and achast.

"'Tl:;-l'-- i :':I!rI n'r:' !. hf' 4"-1"1'1”“'4. ;

The father looks at his white face with
imnfeigned, unspeakable pity,

“Impossible, my son,” he repeats. “It
= not | alone who savs it; it is the law.
There are obatacles— many—in the way:
two alone will suffiee: vour age and
your religion. She whom you love is of
a different chureh. The eeremony would
he incomplete, invalid; her friends could
tear her from you as yvou left the ::.It:ll'.'l
Besides this there are forms which are
abeolutely necesaary. and with none of |
whieh vou have conformed. My son, it
s impossible,”

Hal starts from his seat white, and,
if the truth must be told. trembling.

“Then—then we are lost !” he ex-
claims hoarsely; “for you—of course you |
will feel it your duty to—to——"

“Betray von I says the old father,
with a smile. but with a faint sorrow on
hiz face. “Da I leok like a traitor,
vouns sir ! (ir do the priesis of vour
faith beteay those who come for coun-
sl in Ltheir trouhle *™

», air,’ savs Hal, brokenly;

]L|r.14-r| | was wrong: 1 n-

_ Will you forgive me ? You

are richt; | was judging youn by what

' England they

woutld deem it their duty to COMMNnIi-

ecate with the lady's friends, and make

ber unhappy through life, Heaven help
us both '

The father bends hiz head.

“Mv lips are sealed, mv son, on such
eonfidence, but it is left me to advise”

“Advise me, sir,’ says Hal.

The old man arises and paces slowly
hut with bent brow and folded hands,
up and down the narrow path: then he
gtands bolore Hal and looks down it
him.

“Mv =en” he savs, with a world of
pitv in his voice, “You must take her
back.”

“Wever ! axelaims Hal, starting to his
feet and confronting him with compress.
ed lips and flashing eyes, “never, air!
Take her back to a fate worst than
deatlhi: death in life; a life-long
misery? Never! 1 would rather see
her dead at mv feet. I would rather—"

He stops, smitten to silence by the up-
lifting of the white hand.

“Pausc—panse, my son., and reflect!
What vou wish is impossible. What
would vou then? Can she remain here
with vou? Would you blast the reputa-
tion of her whom you love so dearly?
You wonld not, yon eould not. That face
does not mask so black a heart. \What
then"”

What then, indeed! It iz Hal’s turn
to stride up and down now, and he does
g0 with dismay and despair tugging at
his heart strings. What then?

“What am 1 to do?! What am 1 to
do? he groana. “Take her back 1 ean-
not! Keep her here with me | -.‘urmni‘.l
dare mot! You are right, sir, such a
thing is impossible. 1 love her—I| love
her! Take her back I cannot!”

The father looks at him with gentle
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others would do. In

pity ringing his heart. From the mo-
ment the handsame, stalwart boy entered |
barebeaded by the gale, the good old
man had taken to him: all the time
the honest. fluctnating voice was making
its eonfession the old man’s heart was
poing out towaml him yearningly, pity-
ingly, and now—naw, as he watches the
white, working faee that never ouzht
to wear anything bnt a boyish serenity,
she father feels as if he conld give what
remained to him of his short span ﬂti
life to help him: but what ean be :!nne'.'l
“What shall I do?" says Hal, for the
tenth time.
“Tell me, my ®on" says the cure,
‘came yvou alone with her®” E o
“Y ey —excopting my man, a faithiul
fellow,” says Hal
“And she is at the imm?"
“Yes.” says Hal, “at the inn.”
w<he ja safe there,” mmurmurs the
father: “but alome! If you had brought
someone with her—a sister—"
Tl:? starts as if be had been shot.
“Stop!” he says “[—what do Yyou
think of thisi—I have a sister. I won't
sonceal anything from you, sir; I should
be an ungrateiul wretch if I did! My
sister is the Marchioness :::f‘I-t:_-n&nlt:
she is staying at the Konigs Sehloss,
Forbach. She is my u:n_mstrr, and we
: t friends:’ _
h.:;s Erh:nmmod—-uh. yves, & mlrtflinll*
oxs. Well,” says the father, “you will
or her " ¢
H?"r}"hi;.t'al‘ilﬂ" says Hal. *TH send for
l.. L
ll'[I"!‘.ﬂui‘.r'ill she come, my Nothang
be left to chance.
mﬂ:'ill rh- come!” echoes Hal. “wvill
Jeanune come: Ah, you dont know
Jeanne, sir! She’ll come, nh; and on
Yes, I'll send for her!
«And afterward?” says the father.
®pfterward!” repeats 1a, blanklyl.

______-_..L;’_.____.._.L.-i.-. —
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“Afterward, oh, Jeanne will think of
something. Oh, if she were only here!
Why didn't I think of her before?”

“How will you send for her!” asks the
father, calmly, thhough his heart beats
in sympathy with the excited Hal.

“By the man, George,” he says, and
he pulis out his pocketbook.

“Come inside and write,” says the
father, and Hal, following him into the
writes on a slip of paper:

“Dear Jeanne,—Come with George,
who bears this note. Come at once. |
am in great tronble and want you. Will
explain exerything when I see you. Don't
fail me, for Heaven's sake, and don't
let a soul knmow that you are coming.
You can guess | am in great trouble and
reed of vou, or 1 would not write like
this. 2 Hal."

Hurriedly enclosing this in an envel-
o, Hal addresses il =-I|:!1|:I'|:-': “The Mar-
looks up,

COLLa oe,

Clnloness |.||.. III".'HIJ..I!-',“ :i:l'l.
eager and execited,

“There, sir. Now 1%] go and send my
man off. She’ll come.™

“And if she should not-—"

“She'll come—Jeanne will come.”

“If she should not come,” goes on the
father, calmly and quietly, “unil night
her highness ean find shelter under the
keeper., Here no evil tongue can assail
h"‘l'.”
roof and in the care of my old hoase-

“How ean 1 thank vou, sir?” says Ial,
withh moist eyes.
have been to me, a stranger—and—and a
Protestant. How ean I thank you?®"

“Bv acting always honestly and hot.-
orablyv,” says the cure, gentiy; “go, my

|arms, but the maid is in the room, and,

“What a friend vou|

ure which are her birthrights
Hal would like to take ber in his

instead, he is foreed to put the com-|
monplace question:

“Are you hungry?

“Yes, very,” she says, candidly.

“And are you comfortable—are they
kind?” inquires Hal, anxiously.

“Very—very kind,” she unswers.
“They could not be more so if I were
one of their own daughters. And where
have you been?”

Hal looks down.

“Never mind,” he says; “I will tell
vou directlv. Let us have some dinner.
Oh! are vou going to sit all that way
off¥” for Verona has taken her seat at
the bottom of the table,

“Yes,” she says, with a smile. “And
see, here is a fowl”

“And I've got some trout,” says Hal.|
“Happy augury! Let me give you some
trout.”

“As you did weeks—was it weeks or
years ago?" murmurs she.

They were both hungry; they are
voung and in good health, and have
had n long ride. The trout is ecooked to
perfection, so is the fowl; and when
the maid brings in apricot tart, Hal’s
saiisfaction is unbounded.

Suddenly Verona says:
George 2"

LA

is spared from explaining, for the next
moment Verona flies to the window,

“Look, there’s a peacock! What a
beauty! What a splendid tail!”

Then she comes back, and, yielding to
Hal's entreaties, sips a little of the red
wine which he has ordered.

“Well,” says Hal, “and how do you
like the inn?”

“Oh., it is beantiful,” &he answers,
“and it is larger than it looks. There
is a back to it, quite a large back. And
there is a baleony running around the
baek, to which you ascend by some
wooden steps, just as you do In the
Swiss houses.”

“I've never been to Switzerland; but
we'll go, welll go all ever the world,
darling,” he adds; “that is, if you like.”

Verona looks down.

“1 should like to #o to England.”

“So you shall, my darling,” said Hal.
“There’s no place like England, after
all. Here's a health to merry England,”
and he lifts his glass.

In all his affected gayety she—love’s
eves sre keen—sees beneath the mask,
and, as she stands side by side by the
window, she puts her hand on his shoul-
der and looks at him.

“What 1s the matter!” she asks, with
a little flickering smile.

“Matter?" says conscience-stricken
Hal. “Nothing! Look! there is the
sun goinz down!”

She turns her head and looks as bid-
den, but presently her eyes come back to
his face.

=011, and |J1.-|il"'.'-:' that von have a friead

in me who will help you to the ulmust

“Where is George?' she asks agan.
“(ieorge,” says Hal, lesitating,

. H - - - T i E < 1. L I M
in his power, within the bounds of 1. | “George i2 all right. Come, darling, you

esty and hopsv. Go, my son.”
Bareheuged, !lal takes his leave  As
he hurries down the path he looks back

and sees the cld man looking aftec lam

with the same gentle, pitving gaze, and |

Hal feels as he has never felt befo.e in
all Ins lile.

It is a short distanece to th: inn, but
it sermas miles to him as he runs along.
Panting and breathless, he dasi nto
the =table, to find George sittiae on the
corn-bin, sucking his pipe, and staring
under hiz eyelids at the bays.

At sight of Hal b= rises and ays down
hiiz I-ignr-.

“yvell, sn

“ieerre,” saya sial, "we've malde a
mistake.”

“% mistake?” says

TRl
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“Yes,” gays Hal. *“Never mind, it is
no fault of yours—it is mine. But,
George, this letter—it 158 to my si=ler,
and she must have it at once—at once!”

George reaches his coat, without a
word.

“All right, sir,” he says. “Ii at once
means in a couple of hours, or a little
under, perhaps, she shall have it.”

“But how'" savs Hal. “You'll take it
I know, but how?”

“By this horse, sir,” says George,
pointing to one of the bays. “Oh, he's
fit enough, sir: look at him.”

“But,” savs Hal, “there is the coming
back.”

Gieorze pauses with his hat in his
hand.

“I see, Sir-—my
with me?”’

”;lt nods.

“Then, my lady can’t do better than
ride her own horse, you see, sir!
ean bring the marguis’ here.
nothing serious is the matter, Master
Hal "

“No—no,’ says Hal: “but the mar-
chioness must come. And, George, I
leave it all with you; mot a soul must
know,if yvou ecan help it.”

“All right, Master Hal.”

“And, Georme, I'm awiully sorry to
give you so much hard work— 3

“Don't sayv another word, sir.
hard work have 1 had ?
like this
l'IIjH}' it.

“Here it is,” says Hal.
tell my sisgter—nothing! You

i;,lﬂ:.' 1% l'tll‘ltiﬁ_‘.{ Lack

\What

(ive me the letter, sir.”
“And, George,
uuilul‘v

are not afraid, you are not unhappy!”

“] afraid! No! not when you are
near,” she says, in the simple language
of love, and her head sinks upon his
breast.

Hal presses his lipﬂ on the silken hair,
and kisses her passionately; but from
his heart arises the cry:

“Jeanne—Jeanne!”

CHAPTER XXXIX.

The sun—the same sun which shines
upon the dinner table at which Hal and
Verona are =ecated—the sun iz setting
Lehind the Konig's Castle, and sending
ita red rays into Jeanne's boudoir. The
'1“"."- has been hot, almost as hot as mid-
Alinimer, :I.I'HI. h'.'l.:'r I'..'r["E"II TT}'il!g :L"d ex-
hausting in other ways.

For one thing, it has been a day of
exodus., Four-fifths of the guests have
taken their departure; gone ia the mem-
ber of Parliament, gone are half a dozen
other notabilities, and Jeanne has, in
the eourse of her duties, had to super-
intend their departure and wish them
God-spoed.

Of all the guesia that crowded the
Konig Schloss, only Nugent, lLady lLau-
celle, Bell and the Lambtons remain.
Yes2, there ia one other, Clarence Lane.
His time has been up this week past,
but, under one excuze or another, he has
lingered on. A word has dome it; he
would have gone this morning but for
that word from Lady Lucelle. And
[.ady Lucelle ia in her boudoir, and
Marie 15 at her elbow,

It wants two minutes and a half of
dinner time., but her ladyship is ex:
hausted, making so many adieux, and
she lies back with half-closed evelids,

and 1!
I hope|

What's a ride |
it's a treat! and the bay will

upon the satin couch, listening to
Marie's chatter — Marie chatters of
evervthing, anvthing, and my lady lis-
tens listlessly. But suddenly Lady Lu-
celle bacomes all attention.

“And Master Hal,” says Marie, “Maa-
ter Hal has gone out wilth the gravs, a
thing he ia not aceustomed to doing!
ah, no! he hates the grays! DBat the
bays, they are gone to the blacksmith’s.
;’mu{ :’-II:..:ilf.'I.' Hal he has gone to shoot

e !’

“To shoot eagles!™ says Lady Lucells,
on the alert; “nonsense!”

‘That is what George”——and at the
name pretty Marie's teeth shutl close—
“that is what that villain says!"”

“He—doea not speak the truth,” says

stand 1"

“1 understand, Master 1al”" says
George; and before Hal has got clear |
of the stable, George has stolen—bor-
rowed—a saddle from the loft, and is
putiing it on his horse.

1Ial pauses before he enters the inn,

ases to smooth from his face the hag-
eard lines which the interview with the

?Mhﬁr has wrouzht om his face. He|

| knows how keen are the eyes of Jove,

by his own experience, and dreads lest
Verona should learn from his face the
position im which he has placed her.
It is some moments before he enters
{he inn, and as he does so a savory
amell comes out to meet him. '1“15;1';1
sweet savor reminds Hal that he is— |
hunery. It is very unromantie, but it
:a the stern, unyielding truth—he is'
' #
huﬂgréﬁtﬁr; e Toom as the maid carries
in something under a dish cover, the
table is spread with a white cloth; din-
ner—what mockery it seema—ia ready.
The sight of the dinner reminds him
that George has mot, and will not dine
to-day, and he is about to Tun out and
stop him, when he hears the clatter of |
a horse's hoofs, and, looking out of the
window, he is just in time to see George
steering the bay horse down the street.
The next mﬂn:;'n{_ there LG I;.! ::ft rustle
ind him, ap ercna ’ _
bﬁ!llinl'a heart arises as he looks at ber. !
Take her back! mnot he! not while he
has a strong right arm to hold her shall
they wrest her from him. 1f she has'
ever looked lovely 1n her life she looks

lovely mow, her dark eyes shining, melt-

|

Lady Lucelle; “no one but an idiot
would po to shoot anything on sueh a
day as this. There is not a bird to be
soen,”

‘And he has taken the two grays, my
lady,” says Marie, eagerly, “and that
scoundrel George has gone with him.”

Lady Luecelle sits bolt upright.

“Marie,” she says, “you are a fool!
“T'here is more in this than vou think.
Taken the grays, and the bays missing,
and gone to shoot eagles! Bah! Give
me my wrap, and do you go down to

| your friend—the spy, 1 mean—and find

out where the bays are; and wait,” she
added, as her obedient Marie was leav-
ing the room; “see if the count is here.”

Marie closed the door after her, and

on her errand, and Lidy Lucelle
stepped lightly to the looking-glass.

“No. my young friend,” she murmur-
ed. “Shootingz eagles, or anything else,
will not deceive me. If you have the
grays, and the bays are missing, some-
thing is in the wind. Shooting eagles,
indeed! I shouldn’t wonder——"

S0 suddenly did an idea enter Lady
Luecelle’s head that she started.

“T have it!™ she eried, flushing; “the
foolish boy has run off with the prin-
cess!"

1t was not nan idea it was an inapira-
tion. Suddenly her subtle brain went to
work. Which course should #he take?
Should she =ommuni-ate her euspicions
to the count, or Vans or institute a
pursuit, or—wit?

Without knowing i*, the countess has
arrived at the most c¢vitien! moment of
her by no meins eveptless life. Without

“Where 18t

“George?” says Hal, blankly, but he
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South Wales as 1 got preity friendly with.
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: 1 more llke a stunted boy than & man, and
—— mere like some sort of queer animal than
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out kmowing it, she stands upon the
brink of a erisis which -lepends for its
issue upon the simyee littl: decision.
She decides <0 wail., has de-
cided before Marie ecomes  in,
all eager to relate that Ned can tell her
no more than he has already told her,
but that he also is suspicious.

Lady Lucelle smiles.

“It is nothing, I have no doubt,” she
savs, eagily. “Very likely, after all,
Mr. Bertram has gone to shool—or try
to shoot. Say no more about it to any
one—and vou ean tell your suspicious
iriend to retain his suspicions within his
own heart.”

Slightly confused by the change in
{the wind, Marie goes down again, and
while she is gone Lady Lucelle, with
her own hands, Degins to dress herself.

As she enters the drawing-room a
voice singing “Sweethearts” in a very
high key, strikes upon her ear, and she
pruiles. .

At the piano is geated Maud; beside
her, beating time genily with his white
hand, is the ecount, " his usual smile
wrinkling his face, his little eyes fixed
admirably on Mawle’s somewhat dis-
torted face. It is nmot given to every one
to look prepossessing when they sing,
and Maud's face does not look aay the
better for a wide-open mouth.

Lady Lucelle watches the pair with a
keen enjoyment, and wonders if ithe
count would stand listening to “Sweet-
hearta” with quite such an absorbed
attention if he uessed, as she does, that
his bride-elect is at this moment run-
ning away with another and a younger
man.

Without disturbing the pair, she goes

room. :
In one corner sits Charlie Nugent,
smoking a huge Bengal cheroot, on the
other side is Mr. Lampton, puffing a
hort pipe.
”“I“:iﬂ]"!:un'-a Lady Lucelle, holding her
lace handkerchief to her delicate nos-
trils, “and just before dinner, too."”
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TO BREED FROM ZEBRAS.

—

Government Plan to Create New Species
of Draft Animals.

[ad ary Wy ilaon and of ficials of the bur-
pn.l_lﬂtzﬂflf;“uhll industry of tha tlﬂ-ﬂrlﬁ:u‘:luﬁﬂ

X ent. W |1|]‘_|_ tho I'I'jl-ﬂrlr"rﬂ. Lo 1'::' b =
?.f;ﬁ,ﬂn}mm.r_ .-u;-pr'u::'lt_'-u-.!rm'. of the Natlonal
Zoological Park, are about to engage in the
pigst curious zoological experiment that ‘li_f.u“
ever undertaken by ihe Government. The
Germans are making preparations for = @
similar experiment, and the Congo Free
State, in Africa, will also attempt iL Robert
P. Skinner, United Siatcs Consul-General al
Marseilles, who was recently sent Lo AbY«-
sinfs to make a treaty with tbat Govern-
ment, has obtained, through the ll.un‘M'-l-
konnen at Herar, Africa, a pair of Grevy
gzebra stallions. They are large, powerful and
comporatively rare animpls, which range in
s wild state ip the Abyssiplan forests. Mr
Skinner Padeavored te zecura one while he
was ia that couptry, but there was mnone i
captivity at that time, 5ince then Emperor
Merelik has bhad his forest rangers sgearch-
ing for zebras, and the first pair that were
captured are now on their way to Mr.
skinner at Marseilles, whedps they wiil be
shipped to New York. The Department of
States had been advised of the shipmenl

By crossing thase zebras with the Ameri-
can horse god the American mule it is pro-
posed to create an entirely pew breed of
animals. which, it is believed, will exceed
in speed, strength and endurance every vari-
oty of the horse or mule which we now have
In existence. The experiments will be cou-
ducted at the Washington Zoo under the di-
rection of Superintendent Baker and the
goologists of the agricultural department
They will be watched with the greatest in-
terest by zoologists and live stock men all
over the worid. Fecretary Wilson is ad-
vized that the autherities of the German
possessions in South Africa bhave been en-
deavoring to domesticate the zebra aand usze
it for cross brooding, because it s proat
azainst the tsetse, an African fly, whose
bite will kill a borse or mule, but does not
injure a zebra.

This fly prevalls in the German colonies
in Africa, and has caused a great deal of
trouble. It is believed that a half-bred
zebra will be as much mmupe from ts ef-
fects ns a full-bred animal, bence the ex-
periment I8 considered worth trying. The
German authorities recognize also the nDe-
ceasity of providing some beast of burden
that can endure the climate of Central
Africa, for neither horses, mules Dor oxen
thrive there, Carabaos, or water buffale,

————
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ont again, and looks in at the billiard |
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from the East Indies endure ihes climate
much better, but the zebra, which is a nat-
ive of that zone, would be even more usd-
ful if it could be domesticated —ChiCugo

Record-Herald.
—— il A

REDUCES ROLLING IN VESSELS.

German Ilnvention Which Aims to Pre-
vent Seasickness.

NOT WHILE HE
.*. LIVED .~

1 worked w!th a gaag in the Nine Pits
fifteen years back, and

either. He had a monstrous Iargo bead
and shoulders, and a pair of little, 'hur-d
twisted legs, no bigger (han & chidd's of ¥
years old,

I've said we were pretty friendly. bal
I don't know as 1 was aoything more thau
<ivil to him.

e was clever and could speak English
as well as any of us. He bhad besn (We
years and more al the Nine Pits, and b
brought some money with him when be
came and he bad s colitage of his oWl
and a tidy plece of garden, which Was
above what the rest of us bad,

There waso't & man of =iz fect amoungst
us stronger than Le was. To have seal

According to German mnewspapers, |
Otto Sehlick, of Hamburg, has invented
an appliance which reduces the rolling
of ships to a minimum. He calls it
“Schiffskreisel” (ship top). It is stated '
that if it fills expectations it will prove
of great importance, not only that sea- |
gickness would be done away with, but
the efficiency of war ships would be
greatly enhanced, as the hitting ability
would be vastly increased.  Mueh inter- |
est appears to be manifested in this in-
vention in shipbuilding circies. Recently
larger experiments with this"top” took |
place at the works of the I.Iumhu.rg-]
Ameriean Line, in the harbor of Ham-

him swing bis pick would bhave ada you
hold your breath. He «ould walk, you
see, down some of the nwrow, low gal
ieries. where chaps like me would bave o
crawl,

I lived along with my father and amter
then. We were preclous poor, nad father
used (o say he hoped Hetty would mATTY
some one able to keep bher, and so Eive WS
a lift {hat way

One day o new hand came (o the pit,
Jim Marwood by name. See bhim on Sun
day. golng to chapel, clean and smarl, &=
stralght as & pole, with his blue eyes look-

| ing s0 frank and smiling, apd you'd =y
| e looked a4 picture.

He struck up o mighty affection for ma
before he had been & month in the ERbE
He told me all about bis friends and such
like, most conlidential, and 1 found ocul be

' had to keep his mother. cud hadp't & =X

burg, before a company of interested | pence be could call bis own

parties. Into the old torpedo boat Mo - |
baer a ship top had been bwilt into the |
boat amidships. This top has turbine |
paddles and iz 0 constructed that it can
make simultancously rotating and pen-
dulous motions, By the combined mo-
tion the rolling of the ship is to be av-
erted. The apparatus was =et in motion
by steam power, making 2500 revolu

Well, one day—1 remember it as clear as
yaslerday—it was between the lighi{s on &
deptember evening, 1 was smoking my pipe
in our back room—{ather was oot of the
housec—when ] beard voices in the other
rooin across Lhe passage It was Mally
and my =sister talking together

Matty was the dwarf He had a long
Welsh name, but we called bhim ““Mally™
in the general way, becausse of his rough
bair. and he didn't seem to mind the joke

tions per minute, and the result 1= said | “1 lowe you,” he says to Hetty. “l've

{0 have been such as to justify the be- |
. lief that it wowd accomplish whatl s

claimed for it.
—— e

THE PRIVATE CAR AND THE FAV-
ORED SHIPPERS.

Roy Etannard PBaker in the Janmary
MeQlure's talks about the private car
and the beef trust. He begins by con-
sidering the logitimate use of private
cars, and shows how, as originaly plan-
nexd, 'lh[":.' were of preat benefit to the
railroads, the shippers, and the consum-
ers: how they boomed the fruit industry,
and brought to the marge cities of the
north the delicacies of the south and
west.

After that Mr. Baker, in his clear
style, builds up a stracture of facis that
gives vou a hird's-eye view of the almost
unbelievable sweep of the abuses., He
talks principally of Armour, as the larg
est owner of private cars, who esntrols a
doremn or more lines, owninge fruit aml
meat ears, tank-cattle and even common
box-ears approximating 14,000 in all, rep-
resentine an investment of about 814,
000000, He tells how Armour & Co.
earry not oniy their own products, but
fruits and vegetables for shippers gener-
aly, and how much of this gide 1asue 13
conducted entirely at the expense ol
the railroads,

The railroads pay for these private
cars a “mileare charge,” afterwards col-
lecting the freighd rate. Although the

rantal for the cars brings in a handsoene |

intereat, on the money investod, these
big shippers are not satizfied, but turn
viad Screws just the same and squeess
their rates down when their products
are earried at o figure far below that
which the smaller shipper paya,
Armour in addition, on account of
the breadth of his interest, iz able to
drive these cars so that they make the
maximum number of miles a day, and
so gets his stuff through, at the expense
not only of other shippers, but of the
ordimary routine of the rairoad iiself.
Mr. Baker jllustrates his narrative
with many true incidents, which serve
to bring horie to the reader the menace
eontained in this conirol of the rates
by the trusts,
Rockefeller and the Standard Oil Com
pany, and shows bow Armour and he
defy the reilroads and rame the actual
price at which the products shall be car-
riad. Mr. Baker poes further and makes
charges, astounding, hard of belief, until
he sz proved thean with hard, cold
facts. He shows how politics play a part
amd how politicians garmer rebates, and

| tells at length of the gross injustice of

the diserimination between beef and cat-
tle. This article eontaining the exposure
it does would create a sensation a any

time, but it is wuliar inte L
» but 1t 18 of peculiar interest just | Well, I felt more comfortable when we,
put our feet on firm ground oo Lop of The

now when all the coumtry looks to
Washingion for rate lecislation.
—_—————

Dream Foretold Son's Death

His foot fastened in a frog,
Smith, 21 years old, a brakeman, was
run down and mnstantly killed by a train
yvesterday at Waverly. He was a =on
of Mr. and Mrs., Aaron Smith, of this

He {ells of John 1D, §

| loved you ever since 1've acen Yyou Waon't
vou marry me® 1'd be a good bushand o
you,

She went loto a light, kind of scornfs
Inueh,

“Marry you?' she =ay: ““Whyr, Matyy.
you must be dreaming. Of course, | won't. "

He was =llent for a minute; then he says:
“I'm stunted and crooked, I koow;, but |
love you betier than any other man will
ever love you, agd I've a comforiable home
10 offer you."

“If you hbhad twenly house ] wouldn™t
have you,” she answered quick. ""5o do
say Do more aboutl it

I think be moved round the room after
that, for his voiee sounded nearer o me
He spoke ehort and savoge-iike:

“Jim Marwood's the man that stands be-
tween you and me. Do you think 1've been
blind? Jim Marwood has got your heart
and do you think you will ever marry bhim
while I'im alive?"

Hetty pever was the girl ta be cowsd,
| and she Mazhed round on him the Dext
moment ke gunpowder

“Tt js Jim Marwood that BQha gal my
| bea:. and 1 have hig, and I'm not ashamed
Lt" BLY before you orf BOY dDap 1 Ko
you've pol your oottage and your gardan
that you are so morial proud of, aod |
know Jim g poor, and we shall have to
|1n-.-1. for years, but you mesdu’t think
| vyou'll frichten me out of marrying him,
| for you won't; and if 1 didn't marry him,
| 1'd never marey =uch a misergble, wicked,
agly little wreteh as you! Ho don't [(lstier
| yoursell I would."’

[ saw him npo more that night, and 1
| dida’t Jet om te Hetty that 1 bad oVer
1 heard them.

The next day we ®ereé all underground,
Ak usual. Fomehow or other, Matly aod
Matgics apnd me found ourselves alwaye
:|1-r|1'.'.].f clepn topether Ha seemad ta ms
to be !:.‘;_";t'.[':! on o Jim o a winy 1 Jdigan"t
| like, hearing what [ had heard, and 1 kepl
| S cloge o bolh as Il wall could

I ootieed that the dwarf acarce took his
eves off Jim, except at 12 o'clock, whea
L rl.n[“r[ul'-d for our bits of Tood, and then
e st 1| na corner by himsell under a truck
| and scribbled on & piecsa of paper, with &
| gueer sort of smile on hiz face
! In the allernoon we got down (o a lower
h]ew:. It was a dangerous part of ibe
I.EW' as wWo all Enew, gnd we Lw!‘ oy F
Idnvr lami: ™relly light, 1 can tell you.

‘“Phere's [re-dsup aboul bere.” paid one
of the men.

“And a spark would eeltles the lot aof us,
wouldo't Y zald the dwarl

“Ah, that it would!" Jim answeored

Nothing more was said ubout fire-damp.
however, and that day., the long~t day I
bhave ever known, came around to ¢ o'clock
without an explosion

The cages were ready for us (o gl WP
to the top of the shaft, and most of Lhe
men had gone

“You go now,” says 1 to the dwarf.

aie ' he apswers: 'l am going to siay
a little overtime to-night. You mll go om
and send the cage down a&aEsin for me.
| And look here, give this to your sister Het
tie—will you®—and tell her to open L

He put a bundle inte my hand Lied up
in & bandkerchief | ook It gingerly sa-
| nough, for with such suapicions in my mind,
1 bhalf sxpected it might go off in my lace
samebow,

“What a@re Yyou
rhara

saathilpg.’ 1 zays, as sharp

And we touched the sigoal rope, and up
went Jim and me, and the dwarf! stood un-
t derneath, and turped his face up, wilching
| us out of slght

||

afraid ofY" bhe ask

ghaft, and had seot the cage down agale
for him.

“Wonder whal s
Jims

“Maybe Heuy will tell you some Ume,*"

in that bondle®" sape

Irvine ' | replies, little thinkink how it concerned

him

[ took it home and aailed Helly to opon
it. Our coltage wasn't far from the pils,
and it couldu't bave been above lan min-
utes sinee the dwarf bhad put i into my

| eity. | hand.

Friends of Aaron Smith, section fore-
man at Medora, say the death of hisson
was foretold in a dream. “Twice dur-
ing the last week,” he said, “T have
dreamed of secing my son killed by the
cars in identically the same manner as
bis death did to-day occur. It was mo
surprise to me.”

At the time of the young man’s death
Smith was at work near the station of
Fidelity. Agent D, E, Monahan, with a
message announcing the death, waved

| for the father, but it was neeessary only

for Bim to corroborate the excited state-
meng of Smith, who, anticipating him, |
gaid: “He's killed, is he1"—Medora cor-
respondent St. Louis Globe-Democrat, 1
il i = =
Holding Court in Missouri, |
(Ransas City Star.)

She undid the knot, and there—if Jyou
would believe [t—awere the title deeds of
bis cottage and $60 tied up in & bit of cam-
vas and the scrap of paper | had seen him
geribble under the truck. There wore those
words on It

“What = hers & [for you ‘Ugly and
migerable.’ 1 am, but *“wicked" | am nol
1 sald you shouldn't marry him while I
was alive, and | shall kerp my word
Think kindly of a dwarf, Il you can God
made me as well as bim.’

We hbafnt got to the end of the poor
dirty littie letter when we hourd o sound
that mude our bearts stand still—a long,
dull roaring, bsaking the flovr we stood om,
e If it was thuooder under our feet

“An explosion in the mige!” =ays lietty,
with a face as whita g3 chalk

It was no use irviag to dig him out. He
knew when he opened his davy lamp—and
he must have opened it—that buman halp
cauld never resich bim there.

Ske crled :I.‘llrLI.: i for a il
ghe should never be happy agals
think =he Iz happy now, for she
come Lhe Fas:rr

and =ald
fBut I
marriold

afllter -!".H"_l" R 1] H..-

Seene: Mayor's court at Bartlesville. | tv's cottage still, and the gorden & all

Lawyer Clevinger to Lawyer George:
“0Oh, go ahead with the trial; you own
the court anyhow.” George: “You going |
to stand for that, vou honor? He ought

to be sent to jail for that” Clevinger: |

“Oh, can't vou take a joke? 1 didn’t
mean it.” George: “You are a liar; you
did mean it.” They fight, Clevinger
scratehing George's face, and George
chewing Clevinger's thumb until Clev-
inger howls “enongh.” A bucket of water
js brought by the javitor, the fighters
wash their hands, and the {rial procceds

{ abloom wiLth

(lower. London Lvening

.'_"-:l-'u.-.,

i

Ewolution of (ke Pianciorte.
George Rose, in  the Connoisseur,

“Tll-ﬂ an Ir'l.ifh" il t]‘. I':'-.'u[i”_iu“
the Planoforte, from Lie carly Persiam
duleimer, the wires of whieh were struek
with two sticks, for which llach wrote
his preludes eand fugnes, to the piane-
forte of to-day

ﬂ'hiﬁh h-nr' t;:l'i:t. :: iy - Ry - : 't I|-t"-llll‘-lll-

—aml (he ingonions mes
chanieal or automatic nlaveloite playera,

‘l".




