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ey Il hear you, sir.

Lisey Il hear you, and there’ll be a pretiy
I wish | had » ilrop if
omething, just to pull you

You look-—well, vou look -
(fut of mand,"” said Neville, "So | am,
it's with joy, Trale, joy.

TR II L I:IJ-
".l!-'hlll'r o
Liere LDl

Lonat
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w0 e done?

liome with me, anil— have ok

o T
Mr

-q.ill'.-.n'l Liv K

Neville," suggested Trale, s
shilkd or a sick man in a
You ean't do
1§ —if it"s the i.l-lql'- Vil think,

can go to the mGrn

P,
THI
d el ANy i il sl
Linp

kil

e
srange In Lhe

ymil—aoh, for goodness’ sake, colne
"\'.||I.|il|'l ]Ill = .:_.

go if 1 wanted to, and | don't
| T
¥ il

§
W Blab |t

13 saimediw or nther
your pardon, Trale. 1 know
'm mad, and that Lhe
lelusion: but I'm not, and it's
l tell Vou ‘_'.h:I.T lrll._'." ia the wo
| love, and from whom 1've (ST}
ed, and whom 1 must and will ase
hour.”

hush! 14 goodness' saks, Mr
endird Trals. “We shall L
and there'll be a devee of
y TOW There ace servants al labout,
urdl " e stopped and ducked
haaaail. There! Just what 1 expected!
Here's one coming now. Come into the
shrubbery, sir, gpme on,” and he drageed

'I. ik 4

i ar
*Hush

¥ .|:-! Lires '.!_'..

SHET

L NIm.
L iile mll

1 Lo

weid Mm to half lead, ball
the shrubbery, but it was
L (e,

} i n4a were Leard eoming nearer,
anid presently a tall figure atrode up Lo
them, and o voice sternly demanded :

Who's there?™
Neville's arm  to keep

Urmle  pyessed

him ailent

Pon my mind, !

Wohat is i

ted traveler, and

The new®MEr rr-pﬂtlrll the -llh'-:li-l!'l..

and advaneed vpon their hiding place
anid Trale, with n groan.
and he step

“Tt"'s all up,”
“We must face the musie.”
ped ont

“It's all right," he said, atill thinking
the man was one of the Grange servants
“t"s me, Trala, Ir:illlh'l‘h'-l Trale, and -
the volee. “What are

. g .
Frale! LR TH

5 i
ou doing here?® Don't you know me?!” |

I'rale peered at him.

E '.' bilpas |' tan't |1|'|"-1. lLaor
it " he execlaimed.

t.llir'lf'.:'lil'l "lr|~1IL!I1J.: A
vies going to nt
Grange, 'm—I'm just starting for Af
rict, and wanted tosay good-bye to Miss

f_l..l.ui

TIR" anui]!
Thiwl ] =
T

Hiet e

agtia]

| rall t hie

L et But what are vou doing
a7 s thers url_'rﬂ'ilr*.g wrong?

said Trale: “nothing wrong,

her
N0, o,
my lord.™
Whae is that with you, one of your
men ™ asked Lorrimare, nodding toward
“Wioeville, atill looking
el miLre .|1:-.{ |:i.'|n|.!l‘ll'i:'11:I ta the Voo
uttir!y

I|I|'.L_l

at the
und

and completely regardlesa of his

who atood

11iNR

stammered Trale. “Oh, no, no

“That.”
t one of my men

f trying to keep it dark?
gentleman s Mr,

-.!lI er, '.1f:..|..’_'1.
N, my
this Neville
nne.”
1f Trale had said, “The Great
l.oopd weee conld npok
more startled,
“Mr. Who?™ he
“NMr., Neville Lynne,”
‘Here, Mr. Neville, here
more. & friend of Miss I ‘I'r""\-"

jil
'

Mogul,”

Laorrin have seemed
"N ‘;.IEIT":L-'

Trale.
L.orri-
hl'

Fepar | |
s Lord
ani
ulled at Neville.

woville advanesd. and nodded j|r|:'l:'|‘.:,
'I“,'u"r', he started .11':'! gtared, r"l’
if some exquisite

entiy
[.ord loarrimore, as
joke hud been perpetrated, flung himself
i an the benech and launghad grimlvy.
pne!™ he exclaimed, look-

e
“Neville 1
g up at 1
“That is my RaAme
ing at him. “1 have n
knowing ™

“By heaven'! that's not my fanlt!™ ex
olaimed Lorrrimore, with sardonic irony,
s 17 I've spent months and
ngd thousands of milea In
make vour asquaintanee, Mr

Neville put his hand to his head.

“1 -1 don't understaml,” bho stammer-
“There is some mistake n."

“There ia no delusion in the fact that 1
have been acouring a greater ::.-r!j--n af
the n of you'™

= om il "‘n..-"l.!'!:nl Atar

it the !|:|-_H|::-- i

i "|‘l-|.'
fran '.'_'.ll:'f L

L.ynne.”™
I inad

il

habitable glohe snareh

Lorrimore, grimly.
and he held out his hand.

FarLanl |1'II

[ ] ¥
viuid il ™

on to the seat beside Lorrimore.

aadd, in Lawildered fashion.

“Naothing easler.,” sald Lorrimore, “1
only wish it had been as easy to find
yvou, [—I am a friend of Misa Hope's”

Jia handsome face clouded l:!;l.:l'lll:lj" aB
he apake her name “amd—and at her re-
quest 1 left England three yvears ago to
find another friend of hers }'llllrﬂ-l‘*[f."

"I'|-||:,,|!|_ _'|,||1|'1,| --"-.1-|;|i1l-_ r]illp' !-rhi," hﬂi

[u'm. dead against me, | bheard she had

fullea into the hands of a kind-heartel
lacy and a nobleman whe would take care
of her, and l—I'm a proud men, Lord
Lorrimore, and 1 could not be a burden
to wr. and he hung his head.

“Y-es," said Lorrimore, “You are
preed, 1 see., But aiul it never oecur
to yuu that the young lady might suf-
T soniewhat at the luss ol ber iljlnu.nl.]'lla'l‘I
a3 CVE I.hu-l_l.gij.'l. you."

Seville started.

“Nu," he said, “Ioor Sylvia, did she—
did she grieve much?”

Lorrimore laughed grimly.

“Great heaven, he asks me thati” he
remurked, ironically. “Did she grieve!?
Why, my good iriend, she nearly died;
we had to 1ight death inch by inch, hour
by hour, for days; and as to grieving,
why—but [ think 1I'd better stop. A
proud man’s bad enough, but a conceited
one is worse, and 1 should make you con-
ceited.”

Neville held his face in his hands.

“My dear, dear darling!’ he murmur-
ed. “And she's in there!™ he exclaimed,
dropping his hand to Lorrimore’s anmn,
“In there! Think of it, my lord! And
| shall see her directly.”

Lorrimore sighed.

“Yes," he said, hanging his head. “You
are a happy man! '.".'i-u%l the woman 1
wve in there, and 1 shall probably see
her direetly; but it will be for the last
time—the last time!" and with a sigh he
rose,

Neville, biting his lips, looked at him,

“I—1 wouldn't give up all hope, Lord
laorrimore,” he said.

Lorirmore faced round and started,
then shook his head.

“There can be no hope for me, Mr,

“How *'U!L}'rmf,” he said. “Miss Audrey is en-
| gaged to your brother.”
Neville took it mechanically, and sank |

Meville groaned.

“Look here!” he said, in his abrapt,
backwoods fashion. “Lon't you go off
to Africa yet. You can't tell what may
turn up. Look at my case! Here am 1
sneaking in this garden to get a glimpse
of an old friend, Audrey, and I hear
the voiee”—his own broke—"of the girl
I love, the girl I've been parted from for-
ever, as 1 thought. Take courage by
my luck."”

‘[he - Audrev—sent ®ou to find me!’

il bless her!™ zaid Nevillle, his voice I ?"“th"r s

shaking
*Amen'”™ sanid Lorrimore, F--n:-r.li_r
“She thought of her old l'r].l:H'v”ul'r,
"l.i'-u.I '.||.|I WoilA :i‘lﬁl" |l1'!|': llrm!, .:l:i'.'!:q ]l--':l",||
“Amen again!”
“But—but why did she send vou, How
came vou to go” asked Neville, pot un
:|.|!|4r|1:ll_'.
Lorrimore glaneed at Trale, who had
disereetly withdrawn out of hearing.
“Because—because | had the misfor-
tune to love Miss Hope," said Lorrimore,
grimly.
“You loved Ah! And <he Jordan!"™
“Exaectly,” said Lorrimore, laconically.
“When | eame back | found her *'l-i.',.::l-lnh.--l
to marry your brother, Mr. Lynne. Mind,
I make no complaint. She was not en

gaged to me; had given me no distinet |

promise, But—but as | have the misfor
Lune tis

er to be wondgerced at, Lhat

your brother's ||p|j:l!r]1‘ll-"h¢i. | am going to
Afriea. It is & charming country, and
presents all kinds of I':l.l-"-'l'll._:p' to the jad-
But [ think it would
e more interesting if we talked of your-
self, Mr. Lynne, and firet, if you will
MOL g e i]‘!lj'l-l.‘l"l,i]ll*llt]}' j:ului.-qitix'q_-,
I should hike to ask— where—the—deril

you have been these last three years?
Down & coal mine, up in a balloon, at
the bottom of the sea in a diving Lell
ulr '-'I-FI*‘P’!"'T“

Neville looked at him,

“l have been for the greater part of
the time gold digging in Australia,” he
said, “in a place -.*u?i-.--.l L.orn Hupu 5

Lorrimore swung round upon him,

“I beg your pardon! Where?"

in u place enllsd Lorn Hulur,"
plied Nevilie,

lavorimore stared at him.,

“You didn’'t bear vour own name?*”

a i e : 9

le gl Laorn “rpt'. 11 ny, I was there

r near | [here was no Neville Ly ane
living there then.”

"1 didn't use my own name,” said Ne-

ville., “l was called the young un,

FIT

ur

|
i idea ol a doubr,

suid lorrimore, |
|
|

lowe her still, it is not altogeth- |
I should be |
anxious to get away from the sight of |

“Yea! But your girl is not engaged to
al least, I don't think so;
don't know!"

“What!” gasped Neville, at the mere
“sylvia engaged!"”

“You see!™ said Lorrimore, with a sad
smle, “You ean imagineg how 1 feel!
“1I|lr"|l'.-.-tf“

“No, | can't!™ said Neville, his hands
I:.‘lil]l'h"l.l at !li!ri hiu!l-' hii IH":“ld l-.']'lt'.-l-t hu“y.
ing. “If I found Sylvia, my little Syl-
| via, engaged. 1'd is

“Fling the other man out of the win.
dow.,” said Lorrimore, with a laugh and

| a sigh. “Yes. that's all very well for the

backwooda of Australia, but——" he
shrugged his shoulders, “well, Mr. Lynne,
though nothicg would give me greater
delight than to fling Sir Jordan out of
the window—I bug your pardon! 1 for-
got that he is your brother!™ he broke
off, apologetically.

Neville shook lis hrad and proased:

“Weould to God | eould ferget it, too!™
he said.

Before Lorrimors conld zak for an ex-
planation of this singularly unfraterual
sentiment Trale came up.

“There's Miss Audrey come out on the
terrnce, Mr. Neville,” he said. “Now—
now, | was thipking if his jordship
wonlin't mind going and breaking your
being here to her, you might go and see
her. Lut you won't say anything about
—about—gou know what!™ he implored.

Lorrimore assented at once,

“Whait here, Mr. Lynne, unti] I call,”
he sawud, and went toward the terrace.

Sylvia had sang twice, and had then
run up to see Merey.

“I'll smoke my rigui' on the terrace”
anid the viscount, “If vou'll come, Aud-
rey. The signorina will join us when she
comes down, | hope—that is, if she is
not afraid of the night air.”

“I'm afraid of nothing!™ responded
Syivia, with a lanch, as she left the
ruom,

“Lovely night, isn’t it?" said the vis.
eount, az he lit his cigar,

Audrey did not reply, but leaned her

larrimore atariaed theén sank
down,
“The

Vi,

young un?" he said, in a still
“Jack! Yhy—why, you're dead!™
“I know, | knew,” said Neville, put- |
ting his hand to his brow. “Excuse me,
lord  lorrimore, but thie talk brings
;-l.-"-'-. an |:1|.i!:.tl;i'_\' e b me. But that's
all passed wow, | hope, and M

e glaneed at the winduw.

“Wait ore moment, Mr. Lyane,” said |
Lorrigor, “You speak of an unhappy
You are, you say, the young un of
Ii---lu. Hope Camp; then
Kuow

Lk

LI nieg,
then you must |
that a young lady, Signorina Stei

Il mean Sylvia Bond—thinks you
aenc; actually thinks it at this woment.”

MSeville stared at him.

“Tou Know her. Can it be possible
that that you are the gentleman wha
savid ber fvom Lavarick 1

“That was his name, | believe;
bushranger; yet,” said Lorrimore,

Neville held eut his band and grasped
L.-Iu.m-.r-e-'a_ his face flushing, his eyes
gowing.

“I should like to try to thank you?"

il

L hae

fias

“Ihe young lady was so dear to yout" |

said Lorrimore,
“Dear to me!"” achoed Neville. then he
langhed a strange laveh, “She is, and

q:'--r-r I.-.i-'l_l .-1"".1

e il N A

haa <Lecn,

- 1“_“1 _"|I'1. J.'llll _::;““.I_I} J“.' to '|:"|II-IH Vil | fl',‘l""‘ 1l T T

were dead!™ sull
."'l-l"-l;:l' |.-||]-..1'|_l
uncertain,
“It was best,” ke said. “I did it for
the hest. When these sl reis sejr |
her and left mo for dead, they bl

Larrimore,
rather

BT

Lrowlled

o

Indoors or ‘outdoors there is nothmg quite so good as
Trisenit—the Shredded Wheat Wafer, which contains
in smallest bulk all the musele-building, brain-produe-
ing qualities of whole wheat

TRY IT AS A TOAST WITH BUTTER, CHEESE
OR FR UIT.

me of every penny | possessed. lLuck

e - ——

| Imarried?

| Viscount,

'l"i'l.', |
“and | TAther tamcly,

head on her hand and gazed into va-
cancy dreamily,

“How strange it is that your voung
friend does not get married. 1f I were
unattached "and he laugned.

“It is very fortunate for you that her
ladyship is not here to hear you,” said
Audrey, with a smile: then she slghied,
“syivia 18 very young, much ¥V Oungey
than she looks— and why should she get
Why should it be eonsidered
necessary that a woman should marry 3

| she asked, with barely conesaled bitter-
| neas and irritation,

vu LB - i -
Please usk me another,” remarked the

! “Most women think it the
great aim and end of their lives to en-

| slave some wretched, unhappy man for

Hullo! who's this coming aeros: the
I-'. Jove! it's N UwW
look eut for zqualls, voung lady!"™ and

lawn Lorrimure!

| he whistled softly,

“Lord Lorrimore!™ said Andrev, and
she blushed and looked over IJ-':'I-i'I:I'-ll“'
der aua 1l she meant to beat a retreal.

“No, you don't!™ said the viseount,
“No runeing away, Miss Audrey!  Hallo,

| Lorrimore, where did you come from?

”.u'n-'lu' aAre _'I.lr1|'; ’

Lorrimore eame up the steps and
shook hands with them, his eves just
slancing  at visgount, and fixing
themsoives sadly and wistfully oa Aud-

the

Al Foae,
“l came down this afterncon,” he said,
“The fact is, I'm off to
Africa.”
“To where?” exclaimed the viseount.
“Afriea. And I thought 1 should like
to say good-bye to Miss Hope before I
| went, as I shali Le away some time,"
Poor Audrsy's heart beat heavily, and
her bosom heaved,
“(inod heavens! what a man you are
for !'Urlt‘-:i!':"; about'™ said tks viscount, -
proackfully. “Yoeu doid’t scem as if you

' eould stop more than five minutes in one

| SOLD BY ALL GROCERS - - 1[

| gome wire
I

place. Atnea, too! What's the use of
spending your time among savages? Be-
sidea, if you're so fund of "em, you

| might as weil stay at home; we've got

plenty of 'em here. Have a cigar?” Have
I hope you've dined?”
. Lorrimore sald falsely that yes, he had
dined, and accepted the ~igar.

“We've got your friend, the famous

| Signorina Stella. in the house,” said the

viseount. “She’ll be delighted to see yvou,
I dare say, and 1'll set her on to dizsuad-
ing you from this absurd African idea;
eh, Audrey?®”

“Sylvia will be very sorry,” she said,
almost inandibly,

“I'll go and sce about some wine,” said
Lord Marlow,

The two left alone were silent for a
wonent or two, Audrey’s heart Leating

+did hand I am at that kind of thing,

( me,

a wonderful story, so : :
derful as to seem unreal and impussille,

growing ‘whiter each moment,

the station that the shop

—Philadelphia Inquirer.
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too fast to allow of her speaking at first,

and Lorrimore wondering how on carth

he should break the news of Neville's

proximity. At last he said;

“I'm afraid I have made my visit' at
an unconventiopally late hour,
Hope, but 1 meant starting to-morrow.”

“You meant,” shke said, keeping ier
voice steady by an effort.

“Yos, | may be a day or two later
now, The fact is—" Then, like Wost |
men engaged in “breaking” the news, he
blurted it out, “Audrey, 1 have heard of
Neville Lynne.”

She started, but did not ook overcome
with joy. 5he was too much engaged
thinking of another man—the Earl of
Lorrimore, to wit—to be very much
moved, even by the return of her old
friend.

#uNeville!” -

“Yes! He—well, the fact is, that he is

“Well,” replied Lorrimore, “1 should if
Sylvia had not Qeen here”
bere——"

“Here!
round.

“Yes,” said Lorrimore. “I met him to- |
night, by the most singular chance, and |
I have only just left him.”

“Left him? Where! Oh, way did you
not bring him with yout said Audrey,

“Sylvia! What has Sylvia to do with
him or he with her!” demanded Audrey.

Lorrimore was a bad hand at telling a
story, and he looked round helplessly.

“The long and short of it is.” he said,
“that they know each other—that they
are both friends."

“Sylvia and Neville Lynne!™

“Yes."

And in as few words as possible he
told her the story, or as much as he
knew of it, Audrey’s eyes growing la g-
er and larger as she listened and gazed
at him,

“All the while the poor girl was lving
nt Wildfall, as near death as she could
bet and thinking him dead, he was at
Lorn Hope Camp, within a few miles of
her. It's the most exasperating, aggra-
vating busincsas aht the mind of man can
conceive,” he said, grimly, “Actually
within a few miles of him and not to
know of it."

“T—1 am so sorry,” faltered Audrey. |
“If 1 had known the terribel trouble youn
would have, [-—I never, no, never, would
have asked von .

“Oh, 1 wasn't thinking of myvself, not
at all,” he said, simoly, “but of poor »yl-
vin. And now the question is, how am
I going to bring him to her without sear-
ing her out of her senses? She thinks
him dead—dead, don't you see®

“1 see” said Audrey, slowly and
thoughtfully. “Yes, I sec!™ And she
indeed saw more than Lorrimore had put
to her. She understood, now, why Syl
vin was not married, why she received
men's homage and admiration with such
coldnesa and reserve, “Oh, the poor
girl!" she muttered, “and to think it is
Neville Lynne, Oh, T am so glad! 8o

Where! Oh!™ and she looked

Miss |

| fore reaching

glad!™ and in her joy at her prospects
of her friend's happiness, she turned to
him with tears glistening in her eyes,
and looking =o lovely that poor Lorri-
mote's head sawam,

“Yes, I'm glad he's turned up, and—
and 1T wish I'd found him,” and he turn-
ed his head away.

Audrey’s eyes fell.

“But now we've got to break the news
to her.” he said. “You see what a aplen-
and I'm afraid you will have to do it."

“Yeoa " said Audrey, softly. “1 will do
it. Where is he "

SOt there in the shrubbery,” he said.
“Waiting for me to call him, Shall I
do sot”

“No, no; not yet, He must not come
yel, in ease she should come out sl
denly and see him, without being pre
pnrﬂ}i ah, here she is!"™ she broke off, as
Sylvia's voice was heard singing (T
she came. “Here's Lord Lorrimore, xyl-
vin,” said Audrey, trembling a little

sylvia utered an exclamation of piea-

ST,

“Oh, T am so glad!™ and her soft little
palm clung round his. “And how unex- |
pected—isn't it, Audrey ™ :

“Yes." said Audrey, “Lord Lorrimore |
has come on—on business—business of

YOUurs,
- “Of mine®" said Sylvia, smiling. “Haa
anything gone wrong at the opera’ Has
the manager refused to give me anovthe:
engagement ¥ What is it¥ Why ..l'“ you
all look so grave? You can't bring me
very bad news, Lord Lorrimor, jor—for
I have had all my bad news, you see,
and all those 1 love, Audrey, and Merey,
and vou—if I may say so—are here near |
;Illlj. s i, What is it ;

“It's —it's good news.” stammered Lor-
rimore, but Auwdrey motioned him Lo

keep ailent.
“L’:-u, doar,” she said, stealing her arm |
vound ber, “it is good news. Lord Lorr-
mare has oome I-l-!l.i.'._:llt with o strange,
strange and wons

Do vou think you could bear to hear it,

Sylvia.” Her voice grew lower, tenderer,
~Rometimes great jory is a8 .|"”"1 to en-
dure s great sorrow; sometimes tofind

that those we have lost, lost forever, |
as we thongh, are stiil iiv

she stopped, t|~r|'|!":w| _ll_'.' ll:l_t* look |
that came into Sylvia’s face; it was a |
look ns of one who hopes, yvel darea not |
believe, ,

sWhat—what —is it¥ she panted,
lcking from one to the ocher, her face

wSuch wonderful things happen—truth
is stranger than fietion,” stammered |
[orrimore, getting near her in ecase she |
should faint and fall. “We've read stor- |
ies of people who've-—who've—been sup-

wix]l to be Killed on—on the [ield of

ttle—yon konow, and—and turned up
again, safe and sound after all—"

Syivia started, ber eyes closed for
a moment, and they thought she wouid
fall: she swaved hghtly, but she caught
Audrey's arm,

iTo be continuoed.) |
Not Altoroether Bad.

A policeman saw » man acting rathe :
cuspiviously near a jeweller’s one even-
ing, and going over to him he demand-
ed to know who the man was and what !
he wanted.

“I'm thinking of nlx-ning a jewellor's
in this neighborhood,” replied the man,
“srd I'm watching to see if there is
much trade.”

“'lmnﬂﬂmn the policeman went on his
way satisfieds

Next morning word was received at
had been on-
tered and robbed during the nizht, The
policeman who had aecosted the mys
terious stranger said, reflectively.

“He may be a thafe, but he's no liart™

! ]J.- p]'udm--'r, We never have had an A, E.

.quu!::,'rl_\- of milk and bulter.

Perfidy often recoils upon its author.

—La Fontaine.
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SEE THE
iciODEL BARN
(T amt I-If::l Building).

TORONTO FAIR

ITS FIRE,
LIGHTNING. RUST and
STORM PROOF

a supply of medicine and stimulating
food is indieative of her ruin for fu
ture use. Without doubt many of the
great records that are made depend in
large measure upon the long prepara-
tion, the peculiar skill of the feader and
the special food that is fed. We query
whether the rules for the Advanced Re-
gistry should not be amendesd 80 us to
require the supervisor to report the kind
and the amount of food and drink that
have been given to the cow during tbe
time of each test, and also the wsirat
and physical condition of the cow a® 1le
beginning of the test. —Burton W. Put-

| ter, Rutland, Mass.

—_— . i————

Telephone Manners,
Do telephones lead to politeness or

| otherwise? “When they first came into

i nse the answer to this question would

Metallic Roofing Co.

Limited.
MANUFACTUREES,

TORONTO and 'H‘IHHIFIE.

HOW IT FLIES.

A Description of the Working of the
Wright Brothers' Aeroplane.

In order te show the general reader |
the way in which the machine operates, |

let: us fancy ourselves ready for the |
start. The machine is placed upon a
single rail tracks facing the wind, and is |
securely fastened with a cable, The |
engine is put in motion, and the pro-|
pellers in the rear whir, You take vour |
seial at the centre of the machine beside |
the operator. He slips the cable, 1=.|1-d|
you shoot forward. An assistant who |
has been holding the machine in balance

on the rail, starts forward with vou, but :
before you have gone fifty feet the speed

is too great for him, and he lets go. De- |
the end of the track ”II’i
opergtor moves the front rudder, and

the machine lifts from the rail like a

kite supported by the pressure of the
air underneath it. The ground under

you :# at first a perfect blur, but as you

rise the objects becomu clearer. At a
height of one  hundred [eet yioul fme]
hardly any motion at all, except for the
wind that strikes your face. II Yyou
did not take the preenution to fasten
yvour hat before siarting, you have prob-
ably lost it by this time. The operator
moves a lever; the right wing rises, and |
the 1 achine swings aliout to the left. |
You make a very short turn, yet you do |
not feel the sensation of being thrown |
from Your seat, so aften ll-"-.|‘|n'=l'ir"tl4'l~q| in |
antomobile and railway travel. You find |
yourself facing toward the point from |
which you started, |

The objects on the ground now seem

to be moving at much higher speed,

though vyon perceive no change in the

pressure of the wind on vour face, You |
know then that vou are travelling with
the wind. When you mnear the starting
point, the operator stops the motor while !
still high in the air. The machine coasts
down in an oblique angle to the ground,
and after sliding fifty or a hundred {eet
comes to rest. Although the machine
often lands when travelling at a speed
of a mile a minute, yon feel no shock
whatever, and ecannot, in faet, tell the
exacrt moment at which it first touched
the ground. The motor rlose beside you

| and *thank 5.'-r}u‘n“

| 1.u|:| if jl-“_\'.

kept up an almost deafening roar during

the whele flight, yet in your execitement |
vou did not notice it till it stopped!— |
From “The Wright Brothers’ Aeroplane® 4

in the September Century,
- - e
TO POLISH MAHOGANY,

-
-

Especially When the Surface Has a
Blue-Gray Appezarance.
“If others are troubled as 1 have been,

says a writer in Harper's Bazar, “witha
l-ilni-gr:i".' appearance on ihie¢ surface of |

any of their highly polished furniture |

tley may feel perfectly safe in using the 5
following: _

“To about n quart of clear water add a |
tablespoonful of goml strong vinegar, In |
the solition saturate a soft cheeseeloth |
and wring out as Jdry as pgesibile, With |
this rub lightly the surface to be cleaned |
amd dry (nlwayvs rubbing lightly) with a |
dry piece of cheesecloth, |

“If afraid of this at first, you might
experiment on a section of the furniture
that doers not show—the inside of the
top lid of the piano might do if that is
the article to he ecleaned. In case of the |
first appliention not entirely !I'I'Il1rr1|-'ir:|:|
the cloudy leok, repeat the operation in |

about a week, and vou will have the

| sntisfaction of seeing vour furniture look |

as fine s it did the day it leit the fae-

| tory.”

il
Yearly Tests Most Valuable,

We do not copsider a 7-cay test con-
clusive evidence of the producing cap-

| acity of a cow for the eutire vear, ol
L -

T|:u|_:|;_!h i![ ;,-. ;_:l.iul I"I..:li-':;l'l" ul. Ill"r l'.‘IF]
acity for six or eight months, and fre-
quently indicates her capacity as a year-

), cow that has not made yearly a large
r,

Therefors we ALY without hesitation
that 7-day tesis are of great value, in-
psmiuch as t}u'f 1!1*hipﬂnh~ our Liest
producers, apd alsa furnish evidepees
of the producing capacities of the Hol
BlEIn COW.

But, while we think V-day tesis are |
valuable, we think 30-day tests are more
valuable, and that yearly tests are more
valuable than 30-<day ones,

A }'ﬁ:lrt}' test of a cow under normal |
econditions as the health., care and
‘mivil ja Infaliible evidenes of her pro
decing eapacity, but such a test under |
upnatural conditions, with 1 areat |

(9.1]
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PRIABETES

w| the chemical action of sewage.
. over, they show an extraordinary endur-

| biranch and

| feet

have been emphatieally in the negative,
but now that they are almost universal
ly prevalemt, an era of good manners
seems to be in full

swing. In some communities it is not

| even possible to quarrel over the tele

phone, although the two women who
took part in the following conversation
came near it:

“Hello! s this Mrs. Weston?®"

“Yea."

“This is vour next door neighbor, Mra,
Lawrence., | lhunght vou might be in-
terested to kmow that at the present
moment your son Thomas is sitting on
oneé of the sheets which ia bleaching on
my lawn, and is building a large pile of
mud on it."

“Oh, thank you, Mrs. Lawrence!™ ex
claimed the mother. “And may [ re
turn the favor lr:r informing vou that
vour setter Rab has just rooted up my
two new rose bushes, and that he seems
to be chewing the buds®

“Oh, indeed! Thank you! Good-by!™

“Not at all. Thank you! Good-by!"—

Youth's l'um|uniun.
i

Worth Knowing.

Chopped beef or pork  cracklings are
good to use in Indian bread, which is

usvally served warm, or they may be
mixed with bread and mashed potato
season and fried like sausage,

Melted boef drippings or tallow can be
used in the plase of paraffine over the
e sure when cold to cover
the space around the edge where it has
shrunk away from the glass.

To make perpetual paste, dissolve half

an ounee of alum in two teacupiuls of

| boiling water, beat in an equal weight of

flour, add a few drops of oil of cloves

| and let buil. This will keep for months.

An experienced and expert housekeep-
er of my acquaintance, a model mother
and grandmother, makes it a point to
knock on the kitechen door before enter-
ing This degree of privacy —deference, if
you please—she accomds  her domestic
helpers, who give evidence of apprecia-
tion,

Here is a good use for left-over oat
meal: Make a batter as for bread, add
the oatmeal and beat in well. Pt in a
little lively »east, and let stand over
night. Add a little smlt and soda and
bake on a pancake griddle. An egg or
two is an improvement.

— i -

The source of all intestinal troubles
is the common house fly; his buzz is the
first symptom of typhoid. Wilson's Fly
Pad is the only thing that kills them
all.

-t

Cement Sewer Plpe.

Portland cement pipes were made im
England probably as early as 1825, be-

fore the perigd when earthgnware sewer
| Pipss ¥k bigianing To Yo METGISE

tured, Cement pipe of large size, with
socket joints, are now extensively used
in Germany, and they “withstand not
only the effecta of a severe climate, but
) More-

ance and remain perfect after a severe
frost, when brickwork often fails. It
is o material that can be worked and
moulded in any form and maintains its
form when made. It is also capable of
repair, which is a point of no small im-
portance, These pipes improve mater.
inlly by age, and at the end of a year
or two they ring when struck with a
clear metallic sound. The modern sewers
of Paris are constructed of concrete
carly as 1860 thirty miles of concrete
Irlil.iTI RCWErS llﬂli IH'I'TI |IIH
in that city, and to-day throughout Eu-
rope both, pipe and large sewers are, to
an great extent, made of this material.
In America the use of concrete sewers is
now beginning to assume magnitude,
Qince engineers have hecome mogl con-
veraant with the |r1'||pr'r='lf'! af onerete
their hesitancy in establishing cownerete
is rapidly disappearing.—Cement Apge.
-

Large Concrete Drain,

YOU BET.

Bhe—1 always think of motoring as
the poetry of motion,

He—Yes, until the machine breaks
down, Then it becomes blank verse,

[

Candid Confession.

Pearl (in surprise)—"What! You
let that young man kiss vou* Why,
I am surprised. Don't vou know the
rules of our club firmly state that any
girl who lets a voung man kiss hosr
will be suspended:"

Ruby—"Well, 1

was  suspended,
dear. 1 was in

a8 hammock.™

Letting Well Enough Alone,
His Wife—"‘Would you marry again

| if I should dier”

Her Husband—""What nonsense, my

|dear! I'm not that anxious for you
| to die.”

Explained.

Mistress—You secmed to e el joving
yourseli last eveming, Bridget. 1 heard
loud laughter in the Kitehen,

Bridget—Yes, mum, Me peliceman eou-
sin was after droppin’ in to tell me of
me uncle's death —Harper's Bazar

Diaguosed.

What is your profession ’
| am a poet.
1 hlll'i'-. sl & ]llll:i"--'lltl'_ |:‘-| i

.ll,l-]..q-q'_

Judge

Witness
-Il.l.ui"_:u-
NI T

Supererogation.

Azarchist —Shall we dyvnamite the can.
didaiwe when he arrives?

Chiel ——Why should we mix ourselves
uv ip Y The citizens are going to give
a bome-coming.— "uok.

The Supreme Test,

“Is Gladys prettyt”

“Why, old man, she's almost as pretty
as her mother thinks she is." —Harper's
Bazar,

Mean Insinuation,

“Here is a book of love ]illl"'ll‘ll.l. sl

| the |t'¢ldill.g lady. “l have kept them

As | case,” said the indignant Muys.

LR s A |

: mirel v eliected hiis caplure,

e ,n!' 1h,: '_\1':1--' '|"||'j'|.';'|[l' -1.-nir:-. in New |

York has resently been completed for the
vew York Central Railroad to drain the
;“'|J-|.;|fh|_'|_n amnd eXPriss _'iH.!I'i!H- af the new
terminal station at Forty-second street,
The vard for the suburban trams covers
twentv-four acres and is about forty feet

| below the surface of the strect, while

that for the express trains is twenty
above the suburban, and has an
arca of forty-two acres. The drain has
an ,.;.;.15.,-“] st 1o fnrl}'-r-'r;:m inches

| high by thirty-two inches wide, as it

crosses the vards to the Lexington ave.
nue wall at Forty-sixth street. There it
changes to a circular section &ix feet in
diameter. This runs to the bulkhead
line on the East River, where it divides
into two branches, each three feet in
diameter. The entire drain is built of
conerete, with a minimum thicknes: of

|t“-|-[|.';l- inches, reinforeed h_‘l- stoe]l rods,

and the invert lined with a single course

of hard-huraed red brick.-—Cement Age.
——— i A

Whaling Ship Home After 24 Yoors.

Twenty-four years is a long time for a
ship to be away from its home port, but
that in tb* record of a whaling barque
that has just docked in New Bedford.
The vessel left New Bediord in 1§84 for
a voyage around Cape Il and since
has been engaged mest of e time in
whaling in northern latilstes. The ship
brings news that the whaling ships in the
Atlantic are generally making heay
catrhes this season. The whaling busi-
ness seems to have experienced a revival,
and with this New Bedford is developing
new importance which presenis some
likeness to its old time activity as »
whaling port.—Springfield Union.

A man may be 'i.":I.Tu his own faults
and be giftad with second sight where
the faults of others are concerned.

| mustn’ mopopolize m

der my pillow for seven moons.™
“How thoughtful!™ laughed the

e
“Thoughful 1
“Yea, you know they say

LM Provies wilh uﬂf," t ’

| II-l

ALL HE OULD M,

Bhi—A week vou told me my
husband couldn’t and now he's
nearly well,

Doctor—I1 can only express my regret!

HFLET]
e,

The Largest Giver,

| want to tell you of an imguiry of
my little S-vear-old Helen, She attends
Sunday School regularly, Returaing
home on Sunduy, she said:

“Alama, every :"'-umiul:.' the man Traus
how much money each class gives, and
then he tells how much Total gives, and
Tetal gives more than any one. He must
be a rich man. Who is Total, Mama?"- -
The Delineator,

—

Life-Saving a La Mode.
Help! Help!

Ty - -

The victim I'm drown-
T

Would-be hero—Courage, my brave
man! Just wait until I get a rope, a
measuring rod, a Uarnege uirplu'u‘-l-hll
blank, two wilnesses and a notary pub
lic.—Bohemian Magazine,

By Mail.

Lady (to overladen letter carrer)
What in the world causes such a heavy
il at this season?

Postman—QOh, the Getthere Correapon.
dence School is holding a reanion.—Bo-
hemian Magazine,

Righteous Resentment.
“You may put that back in the show
Lapsling
to the milliner. “1 wouldn't even wear,
much less buy, a hat pamed in honor of
that horrid murderess, Chariotte Cordu
roy L

Insisting on Accuracy.

“Did you arrest this man® asked Lue
police Justice,

“1 did not, your honor,” amswered
officer, formerly a resigent of Boston.
not arrest ham, for
motion at the time, |

I 1]
VAT BVRLEENE .
-

LRLH ] PPN |

he was not in

The Variable Feminine.

fat the pariy)—Geolirey,
', Vil Lknow,

Dora o

Lieollrey—Why, dear, 1 haven't been
nonopalizing vou.

Dora—Well, wky haven't you, you stu.
pid Liung

The New Heraldry.

“*What's that curnous-looking charm
vou are wearing on your watch chain?™

“That is our new coat-of -arms—chauf-
feur rampant, policeman couchant, jus-
Ll of the peace expectant.”—Montreal
=Landard,

Premature Explosion.

“Madam,” said the street car condue
tor, “is this vor |-I."|."'

“Yes, sir, e i=!° she L LTULG
am nol goeang Lo pay fare i 1im
either! He wn't five years old vet ™

“1 didn"t dream of asking vou to pay
fare for him, ma'am.
te tell vou that he's the brightest
Iftle I
many gil;l.."

Then he passed on down the alsle, leas
ing the portly damw speechless and gi=n
ing for breath,

..|~‘Ih‘I I

ANV ]

| was only goine

I'||1
i

b dlsaninpie=t fellow §'ve mei

Force of Habit.

“John! John!" called the excited little
wife,

“W-what is it Luoey?™ mutterad the
big baseball player, as he drowsily
turned over in bed.

“Why, there's a man downstairs™

“W-what's he doing?”

“He's—he's trying to reach the plate™

“Trving to reach the plate?! Put him
ovt, Kelly; put bhim out at third!™—
Chicago News,




