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By GILBERT PARKER
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THE MURDER.

Synopsis. — Returning home after
a day's shooting, Dyck Calhoun,
gifted young Irish gentleman‘of the
time of the French and Amerlcan
revolutions, meets Shella Llyn, sev-

. enteen-vear-old girl visiting in the
peighborhood. They are mutually
attracted, Bhella never knew her
dissipated father, Erris Boyne, har
mother having divorced him and
resumed her maiden name. Reach-

home, Dyck finds Leonard
Mallow, son of Lopd Mallow, with
& message from the attorney gen-
eral summoning Miles Calhoun,
Dyck’s father, to Dublin. . They I
go  to Dublin and there Mal-
low quarrels with Dyck and a duel
is arranged. They fight with
swords &nd Dyck is victor. Erris
Boyne, secretly in French employ,
gets Dyck drunk and tries to per-
suade him to joln In revolt against
Engiand. :

—

—
—

(CHAPTER 1V—Continued.)
——

“What's that you say about French
ghips In the harbors of Ireland?’ he
sald in a tone that showed Interest.
“0f course, I know there's been a lot
of talk of a French rald on Ireland,
but I didn't know it was to be so
soon.”

“0Oh, it's near erough! It's all been
arranged,” replied Boyne. “There'll
be ships—warships, commanded by
Hoche, They'll have orders to land
on the coast, to join the Irish patriots,
td take control of the operations, and
then to march on—"

He was golng to say “march on
Dubiin,” but he stopped. He was
playing a darlng game. If h& had not
been sure of his man, he would not
have been so frank and fearless.

He did not, however, mislead Dyck
greatly. Dyck bad been drinking a
good deal, bu'. this knowledge of a
French Invasion, and a sense of what
Boyne was wying to do, steadled his
shaken emotions; held him flrmly in
the grip of practical common sense,
He laughed, hiccoughed a little, as
though he was very drunk, and sald:

“0Of conrse the French would like
to come to Ireland; they'd like to
geize it and hold it. Why, of course
they would! Of course; but what
astounds me i{s that a man of your
standing should belleve the French
are coming here now to Ireland. No,
no, Boyne; I'm not taking your word
for any of these things. You're a ghs-
sip; you're a d—d, pertlnaclous, pre-
posterous gossip, and T'll say it as
often as you like”

“So it's proof you want, is it? Well,
then, here It 18"

Boyne drew from his pocket a small
lenther-hound case and took from it a
letter. which he laid on the table Yn
front of Dyck.

Dyck looked at the document, then
said:

“Ah, that’s what you are, eh?—a

Dyck Looked at the Document.

captain in the French artillery! Well,
that'l he a surprise in Ireland If It
were told”

“It isn't going to be told unless yon

tell it, Calhoun, and you're too much '

of a sportsmun for that, Pesides, why
shouldn't you have one of these it you
want it—if you want it? Listen to
me, Calboun,” reaching out a hand to
lay it on Dyck’s arm,

Dyek saw the motlon, howeyer, and
ecaretully drew back in his chalr. “I'm
not an adventurer,” he sald; “but if I
were, what would there be in it for
me?"

toyne misunderstood the lock on
Dyek's face, He did not grasp the
meuning behind the words, and he
sald ro him:

“Oh, a gool
of 1 general,
the spoils of

salary—as good as that
with a commisslon aml
war! That's the- thing
in the French army that counts for so
much—spoils of war. When they're
out on n country like this, they let
their ofticers loose—their officers and
men. Did you ever hear tell of a
French army belng pinched for fod-
der, or going thirsty for drink, or
losing Itz head for poverty or Indi-
gence ¥

“No, I never dul”

“Well, then, take the advice of an
officer of the French army resident In
Dublin,”  econtinued Boyne, langhing,
“who has the honor of being received
as the friend of Mr. Dyck Calhoun of
Playmore! Take your hand In the
game that's golng on! For a man as
young ns you, with brains and ambi-
tion, there's no height he mightn't
reach In this country, Think of It—
Jreland free from FEnglish control;
Iredand, with all her dreams, living
her own life, fearless, independent,
as it was in days.of yore. Why,
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what's to prevent you, Dyck Calhoun,
from being president of the Irish re-
public? You have brains, looks, skill
and a wonderful tongue. None but a
young man could take on the job, for
it will require boldness, skill and the
recklessness of perfect courage. Isn't
it good enongh for you?"

“What's the way to do it?" asked
Dyek, stil holding on to his old self
grimly. *“How Is it to be done?’ He
spoke a little thickly, for, In spite of
himself, the wine was clogging his
sepses, It had been artistically
drugged by Boyne.

“Listen to me, Calhoun,” continued
Boyne. “I've known you now sowe
time, We've come in and gone out
together., This day was Inevitable,
You were bound to come to it one
way or another. Man, you have a
heart of lron; you have the courage
of Caesar or Alexander; you have the
chance of doing what no Englishman
could ever do—Cromwell, or any oth-
er. Well, then, don't you see the fate-
ful moment has come fn Irish life and
history? -Strife everywhere! Alone,
what ean we do? Alone, if we try to
shake off the yoke that binds us we
shall be shattered, and our last end
be worse than our first. But with
Frencly ships, Freoch officers and sol-
dlers, 'French guns and ammunition,
with the tralnq_l men of the French
army to take control here, what amell-
aration of our weakness, what con-
fidence and’skill on our side! Can
vou doubt what the end will be? An-
swer me, man; don't you see it all?
Isn't it clear to you? Doesn’t such a
cause enlist you¥"

With a sudden burst of primjtive
anger, Dyck got to his feet, stnggering
a little, but grasping the fatal mean-
ing of the whole thing. He looked
Erris Boyue in the eyes. HIs own
were bloodshot and dissipated, but
there was a look In them of which
Boyne might well ‘nke heed.

“I tell you this, Erris Boyne; there's
none has ever tried me as you have
done! What do you think 1 am—a
thing of the dirty street corner, some-
thing to be swept up and cast into the
furnace of treason? Look, you! Af-
ter today you and I wili never break
bread or drink wine together. No—
by Heaven, no! I don't know whether
you've told me the truth or not, .but
1 think you have., There's this to say

castle, and shall tell them there—
without mentioning your name—wiat
you've told about the French rald.
Now, look you, hy God, you're a traltor,
You oughtn’t to live, and If you'll send
your seconds to me I'll try and do
with you as I did with Leonard Mal-
low. Only mark me, Erris Boyne.
I'll put my sword Into your heart.
You understand—into your filthy
heart !"

At that moment the door of the
room opened, and a face looked In
for an instant—the face of old Swin-
ton, the landlord of the Harp and
Crown. Suddenly  Boyne's look
changed. He burst into a laugh, and
brought his fists down on the table
hetween them with a bang,

“By Joseph and by Mary, but you're
n patrlot, Calhoun! 1 was trying to
test you, 1 was searching to tind the
[ innermost soul of you. The French
fleet, my commlission In the French
‘:tl‘tu_\‘. and my story about the landlord

are all bosh, If 1 meant what 1 told
yvou, do you think I'd have been so
mad as to tell you so much, d—n It?
Have you no sense, man? I wanted
to find out exactly how you stood—
faulthful or unfaithful to the crown—
and I've found out. Sit down, sit
down, Calhoun, dear lad. Take your

hand  off your sword. Remember,
these are terrible days. Everything

T sulil about Ireland is true. What 1|
sald about France s false, Sit down,
man, and If vou're going to join the
king's nrmy—as I hope and trust you
will—then here's something to help
you face the time between" He threw
on  the table a packet of notes.
“rhey're good and healthy, and will
buy you what you need. There's not
much. There's only a hundred pounds,
but I give it to you with wl my heart,
and vou ean pay it back when the
king's money comes to you, or when
vou marry a rich woman.”

He said 1t all with a smile on his
It was done so eleverly, with
g0 mueh  shmulated  sincerlty, that
Dyek, In his state of semi-drunken-
ness, could not, at the instunt, place
him in his true light,

Never in his life had DBoyne per-
formed such prodigies of dissimula-
tion. He realized to the full the dan-
gors he had run in disclosing the
truth; for it was the truth that he
had told.

Qq serions was the situation, to his
mind, that one thing scemed Inevita-
ble. Dyvek must be Kidnaped at once
and earried out of Treland, It would
shimple. A little more  drugged
| wine, and he would be asleep and
| powerless—Iit had  already tugged ar
him.  With the help of his confreres
in the tavern, Dyck could be carrlied
out, put on a lugger and sent away
to Franee,

There wans nothing else to do. Boyne
had suid truly that the French fleet
meant to come soon.  Dyek must not
be able to glve the thing nway before
it happened,  Already the wine had
played havoe with him; already stupe-
fuctlon wus coming over his senses,
With a goeodl-natured, ribald laugh,
iHu_\'ILO poured out another ginss of
| marsala and pushed It gently over to
| Dyek's fingers.

‘ Ay gin to your marsala,” he sald,
land he raised his own glass of gin,
‘l-mkln: playfully over the top to Dyek,

faee.

Wwith a sudden loosening of all the
fibres of his nature, Dyck raised the
glass of marsala to his lips and drained
it off almost at a gulp.

wyou're a prodigious liar, Boyne™

—1 shall go from thls place to Dublin |

he said. *“I didn’t think any one could
lie so completely.”

“I'll teach you how, Calhoun.
not hard. I'll teach you how."

He passed a long cigar over the ta-
ble to Dyck, who, however, did not
light It, but held It In his fingers.
Boyne struck a light and held it out
across the small table, Dyck leaned
forward, but, as he did so, the wine
took possession of hls senses. His
head fell forward in sleep, and the
cigar dropped from his fingers.

“Ah, well—ah, well, we must do
some business now !" remarked Boyne,
He leaned over Dyck for a moment.
“Yes, sound asleep,” he sald, and
laughed scornfully to himself. “Well,
when it's dark we must get him away.
He'll sleep for four or five hours and
by that time he'll be out on the way
to France, and the rest Is easy."

He was about to go out to the door
that led Into the business part of the
house, when the door leading jnto the
street opened softly, and a woman
stepped inside. She had used the key
which Boyne had forgotten at hls
house,

At first he did not hear her. Then,
when he did turn round, It was too
late. The knife she carried under her
skirt flashed out and into Boyne's
heart. ‘He collapsed on the floor with-
out a sound, save only a deep sigh,

Stooping over, Noreen drew the
knife out with a little gurgling cry—

It's

_—

Noreen Drew the Knife Out With a
Little *Gurgling Cry.

a smothered exclamation. Then she
opened the door again—the side-door
leading Into the streeti—clused it soft-
Iy, and was gone,

Three hours afterward the landlord
opened the door. Errls Boyne lay In
his silence, stark and stlll. At the
table, with his head sunk in his arms,
sut Dyck Calhoun, snoring stentorious-
Iy, his drawn sword by his side.

With a ery the old man knelt on the
floor bLeslde the body of Erris Boyne.

CHAPTER V.
Dyck in Prison,

When Dyck Calhoun waked, he was
in the hands of the king's constables,
arrested for the murder of Erris
Boyne, Also, the landlord was rendy
to swear concerning a quarrel he had
seen when he opened the door for a
moment, Dyek, with sudden cautlon,
only suid that he would make all cdear
ut the trial,

Driven through the streets of Dublin
In a jaunting car between two of the
king's police, he was a mark for abunse
by tongue, but was here and there
cheered by partlsans of the ultra-loyal
group to which his father adhered.
The effect of the drug was still up-
on him and hls mind was confused.
He remembered the quarrel, 3oyne's
explunation and the subsequent drink-
ing, but he could recall nothing fur-
ther. He could not believe he had
killed Boyue; yet Boyne had been
found with a wound in his heart, and
his own naked sword lying beside him
on the table, The trouble was that
he could not absolutely swear he had
not committed the erime.

The sltuatlon was not eased by his
stay in Jail.  On the contrary, It began
with a revelation terribly repugnant
to him. He had not long been iodged
In the cell when he recelved a visit
from Michael Clones, who stretched
out his hand in an agony of humilia-
tion,

“Ah, yvou didn't do [t—youn didn't do
It, sir!" he cerled. “I'mm sure you nev-
er killed him. It wasn't your way.
He wus for dolng you harm If he
could.  An evil man he was, as ull
the world knows. But there's one
thing that'll be worse than anything
¢lse to you. Yon never knew it, and
I never knew It till an hour ago. Did
vou know who Erris Boyne was? Well,
I'l tell you. He was the father of
Sheiln Llyn, He was divoreed by Mrs,
Llyn many years ago, for having to do
with other women. She took to her
malden name, and he married again.”

“Good God!  Good God!™  Dyek
Calhoun made a gesture of horror.

“He's Shella Llyn's father!  Good
God !
Suddenly a passion of remorse

roused him out of his seml-stupefae-
tion,

“Michael,
volee hoarse, hroken.
a thing! Are you sure?”
noglded,

“I'm sure. I got It from one that's
known Erris Bovne and his' first wife
and girl—one thar was & servant to

Michael!™ he sald, his
“Don't sav such
Mivhael

them both In past days. He's been |

A
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down to Limerick to see Mrs, Llyn
and the beautiful daughter, I met him
an hour ago and he told me. He told
me more. He told me Mrs, Llyn spoke
to him of your friendship with Erris
Boyne, and how she meant to tell you
who and what he was. She sald her
daughter didn't even know her lather's
name. She had been kept In Ignor-
anece,"” ’

Dyck seated himself on the rough
bed of the cell and stared at Mlichael,
his hands between his knees, his eyes
perturbed,

“Michael,” he said at last, “If it's
true—what you've told me—I don't
see my way. Every step In front of
me I8 black with vileness, To tell the
whole truth Is to kring fresh shame
upon Mrs. Liyn and her daughter, and
not to tell the whole truth is to take
away the only chance 1 have of get-
ting out of thjs trouble, 1 see that!"

“I don’t know what you mean, sir,
but I'll tell you this, None that knows
vou would belleve you'd murder Erris
Boyne or any other man."

Dyck wiped the sweat from his fore-
head.

“] suppose you speak the truth,
Michael, but it Isn't people who've
known me that'll try me; and I can't
tell all.” i

“Why not, If It'll help you?”

“T can't—of course I can’t. It would
be disgrace eternal."

“Why? Tell me why, sir!™

Dyck looked closely, firmly at the
old servant and friend. Should he
tell the truthb—that Boyne had tried
to Induce him to sell himself to the
French, to Invoke his ald against the
English government, to share in
treason? If he could have told It to
anybody, he would have done so to
Michael; but if it was true that in
his blindness he had killed Boyne, he
would not seek to escape by proving
Boyne*a traitor.

Dyck had a foolish strain in him,
after all. Romance was his deadly
foe; it made him do a stupid, if chival-
rous, thing. Meanwhile, he would
warn the government at once about
the projected French naval raid,

“Michael,” sald Dyck, rising, “see
my father, but you're not to say 1
didn’t kill Boyne, for, to tell the truth,
I don't know, My head"—he put his
hand to It with a gesture of despair—
“my head’s a mass of contradictions.
Do you know it seems a thousand
vears since I entered that tavern? I
can't get myself level with all that's
happened. That Erris Boyne should
be the father of that sweet girl at
Limerick and the husband of Mrs
Llyn shakes me. Don't you see what
it means? If I killed him, it spuils
everything—everything. If I didn't
kil him, I can only help myself by
blackening still more the life of one

‘who gave belng to—"

“Aye, to a young queen!”™ inter
rupted Michael. *“God knows, there's
none like her In Ireland, or In any
other country at alll” o b

Suddenly Dyck regained his com-
posure; and It was the composure of
one who had opened the door of hell
and had realized that In time—per-
haps not far off—he also would dwell
in the Infernal place.

“Michael, I have no money, but I'm
my father's heir. My father will not
see me starve in prison, nor want for
defense, though my attitude shall be
‘no defense.! So bring me decent food
and some clothes, and send Yo nie here
Will MeCormick, the lawyer, He's as
able a man as there is In Dublin.
Listen, Michael, you're not to speak of
Mrs. Llyn and Miss Llyn as related to
Erris, Boyne, What wiil come of what
you and I know and don’t know,
Heaven only has knowledge; but I'll
gpe It through, TI've spolled as good
chances as ever a young man had
that wants to make his way; but drink

and cards, Michael, and the flare of |-

this d—d life at the center—It got
hold of me. It muddled, drowned the
best that was In me, It's the witeh's
kitehen, Dullin is, Ireland’s the only
place in the world where they make
snints of eriminals and pray to them;
where they lose track of time and think
they're In eternity; where emotion is
saturnine logic and death Is the touch-
stone of lfe, Michael, T don't see any
way to safety. Those fellows down at
the tavern were friends of Erris Boyne,
They're against me, They'll hang me
if they can!"

“T don't helieve they ean (o It, mas-
ter, Dublin and Ireland think more
of you than they did of Erris Boyne,
There's nothing behind you except the
wildness of youth—nothing at all.”

Dyck smiled,

“You've a lot of faith in me, Michael
—buat I'll tell you this: I never was
so thirsty In my life. My mouth's
like a red-hot fron. Send me some
water, Glve the warder sixpence, If
you've got it, and send me some wa-
ter. Then go to Will MeCormick, and
after that to my father.”

Michael shook his head dolefully,

“Mr. McCormick’s  alsy—oh, alsy
enough,” he sald. “He'll lep up at the
ldea of defendin' you, but I'm not
takin' pleasure In going to Miles Cal-
houn, for he's 0 hard man these days,
Aw, Mr, Dyek, he's had o lot of tron-
hle, Things has been goin' wrong with
Playmore.  ‘Pon honor, 1 don't know
whether anny of [t'H Iast a8 long as
Miles Calhoun lasts,  There'll be little
left for you, Mr. Dyek. That's what
troubles me, 1 tell you It'd break my
heart If that place should be lost to
your father and you. I was born on
it. I'd glve the best years of the life
that's left me to mnke sure the old
house could stay In the hands of the
Calhouns, I say to you that while 1
Hyve all T am is yours, fair and foul,
good and bad,” He touched his breast
with his right hanid. *In here is the
soul of Ireland that leps up on the
heights for the things that matter.
There's a song—but never mind about

a song; this is no pluce for songs. Ir's
a prison-house, and you're a prisoner
charged—"' ’

“Not charged yet, not charged."
Interrupted Dyck; “but suspected of
and arrested for a crime. I'l fight—
before God, I'll fight to the last! Good-
by, Michael; bring me food and
clothes, and send meé cold water at
once,”

When the door clesed softly behind
Michael Clones, Dyck sat down on the
bed where many a criminal - patriot
had lain, He looked round the small
room, bare, unfurnished, severe—ter-
ribly severe; he looked at the blank
walls and the barred window, high up:
he looked at the floor—Iit was discol-
ored.and danmp, He reached out and

“I'll Fight—Before God, I'll Fight to
the Last!”

| touched it with his hand. He looked

at the solitary chalr, the basin and
pall, and he shuddered,

“How awful—how awful!" he mur-
mured, “But If It was her father, and
if 1 killed him"—hls head sank low—
“If T killed her father!”

“Water, sir.”

He looked up. It was the guard
with a tin of water and a dipper.

CHAPTER VL.
Mother and Daughter.

“I don't belleve he's guilty, mother.”

The girl's fine eyes shone with feel-
Ing—with protest, Indignation, anguish.
Shella Llyn was a champlon who
would fight to the last gasp for any
cause ghe loved.

“Let us go to Dublin, mother,” she
sald with a determined air, after
réading the clipping.

“Why, my dear?”

The woman's eyes, with thelr long
lashes, looked searchingly
daughter's face. She felt, as the years
went on, that Shella had gifts granted
to few. She realized that the girl had
resources which would make her n
governing influence in  whatever
sphere of life she should be set.
Quietly, Shelln was taking control of
thelr movements, and Indeed of her
own daily life, The girl had a domi-
nating skill which came In part from
herself, and also to a degree from her
father; but her disposition was not
her father's—It was her mother's.

Sheila had been told by her mother
that her father had passed away
ahroad when she was a little child.
She had never.seen her father's’ ple-
ture, and her mother had given her
the impression that thelr last days to-
gether had not been happy. She had
always felt that it was better not to
inquire too closely into her father's
life,

She was as bonny a lass as ever
the old world produced—Iithe, with a
body like that of a boy, strong and
pleasunt of face, with a haunting beau-
ty in the eyes, a muajesty of the neck
and chin, and a carriage which had
made Michael Clones call her a queen,

She suw Dyck only as a happy, wild
gon of the hill-top, To her he was
man of mettle and worth, irresponsi-
ble because he had been given no.re-
sponsibility, He was a country gentle-
man of Ireland, with all the Interest
and perll of the life of a country
gentleman,

“Yes, we ought to go to Dublin,
mother. We could help him, perhups,”
Sheila Insisted.

The mother shook her head mourn-
fully.

“My child, we could do him no good
at all—none whatever. Besides, I can't
afford to visit Dublin now, It's an
expensive journey, and the repalrs
we've been doing here have run me
close, My dear, our hest place is here,
Of one thing I'm sure—it’ Dyck Cal-
houn killed Erris Boyne, Boyne de-
served It.  Of one thing I'm certaln
heyond all else—it was no murder,
Mr. Calhoun wasn't 2 man to murder
any one, [ don't believe”—her volce
became passionnte—"he committed the

murder, and I don't believe he will be

hanged.”

The girl looked ut her mother with
unveiled surprise, “Oh, dearest, dear-
est!" she said, “I believe you do care
for him. 1s it because he has no
mother, and you have no son?”

“It many be so, beloved."”

With impulse Sheiln swept her arms
around her mother's neck and drew the
fine head to her breast,

At that moment they heard the clat-
ter of hoofs, and presently they snw
a horse and rider pass the window,

“It's o government messenger, moth-
er,” Shelln sald,

As Shelly sald, It was a government
messenger, bearing a packet to Mrs,
Llyn—an letter from her brother in
Amerien, whom she had not seen for
MmNy Nenrs,

The brother, Bryan Llyn, had gone
out there as o young man hefore the
Revolutionary war. He had prospered,
taking sldes against Eogland in the
war, and became a man of importance
in the schemes of the new republican
sovernment.  Only  oeceasionally  hadd
lorters come from him to his sister,

and for nearly eleven years she had |

ot had a single word from him.
Shella watched her mother reading.
amd saw that grent emotlon possessed
her, though the girl could not Kknow
the cause, Presently, however, Mrs,

Llyn, who had read the letter frow | goud.

into her.

her brother, made a joyful exciama-
tion, -

“What Is It, mother dear?' Shella
asked eagerly., “Tell me!”

The mother made a passlonate ges-
ture of astonishment and joy; then
she leaned back In her chair and
closed her eyes, with the letter—which
was closely written, In old-fashioned
punctiliousness—in her hands.

“Oh, my dear, my dear!” she sald.
“How strange It all Is! Your Uncle
Bryan Is iImmensely rich. He has no
children and no famlly; his health Is
failing.”

She seemed able to get no further.

“Well, what Is It, mother?’ asked
Shella agaln.

For an instant Mrs. Llyn hesitated;
then she put the letter into Shella's
hands. \

“Rend it, my child,” she sald, “It's
for you as much as for me—Iindeed,
more for you than for me."”

r Dyck is released from prison
after four years.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

EGEDE HONORED BY DANES

Deeds of Great Missionary and Pat
riot Have Not Been Forgotten by
Those He Benefited, -

Two hundred years ago Hans
Egede set sail from Bergen, Norway,
for Greenland with the Idea of atting

‘|as a misslonary to the descendants

of Norweglans who had p ed him
by eight centuries. With him on the
“Haabet,” or “Hope,” were his wife,
his four small children and 34 others,
Tlhiey arrived In Ball's river July 3.
Though he found no colonists he did
find what he felt was a rare oppor
tunity, 2

Hans Egede was a bundred per
cent Norweglan, But In his day
Norway was under Danish sover-
elgnty and It was, after all, Freder-
leck IV who did what he could to
finanece hls undertaking.

Although Egedn, when he arrived
In Greenland, was disappointed, he
was not discouraged. He at conce
began his work among the Eskimos,
translated the Bilble—with the In-
valuable assistance of h young
ehildren—Into thelr language, and
what Is probably of greater signi-
ficance for clvilization, re-establish-
ed trade relatlons with Denmark
that have continued to this day.
[is book entitled “A Description of
Greenland,” has not been entirely
snperseded even now., When he re
turned to Denmark in 1738, his son
Paul continued the work he had be-
gun. He dled at Copenhagen In
1758, justly regarded hy the Danes
ns one of the most courageous and
astute misslonaries the world has
known. It Is to him that the Danes
are Indebted for their one and truly
great overseas possession.

FRENCH USE ENGLISH WORD

Academy Which Keeps Language Cor.
rect Decides to Admit “Gentle-
man” to the Dictionary.

~ —_—

The French academy, which devotes
long sittings to the task of keeplng
the French language absolutely cor-
rect, and which regards all foreign
words Introduced into the language
with horror, has just made an excep-
tion In favor of an English word,
which 1 henceforward to have a place
in the officlal dictlonary of France,
says the London Telegraph. This lg
the word “gentleman,” which Is very
fréquently used In modern writing and
converéation rather than the time-
honored pgentilhomme, which ordinar-
[ly means nobleman, but which, in the
new editlon of the dictionary, Is to
he described as meaning “a man who
witheut belng noble by race, has lofty
sentiments, elegant mnanners, and does
noble uets.” With regard to the word
“genrleman,” It Is to be described In
the dictlonnry as “an English word
sometimes employed In French in the
metaphorical and moral sense of the
word gentilhomme."

This Is undounbtedly not _the last
time the French academy will bhe
enlled upon to give an official welcome
to an English word which has become
current in the French language; for
example, the word “home" |3 becoming
a great favorite, and the misuse of
the words “smoking” and “dancing”
for "smoking Jacket” and “dance hall”
has hecome so usual that the English
origin of the words is quite forgotten.

Hatbands Have Meaning.

There's a renson for placing the bow
of the hathand at the left side, which
dates hack to the days when men used
to cettle thelr troubles with a sword.
It was very necessary then to be able
to drnw one's weapon at a moment's
notice—quarrels  broke ‘out almost
without provocation. Feathers or
hanging plumes were always worn on
the left side, so that there was no
chanece of their interfering withr the
freedom of the sword arm. As time
went on, feathers gave place té rib-
hons, sometlimes used to secure the
hat to the hend; the ends of these
were brought to the left side to be
out of the way of the right arm. When
men ceased to settle their quarrels
summarlly with weapons, the left slde
of the hat continued to ecarry any lit-
tle extra decoration allowed on it; and
there It hns remained to this day.

Brazil's Big Snake Nursery.

There are' sald to be more snakes
in Brazil than in any other country of
the western hemlsphere, un exchange
remnrks. At Batuntan, near Sao
Paulo, there is a great snuke garden
where scientists are studying the mys-
terles of snnke blology. The original
senson for the establishment of the
garden, which Is a huge nursery for
snnkes, wns to obtain serum enough
for those bitten by snakes throughout
Brazil. The garden Is GO0 acres In ex-
tent and divided into three depart-
ments, two of which are devoted to
cobrns, erotnlids and  bothrops, the
most polsonous snnkes known; while
the third department Is given to the
nonpolsonous snnkes,

No Cure for Him.
The concelted man makes other peo-
ple tired, but it doesn’t do him any
He never knows it

.

IMPROVED |
ROADS

ROAD CONSTRUCTION IN 1920

Cost Was About Twice as Much i B,

1917 on Account of Distinct
Shortage of Labor.

(Prepared by the U. 8. Department of
Agriculture.)

Every kind of road cost about twice
as much to bulld in 1920 as it did In
1017, according to the chief of the
buresu of public roads, United States
Department of Agriculture, and high-
way construction suffered more than
any other class of work through rail-
road congestion, strikes, labor troubles
and material shortages, .

After the war there was a great
public demand for Improved roads.
Many roads had been serlously dam-
aged by war trafflc, and it appeared
that the return of men from military
service would provide an abundance
of labor., The army of laborers which
was expected to apply for the work
did not, however, materialize, On the
contrary, there was a distinet shortage

Well Kept Roadside Where Wee
Are lled by Frequent -
‘ Mowing, / .

of labor, and wages reached the high-

est levels attalped in the history of
the country, In 1917, competent labor
could be secured for from $1.50 to $3
per day, but the corresponding wages
In 1920 were from $3 to $5 for a short-
er day's work, )

In proportion to this demand there
was also a pronounced scarcity of con-
struction materials. Sand, gravel,
stone, and cement, and materials com-
monly used In road work Increased In
‘price between 1017 and 1920 from 50
to 100 per cent. Naturally, these In-
ctenses Inj cost were reflected In the
prices pald. to contractors for road
work. Gravel roads Increased ‘from

84,535 to $7,250 per mile; concrete

trom $21,105 to upward of ,000 per

mile, and brick roads from 000 to
/

$355,000 per mile,

As funds avallable for road con-
struction are largely limited by stat-
ute, or by the returns from taxatjon,
a majority of the states this year have
dellberately withheld work, the plans
for which had been completed, until
they could obtaln & greater return for
their expenditure.

SCOTS USED FIRST MACADAM”

Resident of Ayrshire Made His First
Experiments “About 1814—
Roads Now Common,

—_—

! Macadam roads arg so common In
America that national pride may well

”~

lead us to look upon them as a do-

mestic product.

But John MacAdam was a Scot, resl-
dent In Ayrshire, where he made his
first experiments about 1814, accord-
Ing to the New York Sun. Five years
later the first public roads were laid
with the pavement and & grateful par-
Hament awarded the Inventor a grant
of $50.000.

In 1827, after the new pavement
had been thoroughly tested, MacAdam
was . made surveyor general of all
metropolitan roads In and about Lon-
don and the use of his method became
general throughout the United King-
dom.

HARDING LAUDS GOOD ROADS -

President in First Message to Con.
gress Deplores Money Wasted in
Improved Highways.

In no uncertain terms, Presidenf
Harding expressed his opinion of the
automoblle, motor transport and good
roads In his first message to congress.
He sald: "“The motorcar has becvme
an indispensuble instrument In our po-,
litical, soclal and Industrial life, . . . A
1 know of nothing more shocking than
the milllons of public funds wasted In
improved highways—wasted because
there Is no pollecy of malntenance.
Highways must be patrolled and con-
stantly repalred.”

Hens Vary in Weight.
Egg-producing hens vary in weight,
the average being about four pounds.
The principal breeds of egg producers
are the Leghorns, the Wyandottes, the
Plymouth Rocks, the Rhode Island
Reds and the Minorcas.

Work Is World Wide.

Road construction and maintenance
have become world wide as well as
provincial problems and foreign gov-
ernments are dolng much work to-
ward highway development. :

SN PR
Launch “Victory Highway"

In recognition of the achlevement of
the heroes of the World war, a new
coast-to-const paved highway, known
as the “Vietory Highway,” has been
launched in Topeka, Kan,

Wisconsin Building Roads.
In Wisconsin, concrete highways, 18
feet wide, are constructed at the rate
of a mile a week.

Roads In United States.
There are 2.275,131 miles of publie
roads in the L'n'lled States.
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