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YOUR TROUBLES.
Keep your troubles to yourself;
Put them on an upper shelf;.
Far as it may be,
Where no eye but God’s can see,
Other people have their sharc
Of afflietion, pain and care;
Why should you, though sorely tried,
Burden them with yours beside ?
Daily brooding o'er your grief
In no way affords relief,
Bat intensifies the smart,
Turn the arrow in the heart.
Think of others who have known
Greater sorrows than your own
Keeping all their wounds concealed,
Heroes on life's battle-field !
Give of treasures you pos:ess,
Loving care and tenderness,
Cheerful smiles and sordid pelf,
But keep your troubles to yourself.
—New York Ledger.
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CHAPTER XIX.
AT THE SPRING AGAIN,

“You are a murdercr and an assassin.”

It was not until after the agreement
had been made touching the_abandon-
ment of the old mill that Rosalie began
to feel something of her early love for
the “pocket” returning in the shape of a
tender, sorrowful regret. She clambered
along the little stony path up to the
spring where she used tosit and read the
rominces and poems of knightly days,
but she took no book with her now. It
was with greater difficulty than for-
merly that she surmounted the big frag-
ments of mounntain stone and the mossy
logs that lay in the way. Her mneatly
fitting black dress was not fashioned for
such freedom of action, and then, per-
- haps, these months of indoor life and
physical restriction may have eliminated
some of her” birdlike lightness of move-
ment.

As she passed along under the green
pines and red brown oaks, she heard a
cardinal grosbeak whistling shrilly, and
some bluejays were chattering in the
thickets along the hillside. The brook
brawled over its stones and slipped acroes
its sandy shallows in the old happy way.
The sharp fragrance of pine resin, and
the fine, rare odor of liquid amber gum
filled the air How long ago it seemed,
that last time she was here, and what a
world lay between then and now! She
gat down npon the gray lichen blotched
stone where Ellis had found her when
he was skulking from the detectives. It
was with a thrill that she recollected
that meeting and what followed. The
tall, handsomie, brigandish fellow, armed
to the teeth, firm, alert, ready for a dar-
ing deed, had left a strong romantic im-

on in her memory. Along with the
thought came its fragrance, so to speak.
and she felt a warm blush of maidenly
shame tingle in her cheeks at recalling
the us pleasure his loverlike ac-
tions bad given her. She rested her el-
bows upon her lap and hid her face in
her hands. Just then a rich. manly
voice called her name.

“Rosaliel”

it war ro infinitely tender and musicall

She lvok:d up uickly, with a great
throbbing in hur breast.

“Rosalie!" it repeated.

Ellis stood before her, dressed in &
short gray jacket and loose trousers, &
brown sportsman’s shirt and & dark
scarlet scarf; heavy top boots and a wide
brimmed brown felt hat completed his
attire, and be bore in his right band a
long alpenstock, while on his left shoul-
der was slung a light rifle. There were
those samne fearless dark eyes, the olive
cheeks, the drooping mustache, the firm,
well set chin, the tall, strong form. She
almost leaped to her feet. then, feeling
a sndden weakness, sat down again.

'] dreamed last pight that you would
be here in this dear place, and | bave
come all the way over the mountain to
find you, Rosalie.” He said this slowly,
with 2 vibration in his voice that gave
it great power

“You ough: not to have come,” she
responded. meeting his eyes with an ap-
peal in her own, and throwing some-
thing almost of bitterness into her tone.

‘] did not waunt to see you."

*Why, Rosalie, why? he exclaimed,
sitting down near her; '"what have 1
done to offend you? Tell e, tell me!”
He was already growing pale.

She sprang to her feet; she was weak
no longer: her eyes flashed.

“Yon are 4 murderer, an assassin, and |

dare to ask me what ‘you have done!
You who struck Colouel Talbot in the
night when he was"—

-*Miss Chenier!" he exclaimed, rising
as he spoke, *what do you mean?”

She looked steadily, passionately at
him. Presently she cried: ’

*What do | mean? You know what |
mean! Oh, Mr. Ellis, 1 could not have be-
lieved you so wicked!"”

tainly laboring under some horrible
mistake,” he said in a hoarse voice and
involuntarily taking a step nearer her.
“Won't you explain”—

“Let your own conscience, if you have
one"—

“Migs Chenier, | do not know what
you mean,” he emphatically cried.

“What I mean! what I meuan!” ghe dis-
dainfully repeated.
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into your mind? - Who has been poison-
ing you against e by hinting such a
malicious and unfounded accusation?”

“No ome,” she said: "“no one. I—I
thounght you did it.”

“But how could you?" he impatiently
eried; "1 can't see how you could.
Whatever started you to thinking it?”

“We saw you following us.” she said
| scarcely above a whisper.
| “Following you—mns—whom do you
mean?”

“Colonel Talbot and me.” she an-
swered.

“Following you where?"
| “That night in the street—the night

he was hurt.”

“Following you the night he wus
burt! Why, Rosalie, I was not in Sa-
vannah that night. I did not know he
was hart till 1 saw the papers next day.
1 was at Jessup that night.”

There was such a ring of surprised
and injured innocence—such a reproach
in his voice—that she felt her heart
shrink and fintter.

“]f you ure innocent—if 1 have
wronged you — forgive mel!" she ex-
claimed. BShe rose as she spoke, and for
a moment stood before him in a falter-
ing attitude. “It may all bo cleared up
some time. | cannot see you any more
until it is. | hope you are-innocent,
bat, but—1—1 believe you dre guilty.”

He sprang up. The pallor in his face
was awful. His eyes shot clear flames.
His cheeks and forehead seemed to
shrivel

“It is a lie! a damned infernal liel |
will not bear it!" His lips were flecked
with froth. ‘**And this from you, Rosa-
lie!" he cried; *“from you whom I love
more than all the world! My God, can
you believe this? [f all the world were

marshaled against me to believe a lie, 1 |

would turn to yon for"—

*Hush!" she said, almost sternly; and |

yet the regretful gentleness broke through
her voice. *“Hush! If you are innocent
time will prove it. Go back to Savannah
and solve this mystery. Go back and
find the true murderer or would be mur-
derer of Colonel Warren Talbot, and
ther 1 will hear of your friendship, and
not till then!™

Her words seemed to have the power
to spin him away to an infinite distance
from her. He recoiled as if she had
stabbed him. For a moment he hesi-
tated, then in & dry. strange voice he
said: *

“If the villain who struck Colonel |

Talbot is above ground I will find him.”

He turned about as he finished speaking.

and strode away through the woods.
“Mr Ellis!" Rosalie called out after

| him,
He stopped and looked back. She hes- |
itated. She hardly knew what she |

wanted to say to him. .

“Do not be angry, please,” she qua-
vered. ‘‘Never think of—of revenge
again, will you” Her voice was thin
and mournful, like the cry of the dral
vireo beyond her in the dusky wood.

A sort of smile shot across his blood-
less face. IHe stood a mere point of
time, then resumed his way and disap-

peared amid the trees. A strange, drear |

silence followed.

Rosalie returned to the mill with a |
She could |
| mot feel that she had done wroug, and
| yet she wished that the meeting could

great weight upon her heart.

have been avoided. The pallid face of
Ellis haunted her.

CHAPTER XX.
AT LOVE'S GATE.

| etill hanging over Colonel Talbot, and

still declaring his recovery quite possi-
| ble, though as yet he had not regained

consciousness.  Rosulie felt herselfl in
| sowe sort to blame for all the suffering
| of Colonel Talbot and Miss Fain, and
| keeping the secret of that moonlight
| walk inclosed in her breast had gener-
’ ated a sense of guilt which gnawed at
her conseience

“If Colonel Talbot dies,” she some-
times thought, *1 shall be accessory to
his murder—if not in purpose, still in
Met.”

It rendered her extremely wretched to
hear Miss Fain talk, for although she
rarely mentioned her lover directly, all
| her thoughts tended toward him, and
she evidently bore all his gufferings with
him, !

The newspapers announ
had returned to Savannah,
saw nothing of him. Som
found herself wondering if it
that he was innocent of the
| which she had aceused him.
| thing was not impossible, and Yet she

felt sure that she could not have been

misgaken in recognizing him us he fol-
lowed: her and Talbot, like a gnister

5 w, on that lovely and neversto-be-

forgotten night. E
~Oné daty, abopt a' week ,after her re-

k:that Ellis

ting at her window reading in one of her
father's favorite romances, or rather she
had been reading and was now idly gaz-
| ing into the street below, when a car-
riage rolled slowly by. A servaut in
livery was driving. [Inside were a noble
looking middle aged man, a fair, plump,
lovely girl, und Frank Ellis, She had
seen this man once before, und knew he
was Sir Edmond Kane; the young lady.
as she rightly supposed, was Miss Ellen
| 8ir Edmond’s daughter. Ellis aeeme(i
quite happy’ as did also the others, their
faces smiling, their conversation appar-
ently animated and free. The English
girl was charmingly dressed, and her
face, though not beautiful, was high
bred and fascinating, and her form was
superb.

A strange feeling crept over Rosulie
us she looked down upon this passing
gronp It wus like a breath of ex-

|
!
|
|
|
|
|

seemed to fall low in her breast and
flutter painfully. Some sweet thing her
fancy had been nursing slipped away
' frown her. Ellis turned his eyes toward
the house. She retreated from the win-
dow for fear he might see her; then she
sank intoa chair and cried, she knew
not why. Life seemed to her to be
growing hollow and weaningless; its
zost had glipped away, like a perfuine
from & withering flower. She began to
be restless and impatient fur the time to
come round when she and her father,
with Aunt Marguerite and Adelaide,
would go across the sea, but the thought
of the journey pleased her more on ac-
count of the distance it would give than
for any joy which it promised at its end.
So the days slipped past, until at last a
letter came to ber from Edgar Julian,

he wrote, “therefore | take the liberty
to write this instead. | lingered along
the road homewurd among the battle-
fields of Georgia and Tenuessee, but 1
found ne pleasnre in what 1 saw. [
seemed to miss something which would
have made even the brown Lills charm-
ing. When | crossed the Ohio riverl
met a great snowstorin, sent down from
Chicago to welcome me, und quite soon
the ground was covered a foot deep with
the white fleece of winter.

howling like u puck of hungry wolves,
| am dissatisfied and wish | were back
in Savannah, on your uncle’s wide ve-
randa, with the salt air blowing over me
ing fans hard by. 1 don't believe ] ama
hurry of Chicago does not satisfy my
especial hunger. May | come back? I
think | could be less trouble to all you
hospitable and patient southerners now;

strong relief ull my faults and all your
goodness. How infinitely warm and
comforting, how perfumed and luxuriant,
how breezy, how shady, how inviting is
the whole south, now that 1 have left it!

*1 have the hot air register wide open

hearth, and yet 1 am freezing! Won't

They talked over all thetr past llves.

Mrs. Roosevelt felt the need of haster
ing the departure from the ‘“‘pocket,
but notwithstanding her efforts it w:
toward the middle of February whe
everything was ready. There had be:
many things to do. Colonel Chenier ;
library, so rich in medizval poetry ar. !
romance, was sent away in large boxes |
to Savannah, Rosalie assisted in the |
packing and peeped into the old Frenci
tomes and manuscript rolls with some-
thing like her former relish. It seemed |
to her that every one of these contained |
some half suppressed allusion to the land
of her dreams. No doubt it was quite |
natural for her thus to cheat herself, f'or |
all the old romances were full of cha- |
teaux and olive groves and vineyards,
where knights rode in pleusant lanes Le- |
side their lady loves, or played the lute |
nnder the walls by moonlight, or gal-
loped away to the wars with a warm |
kiss tingling on their bearded lips. And
had not her father been reading these to
her froin her childhood, and telling her
about Chatean Chenier and her knightly |
ancestors who dwelt in the land of ihe
mistral and the troubadour?

What vivid pictures, too, thestrong ce-
scriptive talks of Edgar Julian had given
her of those erumbling walls, those fer-
vid skies and those orchard crowned,
breezy hills! Her visions were none the

| less fair and enticing seen through the

haze of her sorrow.

She did not go to the spring any more,
for though she felt sure that Ellis kud
gone away, she shrank from seeing even
the spot where she had witnessed his
awful passion.

When the time at last came for going
back to Savannah, it was not with xny
well defined regret that she bade fare-

. well to the mill and the little crisp val-

ley. Adelaide seemed much affectud,
and quietly wept all the way over the
mountain. Colonel Chenier suffered |
too, but he sternly controlled himself,

| even calmly talking with Aunt Mar-
*Rosalie— Miss Chenier—you are cer- | s L .

guerite as the carriage boro them through
the devious way wmong the hills and
gray-green groves of oaks and pines,
The Roosevelt mansion had grown to
be Rosalien home, and she was like a

. child just returned from a long journey
| when she again found herself in her

“Can it be possible,” he slowly ex- |

claimed, as if something were dawning

upon his mind, *‘can it be possible that |

you are accusing me of doiny that injury

to Colonel Talbot from which he is stiil |
so mysteriously suffering? Good heavens,

Rosalie!” he added after a few momnents
of silence, during which time his eyes
did oot tarn from her face, “‘how terri-
bly you have wronged mel”

Her eyes searched his with an inten-
gity that nothing but utter innocence
conld have withstood, 1t would seem,
and yet he bore it without a waver.
He seemed. indeed, to meet it and wel-
come it.

%] would rather you would kill me
ontright than for you to insinuate so
awful a charge,” he went on, feeling the
poverty of language in so great a need.
His voice began to gather up its fascina-
ting sweetness and fexibility.

Rosalie faltered and trembled as the
magnetism of his unshrinking face over-
came her. She sank down upon the
stone pale and exhausted.

He was by her side in a moment.

“Explain this my
rible insult to my
pleaded, speaking rapidly and passion-
ately, “How could you get such a thing

stately and spacious room. Adeluide |
was quiet and sad, but Colonel Chenier, |
taken unawares by Mr. Roosevelt's cor-
dial friendliness and hospitality, was
tempted out of his gloom. He was nat- |
wrally a companionable man, generous
and courteous, and it required very little
to draw ont all his latent good qualities.
He and Mr. Roosevelt met as thoagh
nothing disagreeable had ever existed
between them; they talked over all their
pust lives, saving that they quietly ig-
nored that unfortunate quarrel.

One thing curiously affected Rosalie.
It was the absence of Edgar Julian. She
had expected to find him at Roos¢velt
Place, and she had counted much on the
pleasure his descriptions of Provence and
Chateau Chenier would give her father,
To find that he was gone wasa real blow

' to her

stery, this dark, hor- |
honor, Rosalie!" he | Fuin told her all the particulars when

“He would not stay any longer," said
Mr. Roosevelt as they all sat ut dinner;
“] tried to prevail on him to maka lis
home in Savannah, offered him o big
salury, with leave to do general practice
besides, but he seemed to have grown
homesick or tired of the south. Ile got
into a difficulty with young Ellis, too,
and that made him miserable.”

Rosalie asked no questions—she did
not care to hear further, but Miidred

they met. Poor Mildred! she looked
like a shadow. The physicians were |

to come back?
for you, and make myself reasonably
useful, and 1 wonld try and not be much
in the way.

and the palin trees rustling their spread- |

quisite sorrow or regret; her heart '

] did not get to say goodby to you," |

Here the |
streets are all ice and snowbanks, and as
| | write the wind is blue with cold and is

northern mun any longer; the worry and |

this great distauce has brought out in |

in iy room and a big coal fire on the |

you and Mrs. Roosevelt please invite me
[ could run on errands |

! her haunds and drew it gently down upon

her bosom. She knew what love was.
A soldier's grave held one to whow her
life had been pledged.

“Don't cry,” she gently said: “if you
love him it's all right, dear. It was
wrong for me to say these things, It's
all right; you mustn't mind my ill na-
tured words. Yououghtnot to suffer on
my account. No doubt Mr. Julian isa
good and true man.”

“Yes, he is,” said [tosalic quickly, lift-
ing her head and wiping away her tears;
“he is just as honorable and good as he
can be."

Adelaide still kept her hands clasping
Rosalie’s face between them with a
gentle, loving pressure.

“But you do love him, sister?” she
murmured softly,

Rosalie suddenly blushed. *1 do not

| know if 1 love him,” she naively said.

turn to Roosevelt Place, Rosalie was sit-

“Lut | should dearly love to sce hiw
again, 1—I think a great deal of him.”

Adelaide felt the influence of her sis-
ter's freshness as she faltered trembling
and bewildered in the midst of this
great new experience.

CHAPTER XXL
ADELAIDE RECOLLECTS.
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That daring, devilish soldier lad who
stabbed her with a bayonet.

Rosalie found it difficult to know

what she ougl:t to write to Edgar Julian, |

if she ougzht to write at all. He had
been so kind to her, and she respected
his honorable frankness so much, that,
even if ghe conld not say she loved him,

| ghe felt genervusly anxious not to wound

him. But she really longed to see him.
He had filled a large space in her life,
and had revealed to her a most interest-
ing contrast us his ultra northern traits

of character struck sharply nagainst |

southern obstacles; not that she had
traced and defined this contrast or drawn
any conclusion from it, but she bad felt
his superior knowledge of affairs, his
gturdy truthfulness, his faith in the
future of America, his belief in the value
and nobleness of labor, his genuine re-
spect for the common people, and, on
the other hand, hLis rich imagination and
his tender eloquence. She could not
realize the bitter memories nursed by
her father and sister touching the dark
struggle for the Lost Cause, She had no
past to monrn over. The future and the
present were hers, She naturally enough
had fallen in love with northern ways.
It seemed to her that the world was
mnde for earnest, persistent people to
take and enjoy; she believed in freedom
ag the war had fixed it—in free educa-
tion, free thought, free men and women.
She was not aware that Edgar Julian
had influenced her to believe in these
things; the doctrine seemed quite as
much her own as the old Provencal
cross; Julian had been simply a restorer
of things lost—a reviver of things in
abeyance. Rosalie keenly realized what
her answer to Julian's letler must de-
cide. She puzzled her mind to discover
gome happy way out of the dilemma.
She asked herself over and over again,
“Do I love him?" and just as often she
ghrank away from the responsibility of
saying yes or no. Her heart trembled,
she hesitated, faltered, dreamed. Sothe
days went by while Edgar Julian shiv-
ered through the Chicago snowstorms
waiting for a letter. He, too, was wres-
tling with a problem, He did not ehrink
from acknowledging his love—he gloried
in it—but he did not feel safe in rushing
back to Savanoah, nor did he feel con-
tent to stay away. A man in love must
be allowed some latitude of foolishness,

| and we ought to congider that each in-

] heard Gerster sing last night, and |
Litta the night befors, but 1 would
rather be in that dim old parlor in |

Roosevelt Place and hear ‘La Mandore;'
my spirit is there now—do you not often
hear it rustling around in its favorite
places? | stopped at Calhoun and Resaca
as | came howe, and while there I in-
quired for the Chenier 1nill, and found it
was only thirty miles distant. The temp-
tation to visit it was very great, but 1
resisted. 1 always do resist at the wrong
time.

“Frankly, | want to say that I am un-
fit for business since returning, and |
think of mothing but how I shall get
back to Savannah without offending my
own sense of the fitness of things. 1
have been worse since seeing in a Savan-
nah paper yesterday a notice in the per-
gonal column of your return to Roose-
velt Place. True, the paper was two
weeks old when | got it, but it had its
effect all the same.

“You will not be offended if 1 say that
[ find life a burden where you are not to
be seen and heard. | want to tulk with
you and hear you sing. [ have thought,
gince | caine here, of a hundred things 1
forgot to tell you about Provence and
Chatean Chenier, and 1 have wondered
how I passed so much time with you and
said so little,
about? | remmewmber nothing, save our
last conversation, and even that had no
end—it was left in a mist. I told youl
loved you, but 1 did not and could not
tell you how deep and strong that love
was, how it had become the very life of
my life. My lips refused then, as my
pen does now, to express how dear you
are to me. Forgive me if this letter
seems foolish to yon. | cannot seo my
way to any better wode of action than
this simple statement of the truth. I
trust you to respeet my sincerity, even
if yon must cast aside my love as some-
thing not worth your kecping.”

Rosalie read this in her own room,
read it and reread it, with a guickened
pulse and a sweet sense of its half hope-
ful, half despairing spirit. It brought
Edgar Julian before her, just as she had
seen  him last; his strong, handsome,
truthful face full of passionate tender-
ness for her.  She could not think clear-
ly; her heart throbbed ahmost painfully.
Adelaide caume in presently and Rosalie
gave her the letter to read.

“Do you love him, Rosalic?” the sister
asked after she had finished.

W—Il—don’t know,” was the stam-
mered reply

“1 think you ought to know,’
Adelaide; “love is no light thing
handsome?

“No, not very—not handsome as they
deseribe handsome men; but he is tall
and strong awd noble looking, and he is
noble, great hearted, troe”

o1 believe you love him,” said Ade-
laide, gazing searchingly into Rosalic's
eyes, “und 1am sorry of it”

Rosalio did not answer Her beaati-
ful bright hewd drooped and her cyes
filled with tears

1 do not see how you can love &
northerner,” Adelaide continuedy Yes-
pecially one who was in Sherman’s army.
Whenever 1 think of those raftians who
burned our home and redoecd us Lo pov-
erty, the gash inmy arm seems to open
afresh aned 1 hnte every soul in thenorthl
Then poor papee with his wonnds and his
disficurements”

SO menned Rosalie, 1 know, |
know! Oh, | wigh 1 had never, never
left the 'pocket,’” Adelaide, Lam so very

gl
Is he

| very wretched!”

stance of love trouble has its sentimental
peculiarities.  Juliun had uttered the
gimple truth when he wrote that he wus
“unfit for business since returning.” No

| man could bave been more preoccupied

What did we ever talk '

Cthe PPulaski House,

Adelaide took Rosalie’s head between |

gll the time, more restless, more inclined |

to wave affuirs aside and to give him-
gelf over to his funcies.
The letter he was waiting for wasa

long while coming, and when it did |

| unguarded point.

Roosevelt Place, especially since the |

Cheniers had come there. He sent his
card to the house, An hour or two later
Mrs. Roosevelt called for hitnin a car-
ringe. She was glad to see him. Rosalie
had gone to Jacksonville with Mr
Roosevelt, but would be back tomorrow.

and Adelaide, and despite his predeter-
mination to the contrary, was again in-
stalled ns one of the househiold. You
cannot live in a hotel in thesouth if your
gouthern {riend has a house.

Colonel Chenier and Edgar Julian
were on good terms at oncé. A mutual
friendliness, a soldierly comradeship, a

I' shaking of hands on comimon ground,
took place between them.

Adelaide, while not avoiding him, was
dignified and shy, seeming to view him
uskance, us if doubting whethershe onght
to trust him, or us if trying to overcome
an impulse toward hating him. Julian,
on the contrary, felt 8 warm interest in
this dark, sad faced girl at once, and he
was not slow to show it. Against his
kindly nssaults reserve was a poor shield.
Without seeming to be adroit or artful
he reached her womanly nature at every
He ussnimed the place
of a big, mmiable, interwsting brother,
who mennt to draw his s§ter out.of her
gloom. '

Mr. Roosevelt and his niece were de-

| layed u week in Jacksonville—a very
long week of dreamy, drowsy weather, |
the flowers Lursting out and the mocking |
! birds singing in every orange grove and |

dusky fig orchard.
Julian prevailed on Adelaide to walk

| with him in Forsyth park, and to drive

with him to the several charming sub-

urban resorts. He found her wiser in |

the ways of the world than Rosalie—

quicker to catch hidden weanings in |

things—a strong, self poised woman, in
fuct. [f she Was not strictly beautiful
she was attractive, and gave him to see
that she possessed a reserve of culture a
little faltering on account of long disuse.

One morning they sat together ou one

i of the pine Lenches neir the fountain in
| Forsyth park, and by some chance Julian
| got upen the subject of his war experi- |

come it only gave emphasis to his diffi- |

culty
“Your letter,” Rosalie wrote, ‘has |
been here for a good while. You will |

forgive me for not answering it sooner

when | say frankly to yon that [ have |
been dreadfully at o loss as to my duty |

in the matter
kind and goud to you, but my selfishness
has interposed itself all the time. On
one hand | wust not, 1 cannot, tell you
to come back; on the other hand 1 should

1 very much desire to be |

be delighted to see you and talk with |

you.

[ did not know until | returned |

that you had gone away, and | missed '
you so much that 1 became restless. You |

had better not come back, I think, for it
would be unpleasant to yon, unless you
could repress and forget everything be-
youd vur charming friendship. | prize
you above ull my friends, and frankly, 1
hardly know why, nnless it is becanse
you have humored my sellishness and
fed my Provenenl fancies as no ono else
gave papa ever has. | shall be very un-
happy if 1 lose you, and yet it wonld not
be right for me to make yon hope for
what might never come.

«] respect you too sincerely not to be
precisely frank if 1 knew how; but [ have
vainly tried to malee np some phrase or
other expressive of my feelings.
best | can do is to suy that 1 hope you
will not come back Gl you have deter-
mined to be my good, strong, generous
friend, and nothing beyond. 1 eould not

ences, and after the fashion of ex-sol-
diers told over many of his adventures.
He had a tascinating way of presenting
these personal reminiscences in the form

He was introduced to Colonel Chenier | 20d his fair daughter.

in the star of his destiny—that is, in his

luck, and he spared no effort to get into

the mystery of that unhappy night.
After a time Sir Edmond Kane came
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back to Savannah for a few days, and |
Ellis was flattered by the marked atten- |
tion paid him by the English aristocrat |

His thoughts
were turned fromn Rosalie and his inves-

tigation of the crime, and he gave Miss |

Ellen Kune his undivided attention. The
English girl found him a charming com-
panion—so attentive, so knightly, so full
of ready expedients for rational amuse-
ment, and withal, so delightful as a
story teller, Those days made a memora-
ble spot in Miss Kane's life. She went
back to England dimly conscious that she
ha¢ almost loved an American. As for
Kill1s, he never thought of her again once
she had passed out of his reach.

At length the day came when Colonel
Talbot regained consciousness, It was
while Rosulie was gone to Jacksonville
that one morning the newspapers made
the fellowing announcement:

“A Mystery Cleared
Warren Tallot Recovers Consciousness

Rosale, you cannot spurn
Yon will keep it—it

true heart.
such love as mine

|| is priceless.”

He spread out his armns again. She fled
through the doorway and stopped on
the balcony in the bright, slanting moon-
light. He, too. becamne motionless. As
they stood thus confronting each other
Ellis felt that all his bright hopes were
wavering in the balunce, and the ecstasy
of his suspense bronght out cold drops
upon his forehead. He gathered al the
passion of his nature, and his words

' eame from his lips with thrilling power:

"Rosalie, is this the end of it all? Don't
you love me? s my life at Inst to be a
failore? Do you drive me away? Must
[ go? My God, and I love you sol”
“Must | go?' he repeated: “*Rosalie,
must [#"
“Yes—Il—think you had better go,”

| she said, her voice even and spiritless.

He staggered as if she hud shot him,
drew his hand across his forehend, turn-
ed and walked from her to the door.

| From there he looked back, wavered,

Up—Colonel |

and Explains the Manner of His Assas- |
| sination—He Was Struck by Wamsley, |
the Forger, Who Thereby Got Possession |

of tho Forged Instrument Which Colonel
Talbot Hml on His Person That Night.
Wamsley Has Escaped.”

Those were the headlines. Ellis read
the account and then hastened to Tal-
bot's bedside to get confirmation of ita
details, Armed with such assurances as

made his innocence absolutely unques- |

tionable, he went forth exulting.
could not wait for Rosalie to return, but
departed at once for Jacksonville,

It was dark when he arrived at the |

hotel in which Mr, Roosevelt and his
niece had rooms, but the first person he

He |

saw was Rosalie's colored maid standing |

on a veranda, He went to her at once.

“Fanny," he said,

| young mistress, Miss Chenier?"

of sparkling sketches. Adelaide recoiled |

a little now and then, but kLis coloring
was so liberal to the south that she could
not be affronted. She began to grow
strangely used to him, if one may so ex-
press it; his face, his movements, his
personal effect, seemed to antedate, in
some way, her acquaintance with him,

| As he went over aguin s boyish freaks

in the army she saw him more us a boy
goldier than as a man, and he bad a
curiously familiar look,

“She’s in her room, sah.”

“('an I see her?"

*1 go see, sah.”

“Here, Fanny, take this.”

He wrote on a card.

“(3ive Miss Chenier that and tell her 1

| am waiting for an answer; and, Fauny,

fetch her answer here at once—do you
understand?"

“Yes, sah,” said the girl, taking the
card and burrying away.

The veranda was on the second floor,
and overlooked a garden on one hand
and the street on the other; the green

| boughs of a water oak brushed the gayly

painted railings. Ellis walked back and
forth restlessly, every moment seeming

| to drag itself by with the delay of some-

A few northern tourists were abroad |

in the park, sauntering up and down the
shaded walks and dallying around the
flower decked fountain,  Some mocking
birds were singing ecstatically in the
treetops overhead.

Suddenly, without any definite fore-

warning, by one of thoso inexplicable |

cercbral tricks, Adelaide recognized Jul
jun as that daring, devilish soldier lud
who stabbed ber with a bayonet and
burned her father's mansion.

The knowledge came upon her as the |

apparition of death or some numbing
calamity. The blood went vut of her
face. nnd she pgrew weak, trembled,

*drew her breath heavily, and clutched

the back of the bench for support.

Julian instantly became aware of this
change. He was startled.

“You are ill," be excluimed; “what is

1 will cull a carriage.”

**No, no,"” she snid faintly; “in a mc-
ment it will be uver. 1t is a mere faint-
ness. Do wot be alurmed.”

She struggled bravely and conquered
more than he dreamed of. Presently ghe
gmiled and added:

oIt has passed nlready; it was quite
gudden. Let us return, if you please.”

“But you are not strong enough to
walk,” he insisted.

“Qh, yes," she said, rising and stand-
ing firmly before him; "'l can walk us
well o8 ever. | umn quite over it, | assure
yon."

They returned to Roosevelt Place,
Julian lightly talking, and she answer-
ing in monosyllables,

it?

CHAPTER XXIL
A FERVID LOVER
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“You mnst not!" she sald.
Nearly all the remarkable traits of

thing maliciously perverse. He was in
une of his intense, fervid moods, His
lace was lighted as with a pale flame,
nnd his eyes, so dark and fine. were
lowiag with the heat of passion.

When be thought he heard the servant

| girl returning he looked uround and saw
| Rosalie instead. She came rapidly to

nim and held out her hand, e took it
with feverish eagerness and in a half
stifled voice said:

“Rosalie, 1 have come to show you
the proofs of my innocence. You said |
might"—

“Come into our parlor,” she said, in-
terrupting him; *‘you look tired. Have
you just arrived® She had already
turned about and was leading the wuy
to the parlor. He followed her, gazing
eagerly down at the sweet, warm cheek
half turned to him as she swiftly swept
through a long hall. She was dressed
in black, which made her crinkled yel-
low hair look all the brighter by con-
trast. He thought she had grown taller

| within these last few weeks; she cer-

tainly was more beautiful than ever be
fore. "

The room into which they passed was
a emall, bright parlor opening upon &
broad balcony. She offered him an arm-
chair, and flung wide the door to let in
the perfumed evening air. He did not
sit down, but stood in the middle of the
floor with his burning eyes fixed upon
her face. She could not look at him, and
her heart was in her throat. His first
words had revealed to her all he was
going to say. Sho had turned pale, and
despite her effort to keep control of her-
gelf shi was trembling a little.

“It was very, very wicked of me to
gay that dreadful thing about you,” she
gaid in a subdued but perfectly clear and
steady voice. **l was laboring under”"—

“No, no,” he cried; "'yon need not be-
gin in that way. [t was all my fault.
You had a right"—

I had no right,” she firml> said; it
was mwean of me; but you will forgive
me—you have come to do that?"

] Lave come to tell you how 1 love
you,” he exclaimed impetnously, *and

| to ask you to bemy wife. Oh, Rosalie,
! Rosalie, how | love youl”

| chenge coming across hisdarlk face,

She retreated before him as she would
have done before o flume. She put out
her beautiful hands and motioned him
back. He stopped short, a strange
He

| wwas as handsome as man could be as he

| down at her.

|l ean't bear it

southern character, good and bad, had |

rounded to full ripeness in P'rancis Whit-
combe Ellis, [1e had the gift of oratory
the laxuriant, untrained imagination,
the fierce love of fight, the ambition for
wealth, the medireval notion of honor.
no regard whatever for truth in the ab-
strict, n perfect faith in the purity of
women, an absolute punctuality in keep-
ing his word gimply on the score of con-
ventional honor, and a reverence for

| everything pertaining to southern aris-

The 1

tocracy, only equuled by his hatred of
everything northern and his high disdain
of munual labor and all forms of mere
breadgetting effort.
characteristics, he wis generous, brave,

| eourteous to those whom he liked, tender

bear to have you come in any other way, |

and yet | hope yon will come. Our littlo

garden s full of flowers and the airis | ,
| wity to his present wealth and power in |

[e |

very sweet with their perfumes.

“Papa and my sister Adelaido are here
with us. We are going to Europein July
—to Provencee, of course.  Aunt Margue-

rite is roing alone as cuardian aoud chape- |
H B mias

ron for Adelaide and me. Won't you
write me and tell me those things wbout
Chatean Chenier that you say yon forgot
to tell me while yon were here? 1Lam

gorry 1o have to refoso you anything, but |
I cannot gee how any good could ever |

come of permitting you to return, so
long ag you feel 1s yon say you do. You
woulin't enjoy being here, and that
woulil make me very unhappy. My cen-
tury plant is in bloom.  Give my love to
Mrs. Largely  Your friend,
“lRosarie Chesmr”

Julian read this letter with a queer
mist in hiseyes.  econld not find much
comfort in its half girlish, half stilted
gontences, ind yet he would not have
had n word changed for anything,

hearted, full of warm sympathies and
laudable impulses, charmingly compan-
jonable, and possessed of the gift called
“magnetisin.” by which he had made his

an incredibly short space of time.
had been aided at every step by good
luck, us sueh men seem always to be, ns
well ag by the fine intnition of a born
genius, if the mere power to control and
combine may be ealled gening,

He loved Losalie Chenier with i pag-
gion like intensifivd fire whenever
thought of her but once his thoughts
turned from her, be dild not love her at
all. [le was not fickle,

at ones,  He foeused his whole mind

! and sonl upon whatever for the time oc-

enpimd his attention,
Rosalie's direet  acensation  against
him had stung  his southern senso of

| honor almost to the point of driving him

He |

imagined he conld trico Rosalie’s inno- |

cent frankness and freshmess between
the lines. e sat and gazed into a big
blazing fire for honrs after he had learn-
ed the letter by heart, Her elastic, grace-
ful figure and warm bright fuce cime up
Lefore him; e saw her gray brown
eyes and straw gold hair; he heard her
low, sweet voice,  Did she love him? e
read the letter again, pulled his mus-
tuche, frowned, smiled, rewd  again,
gazed into the fire alinost fierecly, looled
at his wateh, went and packed his tray-
eling bag wnl took the next train for the
south,

When he got to SBavannah e went to
e did not care to
rush in unioware upon the houschold at

mad for the time,  Ho hal straightway
rushed back 1o Savanpah, bent upon
making plain his innocence.  That sho
should think him guilty of & valgar ns-
gassination was more than he conld bear.
For awhile his mental torture was ex-
quisite. He went to work with enor-
mous encryy trying to ferret out the
real assassin,  If only Colonel 'Talbvot
could speal he might easily settlo the

| whole matter with a word, bnt Colonel
Tulbot could not speak; he lay there

dumb and unconscions, a puzzle to the
lenrned physicians,

trom the “pocket” Ellis knew it, but ho
did not attempt to see her; ho meant

folded his arms on his breast and looked
half despaivingly, half triumphantly
\When he spoke he had all
the magic of his voice under perfect con-
trol.

“Rosalie," he said, "you told me |
might come back to you when 1 could
prove niy honor unstained. [ bring it to
you as spotlesy ag"—

#] know, | know,” she hurried to say;
1 did you irreparable wrong. Ishall
never forgive myself—never."

“Don't talk that way,” he exclaimed,
You have done no
wrong. You are all right, Lt the past
keep its troubles and misunderstandings;
[ want to be happy now. Rosalie, are
you afraid of me? Am Il so dreadful to
yon that you shrink from e in this
wayt"

His grave, gentle voice was full of
persuasive wusic. He stooped toward
Ler, his eyes growing cloudy and
goft. Suddenly he flung out his arms

| and elasped her elose to him, kissing her

To balance these |

hair and her forehead and murmuring
unintelligible things. She wrupg her-
gelf away from hiw, her physical elusive-
ness seemning quite as pronounced as that
evasiveness which had always character-
ized her conversations with hin

“¥You must not!” she said, in a sort of
breathless whisper. I cannot permit

| it." She actually pushed him with her
| hand.

In an instant o flash of resentment
flickered across his face and he made an
impatient gesture.

“Rosalie, I did not cxpect this from
you,” suid he, slowly recovering his fall
height,

“Oh!" she cried, her voice thin and
dry, *1did not mean to effend you, 1

| don't want you to-by angry with me—

he |

e simply |
litcked the power to think of two things |

you"—
o1 love, Jove you!™ he exclaimed, let-

[ ting the words fall heavily from his

ashy lips, as if he ware beginning tean-
ticipate a dreary failure.
She lovked Leseechingly at him, her

! hands hanging loosely intertwined be-

|

tyon will not understaml me,

O heart and dio @l adone somewhere?

foro her.

“1 love, love you!™ he repeated.

“I wish you did net,” eho replied,
gomething of the old freshness and

|

[ naiveto ringing through ber troubled
| voice. “lam ¥n sorry 1o see you suf-
¢ lering”

He stood awhile in o hesitating atti-
tude, then with a great effort he said:

“So it has coto to this!  Resalie, Ro-
galie, must 1 go away wonnded fo thy
|
eannot believe yon mean it you will not
kill me, Rosalie, will you?” 'The lrenzy
of despair iy through his shaking, ap-
pealing voice.

“No, no, yor wrong oel” she crivd;
You re-

! . C fuse to see tiet D would have yon be m
When Rosalie returned to Savammah 3 ; i !

friend—that 1 honor you—that 1 despise

| myself for having gngpected you wrong-

never to speak to her again until his in-

nocence haud been proven beyond a doubt.
He wdmitted to himself that, in a way,
he deserved this punishment, remember-
ing distinetly as he did his foolish threat-
ening words, But ho had a large faith

fully —that L never can malee amends for
the injury 1did you,"

“ldon’t want to hear that,” he said
imperionsky. it displeases me. You
cannot appease me in that way any
more than you can satisly your own

“where is your |

then turned again and disappeared.
Words cannot suggest the force of such
passion as his—a tropical storm in vio-
lence, u mountain torrent in strength.
He was wild, crazed, blind with despair.
He tramped slowly along the hall, biting
his lips, his eyes flashing. At the stair-
way he met Mr. Roosevelt, who, though
evidently surprised to see him, held out
his band and greeted him cordially.

“(o to helll" he mnuttered in response,

Mr. Roosevelt did not catch the
words; he looked after Ellis in blank
amazement us the latter mechanically
descended the stair without having
touched his hand.

Rosalie was erying when Mr. Roose-
velt entered the parlor, and the old man
guessed what wasthe matter, When he
put his hand on her head she sobbed:

“Qh, uncle, take me home, please; 1 am
very, vecy wretched.”

“Don't cry, my dear,” he gently said,
still keeping his hand upon her head;
“] have come to say get ready. Our
train is due in a half hour.”

He could not think of any soothing
phrase.

. child, knowing at the same time that

ghe was a woman and suffering now a
trouble which Lesets the path of all beau-
tiful women.

He procured her an apartment in a
palace car, but she could not sleep. She
reached Roosevelt Place pale, hollow
eyed and nervous,

[To BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.]
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artiele entitled “#The Horrors of Hun-
ger,” in the nincteenth century, is

He regarded her as a mere |

| another summer, to gather another |
| harvest—trusting that God will have

written hy Nicholas Shishkofl' of the |

Relief Committee of the Red Cross.
Between October Tth and 25th (says
the writer), traveling in an open cart.
drawn by 1 couple of half-sturved po-
nieg, I made a journey of over 400
English miles, and visited twenty large
villages in the district of Nikolaievsk.

I spoke with several hundreds of peas- ‘

ants, and most of the local county and
village authorities, clergymen, doctors
and resident proprictors of the district,
tuking notes us I went, and doing my
best to keep my nerves steady and my
feelihgs under command.

I never saw a battle-field. Friends
of mine, that have, tell me, that no
worids, no deseriptions, can give an

| adequate iden of the sickening horror

. foud for three days.

of such a seene. 1 have wondered
lately whether it could really be as®
bad s the sight of hundreds of men,
women and children slowly perishing
from hunzer and cold. T saw num-
bers of men in their prime with drawn,
stony faeesund hollow eyes | miserable
women elothed in rags (having sold
their best dresses,) amd children shiv-
ering in the keen October winds asthey

stood silently around me, while some |

old man would e telling the :sxunc|

weary wretehed tale : “We have sold

pawned our winter clothing; we have
seen no bread for a fortnight.  There
is nothing left to sell.  We eat_once a
a day, stewed cabbages, stewed pump-
kin ; many have not even that.  Some
of us still have u little bread made of
chafl, pounded grass seeds (of the

| of them will have to be supported by

| supplied any facts Mr. Webster had |

A PICTURE 0F THE RUSSIAN FAMINE. |
The extract we give below from an |

must be obtained, and sufficient to
meet the demand.

In round numbers there are 2,500,
000 men, women and children in the
province of Samara, At least one-half

government and private aid. The ap-
proximate number of people who will
have to rely exclusively on private
charity, may be fixed at from 175,000
to 200,000, That at a low reckoning
(one and a half baked loaf per head
for eight months, at current prices),
means an expenditure of about 2,625,-
000 or 3,000,000 roubles, About one-
twelfth of this suin has already been
contributed in corn and money to the
relief ecommittee of the Red Cross so-
ciety of Samara. About 1,580,000
roubles (£258,000) more are needed.
It is a vast sum. When we come to
think that probably ten to fifteen times
more money is required to meet the
necessities of the other twenty provin-
ces, our hearts fail us. Three million
pounds demanded from private charity.
And this, not to help our poor peasants,
not to ameliorate their condition, but
only to save life—only to let them see

mercy at last. We who livein the
midst of this terrible distress, who have
to witness daily the heartbreaking
scenes of utter misery and bitter pain,
who are not only spending our last
savings, but also straining heart and
brain in efforts to save the lives of our
countrymen, we dare not contemplate
the consequences should help fail us,
This is a time when one looks for help,
not only to one’s countrymen—to one's
nearest neighbors or everyday friends—
but far beyond the precincts of coun-
try, nation, name. To the vast broth-
erhood of men, to all who have hearts
to pity and hands to help, we appeal
for assistance against the horrors of
hunger.

WEBSTER'S MESSENGER-BOY.

While Daniel Webster was secretary
of state under President Fillmore, 2
young boy named Stephen Wise was
employed by him as messenger. Mr.
Webster grew very fond of the thin,
delicate, dark-cyed lad, and finding
him honest and reliable, intrusted him
with papers and personal effects in a
most careless and wholesale manner.
But Stephen’s sharp eyes saw every-
thing, and his attentive ears heard all
that was passing, and he gathered up
information about everything that
came into his hands, and could have

forgotten.

Mr. Webster said one day: “You |
read too much. My law bouks are too
dry and old for chaps of 14 While
you wait for me run up and down un-
der the trees.”

Stephen shook his head,  He said
eagerly : “No, Mr. Webster, I can’t
lose such opportunities as I have with
you, sir.”

s Ambitious, Stephen 2" dryly asked
Mr. Webster, “Going to be a lawyer
or a president ?”

“A lawyer, sir,
years to he—

Stephen’s head drooped under the
deep set eyes looking bim through.

“A great lawyer, of course, Steph-
en?? Mr. Webster snid with a smile,

“Yes, sir! not great like Mr, Daniel
Webster—but as great as I can be-
come.”

In all Mr. Webster’'s public life he |
rarely asked favors for himself or his
friends, but that night he spoke about
his messenger boy to his friend, Judge
Marshall, of Virginia, “If I die first
I want you to look after Stephen.
When a boy of his age starts up the
ladder with the persistence and pluck
of a middle-aged man of ability. he
must be helped along. Stephen’sin a |
fair way to get to the top.”

For four years Stephen had the ad- |
vantage of working for Mr. Webster— |
an ndvantage he knew how to use. He
copied speeches, read criticisms, exam-

I will study twenty

"

all food for his own thought—and into |
the small hours he studied Mr. Web- I
ster's law books. ;

When Stephen Wise was 25 he was

| practicing law in Virginia, his native

Agrostemma Githago,) and a little bar- |
~ley flour (this bread looks like cinder,

headiche amd nausen from the poison-
ous seerd.)  Many of us have not tasted
Have merey on
us, we are dying”” And while he
speaks in a low, quict voiee, I'see the
tears welling from the eyes of stal-

i wart men, and falling one by one on |
the rough beards or the frozen ground.
No complaints, no eries, i dead silence, |

Pk,

broken only by the sobs of some worn-
out mother. 1 did my best to comfort
them, promised them speedy relief, as-
sured them all was being done to sue-
cor them ; but readers, often and often
I conld gearcely sty the words ! Ihad
a small sum of money with me, but 1
brought nearly all of it back again, It

! : | wiry, thin Virginian, who, with his
has a bitter taste and causes violent |

State, Then did the residents of |
Washington remember his magnetic
arguments in the law courts of those
carly days; remember well, the dark,

court pupers under his arm, wus always
dropping into the senate chamber at |
the hour of a great debate, or into the |
libraries for fresh knowledge to bear on
his own arguments and opinions.

He argued with the first j
the time, and was retained in the same |
causes with the most -eminent men of |
his profession. Fathers were wont to
point out Stephen Wise, the celebrated |
luwyer, and tell their sons the story of
the little fellow, hungry for knowledge,
who was picked up by Daniel Webster
and got the larger puart of his learning

. while aeting as the great man’s office-

seemed amockery o ofler o penny

where hundreds of pounds were need-
el [ had not even that penny for
Cvery one,

One morning, about hall an hour
hefore sunrise, I was taking a eup of
e before starting from one of these
fumine-stricken villages, when T hap-
pened to look out on the frozen street.
CUnder my window I saw two ehildren
of about six years old begging. A
paging wind was seourging them with
sleet and snow, and their wretehed
little shoulders showing through the
rents in their rgs, | opened the sash
and gave them bread, Five minutes
had not passed before another couple
of children were shivering before me,
[ wave them a bit of money.  In ten
minutes time a erowd of about thirty
women and ehildren had gathered be-
fore the house ; amd as 1 drove away
in the grey dawn of an ey October
iy, my heavy wraps hardly suflicin
Lo shield me from the picreing gale, 1
cuw the station master expostulating
with o erowd of nearly sevenly poor
wretehes, hegging to be admitted tothe
cpentleman who gives,” Mosl of the
e were in their simmer coats, al
many wonmen i habies in their wrms.
When 1 onext visited this village, five
days Tater, Dringing aid, in corn aml
money. from the Red Cross society ol
samri, 1 heard from the nayor that
only a few hours before iy arvival the
local doetor lid reseied s boy ol sey-
enteen il his sister, s gicl of ten,
rom death,  They Dl been out beg-
wing (s thind part of the entive popula-
tion of this setlement, say LS00 souls,
live on e eharity of tieir hardly Jess
miserable neighhors), and for the last
five days had not reecived aepenny
or o single slice of brewd, Their
strength had failed,ald whensmne ol
the neighbors, alaemed at the silenee
in their hut, entered the room they
fonmed the il Tddled wp ander aheap
of rugs in the corner, and her brother,
wnable o speak. streteled on the
When the doetor arvived the
Lul’s jouws were so limly locked that n
knife wis tsed to foree thene ope.

i
=

Hot tes sned by, then small hits of

s, were given to lin, hut it was
filly an hour hefore hee was ahle to eat,
Tl il was loss exlausted, probably
Beeause her hrother had given her all
e best bits of food, The doctor Lold
me ol numerons eases where whaole
franilies had been pesened by Tine in-
der similar civenmstanees,  He named
nany that aed been living for weeks
exelisively on watermelon vinds stew-
ed 1o greenizh jelly o seaveely more
nourishing tha eork shaving would b,
As far ns 1 know, there are thousands
of families in the distriet of Nikolaievsk
alone who are, or soon will e, in the
i s Lerrible

boy.
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LEAP YEAR LEGENDS.

The adyent of “leap year” and the
break in the rvegular order of days
make anything in regard to the “bes-
sextile” or “leap year' of more than
ordinary interest.  Leap year has al-
ways been vegarded with awe and su-
perstition, by the people of all coun-
tries.  The peasantry of England af-
firm that the peas and beans grow the
wrong wity in their pods—that is the
seeds are set contrary to the way they
are in ordinary years.  In Belgium the
rural folks maintain that leap year is
not only unpropitious for all farming
operations, but that throughout the
year the young of the domestic animals
will not thrive as at other times. A
similar fatality, they argoe, extends to
every kimd of grass and plant, which
becomes stunted or is blighted  before
attaining its normal size. The same

- peculiar ideas prevail in Russia, Tur-

key, Tartary, India and Arabia The !

Russian proverh says : “1f St Cassian
(February 249) looks on a cow she will
wither," In Arabin they say: “As
wenk ns a bissextile eamel,” amd in
Turkey sl Tartary they  call all
Lunehbaeks, dwarfs and other deform-
e men, women and ehildren “leap-
year freaks,"" but there are exceptions
to this as well 1z to all other rules, for

we fined that in Italy, Greeee amd Sicily
the rueal proverh says, referring o

leap year: =Plant mueh corn and vine,
it's (the year) good  for bread and
wine”

The aneient Romans  considered
Fehruary 29 0 most eritical season, al-
ways reckoning it among their unlucky
days. That this beliet has not by any
menns Jost ground is evidenced by a
deep-rooted dislike parents have to
¢hilidl heing horn on leap-day, it bueing u
popmlir notion that to come into the
world at sueh an odd tine is ominous
as signilying the habe's speedy exit,

- -

AN Ereerie BEguine-—George F.
senton, who resides on Indiana ave-
nue, has discoverd an celectrie horse,
Benton stepped from e street ear al
Wabash and Eighteenth street while
the horses were being trotted, e
placed his Dand on the flank of one of
the animalds, o buy marve, and reecived
i tremendous shoek,  The ear was at-
tehed to noenble train and sped on-
ward,  After it had gone a bloek Ben-
ton returned and expericnecd a=oes
ces<ion of slight shoeks, which gradu-
ally died away as the mare heeame
eooler from standing, Benton then
el the ware trotted ap and down the
strect for ten minntes,  She e baek
in o fowm amd was taken at onee Lo
the damp ground. A dozen men then
formed Tands, first wetting the soles
of their shoes thoroughly in the horse

trougl, A= Benton put his hands on

urists of |
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shock. “Now one man let go at a
time,” shouted Benton, and they did
g0, the shock intensifying as each man
fell out, so that at last, when the num-
ber was reduced to three, the next
man cried out, “Some of you fellers,
cateh hold again ; I can't stand this.”

Mr. Benton sent the mare trotting
again, and meantime climbed a lamp
post. Another man climbed after him
and caught hold of his hand. He
clasped the post firmly with his legs
and gave his disengaged hand to a
third man, who in turn placed his
hand on the mare’s flank. Benton
turned on the gas jet and put his index
finger on the nozzle of the jet, In-
stantly a series of sparks flashed
through the living chain from the ex-
cited horse and the gas blazed up.
Benton was so exhausted by this last
experiment that he had to be taken
down from the lamp post. The man-
ager of a dime museum has offered a
large sum to the company for the
privilege of exhibiting the horse.—Chi-
cago Cor. Kansas City Times.

HOW AN OCEAN CABLE IS MADE.

Let us first see what a submarine ca-
ble is, and how it is made. To do this
a visit must be made to the enormous
factory on the banks of the Thames, a
few miles below London. Here the
birth of the cable may be traced
through shop after shop, machine after
machine. The foundation of all is the
conductor, a strand of seven fine cop-
per wires, This slender copper cord
is first hauled through a mass of sticky,
black compound, which causes the
thin coating of gutta-percha applied by
the next machine to adhere to it per-
fectly, and prevents the retention of
any bubbles of air in the interstices
between the strands, or between the
conductor and the gutta-percha envel-
ope. One envelope is not sufficient,
however, but the full thickness of in-
sulating material has to be attained
by four more alternate coatings of
sticky compound and plastic gutta
percha. The conductor is now insu-
lated, and has developed into ‘“core.”
Before going any further the core is

| coiled into tanks filled with water,

and tested in order to ascertain wheth-
er it is electrically perfect, i. e., that
there is no undue leakage of electrici-
ty through the gutta percha insulating
envelope. | :

These tests are made from the test-
ing room, replete with beautiful and
elaborate apparatus, by which meas-
urements finer and more accurate than
those even of the most delicate chem-
ical balance may be made. Every foot
of core is tested with these instruments,
both before and after being made into
ceable, and careful records are preserv-
ed of the results,

After the core has been tested and
passed, the manufacture of the cable
goes on, The core travels through
another set of machines, which first
wrap it with a thick serving of tarred
jute, and then with a compact armor-
ing of iron or steel wires, of varying
thickness according to the depth of
water in which the eable is intended to
be laid. Above the armoring in order
to preserve the iron from rust as long
as possible, is applied a covering of
stout canvass tape thoroughly impreg-
nated with a pitch like compound, and
sometimes the iron wires composing
the armor are separately covered with
Russian hemp as an additional preserv-
ative against corrosion.—H. L. Webb
in Seribner.

s
PREFERRED THE OLD WaY,—“While
I was in Havana,” said Judge Noonan
yesterday, during recess, to several
lawyers who stood around him, ‘“there
was a tall American also there who
strongly objected to the prevailing

| mode among the negroes of carrying
| everything upon the head when they

were sent to market for supplies. It
was too slow to suit him, so he had a

| great wheelbarrow brought at consid-
| erable expense from the States for the

| ined and arranged papers—each and | darkey who made the daily journey

our last horses, cows and sheep; we |

from his bacienda to the hase of sup-
plies—n distance of several miles.
When it arrived he told him that he

| wanted everything he brought carried

in that from thence forward, and gave
him an order for an extra load in view
of the improved facilities for transpor-
tation. Next morning the darkey
started off, and when he returned in
the broiling sun he bore a miscellane-
ous load of groceries large enough to
take the strength of a horse, piled upin
the wheelbarrow and the wheelbarrow
itself balonced on his head. He had
lubored all the way up the mountains
in that fashion and that was all the
good that modern improvements did
him.—San Antonio Express.

BLiNp ¥RoM GRIPPE—A special
from Vicksburg, Miss., says that two
cases of blindness resulting from grippe,
have occurred there, the parties being
well-known people and the facts noto-
| vious. One, a lady, has consulted the

most eminent occulists, who united in
" declaring her case hopeless, at the
same time admitting their ignorance of
the causes that extinguished her sight,
In another instance, the son of a well-
known merchant was attacked and lost
his sight in a few hours. Anopera-
tion, the cutting of some nerves and
muscles, has so far relieved him that
he ean distinguish night from day, and
his physicians have hopes of his recov-
ery. His case was complicated with
muscular sheumatism,  The lady was
attacked in the beginning with edema
of the limbs, which swelled to an enor-
mous degree.  The eyes are not out-
wardly afleeted but their light is utter-
ly quenched,

Severnl similar eases are reported
among the negroes, but, while believed
to have oveurred, evidence concerning
their nature and extent of injury is
wunting.

, e

Love Lavanus At HuNGeErR.—One
of the singular results of the Russian
famine, and one which is puzzling the
| cconomist for an explanation, is the
" enormous increase in the number of
marringes in the afllicted districts. The
theory most commonly advanced to
account for this matrimonial “boom” is
that the fees charged by the priests for
performing marriges have been great-
Iy lessened. The priests find it more
diflicnlt to get a living than in bounti-
ful seasons, awd have accordingly re-
dueed their rates, so as to bring mar-
ringe, so to speak, within the means of
the humblest citizen.  Formerly the
eliarge was five roubles, about three
dollars. It is now lifty copecks, about
thirty cents; aml the various attend-
ant expenses  have  been curtailed,
Persons who have heen contemplating
marriage at sometime in the near fu-
ture are therefore induced o serape
few copecks together and have the
ceremony performed now, taking ad-
vantage ol famine prices,

LR -

Braisying  Ruenr—A  provident
man is literndly wman who looks ahewd
—suelt ooman, for instanee, as fligures
in this little ancedote extracted from
the New York Tribune:

A Yorkshire viear received the fol-
Jowing note from one of his parishion-

s
“Thig i to give vou notis that T and
Miss Jemimi Arabella Brearly is eom-
ing to your chureh on Saturday after-
noon next, to nndergo the operation of
matrimony at vour hands, Pleas be
promp, s the cabis hired by the hour.”
Forewarned is forearmed. The vi-
car was “promp,” and the “operation”
was quickly performed while the cab
waited,
-
gy There is nothing in this world
so powerful us  kindness. Nothing
wins so many hearts us love and kind-
ness, und nothing hurts jike unkind

condition ; speedy reliel - the mare every man distinetly felt the @ words,



