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CHAPTER XXIV.

Immediately Pembroke and T Jour-
peyed to the feudal inn. When we ar-
rived, o mixture of rain amd suow wis
falling. But 1 laughed at that. What
it 1 were drenched to the skin with
chill rain and snow, wmy  heart was
wiarn, warmer than it had been in
wany a duy. Woman Is infallible when
ghe reads the leart of another.  Phyl
lis said that Gretehen loved me. It
only remalned for me to tind her.

“Where is the inukeeper?’ T asked,
my beart sinking.

“He is not here,” was the auswer.

“Is her highness the Princess Hilde-
garde”—

“Her highness!” he ceried in astonish-
went. “She bas never been here. This
is an inp, The castle Is in the village.”

“How loug have you been bLere?”
asked Pewlroke.

“Two weeks, your highness.” Doubt-
less be thought us to be high persou-
ages to be inquiring for the princess,

“1s Stablberg bere?” 1 asked.

“Ile is vislting relatives fn Coburg,”
was the auswer.

“Do you kunow where her lighness
Is?"

“No.” It occurred to me that his
voice had taken to sullen tones.

“When will the innkeeper be back?”

The fellow shrugged his shoulders.
“I eannot say, your highuess. The Inn
is not open for guests till March.”

“Jack,” said Pembroke in English,
“1t is evident that this fellow has been
fnstructed to be close lipped. Let us
return to the village. The castle is
left.” e threw some coins to the
gservant, and they rattled along the
porch. “Come.” And we wheeled and
trotted away.

1 cannot tell how great was my dis-
appolutment, nor what I did or sald.
The ride back to tue village was a
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“Where ts the innkeeper?” 1 usked, my
heart sinking.

dreary affair so far as conversation

went. At the castle we found not a

soul.

“It Is as I expected,” said Pembroke,
“Remember that her bighoess Is ae-
customed to luxury and that it s not
likely for her to spend her winter in
such a deserted place. You're a news-
paper man. You ought to be full of re-
gources.  Why don't you telegraph to
all the news agencies and wake in-
quiries?  She is a personage, and it
will not be ditficult to tind ber if you
o at it the right way.”

1 followed his adviee, and the first
return brougit me news,  Gretehen
was at present in Vienna, 8o we jour-
neved to Vienna futilely.  Then com-
meneed o dogeed, persistent seareh, 1
drageed my consin hither sl thither
about the Kingdom. from village to
train, from teain o eity, il his life
Beeate a0 bueden to b ad his pa-
tienee  threadbare. At TTohenplalia,
the eapital, we were treated coldly,
We were not known, They were pre-
paring the palace for the coronntion of
her serene highuess the Princess Eliza-
beth,  The Princess ITildegarde might
be In Brussels,

At Brussels her highness was in Mu-
nlch, at Munleh she was in Heidelberg,
and so on dand so o U was truly dis-
couraging. The vazuest rumor brought
nie to the sulway, Pembroke, lnnghing
and grambling, always at my  heels,
At last T wrote to Phyllis. It was the
one hope lerfte Her reply was to the of.
fort that she, too, diid not know where
Lier sister was, that she was hecoming
a pmzzle to her and conchided with the
adviee toowalt till the coronation, wlien
Giretehen would put inoan appearanee,
ber  presence being fperative, So
weeks mnltiolied and beciune months,
winter passed, the snows el from the
otntains, the toods rese amd subsid
e, sunnner was o oat hasd with Ly
white houghs wmd green grasses. Mag
wias hloomine intoJune, SGH Gretehen
renstined in obsearity.,

“Lo<hindl b n phys<ieal wreek”
'ewhbroke when we tlinally eetorned o
B U ven Keep this v el lon
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“Laownls
jullllll'l‘.

SWell, you hiave that interesting pald
Tor.” he selmdttedd, s hieh
eribe to lovers”

Thrusting my elhows on the table 1
briesd oy ehin by Bnds sl <tar
il After sow il B osaidl 1 ol ner b
Liewes shies warnit= to e ot 7

“Ihat has
while™ L vepliond, ol Dalbl non anish
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At oame!”™ wis oy sloorny e

MWoarkigeely s

fone

b iy when this

to petkes Yook pniores dlesposasdont Bl yeen
were”

Onpe orning when b hod cronen ot
warddy el Dsaded 1o Penglaode i
ip, | ~hall go witl von to Dindin™

shlere I letter Tor veoo™ B penthed

“lt oy change vour phins
My oail sines Jestvitie thoe jotirnnbes
tlee tield land beeane =0 <tigsidl thar

recelve i better wis an evenl,
of the eovelope I diseoversd only =iy
words, but they weant all the world ty

me. “She ks here at the Inn” Tt was
unsigned. 1 waved the slip of paper
bhefore Pembroke's eyes,

“She is found!™ 1 eried.

“Then go In search of her,” he said.

“and you will go with me?”

sNot 1)1 prefer tigers to princesses.
By the way, here is an article in the
Zeitung on the coming coronation of
her serene highness the Princess Eliza-
beth of Hobenphalin,  'm afraid that
I shan't be present to witness the
event.,” Ile thrust the paper into my
Lands and approached the window, out
of which be leaned and stared at the
garden flowers below.  “When 1 asked
Ler why it could not be, she answerel
that she had no love to give in return
for mine."”

“She may change her mind,” 1 said,
putting a hand on his. “Most woulen
do.”

“Rut there are exceptions,” he re-
plied, regarding me with earuest eyes
as if to read what was going on behind

mine.  “There are some women who
never change.  Her highness Is cue of
these.  As 1 remarked before, she his

no love to give me. 1t is gone, ad as
it is gone without reward she will
make no attempt to reeall it to give to
another. 1 love her all the more for
that. The wame fate plays with our
hearts is a cruel one,  For one atlinity
there are ten unfinished lives.  Her
highness loves a good man"”
My hand fell from his. and 1 went
over to the window. This was the first
intimation he had given to me that he
knew the secret, the secret which had
made me so sad, the sceret which |
tricd not to believe.

“You are determined to go to India?”
1 sald without turning my bead. 1
could find no other words.
“Yes. It will be the best thing in
the world.™
“You will promise to write?”
“\Whenever 1 strike the post. Marry
and be happy. It is the lot of the
few.”
That night he started for Bombay by
the way of England, and the next
morning I put out for the feudal iun.

CITAPTER XXV,

I was passing along the highway, a
pipe between my teeth. It was the be-
ginning of twilight, the trysting hour
of all our reveries, when the old days
come back with a perfume as sweet
and vague as that which hovers over a
jar of spiced rose leaves. [ was think-
Ing of the year which was gone; how |
first came to the iun; of the hour when
I first held her In my arms and kissed
her and vowed my love to her; ot the
parting, when she of her own will had
thrown her arms about my ueck and
confessed.

The inn loomed up against the sky,
gray and lonely,  Behind me, far away
down the river, 1 could catel oceasion-
al glimpses of the Lunps of the village,
Presently there came o faint yellow
glow in the cast, and I knew that Di-
ann was approaching,

She tosses loose her locks upon the night
And through the dim woud Dian threwls her way.

A wild sweetness filled the ale. |
wis quite half o wile from the fun, yet
I could smell the odor of her roses-—
Gretehen's roses, It was a1 long and
weary venr which haud intervened, And
now she wis there, only o short way
from my arms,  But she did not Know
that I was coming. A willion dixmonds
sprang into the alr whenever 1 struek
the lush grasses with my cane,  Byvery-
where | breathed the perfume of her
roses.  They seemed to hide along the
hedges, to lurk among the bushes, ved
roses and white.  On the hill aeross the
valley 1 osaw the little cemetery with
it white stones, T oarrested my steps
and took off my hat. The dust of 1Ll
lars Iny there. 1 stood motiondess for
some time, 1 haed loved the man as it
is possible for one man to love another.
I Lizud not thouzht of him much of late,
but in this life we cannot always stand
by the griave of those who have gone
before, e hd Toved Gretehen with o
love perhaps less seltish than mine, for
he had sueritived his life uselessly for
her that she might be mine!  Mine! |
thonght.

The lights of the inn cheeral e and
Uil the wloonn. Should T oenter hy
gooalth oo boldly® 1 chose the seennd
wethod,  Gretehen and the innkeeper
were in the old hall T oentercd and
threw my teaps into g corner. s they
turned s =aw me consterigtion wis
WEHT eI o thieie Dagees,

“L have Totnd ven at last"™ 1 osubd,
Lol ot s distted 1o sl of the,
Tlee innbeeper thenst bis fods behind
Lis beel amed o ssuntered leisurely o
ward the window.  Gretelien <huowaed
elpns of crbarrnssowent, ainl her eyes
Wt Raed one 1l
wohieh viowaesd Lere aind there e the
Hoor, My haonds Fell anpotised

=y e v baeets lookitg for us™" she
askedd i even s, “WhY futve yon 2

Vitels b, ot the inm
hoovpeer, thet ot ey trges ST RTINS TR TR
IUwses apparent that 1o oo intewster
1 =temeddl tny B osttrzeer atted ade
st Trigshe fool phor bowvas? 1 wis
vt hiine 1o bt
ateed 1o bnned neot Deelhonead,

SYem s why Y oasheal thee

st linsla criels

I wnmsd m

toaediesnd
b3 PRI FETUY SO PRITE A T T T

Pk,

isivier

| turnin prvenpd
sl Dheebiaenas, sl 1, qny vodiene fregn
: ollre, ot Lot ot inweleotnge soest

[ AT A T

Sl as o tha " sabd the nnkeeper,
plearv i Alretelisty, T hiEs ik pabiie
[ one thie himhway AP e e
TR R T e RTINS

Cron theein, oo poreepintes i o st
faavine

siljl an?

saled T 1w dewdd Lignisn s
Jonrnevedd far® L wanted hota
the root.

The innkeeper, @ puzzling sile on
his lips, passoid out,

“Gretehen,” T burst forth, “In heav-
en's mume what does this mean? 1
have hunted for you day after day,
week after week, month &ter month,
I have traveled the four ends of the
continent. I have lived-oh, 1 do not
know how 1 have lived! And when 1
do find you it Is for this" My volee
broke., and I was positively on the
verge of tears.

“And was all this falr to her?” asked
Gretehen coldly.

“To her? 1 do not understand.”

“1 mean, was all this fair to my sis-
ter?”

aGretehen,” a light piereing the dark-
ness, “has she not written to yon?'"'

“A long time ago. She wanted to see
me on an haportant matter, but 1 could
not change my plans at the time, T
shall see hier at the palice next week.
Ought you not to be with her instead
of here?”

“Why should I be with her?”’

Grotehen langhed, but the key was
false.

“Are you not golng to marry her?
Surely it is easy after the king has giv-
en his permission.  Have you already
fallen out of love with her after all
your offorts to make her a princess?
Truly man is as unstable as sand and
water. Al but you fooled us all to the
top of your hent. You knew from the
first that she was a princess, hut you
coulid not timd the proots.  Hermann

and 1 were the means to the end. But
who shall blame you” Not L. I am

very grateful to you for having glven
to me a sister.  And If you fooled me I
returned measure for measure, It Is
game and quit.  Thoe hung heavy on
my hands, and the vietory, however
short, was amusing.”

“1 never loved her!™ 1 eried.
were the words [ needed?

“So mueh the worse for you,” dis-
dainfully. “But here comes Hermann
to announce your supper.”

*1 shall not Lreak the bread of inhos-
pitality,” said I in the bitterness of my

Where

despair. | gathered up my traps and
then | let them tumble back.  The

peeded words eame with a rush to my
Hps. 1 went close to here *Why did
rou humilinte yonrself in begging my
lite of the prince? Why if my life was
uothing to you? Answer. Why did
youl stoop to yonr knees to that man if
1 was worthless to you? Why?"

[Her cheeks grew red, then white,
Her lips formed words which she could
not speak.

“Herr Winthrop's supper is ready,”
announced the inokeeper.

“Go and eat it!" I said childishly.

“Your appetite is gone then" imper-
turbably. :

“Yes, and got you gone with it!”

The innkecper surveyed for a space.
“Will you kindly tell me from whom
you received the information that ber
highness was at the inn?”

1 produeed the unsigned letter.  He
read it earefully, while Gretehen look-
ed on nervously,

“Ach,” said  the innkeeper, *“that
Stalilberg!  He shall be dismissed”
Unhappily for hime that individuoal
wis Just passing along the corrldor.
The Inpkeeper signaled him to ap-
proach.

“How dared you?' begun the Inn-
keeper, thrusting the letter under
Stahlbuerg's uose.

“Dare? 17 Herr,” sald the big fel-
low., “I do not understaud.  What 1s
It you accuse me of 2"

“This!” eried the innkeeper.  “You
bave written to llerr Winthrop and
told bim that her highness was at the
fun.  And you were expressly forbid-
den to do so.™”

Stahlberg looked around blankly. “1
gweir to heaven, herr”—

“Dao not prevarleate,” the innkeeper
interrupted. “Youn  know  that  you
wrote this"

“Srahlberg,” 1 eried excitedly, “tell
me why you wrote this note to me and
I'll ses that vou are taken cave of the
rest of yonr days"

I forbid him!" commanded Gretehen
in alarm,

“As God hears me, herr,” sald Stahl-
bere stoutly, “1 wrote not a line to you
or to any one”

“OR eried the Innkeeper, stamping.
“And you deny that you have written
liere that yvou snw her highness inthe
earden three nights ago®”

Gretelien was heginning to grow ter-
piftedd for some reason, T oyself was
il with  wonder,  knowing  well
enoneh that nothing about a garden
had been weritten in the note T had re-
ceivid,

“Diy yom dare deny,” went on the -
placable old man, “that you have writ
ten here that vou saw her highness Ie
the garden and that she was weeping
and murmuring this man's nome

“Oh! eried Greetelien, gazing wildly
ut the door.

The innkectoer sichidenly ook the be-
wildersd ghant by the shoubilers aned
pushed hime from the room, followines
Bt swiltlv, aned the daor elosed noisily
beliind then.

My Bestrt was in thanes, D ouander
stoend all now, thoneh [dare gay Gret
elen didu't, A gt ot e e fell
on thee bk of the chade from which
e tapd b lately pisens She was
woeping silently and deeply. Tadid not
pove, bt <toe] wat ching her, drinkinge
B with exultation the loveliness of 2

wonnzin in tears. Sheowas mine, mine,
tiet The innkeeper lend not really
Loow o Leer heaet il b nishit in the

sovden too whidel hie =0 aedroitly refer
tedd Ulheen bee Lendoaede ape hisomind

thert thitie s sebee me s they shonbi bee
atad tond semd e 15O st imous ede
Mime ot st 1ot bt Songecliow: Fion
e Bt b T sy De bl what s
PRCTR S TR TRRCENE S JORE S PETS O EOR RTR T SO | 111 BT 1
TR RIS ETT) URET UL B PR (PRY A28 B FTR ML ITRI R RN B
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thies Diesrnn ood” Do zovw tn st preves=ead 0 1o

try Hipes

SN prinee=<"" 1 wnrntred; nll
pit e Niseend Ler nireststinge bl
Then bovese atud pit dnn arees aronted
beer, N il B e B ot

foo withelpaw 2 swent to yean o

clen, that D will pever Jesvae yor areain,

pot I the King shoubl =emd nn gy

against me, which he will never do,
since he has commanded that | marry
you. Beware! Itis a dangerous thing
to trifle with a king's will.  And, then,
even If the king should ehange his
mind 1 should not.  You are mine. 1
should like to know if [ haven't won
you! Oh, they do well to call yon
P'rincess Caprice! Oh, Gretehien,” fall-
Ing back to humble tones, “what a
weary year has been wasted!  Yon
know that I love you. You have never
really doubted It. You know that youn
have not. Had you gone to your sister
when she wrote to you she would have
told you that It was for you nlone that
1 made her a princess, that all my ef-
forts were to make you free to wad.
Gretehen, you will not semd me away
this time. will you? You will be kind
and bid me to stay?”

“She loves you,” whispered Gretehen.

This admitted no rveply. | simply
pressed my lips to her hair. The sobs
were growing audibly less,

“1 read it In her eyes,” persisted
Gretehen.

“Gretchen, answer me.
me?"

“Yes."

I placed my hands against her tem-
ples and turned her head around so
that those blue green eyes, bumid and
tearful, looked into mine.

“Oh, 1 eannot deny it. It | wrong
her in accepting your love, it is he
enause 1 cannot help it. 1 love you bet
ter than all the world. So well do 1
love you that”"—  Her head sank on my
heart, and her sobs began afresh.

“I'hat what, Gretehen?" 1 asked.

“Nothing.” By and by she said:
“Koeoep faith with me. and 1 promise to
love as few women can,”

Then 1 kissed her lips. “Gretchen?”

“What is it

“I have an idea that we shall be very
happy. Now let us go and make terms
of peace with the innkeeper.”

We found him alone in the barroom.

“Gretehen,” said 1, “read this note.”

As her eyes ran over those six words
she blushed.

“Hermann,” she sald, “yon have be-
trayed me,”

“And when will your highness order
me out to be shot?” asked be, smiling.

“At sunrise. But 1 shall blindfold
the soldiers and take the charges from
their guns. 1 forgive you.”

“Now, Hermann,” said I, “till me up
q stein.” 1 beld it high above my head.
“A lLealth! Long live the king! Loug
lHve her serene highness the Prin-
cess''—

“Elizabeth,” sald Gretchen gently.
I fear she lins lost something which is
never to be found again.”

I drained the stein, and as | set it
down 1 thought, Phyllis Is so far away
and Gretchen Is so near!

“Let ns go Into the garden,” said L.

IFor a long time we waundered here
and there, saying nothing. 1 was
thinking that 1 had found a castle at
last which neither tides nor winds nor
sudden  awakenings could tumble
down.

“(iretchen, you must never take up
the sword again.”

“Only in my lord's defense,” From
the movement of her arm, which clung
to mine, I knew that she was laughing.

The woon had risen, the round and
mellow moon of summer. 'The sllver
mists of night wavered and sailed
through the alsles of the forests, and
from the river came the cool, fresh
perfume of the river rush.

“And so you really love me? I
nsked.

“I do.”

“Why do you love me?"

“Beranse,” sald Gretchen.

THE END.
Tt

BRYAN ROASTS CLEVELAND.

Scathing Reply to the Ex-President’s Re-
cent Letter.

Willlam J. Hryan gives Grover
Cleveland a hot roasting in last Fri-
day morning's issue of The Commoner,
replying to Grover's recent letter 1o
the Baltimore Democratic club, The
article is entitled, “Five Dollars Re-
ward,” amd says:

clPormer  President  Clevelund  has
written another  letter in which  he
gives expression tooa veurning desire
to have the Democratic party ‘return’
to whit he regards as true Democeri-
ey oaml correct principles.  His advice
is so weneral and imdefinite as to be ut-
ferly useless, Mro Cleveland and his
political associates are long on high
soumling phrases, but short on detini-

Do you love

tions.

It seems proper that this
should give the distinguished  former
Democrat an opportunity  to suggest
plans for  the Democeratic  structure
which would be commodions enough o
afford i place of refuge for him amd ot
the s tinge allow stanuding room for
vl Democrats, A reward of five dol-
lars i therefore offered for o written
stitement, not {o exeeed S wonrds,
sigmed by N Clevelamd, applyving to
Denoerstic principles,  as T unider-
stipls them, (o it heast fve uestions
now hefure the country,

can aedditionn] reward of one dullar
will e given for o stadement, signed
v Mr Clevelumd, explaining why he
i'l.il1.‘~'ill"l'l'l| his opinion on public gques-
tions of Do importines during the re-
regards such an

riper

cent enmipaign, bt
apinion as bnportant now.  When the
Lttt e an between  the republic
aed the cmpire between Deinoeriaey
amd plutovraey—hetween Dhimetalism
and menometalism=he refused o sy
his haaad in behall of
for whom he now
affectionate solici-

wis

o owetsl oo 1t
thee rank and file
eapresses siehoan
Pl Tl is Tike i soldier who wias de-
woriben] as invisible o ware amd nvinei-
Bl in presee 10 b will elearly HE
candidly detine the Democratie prinei-
plesg abont which lie is so prome to talk,
the preople can decile for themselves
W et hier D is the saone M Clevelarnad
e tarted the treasury over b for-
cien tnaneial symlivate amd intrasted
Jo Pierpont Morgian with the combin-
i ol the govertment vaulls,  or
whether he has repented of his folly
sl is perdy tooawespl the Demoeratie

creed,”

Miscellancous Reading.

THE PLIGHT OF GREAT BRITAIN.

Is the Former Leading Power of the World
Descending From Her Position ?

While all the world has been watch-
ing for months the apparently ap-
proaching  crisis  in the destiny of
China, says a Washington dispatch, it
hus not been so much occupied with
(Chinn as not to realize there may be a
crisis also approaching in the destiny
of the great British Empire.

England has so long been accustom-
ed to pushing to a suceessful result its
projects of aggression and  couguest,
anmd the world so much accustomed to
expecting it, that general opinion at
home and abroad was that the last
move for terrvitorial acquisition would
e, a8 a matter of course, a repetition
of former experience. DBut (he Boers
have not been conguered,  Outside of
fortified towns, they still hold most of
thefr lands, and not only have they
kept on the alert the wvast military
forces opposed to them; but succeeded
ir. pushing their operations into terri-
tory which has long been British.

A most embarrassing situation for
the British government Is the necessi-
ty of devising new and extraorvdinary
means for raising money If the war is
to o on. As has been intimated, the
povernment financial extremlity is so
serious that it has even been suggested
te. depart from the time-honored free
trade policy, and levy heavy tariff du-
ties. This would be a desperate alter-
native, and yet it seems to be conceded
that all other methods of taxation have
been measurably exhausted.

The last British loan was placed to
quite a large amount in the United
States; but the American holders were
very much displeased when forced to
yvield to a shave on the low rate of in-
terest paid them. It is not probable
any new loan will find many takers in
this country, and not to any great de-
gree in other countries. It would be
a staggering blow if the heretofore al-
most invinecible financial prestige of
Fngland should be impaired.

But perhaps worst of all is the con-
tempt into which her military prowess
has fallen by the failure to crush out
the Boers. There is no doubt the gov-
ernment of England will stand much
more from Russia than if the Boers
were not on its hands. In plain words,
it cannot afford to go to war under
the present circumstances with any
formidable power; but it is not impos-
sible it may be goaded into such a step.

I'nless there is unmistakable evi-
dence that the German Emperor will
stand by hils uncle It cannot be ex-
pected Russia will abate any of her
pretensions,  more especially as the
French troops have pitched unceremo-
nionsly Into the quarrel on the slde of
Russia. The bitterness of TFrench
animosity toward England has been
abumlantly exemplified for years past,
and, as is almost daily shown, it is
constantly on the increase. It breaks
out In Parls almost at the mere sight
of an Englishman, and, as we are in-
formed by the eables, the special am-
bassivlor of King Edward to announce
to the French government his acces-
ston to the throne was openly insulted
in the streets of Paris. Backed by any
other power of influence, the French,
according  to all the reports, could
scearely be restrained from trying con-
clusions with thelr ancient enemy.

The tremendous advantage which
Great Britain would enjoy in case of
wir with any European power would
be her ability to make it in a large
sense o naval war, At the same time
she would be subject to the danger ot
invasion. Some say that in case of
war, FEngland might pass through in-
tense throes of distress; but that the
sturdy charvacter of her people, her im-
mense resources amd her magnificent
soldiery would bring her out all right
in the eml

It may be the threatening aspect of
affairs will pass away. It is thought
here that the German emperor holds the
key, amd upon his dictum hangs the
possibility of i terrible war or of an
amicable or ostensibly amicable under-
standing  betwesn  the powers,  But
that the situation in Chini is so tense
as to present the momentary contin-
geney of contlict, of which when once
stiarted, no one can predict the end, i

generally appreciated,
- —p—

THE GREY LEGION OF HONOR.

An Eloguent Appeal to the Sons of Confederate
Veterans.

As we young ones giather years the
grey legion of honor hecomes of faint-
i gray, more mist-like;  the fatigus
Juvkets, yes, the brave dress coats of
the staff oflicers with their gold braid
aad shoulder knots, their purple sashes
atel their polished  sword belts nelt
with the years, nay, the days even

Phe Legion of honor in grey is mareh-
ing through the Josmmine-lined roads ol
our beloves] Sonthland, God's country,
mysterions, the vigue, the al-
Laaned whers the bugle

tor Lhe
oSt uneertain
call of Lips is revellle,

Phe contemplition of this is enough
to ke US, We YOUNE ones, stop in our
daily steugglhe for the wlvaneement of
ourselves and onr Caroling ad shed o
Lo,

A lear! It & Lrue heart
beats In the Curolinian
youth the simple, the magnilicent story
thit our mothers guve us inour vhilil-
hood  of what our fathers did with
sword damd et for Caroling is enough
tor ntke us bend the Kmee amld bow the
hesul el saturibe the dear soil with

Ny, many.

hreast ol o

i thousinml tears,

Po bee Cierolinkains, to b sons of these
pien, who are passing in the grey uni-
inte the beyomd, aml ol these
wornen, whose halrs are now ol Lthe
beloved grey, is to be enough,

To live up to Uwe pure, the fine, the
noble standard of Caroling mitnhood,
been set for us at priceless

Forms

ud has

cost, is to achieve the silent and honest
greatness that is worthy of all that is
noble in man born of woman.

We speak only for the young men,
for we are of them and with them and
love them. But we are here placed by
the hand of an unscrutable Providence,
to enter a new amd promising sphere
as the dim, grey line fades away. It
is a4 new Carolina for us, but for our
fithers, those dear old gentlemen of
the fading grey clothes, of the braid
and the sword belts, it is the same, for
do they not march even now with
stately tread Into the open grave as
their brothers marched, proud and
fearless, into the open jaws of cannon
or over the mines of thelr foes.

Wuas there ever such a legion of hon-
or on the face of the green earth?

Was there ever a set of men, other
than those who fought with Washing-
ton, who better fought for what they
thought was right?

Here, only two davs ago, n wilow
wis unable to secure two living wit-
nesses that her hushand had given up
his life for the Lost tause—so fast is
the dim line melting.

We fuss and fume over the payment
of pensions.  Rather we squandered a
million dollars among the cheats and
frauds than hold back one from the
thin hand that once held a sword be-
tween our mothers and the Invaders.

Columbia is arranging for a reunion
of the leglon—a pause in its passing.
She should do herself proud and for
every hoof point of invader's horse, for
every stick of charred wood and for
every flame-licked black chimney that
marked the skies of South Carolina as
the invaders marched to the sea, there
should be a young son of Carolina to
greet this passing legion with hat in
hamd or with the exultant, fearless
cry of his fighting father on his lips.—
Greenville News,

- -——— —

GEORGE VANDERBILT'S SERVICE.

The Millionaire Has Taught the Farmers Val-
uable Lessons.

W. . Curtis writes to the Chicago
Record from Asheville, N. ., as fol-
lows:

The example of George Vanderblit's
system of farming at Biltmore is be-
ginning to be felt throughout all this
part of the state. At first people re-
garded his enormous expenditures and
the magnificent results with curiosiry
and wonder; further observation sug-
gested that his methods were easy of
imitation, and thus Mr. Vanderbilt's
highest ambition is being realized, and
the object lesson he intended to place
before the eyes of the people of North
Carolina is being rapidly learned.

To the stranger the most noticeable
changes are in the houses and the
highways. Formerly the inhabitants
of this section came to town over roads
that were hub deep in mud for six
months and beclouded with dust dur-
ing the remainder of the year. Now,
within the nelghborhood of Asheville,
and running in all directions, are some
of the best macadamized roadways In
the country, which are being extended
by the county commissioners as rapid-
ly as possible, but altogether too slowly
to satisfy people who have farm pro-
ducts to haul and horses and carriages
for pleasure driving, Before Mr. Van-
derbilt came nobody ever thought of
building a road; but his example was
almost Immediately imitated, and since
then, I understand, nearly $70,000 has
been expended in public Improvements
by the people of this county, which
will soon have one of the best systems
of pavements and highways in the
world.

The architecture of the town has
been unidergoing a rapid evolution. In
building a village to accommodate the
employves of his estate, Mr. Vanderbilt
combined art with utility, and produe-
ed o group of dwellings, offices, schools,
churches aml blocks for business pur-
poses as symetrical and artistic as
can be imagined, Richard M. Hunt, the
famous artist amd architect, who de-
signed his chateau, being his advisor.
Until that time the people of this com-
munity mede their habitations with-
oul regarl to taste, trying to get as
large o house as possible, for the least
nmoney. of the architects im-
ported by Mre. Vanderbilt have remain-
ed here, and their time is fully em-
ployesd in designing dwellings and oth-
el structures and in remodeling the old
ones 1o meet the improved taste of the
people. The  well  paved streets  of
Asheville are now lined on either slde
with cheap but tasteful homes,

Mr. Vanderbilt sells the produce of
his fuarm and garden in the common
mirket, but the other truck farmers
have compelled to improve the
quality of their produce in order to
competee with him,  His vegetables are
the hest that grow, and are nosed by
the mest improved methomds of cultiva-
tion, o order to produce similar re-
silts The larmers have pretly general-
Iv udopted his  methods, and have
learmed by experience that the same
mwoney il labor can produce from the
st soil a superior gquality of produce
and a farger protit (5 these methods are
properly applied.  Mr, Vanderbilt fur-
nishes secals, slips, cuttings and plants
from his propagition houses Lo any one
who wants  them,  He does not  give
them away, bt charges  reasonable
prices,  The results are apparent in
the weneral improvement of the farm-
ing community in this section,

Ope of the most notiveable chinnges is
in the preparintion of the soil. Former-
Iy the farmers “hull tongue™
plow, which just serapes the surfieee,
but Mre. Vimderbilt plows with o long
Blinde pond foue horses, aind the Grmers
sonn noticed that he raised Tour or tive
Limes s el wheat, corn,
ad other crops Lo the acre as they.,
They discovered  that they could do
thee s sl the “bull tongue’ plow
disearded,  He has demon-
strated  that  nutritious grasses  and
forage plants not only improve the
beef, but increased the vield of milk
They have learned

Some

el @

protitoes

has been

from the cattle

that it costs no more to keep a good
cow than a poor one, and Mr, Vander-
bilt is raising registered Jersey calves
to supply the community, He peddles
milk on the streets of Asheville like
any other farmer, and his competitors
have been forced to buy better stock or
lose their tradde. The Biltmore herd of
Jerseys  is one of the finest in the
world.  There are 250 head of the
“tiolden Lad" family, imported direct
from the islaund of Jersey. One of
them holds the world’s record for but-
ter—an average of 75 pounds a month.
Every farmer in this neighborhood,
who has any pride at all, is anxious
to get one or more of these cows, and
Mr. Vanderbilt is gratifying them as
raplhilly as possible,

o~ e —

FAMOUS ROYAL TALISMANS.

—

Charms Worn By Various Manarchs to Avert
Sickness and Death.

Some of the most powerful monarchs
of the world are the possessors of talis-
mans, the loss of which would fill them
with dire foreboding and dismay.

The autoeratic ezar of ull the Russias
constantly carries about with him a
ring, without which nothing would in-
duce him  to move a step from his
place. Though this is really a fictlon,
it is believed to contain a tiny plece of
the cross on which the Savier was cru-
cified,

The ring I8 supposed to be endowed
with some occult power of shielding
its wearer from personal danger: hence
the czar's anxiety to always have it
with him. Relief in its magic influence
was immensely strengthened by the
fact of the present emperor's grand-
father being without the ring at the
moment of his assassination,

The shah of Persia always wears a
belt set with a superb emerald, to
which he ascribes the same virtue as
the czar attributes to his sacred ring.
The belt is filled with onion peelings,
the object of which is said to be to
move any would-be-assassin to tears.

When the late shah visited this coun-
try, he was never seen in public with-
out this protecting belt and gem. He
thoroughly believed that if he travel-
ed without the emerald disaster would
overtake him, and by a strange coin-
cldence it actually did.

It will be remembered that this Per-
sian monarch was foully assassinated
not many years ago, and It was a sin-
gular fact that he was not wearing the
gem at the time,

King George, of Greece, possesses a
talisman which is also a grim remind-
er of an attempt on his life. Just at
the conclusion of the war with Turkey
he was waylaid and shot at several
times, one of the bhullets embedding it-
self in the box of his carriage.

His majesty's escape was so miracu-
lous that he had this bullet extracted
and made into a charm for his watch
chaln. He would not part with it for a
kingdom, firmly believing that, as it
mercifully missed him when directed at
him, it was designed to insure him im-
munity from assassination.

The sultan of Turkey, who lives in
constant dread of what has been des-
cribed as the “happy dispatch,” would
not be an Oriental if he did not believe
in the eflficacy of charms. His own
particular charm is said to be a richly
bejeweled miniature dagger, which he
invariably carries about with him.

Despite its virtues, however, he
takes the precaution of insisting on
one of his ministers tasting every dish
prepared for him before partaking of it
himself..

When the late German empcror was
Iving desperately ill at San Remo, a re-
markable amulet was sent him by the
sultan, It consisted of a string of nine
stones of the size of hazelnuts, each of
which bore an inscription from the Ko-
ran and had been prayed over by a
Moslem priest,

Accompanying this royal talisman
was a letter assuring the emperor that
if he only wore {t his health would be
at once restored.

The Ameer of Afghanlstan wears a
beautiful gold ring, to which he as-
cribes the fact of his having surviveil
s0 long the machinations of his ene-
mies. He has been a good many times
veported dend, but, thanks to the mag-
ie of his golden ring, he still lives Lo
praise its protecting virtues.

Nuo Chinese potentate has ever been
without his precious amulet, It Is re-
corded of a former “son of heaven"
thit his talisman was a bracelet which
he wore upon his forearm.

The result was that, when his celes-
tinl majesty was stricken with paraly-
si%, the use of that particular arm was
preserved to him, and he was able to
jssue his decree as usual. But the full
extent of the amulet’'s mystic power
wis only revenled at the emperor's
death,

Three davs after that event, when
the priests were reviewing the body,
the removal of the bracelet was sug-
gested,  Instantly the hand was lifted
up in deprecation of the proposal,
which was thereupon abandoned. AL
lesist, so runs the story,

The talisman of the sorrow-stricken
Fmpress FMugenie is an artistically jew-
el breastpin, fashioned In the shape
of o clover leaf. Thut has been her
companion  throughout her chequered
career, albeit it has not always brought
her happiness.

She is said to have pinned it on her
Lusian betfore bhilding frarewell to her
belovest son, the Lite prinee imperial,
when he left this country to meel his
death ot the liouds of savages in South

Arviva,— Lamdon Tit-130ts,
- -
Arat Maxims.—Never  tell all you
know: for he who tells everything he

Kknows often tells more than he knows,

Never believe all you hear; for he whao
beelioves all he hears, often  believes
more than he hears,

Never decide upon all you see; for
e whio deciiles upon all he sees often
dechles on more than he sees,

Nver attempt all you can do; for he
who attempts everything he can do of-
ten dttempts more than he can o,

Nover ny out all you ean affond: for
he who iys out everyvthing that he can
afford often lays out more than he can
afford,



