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Utterly unconscious of the blow| Hadn’t he always

Fate had in store for her,
Tredgold was waiting in the lan
for her lover, Bob Cheriton.

; ; : 1 %
It was a glorious spring evening. ! it.
had |

The boisterous March winds
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me waiting like

or your slave,
to do with you!”’
| He
H YW«
Hadn’t

he come back to

e
[ furiously.
‘““Who is it ?’
“Go!” she eried,

swept the sky clear be‘ore they died am done with you !’’

down at sunset, and the moon wa
flooding the countryside with sil
ver.

Bob Cheriton was a sheep-farmer
and the Easter market was ap
proaching. Everything dependec
cn his getting his lambs to marke

'0 the pink of condition, and he was with jq

determined to leave

chance.

nothing t«

First thing in the morning and

last thing at night he paid visits o
inspection to his flocks—*‘‘Worryin
the life out o’ me,”” as his shepher«
put it.

for a very special reason.
ference between

comfortable little

when it is over.

Every night, when he was return-

ing from his last round to the old
farmhouse he fondly hoped soon to

make her mistress of, Mary made h

a practice of meeting him, and shy-
iy inquiring after his sheep. Know-
ing that his capital was small, and
that the refurnishing and partial
refurnishing of the dilapidated old
farmhouse had proved expensive,
she it was who had insisted that
there should be no honeymoon un-
less his lambs sold well.

To-night, however, he was long
&4 coming, and she was just begin-
ning to wonder if anything had
gone amiss with the sheep, when
she heard footsteps.
forward, and paused. Her lover's
car told her that the footsteps were
not Bob’s, even before her eyes
showed her that the man approach-
ing was a gtranger.

Tall, burly, he came striding
along as if the road belonged to
him; and, though in the moonlight
she did not recognize him, she felt
instinctively that there was some-
thing familiar about his figure.

“Evening, Mary !”” he said gaily,
doffing his cap as he came up to
her.

She shrank back, her heart beat-
ing wildly against her ribs, her body
trembling.

“Don’t be frightened!’” he laugh-
ed. But she was frightened.
had always been afraid of him.

“I've come back,”” he went on,
after waiting for her to spesak.
“‘It is Alfred West himself, and not
his ghost, who has taken you by
surprise, my dear.”’

He came closer, and held out his
arms: but she shook her head.

“Your welcome 1is a cold one,
Mary!”’ he exclaimed. And her
spirit rose.

He was resolved upon se-
curing the highest possibie price at
the Easter sheep and lamb market,
The dif-
top and middle
price would mean close upon fifty
pounds ; and one can spend a very |
honeymoon on
fifty pounds, with a bit to spare; “‘but even

She started |

She |

8

|
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alous rage.
he shouted.
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she felt half distracted.
this man was

lawless disposition, and
life of a gold-di
to

the

have improved his nature.
““There is someone else, if
must know,’’

if there weren’'t, all

‘wopld still be over between us.’’

He laughed — a hard, brutal
laugh.

“Understand me, Mary, if I can’t
no one else shall ! That's

ave you,

| the kind of chap I am!”’

“You forfeited all claim on me

appear like
‘“You can-

when you chose to dis
that I”” she protested.

ot make me marry you now.’’
‘[ “NO;

else from marrying you.’’

The girl shivered at the determin-
Bob might ar-
moment, and, at all
costs, the two men must not meet
while West was worked up into this

ation in his voice.
rive at any

passion of jealous hatred.

But even whil
about in her mind for
of getting rid o
Bob Cheriton
| Light-hearte

swinging the lon
he

P &

carried to enable 1
sheep by catching the
around one of its legs.
a man, but all unsus
came up to them.
For a second or two
spoke. Bob looked inquiri
the stranger,
| ingly at Bob,
fiightened eyes from
other, like an animal
‘“This—this is
Bob,”” she faltered,
hope that he wwuld netther
speech nor manner reveal the
lationship.
But Bob—fond, blundering fell
—promptly gave it away.
‘“‘Please to meet an
sweetheart's!”’ he
ally, holding out his hand.
West made
““So this is

at bay.
Alfred

“So is my heart—to you!”
“I have come back thousands of
miles to claim you!’”’ he protested.
““Maybe. But why did you go !
Why did you leave me, five years
ago, without a word ¥’
“I=1 went off on the impulse of
the moment,’’ he explained lamely.
““Those fresh discoveries of gold in
the Yukon fired me to go out and
try my luck. So I went——"’
“Without a word, leaving me in
the lurch,” she interrupted.
‘Of course, I might have written
—1 ought to have written; but,
you see, I was so terribly busy, so
engrossed in finding things out.’’
He waved his hand magnificently in
the air, and his ‘‘casualness’’ mad-
dened her. This—this was his apo-
logy—his explanation—and her sat-
isfaction was to be taken for
granted.
““Thank Heaven you went!’ she
cried, in a fury, her WIrongs over-
coming her inherent dread of him.
““Thank Heaven the marriage didn’t
take place!l”’

He looked at her, astonished.
““Peculiar creatures, women,’”’ was
the thought that flashed through
his brain.

“I've come back, if not exactiy
rich, still, with enough,”” he an-
swered, in a tone he imagied sooth-
ing. “‘Of course, you are angry ;
but you’ll forgive me, won’t you {
The marriage shall take place as
soon as you please.”’

““Oh, can’t you understand,’’ she
cried, ‘‘that, after the way you
have treated me, I wouldn’t mar-
ry you if you were the only man
left on earth?”’

He couldn’t understand ; he was/ ;

of tears.

said Bob, with dangerous quietness,
to the burly desperado.

ter git—and quick too!”’ West re-
torted.

says.

to throw me
sneered.

stung.

asked, growing suddenly stern.
“I—I was engaged
years ago,”’
and he has come back to night.’’
Bob was dumbfounded.
“But—but Mary is going to mar-
ry me at Easter!”’ he exclaimed.
‘“She isn’t !’ said West firmly.
And, angered by his tone, Bob re-
torted, with equal firmness, ‘‘She

is {**

He placed his arm defiantly round
her waist.

“You are going to mar
him, aren’t you, darlio "' |
pered.
Convulsively sl
self free.
‘‘Yes—oh, yes, Bob!'" she sob-
bed. ‘“‘But I'm afraid he’ll do you
& mischief. Five years ago, when
[ was only a silly girl, he made love
te me, and we became engaged.
Then, one day, he took it into his
kead to disappear. To-night he has
turned up again, and-—and he ex-
pects me to marry him———’ She
broke off, overcome by a paroxyism

| S
Wil

cached

liey-

““I think you’d better clear off !’

“Not i! It is you who had bet-

Bob was no whit intimidated.
‘“You have heard what Mary

“Yes !’ cried Mary, suddenly dry-
ng her tears. “I wouldn’t marry

built like that. What he did was
always right in his eyes. He began |
to feel disappointed, aggrieved; he!
had expected her to receive him |
with open arms. Over the camp-
fire he had dreamed many a time|

}

‘

of her joy when she beheld him one!” He turned to Bob. “(lear
again, aut!” he snapped. ‘“You've had

“Come, Mary,”’ he exclaimed, in vour warning! Clear out Gquick !’’
his old, bullying way, “you must{  Instead of moving, Beb  oisured
be reasonable!  I've had about: him with his eyve, caleulating what
enough of this!” his chances were against so burly

“Reasonable!” she jeered. **I
am reasonable! Five years ago §
vas a girl--a foolish girl, to be lec-
tored into thinking that I loved,

|

~a

I hate him!”’
feet. ‘I hate the very sight of him |

a ruffian, so much his superior in

im for all the -gold in the world!

She is going to marry me.’ !

Do you think I don’t under
stand ? Out there you were loney,
and it comforted you to think of
dog or a slave
for you to come back and hold vp
your hand. But I am not your dog,
I will have nothing

began to thake with anger
lared she scorn him like this!
her ¢
taken it for gran,-
Mary | ted that she would be true to him !
“There is someone ¢lse I’ he said  fe
And she did not deay

“1 tell you [

“Who 1s it 7’ he demanded again.
[t wasn’t so much that ne loved her
—he loved no one but himse!¥, as
"his conduct clearly showed—but he

had always regarded her as his. and
the thought that another had sun-
d him drove him distraughs
“I’'ll find out "’
““And, if he won’{ be
 warned off, I’ll kill him like a dog!”’
' An icy fear began to creep into
poor Mary’s heart. The even cour-e
of her happy little love affair had!
been so suddenly interrupted that
She kncw
dangerous and un-
scrupulous, of an ungovernable a1 |
wilAd
gger was not liks.y

you
she said nervousi, ;

but I can prevent anyone

e she was casting
some way
f him the figure of
appeared in the lane.
dly he came hurrying
up, whistling under his breath, and
g shepherd’s crook
1im to examine
““‘crook’’
A little sur-
prised to see Mary in converse with
pectingly, he

nobody
ngly at
West lookea Inquir-
and Mary looked with
one to the|

West, | .
hoping against | love and dread, had seen a way, and
by | as she spoke Bob saw it, too.
ir 1‘6-} still had his long shepherd’s crook
ow | few feet away.

y friend of my | still wondering what Mary meant—
exclaimed geni-

no attempt to take it.
the man you thought
over for, 5 it ‘he
Bob started as if he had been

““What does he mean, Mary 7’ he

to him five
she answered, “‘and—

Iy me, not |

[ said calmly. ‘I give you while

pleaded Mary.
ger than you
‘“Two !’

West’s hand went to his hip.
‘““Three!’’

Mary screamed as the moonligh
Il upon something bright.
“Four !’

1

the brute

Bob found himself looking down

the barrel of a revolver.

“Enough of that!’ said West

man |”’

stood there silent and still;
West spoke :
““Give me your word that you wil
not marry this girl!”’
“Never!”” said Bob.
“Very well.”
| eyes on Bob, he addressed Mary.
““Swear on your honor, my dear

ise, and marry me,”’ he said.

her head.

»)

do,”” he went on.
where he stands.
pain of your life,”’
Bob started.

Promise to marry me ,or I fire!"’

effort to scream.
he confronted with this
choice of promising to marry him
or seeing her lover shot before her
eyes. It flashed across her mind
that she might promise, and then
refuse when Bob was safe; but be-
fore she could force her tongue to
speak West made it clear that the
same idea had occurred to him.
“Mind you,”” he added, after
making a threatening motion to
Bob, who seemed inclined to move.
“I mean it. I am not to be trifled
with. You w~-’"* he able to prom-
ise, and then .u.se it back hecause
it was forced out of you. Night
and day I'll lay in wait for him if
you do. You are fairly cornered,
you see—isn’t she ?’ he asked play-
fully of the man e was covering
with his revolver.
It was hopeless. There was no-
thing for it but to yield. Again
she moistened her lips, and gulped
at the lump in her throat that was
choking her; but still she could not
gpeak.
At last she spoke—at last she
managed to compel her tongue,
cleaving to the roof of her mouth
in a nightmare of horror, to obey
her.  But what she said was very
different from what either of her
hearers had expected.

“Bob,”” she gasped, ‘‘your erook
—like you do the sheep!”
Her woman’s wit, inspired by

He
10 one hand, and West was only a
In a flash—while the ruffian was

be flung the crook round one of his
legs, and West fell helplessly back-
wards. But as he tumbled he pulled
the trigger, and the noise of the
shot was followed by a piercing
scream from Mary, who fell prone
on the ground.
That scream turned the bully’s
heart to water, drove all the jeal-
ousy out of his soul, and filled 1t
with fear—fear for his own neck.
Dazed by the suddenness of his fall,
he believed that he had shot Mary,
and, leaping to his feet, fled wildly
into the night.
Bob rushed to his sweetheart’s
prostrate form,
““Are you hurt, dear?’ he asked
anxiously. “Did he hit you? Speak
—oh, speak to me, Mary!”’
Just as he was preparing to car-
rv her bodily to the nearest house
she opened her eyes.

“Is that you, Bob?’ she mur-
'mured. ““Are veu wounded 77’
| “No, no; I't. ot hurt! Are ou,
b b

dearest? Did the bullet——"’

She sat up, suddenly recovering
her full sense.

““No, Bob; I'm not hurt. I—I
swooned with fright when he fired,
because I was afraid that, through
trying to carry out my plan, you
had been shot, after all.”

He gathered her in his arms.

‘““He has fled, dearest,”” he whis-
pered. ‘‘and I don’t expect we shall
ever see him again!”’

And they never
Answers.

did.—London
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PACKING WITH FERNS.
It has recently been discovered

that the leaves of the fern plant,
which grows almost anywhere, is
an excellent preservative for pack-
ing articles of food, fruit and even
meat. It is said that on the Isle
of Man fresh herrings are packed

She stamped her

--the bully!”’
“You-little spitfire!”” cried West.
‘1 tell you shall marry me or no

ize and weight. He was a plucky
ittle chap, and he loved Mary with
1t his heart.

yYon. You deserted me. To-day 1
&1 a woman, able to see througn,

“fore a lady, if we can help |

“We don’t want any fighting bhe-

| springtime as when they were firet

in ferns and arrive on the market
1n as fresh a condition as when they
were shipped. A number of experi-
ments have been demonstrated that

in fern leaves are as fresh in the

dug in the fall.
: 5
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Wife: “John. there muet He a

o

](:t

‘“He is s0o much big-

“Move an inch, and you are a dead
)

For a few seconds they all three
then

Still keeping his

that you will keep your old prom-
White and trembling, she shook

“Then I'll tell you what I shall
“If you won’t
marry me, I shall shoot him dead
Don’t move, on
he added, as
“Come along, Mary !

She moistened her lips in a vain
It was awful to
terrible

end of the horn alternately singing
a verse in honor of the Prince and

great national festival, and the ef-
fect of the
swaying rieg is
there is another dance performed
by four or five, usually youths, to
the accompaniment of a fiddle, the

swim if he watches it for loug.
northern Albania,”’

tain Slav artists love to depict wou-
derful sword dances, with heaute.

' LADIE

count five to go, and never show}
your face near her again.”’
West laughed. R
SRS ralied. IN THE DAYS WHEN KNIGHTS
‘One !”’ Laliio
“Oh, don’t fight him, Bob!”’ WERE BOLD.

Thumb of Woman as at the

t Present Time,

age when steel-ciad gentlemek

1| of ladies ; but on looking closely in
to the household annals of

the

(¢ . ¢ : e o O« ,r~~ g . . .
. ““”“”, of love ll&'d-ﬂ-l',('d“,t“, lit the fuse with his cigarette and
for whom so many midriffs were rushed toward the eoldiers, who,
] | transpierced and caputs cloven,

domestics,
SOMETIMES, NOT ALWAYS.

Now and then they sat in state
'{in galleries hung with ’broidered
ing their scarves and mittens let
daylight into other cavaliers who
disputed the potency of their
charms; but those gratifying spect-
acles were luxuries too expensive
and dangerous to be common, and
the ordinary routine of a ‘“ladye’s’’
life in the chivalric era was at once
monotonous and laborious.
The stately countess of the olden
time spun and carded and wove as
industriously as any of ner hand-
maidens, serve out bread to the
poor on ‘‘loaf days’’ at the castle
gate ; shaped and helped to make
her husband’s ana children cloth-
ing, and her own (for in those days
tailors and dressmakers were few
and far between); supervised the
larder and the dairy; carried the
ponderous keys of the establigh-
ment, and in short, played to per-
fection the careful house wife in
the stronghold of her lord, while
he rode about the country with
curtal axe at his saddle box, and a
long, ashen skewer at his stirrup-
leather, in a chronic state of wol-
fishness and ready to do battle for
any cause, or no cause at all, with
whomsoever it might or might not
concern,

NOT SO TO-DAY.

In this delightful modern era of
Fine Ladyism, a fashionable wo-
man does not perform half the
amount, of usg}ul labor in a year
that a high-bon dame of mediaeval
times accomplished every month of
her life.

Instead of skeins of flax she spins
pretty yarns; her carding is done
with bits of painted pasteboard ;
and if she weaves at all, it is meshes

account if single, for the benefit of
her daughters if a matron.

She has no objection to the poor
being fed from her kitchen, per-
haps; but as to serving out bread
to them with her own  delicate
hands, after the manner of the fair
“bread dividers of the olden time,”’
she couldn’t think of it.

If her husband should wait for
even the lightest of his garments
until she found leisure to make
them, the chances are that he would
go shirtless to his dying day.

SEWING TABOOED.

She seldom sews. Sewing spoils
the tips of her fingers.

In point of fact, the aristocratic
dames and domoiselles of old were
mere drudges and dowdies as com-
pared with the female patricians of
this our day and generation.
Nay, even our housemaids and
cooks have more leisure and take
thing more easily than did the
duchesses and countesses of the
Iron Age.

Modern chivalry accords to ladies
all the privileges they ought to de-
sire, and such liberties as the ““ty-
rant sex’’ does not voluntarily con-
cede they generally manage to
take. :

Never at any former period in the
history of man was he so entirely
under the thumb of woman as he
is now.

And now the ladies are not satis-
fied, but like Oliver Twist, clamor
for more !

>
DANCING AND FIGHTING.

—

In Montenegro They Have Their
Own Way of Doing Each,

The national dance of Montene-
gro is the kolo, somewhat similar
to the horo of Bulgaria. Both
sexes take part, crossing hands and
forming an unjoined circle. The
music they supply themselves, each

his warlike deeds.
The kolo is always danced at any

voices and
very fine. Then

sonorous

S OF OLDEN TIME|

Man Never So Entirely Under the

It is generally supposed that the

tuted with long spears in honor of
their Dulcineas was the golden age

the
days of chivalry, we discover that

worked rather harder than modern

tapestry, and saw cavaliers wear-

for eligible young men—on her own |

' porch furniture will get just as dust

could never picture these stern men
dancing or at play.

““They never smile and they look
the life they lead, each clan ever
ready for war with its neighbor and
absolutely pitiless in the vendetta.
When fighting the Turks the Mon-
tenegring evince a heroism and ut-
ter fearlessness that is remarkable.
The strongest men carry bombs, or
rather hand grenades—things the
Turkish soldier particularly abom-
inates.

“I was told once how a certain
man whom I knew well saved his
band from destruction. They were
fairly cornered, and the Turks clos-
ing in, when the bomb thrower
stood up amid the hail of bullets,

1

sceing his intention, promptly made
tracks.
“‘It was, of course, lucky that the
Mohammedan soldier, who does not
much mind being sent to Paradise
with a bullet, thinks his chance of
eternal bliss very doubtful if he is
blown up with dynamite. The nerve
required to be a bomb thrower is
worthy of a little reflection. He
must absolutely expose himself, and
as the fuse is very short the igni-
tion must be coolly considered.
““‘If premature it means the de-
struction of himself and comrades,
and when it is fairly alight the bomb
must be thrown with mathematical
exaotitude. In other words, the
man must leave his cover and
charge an overwhelming force alone
and not throw till he is close up
to it.”’

L3
TEACHING A HORSE TO JUMP.

it May be Done by Coaxing, Lung-
ing or Driving.

There are three methods of teach-
ing a horse to leap—coaxing, lung-
ing and driving. In the coaxing
method the young horse is turned
into a small paddock having a low
hedge or hurdle across the centre.
Ir plain view of the pupil a rider
¢cn a veteran jumper should take
him over this hurdle several times.
The trainer then goes to the op-
posite side with a measure of corn
cr oats and calls the horse, shaking
up the grain and pouring it with
his hand back and forth in the re-
ceptacle. The boundary will soon
Le cleared, and when a few mouth-
fuls have been eaten the station
f the instructor should be at the
| cther side of the hurdle and the
lesson repeated. If this be done
daily the hurdle may be gradually
heightened.

The habit of jumping is thus ac-
quired without those risks which at-
tend a novel performance when a
heavy burden oppresses the
strength and whip and spur dis-
tract the attention. The horse’s
body, says Country Life in Ameri-
ca, is not partially disabled by the
imposition of a heavy load before
the powers are taxed to the utmost
and his capabilities are unfettered.
The second method is termed
lunging. A long rein or cord 1s at-
tached to the bit and the animal is
exercised in a circle in which a hur-
dle has been placed or a shallow
ditch dug. A long lasheu whip,
ured only to keep him in motion,
or lightly applied at the proper mo-
ment, will keep him up to his work,
Soon the horse will enter into the
spirit of the occasion, and by un-
mistakable signs will smanifest his
enthusiastic enjoyment of the exer-
cise.

The third method, driving, is ex-
actly what its name implies. At
first the obstruction should be

markets or to their great weekly
gathering in the bazaar of Bcutari

of its legs.
tered for freedom.
ladders to be found, and since there
seemed to be no other way to reach

the street made

(MURD

DERESS T0 LECTURE

COUNTESS WHO KILLED H&-
BAND OFFERED CHANCE

Trial of Woman, Brother and Other
Accomplices was a Sensa-
tional One.

A well known Italian impressario
has made a tempting offer to the
Countess Bonmartini to deliver a
series of lectures in Italy and
abroad. She has not decided yet
whether or not she will accept the
offer. 'The Countess has just been
released after serving a term in
prison for the murder of her hus-
band.

The murder was committed in
Bologna in 1904. In the dock v

the Countess when the trial be

at Turin were Tulio Murri, the
Countess’ brother, who afterward
confessed to the actual murder ; Dr,
Carlo Becchi, the Countess’ lover,
with whom she formed the plan for
the killing of the Count; Dr. Pio
Naldi, who was a tool of Murri’s,
and a maid named Benetti, who

fetched and carried for the conspir-
ators.

A BENSATIONAL TRIAL.

The trial was sensational. Nearly
400 witnesses were called, including
& cardinal, a bishop, two generals,
several Senators, the grand master
of the Italian Masons, four famous
experts on the nervous diseases of
women, and sixty medical experts,
The grand master of t-e Masons
was called to testify that when Mur-
ri, who was a Mason, was in dan-
ger of arrest some of the murderer’s
relatives approached the grand
master and begged him to screen
Murri. He indignantly refused
Among the letters written to her
brother by the Countess were some
containing phrases like these :
“Who will deliver me from this
imbecile ? I still stand in need, and
now more than ever, of love; of be-
ing loved.”’

After a trial that lasted months
8 verdict of guilty was brought in,
and, the following sentences were
imposed : Tulio Murri and Dr. N
di, thirty years each; the Counte
and Dr. Secchi, ten years, and
Bonetti, seven years.

T
SOMETHING LIKE SHOOTING.

|

Remarkable Shots For a Humane
Object.

The champion marksman of the
world has been discovered at last.
He is Arthus Douglas, a hitherto
unknown American, who has leap-
ed into prominence through an ex-
hibition of shooting that had for
its object a humane act.

Douglas has always been skilful
with the rifle. He hunted moose
in its fastnesses, and followed the
deer and wary bear through
Southern C'anada ; but he is a moz.
est, retiring man, and few knew 4
his skill until a few mornings ago.

A white dove that had freed it-

self from a snare became entangled

in a telephone wire through a piece

f string that was hanging to one.
The bird vainly flut-
There were no

it the men who had gathered in
preparations to
sloot the bird and free it thus of

its misery,

When the gun was produced, how-

ever, no one volunteered to shoot,
Then Douglas come down the vil-

slight. Any open space will answer

of tanbark being preferable. Long
reins, a straight bar or snaffle bit,
a long whip and patience and per-
severance are required.

All things considered, the driv-
ing method is the quickest and sur-
est way of teaching the horse to
leap. When he has become some-
what proficient, having thoroughly
learned what is required of him,
the saddle may be called into requi-
sition and the practical lessons be-
gun.

Almost any young horse can be
taught to leap. Of course his pro-
ficiency will depend on the care be-
stowed on his training and on his
general characteristics of wind,
limb and nerve. An ordinary cob
cr Morgan will attain the profici-
ency of an Irish hunter, but any
horse that is used for a saddler
will be of far greater value to his
owner of he can be taken occasion-
ally for a cross-country ride and
put over ditches and low obstruc-
tions.

1
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DUSTY.
And yet, you

know, expensive

. X
as any other kind.

o

e

lot

“I never saw any. dances in
says a writer
o The Wide World, “‘though cer-
{ €
t

' —why don’t you ever dance with

tc do nothing soon discovers that
there’s an awful lot to do.

| quit. the game,

SAID UNCLE SILAS:
“Say, you fellers 'like to dance

The smart man knows when to
but the fool keeps
'verlastinglv at it until he adver- |

1ses his failu

I

t possible? No wonder he died.'

the purpose, an earth or sod surfuce‘ ]a‘?ﬁ stffjlt(;ut removing
na, VIt

from his mouth, fired.
rhook its wings, free once more, for
Douglas hit the white string which
held the dove’s leg to the telephone
wire.

Lty a Swedish
made to swim under water.
constructed of canvas adjusted to a
light but strong metal frame, and

watch, that will give
if the vessel enters shoal waters,

store.

He took carcful aim,
the pipe
The dove

Then something happened that

changed the joy of the onlookers
to sorrow, for the dove, hovering
on the wire, became entangled a
second’ time.

Without a word to anyone, Doug-
as slowly raised the riffe, squinted

eglong the barrel, and fired.

Great was the wonder of all who

watched to see him repeat the first
shot, for once more he succeeded in
freeing the dove.

— PN

KITE SWIMS UNDER WATER.
A strange kite has been devised
engineer, which is
It is

¢

n shape is not dissimilar to the

acrial kite, except that it is made
In two sections, the lower and smal-
ler one dependin
with which it is ¢
of coupling. Th
gineer is to provide ships with an

g from the upper,
onnected by a sort
e object of the en-
ver-ready automadtic guard, or
instant alarm

leader setting a of intricate | ~ o WS, . and is approaching a spot where
| potatoes packed in ferns keep many | quick steps which the rest imitate ‘ Jour own i‘j"_er_’_he-" ¥ the depth is not sufficient for safety.
months: longer than those packed|at once. It is really a sort of g k * e e
m straw. In fact potatoes packed | and makes the spectator’s head The man who makes up his mind

A CLEVER COOK.

Mrs. Nurich was in the jewelry

‘“Here are some new souvenip

spoons we have just gos in,” said
the clerk, placing a tray for her

; : - ; ¢ by re. inspection.
of iron in your system.” Huchard:|cns maiders swaying gracefully af. Jack : ‘“Yes, poor John mav have ““Oh, ain’t those lovely "’ she ex-
“Why do von think 02" Wit . ter the style of nanteh girls. A had his faults but his heart was claimed. “‘I must have some of
“‘Becauze yeu invariahly lose your | casunl ohserver who has seen the on the right side.”” Wagge: “Tg those! Our cook makes such lovely
he temper when you get hot.” Albanians come into Montencgrin j y

souvenir "




