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suddeuly a young man o; aristoeratic
appearance rose from a fablé at the
end of the room. where bhe had been
geated in company with a prefty and
smartly dressed girl. A graceful ges
ture excused him to his fair compan-
fon. and he threaded his way deftly
between the jostling tables to where
Mistitch sat. He wore court dress and
a decoration. Markart recognized ‘in
the young man Baron
von Hollbrandt, junior
secretary of the German
legation in Slavna:

Hollbrandt beowed to
Mistiteh, with whom he
was acquainted, then
bent over the giant's
burly back and whisper-
ed in his ear:

“Take a friend’s ad-
vice, captain,” be said.
“I've been at the palace,
and 1 know the prince
had periuission to with-
draw at half past 9. He
was to return to Slavna
then to duty. Come. go back. You've
had your spree.”

“By the Lord, I'm obnged to you!”
erled Mistitech. “Lads, we’re obliged
to Baron von Hollbrandt! Could you
tell me the street he means to come by?
Because’—he rese to bis feet again—
s»we’ll go and meet him!”

Half the hall heard him, and the
speech was soon passed opn to any out
of hearing.- A sparse cheer sputtered
here and there, but most were silent
Rastatz gasped again, while Sterkoff
frowned and squinted villainously
Hollbrandt whispered once more, then
stood erect, shrugged his shoulders,
bowed and walked back to his pretty
friend. He sat down and squeezed her
hand in apology. The pair br&l?e into
Jaughter a moment later. n von
Hollbrandt felt that he, at least, had
done his duty.

The three had drunk and drunk
Rastatz was silly, Sterkeff viciouss the
giant Mistitch jovially and eruelly reck-

=2
“Well, who
Jollows me?’
he cried.

less, exalted not only by liguor, but”

with the sense of the part he played.
Suddenly from behind the glass Screen
rose a mighty roar:

“Long live Mistitch! Down with ty-
rants! Long live Captain Hercules!” =

It was fuel to the flames. Mistitch
drained his glass and hurled it on the
floor. . : e

“Well, who follows me?’ he cried.

Half the men started to their feet
The other half puled them down. Con-
tending currents of feeling ran through
the crowd. To one his neighbor gave
warning, to another instigation. They
seemed poised on the point of a great
decision. Yet what was it they were
deciding? They could not tell.

Markart suddenly forgot his caution
He rushed to Mistitch, with his hands
out and “For God’s sake!” loud on his
lips.

“You!” cried Mistitch. *“By heaven,
what else does your general want?
What else does Matthias Stenovies
want? Tell me that!”

Amid a dead silence he went out, his
two henchmen after him. He and
Sterkoff walked firm and true. Rastatz
lurched in his gait. A thousand eyes
followed their exit, and from 500
throats went up a long sigh of relief
that they were gone. Buf what bad
they gone to do? The company decided
that it was just as well for them,
whether collectively or as individuals,
not to know too much about that. ‘Let
it be hoped that the cool air outside
would have a sobering effect and send
them home to bed! Yet from behind
the glass sereen there soon arose again
a busy murmur of voices, like the hum
of a beehive threatened with danger.

Outside, big Mistitch had crosséd the
canal and come to the corner where the
Btreet of the Fountain opens on fo St
Michael's square. “What say you to a
call at the Hotel de Paris, lads?” he
said.

“Hist!” Sterkoff whispered. “Do you
hear that step coming up the street
there?”

The illuminations burned still in the
square and sent a path of light down
the narrow street. .The three stopped
and turned their heads. Sterkoff point-
ed. Mistitch looked and smacked his
ponderous thigh.

' ¥ Chapter
& Twelve

ATEVER Marie Zerkovitch's
feelings might be, fate had
its hand on her and turned

her to its uses. It was she
who had directed Sophy's steps to the
old house ten doors down the Street of
the Fountain from St. Michael’s square.
It was no more than half a mile from
her own villa on the south boulevard,
from which the street ran to the square,
and she had long known the decent old
couple—German Jews—who Mzd and
carried on their trade in the house over
whose front hung the sign of the Siiver
Cock. The face of the building was
covered with carved timbers of great
age. The door_of the
shop stood far back
within a black and an-
cient porch. Behind the
shop were a couple of
rooms where Meyerstein
and his wife lived;
above it, one large
room, with a window
which jutted far eonut
over the ndrrow street.
In this room, which was
reached by a separate
door in the left side of
the porch and a crazy flight of a dozen
winding stairs, lived Sophy.
1y the window she sat on the night
of the king’s name day on a low ebair.
The heavy figure of a girl carrying a
lamp—a specimen of hes landlord’s su-
perfluous stock—stood unemploved on

By the win-
dow Sophy
sal.
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Suddenly she rafsed her head.. There

'wunwﬂd,qnickvolleyofcheeﬂw

was 1t? Mistitch—Mistitch! That was
her first hearing of the name. !
Silence fell again, and she sank back
into her chair, The lights, the stir, the
revelry, were not for her, nor the cheers
nor the shouts. A moment of reaction
.and Tassitude came on her, a moment
when the present, the actual, lapped
her around with #ts dim, muddy flood
of vulgar necessity .and sordid needs.
With a sob, shé bowed her head to meet
her hands—a sob that moaned a fam-
ine of life; of light, of love, *“Go back
to your scullery, Sophy Grouch!” What
voice had said that? Shesprang to her
feet with fists clinched and whispered

| to the darkness, “No!”

In the street below Mistitch slapped
his thigh.

Sophy pushed her hair back from her
heated forehead 'and looked out of
the window. To the right, some-twenty
yards away and just at the end of the
street, she saw the figures of three
men. In the middle was one Wwho
bulked like a young Falstaff—Falstaff
with his paunc¢h not grown: He: was
flanked by two lean fellows who looked:
small beside him. She could pnot see
the faces plainly since the light from
the square was behind them. They
seemed to be standing fHere and look-
ing past the sign of the Silver Cock
along the street.

A measured, military footfall sound:
ed on her left. Turning her head, she
saw a young man walking, with head
bent down and arms behind him. The
line of light struck full on him. He
was plain to see as by broadest. day.
He wore a costume strange to her eyes
—a black sheepskin cap, e sheépskin
tunic, leather breeches and high unpol-
ished boots—a rough, plain dress. Yet
a broad red ribbon crossed it, and a
star glittered on the breast.' The only
weapon was a short, curved scimitar.
It was the ancient costume of the
bailiff of Volseni, the head of that clan
of shepherds who pastured their flocks
on the uplands. The Prince of Slavna
held the venerable office and had been
to court in the dress appropriate to it.
He had refused to use his ecarriage,
sending his aids-de-camp home in it,
and walked now through the streetfs of
the city which he had in charge. It
was constantly his habit thus to walk
His friends praised his vigilance; his
foes reviled his prowling, spying tricks.

Sophy did not know-the dress, ‘but
the face she knew. It had n 'but
lately before her dreaming eyes. She
had seen it in the flesh that morning
from the terrace of the Hotel de Paris.

The three cdme on from her right,
one of the lean men hanging back,
lurking a little behind. They were un-
der her window now. The prince was
but a few yards away. Suddenly he
looked up, with a start—he had become
aware of their approach. But before
he saw them the three hgd melted to
one. With a shrill ery of consternation
=of uneasy courage oozing out—Ras-
tatz turned and fled back to the square,

Lion. In the end he was unegual to
the encounter. Sterkoff, too, disappear-
ed, but Sophy knew the meaning of
that, He had slipped into the shelter
of the porch. Her faculties were dlert
now. 'She would pot forget where
Sterkoff was! Mistitch stood dlone in
the center of the narrow street, his
huge frame barely leaving room fora
man to pass on either side.

For a moment the prince stobd still,
looking at the giant. Then he stepped
briskly forward, ‘and Sophy heard his
clear, incisive tones cut the air:

“What extraordinary emergency has
compelled you to disobey my  orders.
Captain Mistitch?”

“I -wanted a breath of rresh air,” Mis-
titeh answered in an easy. insolent
~tone.

The prince Jooked agau;, He seemed
even more disgusted than angry now.
He thought Mistitelr drunk — more
drunk than in truth he was.

“Return to parracks at once and re-
port yourself under stringent arrest. 1
will deal with you tomorrow.”

“And not tonight, Sergius Stefano-
viteh?? At least he was being as good
as his word—he was acting up fo the
vaunts he had thrown out so boldly In
the great hall of the Golden Lidn.

“Tomorrow we shall both be cqoler.”
He was almost up to Mistitch now
“Stand out of my way, sir!” :

Mistitch did not budge.  “There's
room for you to pass by,” he sail *1
won’t hurt you. But the middle of the
road belongs to me tonight.”

His volce seemed to grow ' ¢learer
with every ‘'word. = The ‘critical én-
counter was sobering him.  Yet with
sobriety eame no diminntion of defi-
ance. Doubtless he saw that he was in
for the worst now, thidt forward was
the word and retreat impossible. ‘Proba-
bly from’ this moment he did not intend
the prince to pass alive. Well, what be
intended was’ the wish of many: <Eo
would not lack shelter, friends or par-
tisans if he dared the desperate ven:
ture.

For a moment after the big map’s
taunt the prince stood motiofifess.” Then
he drew his scimiter. It looked-a poor,
weak weapon against the sword whlch
egprang in answer from Mistitel’s sc*lb
bard.

“A duel between gentlemen . theeap-
tain cried.

¥he prince gave' s short'ungh “Yu
shall have no such plea at the ftourt
martial,” he %aid. “Gentlemen Fon’t
waylay ‘one another in the streets.
Stand aside!” S

Mistitch laughed, &nd 1n an ant
the prince sprang at him. Sophy Beard
the blades meet. Strong as death was
the fascination for her eyes—ayg, for

moving feet and the quicker b 2
of a mortal combat. But she w not
Jook—she tried not even to listen® Her
eyes were for a man she counld not see,
her ears for a man she could not hear:
She remembered the lean fellow hid-
den in the porch,. straight under her-

window. She dared not call to warn

.| prince came into her view. He eire
.l;.auwu ‘around Iﬂatft
| one knee. She
I captain’s ‘lunges

heading at his top speed for the Golden’

her ears, toe, for she heard the guick;

-'wateh&.moutbﬁthepmh. iﬁel'

V forearm and cut the tendons of the-

titch,” said the prince.

_getting his pretty friend, he sprang in

. thing in such cases, as there isn't one

.smmmcequ).,
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brobie “figure 7ot the -
painfully in both her|
it halfway ov!r‘the
shé ' turned’ ‘her ‘e

rat-was in’ that holef: Yet: nauew

ch. then sank on
“him ga?’ the
1 Nightning quick

fhovements of his ninible scimitér. He

was trying the old trick they bad prac- |

ticed. for bundreds of years at. YVeolseni
—to. follow his parcry with an upward
ripping stroke under fhe adversary's |-
sword, to strike the inner side of his

wrist. ‘This trick-big Captain Mistiteh;
a man of the plains, did not know.

A jangle—a slitber—a bellow of. pain,
of rage! The prince had :made his |
stroke; the hill men of Volseni were;
justified of their pupil. _Mistitch's hlz
sword .clattered on the flags. - Facing
his enemy, with'
his back to the
porch, theprince
crouched mo
tionless ‘on his
Imee. but. At
vas ‘death to |
Mistiteh to try
to -reach the
sword with. his
unmaimed
hand.” -,

It was Sophy’s
minGte.. The |
message. . that
had ,; come ran |
flerce’ through
‘all “heér . veins.
‘Strafiing’to the
welighti's lshe
raised the : fig-’
ure in her;hands.

o
’I‘he'pﬁne’el saw (:
bronze figure: Gt angd jeaped:out
pes jest . of the window
Yes, a lean hand, with a long knife, a
pnarrow head, a spare, long back erept
out of the darkness of “the porch—
crept silently. “The 'body drew’ ltsell‘
together for a fatal spﬂng on the un-
conscious prince for & fatal thripst, It
would- be death—and to Mistiteh salva-
tiot. torn from the jaws of ruin.
“Surrender yourself, Captnln Mis:

Mistitch's eyes went by tis /conqueb
or and saw a shadow on the path be-
side the porch.
= 41 .surrender, ‘sir.™ e snld. :

“Then walk before me to the bar-
racks.” _Mistitch-did not turm,  *“At
once, sir!” !

“Now!” Mistiteh roared.

The crouching figure sprang and,
with a ‘hideous ery, féll stricken on
the flags. Just below the neek; fulhon
the spine, bad-crashed the virgin with
the lamp. Bterkoff lay very stils save
that his fingers scratched the flags:
Turning, the prince saw a bronze fig
are at his feet—a bronze figure holding
a broken lamp. Looking up. he saw:
dimnly a woman’s whlte fuce at'a win-
dow.

Then the street was on a sudden full
of ‘men;. -Rastatz had burst luto the
Golden.. Lion, all undone-Dnerves, cour;
age, almost senses gone. He could
stammer no more than, “They’ll fight?” |
and could not say who. ‘But hz had
gone out'with ‘Mistiteh—and whom ‘had
they  gone to meet?

A dozen officers were aronnd hlm in
an instant, crying: *Where? Where?”’
He broke .into frightened sobs. hiding
his face in his hands. It was Max von
Hollbrandt who made bim speak. For-

among the officers, caught Rastatz by
the throat and put a revolver € his
head. “Where? In ten seconds; where?”
Terror beat terror.. “The Street of the
Fountajn—by: the Silver Cock!” the ctr
st¥mmered and fell to hls “blubbering
again, S

The dozen officers and more were
across the square alingst before he bad
finished.” Max von Hollbrandt,” with
half the now lessened company in the
inn, was hot on their heels..

For that -pight all was-at an end.
Sterkoff was picked up, unconscious
now. Sullen, but never crlnglng. Mis-
titch ~ was marched “off to fhe guard-
room and the surgeon’s ministrations.
Every soldier was ordered to quarters..
the townsfolk slunk off to their homes:

The street grew empty, the glare of the |
‘iluminations ‘was guenched. . But of

all this Sephy saw pothing. She had
sunk down in her chaTrb{the window
and lay there, save for her tumultnaus
breathing, still as death.

The ‘commandant "bdd no fear lnd
would bave his way. ‘He stood alone.
now in the street,:Jooking -from the
dark splash. of Mistitch’s blood to the.
virgin with her broken lamp and up to
the window of the Silver Cock, whence
had come lalvntion

(Ta be continued.
A Hint From London,

“You have noticed,” said E. W. Jones
of St. Louis, “that in the average drug’
store of this country a very common
gign reads ‘like this: ‘Prescrlpﬂoﬁa care-
fully compounded.’

“In London, howeveffdnlins a re-
cent sojourn I noticed.in the apothe-.
cary shops almost the same legend, |
but I like the English verzlpn er.
The London druggists hang qp tices |
to 'this effect: "'Prescrlptious correctly
"compounded.’

““It seems to me that the useof tho
adverb ‘correctly’ gives the customer a
little more econfidence, which is a good

man in a thousand that knows any-
thing about the pature of the ingre-|

dients pe is bbout to swallow.”—Baltl

more Ameﬂean

The Paris Cat Exchange,

Paris has a cat exchange, a “bourse

aux chats.”’ This establishment is situ-|

wineshop. Here are legions n; cats
all _sizes and color, wh

seen jumping and b

It 1s satd that the 3'dve by’
means tender hearted ‘old- hé!el ‘but |
for the most nnrt glovemals

number of usages,
cording to the story, finds it§ way in
,6f l !I’l‘! ‘, 7= rI i va.

‘Minar‘d’u Liniment Cures Diphtheria.

when, yeari , he le
Mtoﬁﬂiﬂa%r.

ained. -

He had not been ‘prosperous, '
!iul fallen’ on evil days..- He had to
support two grandsqns and one, to. his
gzgio had § died.  He had little'
. eno’ htobnryh:mvnthsnddexth
uothing with which to maintaie. him-
_self and the other. Lord Stratheona

3 a five-pound - ‘note quwkly ‘into

e 'waiting hand of the tear.fu.l gﬂmd
'father.”

And now the eabMan has just: made
“his second. call ‘and the High Commis-
sioner, not forgetful of the first visit,
had the veteran driver brought inte
his private room. Once more the at-
, mosphere ‘the office” became thick
~with lng afid reminiscences. ane
more, too, cabman sighed.
then with breaking voice he T ted
how in his old age he Had to support
“his two grandsens, and now: both of
:them were down, with typhoxd fqve;;
Once more berd Strathcona’s purse
strings were loosened and he puoed
coins into the cabman’s hands, ‘who |
“tottered out of the room stammering
words of thauks. .

Now Lord Strathcona’s _secretary
had been’ an anditor of the scene.
When the: aged cabman had gonq he
came forward.

“I-hope, my; lord,” » id he, "yon dxd
not give him any “When he'saw
you some_ months ago, he" told . you
that ‘of hid two' grandsons, one ;was
dead: Now he says both are down
with typhoid fever. It looks, my lord,
as if he might be an imposter.”

‘Lord Strathcona eyed his well-mean-
ing secrétdty from xmde\-neath his
bushy brows. .

“Thank you, thank you, yery much
Mr. Jones,’; he purred, “but do you
know that when I went out to Canada
first I was not driven down to the
docks in a cab at all, but justewheeled
my own things to eshipmawheel
barrow.” > i

——

* The Oil of Power.—Tt is nct claimed
‘for Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric. Oil that i
will cure every ill, but its uses are so
various ‘that it may. be -looked upon
as a gemeral pain killer. It 'has
achievel that greatness for itself and:}
all aftempts to surpass it have failed.
Its -excellence ‘is .known to ‘all '+ who
have fested its virtues and learnt by
expenence,

“That is quite a remarkable Rem-
brandt,”’ said the connoisseur.

“Bir, ” rejoined MfS. Cumrox.
- “Yes, Rembrandt yon know,
great painter.”’

“Oh! .. I thought you said
snant’.”—Washington' Star,

the

“rem-

After ‘midking a most careful study
of the imiatter, U. S._ Government
scientists pstate deﬁmtely that  the
eommoti~ house fly i’ the ~‘prineipal
means, of” distributin, t.yphoxd faver:
diphtheria. and smal Wilson’s
Fly Pads kill the flies and the dlseaae

2.

ge(ms, x
Doetor~86 your
quite so ‘bad. eh? ,

Patient—Not quite, “sir.
my foot goes to sleep now.

insomnia :is ! not

Sometimes

“1 am a great behever in reahsm,
remarked the poet.

“Yes?” we queried with a nsxng
inflegtion, 'thereby giving him the
desiréd .opéning.

“I sometimes carry my 1deas of
realism. to a ndxculous extreme,” con-.
tinued the poe £

“Indeed!”» we exclaimed manely,
somewhat “impatient -to xeach the
point of his witticism.

“Yes,” continhued--the poet, "t.he
other day I ‘wrote a sonnet to the
company purposely made
metre defective,”,

At.this point we famted

A s&feqmd sure medicin® ior a
child troubled with worms is Mother
Graves” ~Wo;m ~Exterminator.

The Proper W-y.

- %1 would like to:ask,” saild a m!y sto

visiting America, for the first time. |

“when you call hem do you turn down. }

the end of your vlsn’lng card or not?*
" “No,” said a man; “son bite it In the
lnlddle."a-‘wu Home ermnl ing
-—.-—-——-—-—- ¥ i

. " America—A Brlthb Ww
A nation with a historp-of less thh
150 years on a.background - of ;bush-’
gahglng can hardly be expected to ap-
preciate the finer feelings that matured
communities would see officially re-
flectéd In their collective behavior, a.na
‘our dlplomat- ‘at home do mdﬂp«x
yet to have realized the fallacy lp-

plying European stapndards to .

can condnct. — Iondon Sntardu Bb
view.

LAt

Flodden Field.

A meeting of border gentlemen wu

held on Oct. 8, 1908, at which it wu
rescelved to ereet a colu

" obelisk -on- Flodden Fxgl\g (Be;it 9*

1513), on or near f.he site whera the

Beosla Vg Lt i, v

nea
the centre of‘ﬂ:é“ba. eﬂeld at Brmt

ten,. and a strong committee has been
formed for the furtberanoo of ﬂ;p
obiect.a_ g

h

ed an

‘ Niman, David and Patriek,

%h'm

.| after the Bgﬁuest and the martyr-

“| dom of reminded orie of the |
Jeng straggle between the Church and [
Stm—ma

ly brutal

+{libetty. The later episode of the sup-:

: gans convmtpons und
,vﬂue - T

_when _her hairdresser. was annot
"Weﬂ, show himinto

enduring
little troubles whiclr are xnevi ble in |

‘a great’ assembly of amateur ‘actors, |
| the Enghs'h Church Psgeant a few

‘days ago' gave its” opéning perform-
“ance.

Alas? the elements were not- propih
‘ous. - The ‘day was the worst' we have
had this summer—cold, ‘rainy, utteriy:
dismal. Tt:was most unfortunate, be
cause the pageant depended so mueh
on the weather, not only for the com-
fort- of actors and audlence. but for
its propriety. .

The colors wanted the sun to bring
out their richness and harmonies. Al
the colors on the field were dimimed
and drabbled by %he dank, dull at
mosphere which -clung’ about the ac
‘tors. - Instead of the joyousness and:
‘gaiety of those  living pictures: of}
medieval erowds on the green field,
with its encompassing trees in heavy
foliage, there were rather somber ef
fects of poor people in unfamiliar gar-
ments, bedra led inithe heavy. 1ain.
and moving through the mist. This
somber tone was deepened as the
afternoon ‘wore- on ' and'the - light
failed.

, Then,, too,-the weather tobhed the
pageant of some. of its revenue and
dignity. - Tt _made somé& ¢f 1t é scenés
“£all ‘from the sublime very near to the
ndlculoua. becausd the symvathy “of
one’s imagination was: shoeked a little
by the sight of saints and monks pad-
dling about the soddened field, and
getting into position at the wfngs of
the open-aid stage under the ‘shelter
of umbrellas. Roars of laughter greeb—
isodé in which British virgins
were cllased by savage Saxons with |
long. spears;- when,*on_ the /slippery, |
slushy ground, . "Jlll fell down, a.nd
Jack came tambling after.”

The great choir, gowned and’ hooded
in medieval ga:b, were bound to. aban-
don  the dignity of -history, and to |
commit. wilful anchronisms in the full
gight of the audience, and they sang:
the old litanies and® dirges under..a
very forest.of umbrellas.

In%papy ways the pageant xﬁsel! in
spite of the bad weather, which tried
hard to spoil it, was full of interest!
‘and supremely successful. ‘The huge
" stand, with accommodation: for many
thousands of people, ; was packed to
the last seat, and the enthusiasm of
the audience; among Whom were hun:
dreds of ‘clergy, was not to be dampeds
And the pageant pictures in the field
rewarded them. Undoubtedly there
wasg an appeal to t.pe maglnatxon to
the éye, and to one’s gense of rever-
ence, in 'this pxctonal ‘drdtna yepre-
senting by figures * in wivid
scenes the hxstvory of the.. old - Church
of Er:fland The, very ﬁeld on which
this drama was played " is “historic
ground.  The moat‘of Lambeth Palace
was dug out many: centuries ago, and
‘on the: field which it surrounds many.

eal scenes, many aﬁ yital episodes

n the history of\ ‘church and
canm‘ry, have ‘been really ‘éndcted by + POSST
"men strong in spirit.: whose flesh has;
long since gone to dust. . - -

‘Thinking of that and of old thmgs
half forgotten, it seemed to dhe that
the pesple 'on the ‘pageant ground yes-
terday, vague as they were in the dank

mist, wére the: ghosts of those who |
\went o

once , played: theu- rts and
their way to death n:na' ‘bequéathed

their ideald’and purpnse t6 these who'| 3
England. ' .4 -

followed on this seil of:

The prelude, with St. Gaorgg, i
silver-shining armor,
early British = saints,

‘one’s memeories' of the

tain-—legends made true only
dition and’ ’by a tew"old swri -
‘and’ thete !

‘The: first scene of - “THe Pnbhcasm
in Britain of the Edict of Gonstantin
,” is not recorded im hil 3
at least it was a reminder'of the

tra-

h‘ﬂe boches of Christidns, - scattered.
~lived t

3 e-wors‘!n‘p '
Tto whom a liberal” emperor»g!anted

treedom of religion as to all citizens of | !
all _a. ghegff %

ha.l!-h ‘of the early’ %orl'a'

vmiso! St.

Pen e s
ug\mﬁna

:the'sm who' had dmen the:

British ‘to the West.and destroyed ttg,e

Christian outposts he conversion_of
those  Saxon peo who 'were
“the first of the English, and the s
‘and ‘real foundation of the Church
géﬁhmmaie ht:‘il befztor;i. .one <xnhl

a 2, of color, in W
c'mc‘a!n on an illuminated’

Qn&: was sho
monas&wism in

arked  not once or - tWice only.
justice and bloody
‘perhaps, in a confliet’

dies, mevﬁ&ble,
between the spiritual and the temporal

power, eacb seeking to break down | ;

the other’s prerogatives, each claim-

! more than was due.' Z
m&‘heem (;IM a Charta was tc |
hurch was some- |4 ¢

prove that the old

times, if not always, on the side.of

monasteries and the

esumxshn‘iﬁm ot the Reformed Faith
‘lone thing t0 one mian and one

ing to another, according to his reli-

i : bduh-bh. b
. 1One.- or the mutmrem&n P&-
is;.was giving a .tea one: afternoon

balrdre,sser

il
of -the dawn of Cbnst\a.n ith. il}’gl?;t %5

ed

thafi-occupation ‘of Britain and of the |/

‘And so as the scenes’ tououéél—-the
Germain

e Ioundatm bt the faith"

trage- |

h knowledp s

Joperations, wlnch were carri
out among {iribes who for the most

and were so-managed thai there was

“men -of the southern Nigeria Regi-
ment, er-the comm ind of Colonel
Trenchard, who had with him thirty
officers; six Maxims and 700 carriers.

The Yala people, in whose country
the columns remained for a month,
gave a good @7al of trouble. When
their villagor were entered they were
found to be deserted, the women and
live stock having been removed. The
men meanwhile had {formed bush
camps in the open yam fields, where
they could see the approach of the
British, and ‘had also hidden ih—the
.branches of trees scouts, whose duty it
was to fite signal guns.

The people then took to their heels
and encamped elsewhere, but fired on
‘the column when they were in what
théy regarded as a tight corner. This
tribe, like most of those encountered,
was armed with flint locks and earried
poisoned arrows, but, fortunately, the
country was fairly open and the aim-
not very accurate,

After some weeks of this kind of
thing the Yala came in, but declined
to give up th arms.

In plazes the patives, hearing of the
approach ot & large force, dug pits
and. planted stakes to prevent thei
progress. What little hostility there
Awas occurred during the earlier part
of the o (Peratlons in the Okpoto coun-
:;yb and . ‘among the mnorthern Ibo

ibes.

two columns—one from the Niger and
one ‘from the Cross River—with in-
structions to make for an unknown
spot. marked X, the two afterward
joining at Tkem, where the first basc

was formed. From this bas<
8T lumns were sent out in vari
ous directions, each being responsible
for & deSnite district, which was to

natives ‘and ‘to 'show them how to
ma.ke good roads. :

In each case the commandmg officer
of the colunn, summoned. the local
chief and expleined the Government.
‘terms, - emphasgizing the fact that all
human sacrifices must stop, that good:
roads musi be made, and that a Brit
ish eommissioner would be appomted
who would settle all disputes.; !

“On these aceasions there were Fm:
pressive gatherings of . thousands'of
natives, in many cases cannibals, and.
for the most part naked, or praectically.

They" did fiot show undue delight.
a.t the ‘advent of the British, ‘and, as |
a rule, silently listened to the rec“
of ,the Government terms, ‘@nd 'then
slow y dispersed.

" The various <columns report that
th? found far less human sacrifice

juju  rites: in .the hitherto un-
sknown: north tham among the tribes
of the delta, and, on the whole, the
-people were of a better physwal t;

big céntre was destroyed. It was

possible to discover. the nature, of
glju rites practlced ‘but in the vrem
y of one big juju house discoverediin
& ‘bush clearing - there ' was found*a
good deal of blood—whether hmmm%'x
0ot was not ueertamed. 2

ractically no serious fighting. They |
an | early in. November -last, and |
y concluded in the middle of Apnl. .
‘The British force consisted of 700 |

Colonel Trenchard’s force started in |

be mapped, and where the officers’ |
duty was to get into touch with the -machine, Mr. Fosdick,”

Several® juju places were ‘seen; and’af

1 part had -nevers previously seen a&-- &
1 whlte man, proved entirely 'mccessful

They were slight acquaintances and
there was no love lost between them.

“Well,”> said the first ‘grand dame,’
“‘byebye. I must be getting on. I
have to mfake a ecall on my mother.”

The second put up her lorgnette
and. drawled :

“Really—ah—you. don’t - mean
say you've a mother living?”

‘The first grand dame laughed—a
high, ' thin laugh, ' “with ' something
biting, like acid, in it.

“Oh, yes,” she retorted on the one
who had tried to take her down, “my
mother is“still alive' and she doesn’t
iook a day oldeér than you do, I as-
sure : you. ' —Tit-Bits.

to

Warts on the hands is a disfigure-
ment, that troubles many ladies. Hol-
‘oway’s Corn:Cure willk remove the
blemishes without pain.

“So your daughfer has
cooking school?”

“¥Yes,”  answered Mrs. McGulleo.
“I suppose she has helped 1 ong
along the household economies?”
“Not exactly. She has made us
-ppreciate our regular cook so much
shat we have to raise her w ages ev n
time:she: threatens to leaxe —Was
ingten : Star. :

been to

Minard’siLiniment; Cares Distemper.

““There .are many poi:ute abput our
“the agent was
saying, “that you don’t find [in type-
I writers usually: For example, the
whole line; as you write,:is visible—
by the way; Mr.: Fosdick; have you
ever -had:a visible:dypewriter in your
office?”

“Visible I he said, - Swe have one
that’s more: than wisible—she’s con-
aplcunus' ’—Argonaut.

S g
lesons Fly Pads are isold by all
Drmgglsts Grocers: and General Stores.

“Talk ! said Uncle: Eben fis sump-
in’ like. mm A cerfain amount is
“weleome an’ necessary. Butf doagune
san deluge 12 mamm

i

Red Weak, Weary, Watery Eyes
Relieyed by;: Murine’." Eyé - Rémedy.
Comppun(ﬁed Experienéad _Physi-
cians. Murine Doesn’t, Smart; thes
Eye -Pain. Write Murine I‘y@ Rem-

edy ©Co., Chieago, for 111ustlatéli Eye
Book At Drugglqtq

- B peny Esn&:r@xk;;i;;:;

thatswhereas my father was héarn in

' India and my x?pt,her in Belfast, I

myself %¢as’ born*m*London. #
She (doings Her . hest)—~Reai-ally!

How strange -you, should all ha?e met.
—Punch. "
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SHOE ‘EP/OLISH
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= ~your shoes are sl ined forthree days ©
~ “2 in 1"‘*ssftens the leather— \
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— “The followilig jis a 1
. cessful candidhtes

at
amination which was
ious schools ﬁhrougho
dunng the la&t week 0
On account lof/ the 14
candidates this 1
advisable to Have the
different centfes, in tH
der the superyisjon of
of schools. ‘Fhe] nameg
according fto exgmina
the names of Regina
be found uﬁde‘r the|
The diplomas ot succes
and the marks | of &
been unsuccessful will
soon as possible; -
ESTEVA
Margaret M. Smith,
ell, William F. Hayteq
Knight, Mary! A. Ro
Fitzpatrick, Rachel
na I. Staples, Alice
cy J. Pack, ‘George
Johnson, Arthur E.
E. Stevenson, Ambro
fred Scott, Mungo Sd
E: Young, James E.
Dawson, Ethel L. Dav
Harris, Bert @ Hill, §
Lionel D. Parkér, B
Uriel B. Rogers; Gracg
Gallaway, Ella G.
Holmgren, Estner J.
L. Kisbey, Myrtle- Mo
Nash, Leon R. Qlson, !
ey, Dorothy Tefry, M
Mable Southcombe, Wi
son, John F. Taylor,
gent, Muriel : Boddy,
Myra F. Smithj Meta
Fairbairn, Irene Sla
Ashton, !Gwendolgne
Berner, Vera. Y. C
Hodgins, Davie| Y. Jo
len Smith, Katheri
Mary J. Fishes, Ann
Susie A. Meyers, Norg
Ashford, Muriel Leons
Gillivray, Winnie McQ
McGrath, Herbert Mo
Powell, Oliver Powel
Chester Stewart, E
bairn, Edward| Linto
Qauley, Laura M. E
R. Cole, Lewis W. W
Carey, Wilfrid: A.
E. Ramsay, Howard
Youngberg, Frederick
fred Nelson, Winnifred
le C. Wright, Madge
Mathers, Blake Willia
Reid, Vista Reins,
MQOSOM
BEdgar Henleyg:Stel
Tate, Annie sk, M
Donald G. McNeil,
nes Dalgleish, Margax

year

- Marguerete = MacDons

Hams, Huntmgdon A
B. Jamieson, | Margy
Winnie McLougry,
Guirl, Ruth McLean
“Leeod, John F: Millar
H. Vera Page, Janis
Jiam C. Robinson,
fred C.-Smithers, H
Grace Neoward, Irer
Harry F. Winterm
- bury, Frederick Cole
Stanley Elliott, R
MeoVicar, Laura Pete
son, Mabel Wickett,
‘Marion Ormlsyt,on,
ice Robmson(, Agnl
Frank W. Mc’Cormi
Cormick, Arnmold
McCowan,  Emma
Laidlaw, Geo. H.
Larson, Elijah J. H
A. Flaws, Welling
Grace E. Galbraith,
Albert F. Bailey, Cl
Elorence Bell, Charl
son Hanap, | Norbie
Rowland, qu Stew
McNaughton, Irwin
MacKay, Edith J. €
E. Comtenay, Roy
abella White, Thon
Grusz, - Carpline
Stoddart, Hattie Cq
Frances G. Baugh,
Clarence .‘Richards,
man, Mary L. S
Sharp, Lena E. Ca
S. Bteldnor#l Shuli
Westman, atanley
tina Boyd, | Marga
ney J. Fiéhér Emil
“R. MacNutft, Christi
Lydia Fy;é Miles.
Notter, Db\*glas Say
lms, Lucy E. Finkh:
ket, Nellie| Rattra
Willie Erickson,

Reata qu’ mgton,
ng Hukin Joum




