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advantages of Christian precept and’
example ever since he was six years
old. But 'tis no use; what's bred in
the bone will come out in the flesh.”

“It strikes me,” the doctor remark-
ed, “that a good thms}nnsz would have
more . effect on that urchin _than
Christian precept and example. He
wants the nonsense taken out of
him.” ’ |

“Why, sir,” said Timothy; “there’s
not ‘a boy in Porthcarrick that gets
the cane as often as Jack Raymond,
anyway, since the Captain died.”

“Who?”

“Captain John, the Viear's young-'
est brother. He was drowned three
years ago last October, saving life in
| rough weather off Longships way by
Land's End. - The Vicar has no chil-
dren of his own, so he took in the or-
| phans, for they were left ill-provided,
{ and he’s done hls duty by them, as a
Christian man.”

“There are more children, then?”

“There’s one little girl, sir—eight
years old; and a sweet little maid she

Just what the
Jread —costs far less than

a delight - to
Mange and Puddings,

new

is, no more like this imp of darkness
| than a plaice is like a pilchard. She
“tukes after the Raymonds.”
| And the Vicar is strict with
IN)} \ opd
Timothy screwed up his lips.
“Well, sir, there be some gnntlomon
on the \()1()()] board do say he's a
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The Vicar’s Nephew ;
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CHAPTER L

“So' this is what you call
road hereabouts, it?”
Jenkins.

He had stopped half- way up the
hill, -to look about him, and to let
Timoth_\', the fisherman who had met
him' at the station, put down the
heavy bag and rest a bit before climb-
ing any further. Behind them the
steep road wound in and out between
rough granite blocks and tussocks of
dwarf gorse. Before them it rose
up sharply, a stony track bordered by
wet and withered heather tufts; and
turned, passing out of sight round the
shoulder of a lichened rock. For the
rest, a waste of barren moorland; an
angry sun going down, red in a fiery
glow; a fierce north \.md that rush-
ed b), shrieking curses; and below
the cliffs a sullen, moaning, desper-
ate sea; that was all. On summer
days the moor might wear a brighter
face among the gold and purple
glories of its- flowcring time; even
this ashen sea had doubtless green

blue delights to show on _sunny
mornings after rain; but this was
the doctor’s first glimpse of Corn-
wall, and in-the December evening
cser\(hmz seemed to him chill and
bleak and desolate.

The sun dipped, ]m\ms: a long red
trail across the water, a bloody fin-
ger-mark that the waves made haste
to wash ouf.’ Timothy picked up the
bag again.

“It’s not so far
be in before dark. Eh, why surely
that be Maaster ; Richayd’s from
Gurnard’s Head, and the~¢ld woman
with him. Good evenifig, maaster!”

a good
said Dr.

18

shall

now, sir; we

A pony-cart laden with apples jog-?

ged round the projecting shoulder of
the granite rock. Farmer and pony
walked side by side; but for the dif-
ference in the number of legs they
might have been twin brothers, so
much alike they were in expression,
in roundness of comfortable figure, in
solid evenness of tread. In the cart,
among the apples, sat an old woman,
half asleep.

“This is the new doctor for Porth-
carrick,” said Timothy. “We shall
have two doctors now, for old .Dr.
Williams is stopping on, theugh he's
pas{ much work. Are you rested
now, s;r?"”

Thcy climbed a little further, while
Farmer Richards and his pony jogged
slowly down the hill.

“Hullo!” said the doctor, looking
round. - “Something’s wrong with the
old fellow’s cart. Look, he’s making
signs to us. What is it?"”

The farmer was gesli(uh\ting fran-
tically with his whip, and trying to
shout louder than the angry wind.

“Police!” he yelled in a despdiring
voice. “Murder! Help! Police!”

“*In all time of our tribulation’!”
gasped the old womiar, folding her

ands. “It’s the gang.”

A big, muscular, black-haired boy,
with a skin tanned almost to coﬂ'ee-
color, and a face which struck the
doctor as repulsively ugly, came tenr-
ing over the brow of the hill. A score!
of minor demons followed at his heels,
brandishing sticks and yelling furi- |
ously. The gang descended with such |
suddenness, that before the farmer

could defend himself the pony was,

unhooked from the shafts and the old
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| woman stood wailing by the roadside,
wringing her hands at the sight o
the over-turned cart and the apples
rolling in the mud. s Timothy and
the doctor came running back, the
farmer recovered heart of grace and

d about him with his whip. After
a sharp skirmish the gang broke and
fled in all directions down the hill,
velling and screeching, with bulging
purk sts crammed with apples. Pur-
suit seemed to be hopeless; but in the
act ul aping, one of the boys, a
freckled, lanky, hobbledhoy, caught
his foot against a stone and fell
sprawling. The farmer pounced upon
hi m instantly.

ck!” shrieked
Jack!”

The leader bounded to the spot,
tripped up the top-heavy farmer with
a dexterous twist of one foot, drag-
ged the fallen boy up by the collar,
and despatched him a# a headlong
pace -ln\\nh)II by a thump between
the shoulder Then he glanced round
to see if any one else were in need of
help. It was evidently an 'established
convention that he shauld be the first
to charge and the to flee. As he
turned # follow the gang a hand
dropped on his shoulder.

“I've caught -one, at any rate,”
said Dr. Jenkins. “No, don’t hit him,”
he added, rcepting the farmer’s
fist. “And all that bad language
won't get your cart up, my man;
Timothy, help him with the cart, and
leave the boy to me.”

The farmer, still swearing, went to
join Timothy, who was trying to lift
the t; the old woman meanwhile
(ullu ting (hn scattered apples.

\\(ll, you're a promising young
\levil,” said Dr. Jenkins to his pris-
f:m-r, who was wriggling in his grasp
ike a conger eel. “What's your
name

“W hul s yours?

“Lord bless you, sir,”
“that’s Jack Raymond.
to our Vicar.”

“And own son to Beelzebub,”
farmer muttered from between
wheels.

The swarthy imp grinned at the
compliment, showing his white teeth.

“Nephew . to the Vicar!” Dr.
Jvnkin.\' repeated incredulously.

“Here, stand up, boy; dunt wriggle
about so. I won't hurt you.”

Jack’s eyes opened | {wide in scornful
amazement, and the doctor saw how
luminous they were.

“I should just about
wouldn't!”

He left off kicking, however, and
stood up straight. His ugliness was
of an unfamiliar, barbaric type; but
there was nnthlng degenerate about it,
notwithstanding the heavy jaw; his
head, indeed, was finely shaped, and
the deep-set eyes would have. been
really magnificent, but for their sul-
len, morose expression. The singu-
| lar breadth between them, and the
black line of the brows meeting above,
gave to .the face a look of stren,gth
and concentration more appropriate to
a bison than to a child.

“So you're the captain of the Bad
Boys’ Gang, are you ” said the doc-
tor. “And what's your special lme
if one may ask? Stealing poor men’s
goods and fnghtemng old_women out
of their senses, eh?”

“Yes,” said Jack, looking straight;
at him: “and stinging when we get a
chance, like that hornet on §Qur
beard. \

the captive.

to

inte

said Timothy,
He be nephew

the
the

think you

face. Immediately he received a vio-
lent blow, delivered with admirable

Jack was racing downhill at break-
neck speed.
The doctor leaned against a rock

his eyes. It was impossible to feel
angry, the thing had been so neatly

lone
“What a little devil!” he gasped,
soon as he could speak. “Oh, whut
an outhndhh little devil!”
nd that boy,” said Timethy, as
ﬂn mlkodo;d'lmnltmtlncnn
been “has been brought
up in a house and has had the

and laughed till the tears ran out-of |

{ bit too strict; ‘the flogging parson,’
| they call him, because he's all for
more caning in the schools. But to
'my mind he's right, sir; the human
heart is corrupt and desperately
wicked, :md how else be 'ee goin' to
inwtil the féar of God into a boy?”

“It doesn't seem tn have got
‘ snlhul into this one.’

“Ah, that’s the bad blood in him.
Many a tear he’s cost poor Mrs. Ray-
mond. You must know, she comes of
a very respectable family, up St.
Ives way; good church people, all of
them,. and not used to such goings
on. She’s a godly, pious womap, and
good to the poor, as a clergyman’s
wife should be, and 's cared for
those two children as if they'd been
her own, though they're none of her
kin. Little Molly's the, apple of her
eve. She's tried her hardest to coax
the devil out of the boy, and the Vicar,
he’s tried to thrash it out, and you
might as well plant potatoes on the
l’r!mel Stone. He's his mother’s own

t

in-

by

“Who was she?”

“A scarlet woman, sir; a play act-
ress from London that Captain John
brought home when he was young
and wild, to carry shame into a de-
cent house. Lord knows what she'd
been before he married her. If you'll
believe it, sir, she’d s=moke tobac
like a man, and her foot was never
inside a place of worship. And then
her flaunting skirts and her lewd
ways—it was enough to make the old
Tnlk~ turn in their - graves! She'd

rapes about under the cliffs in dirty
\\mu}\u singing to herself, with her
hair streaming down her back, for all
the world like -a madwoman. Why,
I've see her myself sitting half-dress-
ed with her bare feet in a rock-pool
and a crazy artist fellow from London
painting her portrait—great maazéd
antic! She was as ugly as sin, too;
you can tell by the boy; but Captain
John was fair mad about her. How
ever, she went the way of damnation
after the little maid was born; ‘took
an engagement,’ she called and ran
off to Paris to her pla ing;
tis written in the - Scriptures: ‘the
dog returneth to his vomit, and the
sow to her wallowing in the mire.'
And there she took the cholera, and
died like an unrepentant heathen, so
I’'ve heard tell. 'Tis ph\in it was a
judgment. And ‘the Captain, poor

silly fool, instead of being duly -
ful to Providence for a good 1
of bad rubbish, he took on as if |
heart was broken in' him, .md never
held up his head again—

‘Is this Porthcarrick?’
interrupted as a sharp
road brought them to
hills and a fishing village
between l wo great clifi’s.

§ “Yas, and that's the lighthouse
heyond s cliff. The white
house there . Hewitt's school; a
lot of gentlefolk send their sons there

the Viear’s trustee for it; and that
big-one higher up Heath Brow,
where the Sauire lives.”

“And the u!d house by the.church,
all over ivy?

Th.x( s !hp Vies ‘u{e'

as

' the doctor
turn of the
a break in the
tling

ne

is

«

']hn next morning, when Dr. Jen-
kins returned from . his first stroll
through the village, he found on his
table a card henmg the mwnphnn
“Rev. Jos. Raymond, The Vicarage,
Porthcarrick, Cornwall.”

“The Vicar said he'd

said the landlady. “He seemed in a
great taking; I suppose it’s . that
devil’s limb Jack again; they do say
he scared poor old Mrs. Richards fair
to death on the cliff road yesterday;
-.mu«hed the cart and lamed the pony
and——

“Come, come,” said the doctor,
not auite so bad-gs that. I was there
myself. Has thefarmer been com-
plaining 7"

“Yes, sir; they/say the Vicar had a
long bill to pay ‘him this morning; he
threatened to brmz an action for as-
sault and battery.”

“Oh, that’s absurd. I'll go round
to the Vicar after dinner and !ell him
the truth of the story myself.”

As he entered the Vlcuraze garden
a sound of light feet running came|
from behind the fuchsia hedge. Be-!
fore he had time tq draw back, a small
creature in a holland pmnfurc dashed

call again,”

“it's

| round the corner and came in a head-|
Dri Jenkins, forgetting the season,, long rush against his legs, then start- | should do to you, do ye even so to
instinctively put his hand up to his*ed away, tossing back a tawny mane. | them.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry! Did I hurt you,

sir?”

precision; and by the time he realized| The doctor looked down fn surprise, |
that a trick had been played on him,‘

wondering if this prett
reully be Jack Raymond’s sister.

“Hurt me? What, by treading on
my toes? I was afraid it was I that
had hurt vou. Are you Mr. Ray-
mond’s little niece?”

“I'm Mollv. Did vou want to see
uncle?”
* She led him into the house; he,
nugnwhllc. unsuccessfully trving to
draw her into conversation. He was
fond of children; and Molly, clean and
wholegome throughout, shy yet not
awkward, freckled and tenned with

.mudwind appeared to him a

the l

child could!

creature altogether delightful. Charm-
ing as she was, however, she would
certainly not grow up beautiful; for,
though so unlike her brother in col-
oring and expression, she possessed,
in a modified form, the same obstin-
ate mouth and heavy jaw; but her
eyes bore no resemblance to Jack’s;
they were deliciously limpid and blue.

The Rev. Mr. Raymond was an iron-
grey man, serious and cold, with eyes
as lifeless as his grizzled hair. He
held” himself erect like ag soldier,

| though without a soldier’s ease.
| was about him an antiquated stiffness,

yet withal a patient dignity, as of one
mindful that he was made in the im-
age of God. His sense of order would
not- tolerate useless growth of any
kind; therefore he wus\ clean-shaven,
qhnwmg the nakedness of the worst
thing in his face—a Chinese insen-
sitiveness, at the corners of the mouth.
A little more curve and pointing of
the lines mlghl have rendered the
face a fine one, impressive if not sym-
pathetic; but as it was, he seemed a
diagram of virtue drawn in mono-
chrome.
(To be vonlinued.)
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Canadians Have $691,891,000 Deposits | |

Drawing Interest.

The banking system of Canada is
regarded by many high authorities as

other in the world.
system more beneficial

encouragement it gives< to

throughout the country to save small | pretty lassie;
banks have |
their agencies everywhere throughout |

sums of money. The
the country, and so closely do they
follow development that no commun-
ity of any importance is left without
banking facilities.

When the great Klondike rush took
place in the late nineties the bank
men were on the muun\l all ready to
do business, before but the first
prospectors had turned their faces in
that direction. Later, in the
and gold rushes of Cobalt, Gowganda,
and Porcupine, the tent to house the
branch bank was alw of the
first to go up in the camp made at the
of a new “st ”  Likewige in
the agricultural West soon as a
new section is to be settled, the bank
is there and ready afford all the
facilities y| ven to business men of the
great p

ccording to a recent report, there
than 3,000 branch

Every one of these
s savings of even the
down to one dollar,
the whole bal-
depositor's credit. The
withdrawal ol money, while neceszan:
ily and properly restricted, is not.at-
tended with any difficulty or burden-
some formality. T)w money is always
at the deposit comma but, in
his own inte -n\' no less than i
that of the b , he is offered induce-
ments to leave his savings intact.

The banks come to the
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care.

roper
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entrusted to their
The fur that are strictly for savings
purposes and those more or less made
use of for transactions
not be separated by any sharp
but for ordir
of esti imate it is usual to count as sav-

rs those funds in care of the banks
withdrawable only after no-
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In the 1901,
population of Canada hs
doubled, ings de
chartered banks have increas
than three-fold. According
most recent report available
posits now make up the
sum of $691,891,000. This is an.aver-
age of almost $100 man,
woman and child in the country.

The existence of these vings
proof that there is a strong clement
of thrift in the Canadian people. The
fact that so many people have taken
advantage of the facilities afforded |
by the chartered banks to place their
spare cash where it will be safe 'an|
always carning, while available at ur.y
time in case of emergency, should en-
courage every follower of the new
fashion of thrift to open an account.
o

THE GOLDEN RULE.
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Forms of it" Oeccur in Greek and

Roman Authors.

Five hundred years before Christ,
writes J. A. S. Wilson in the Saturday
Review, Confucius enunciated the
Golden Rule “Do not unto others what
you would not.they should do unto
you.” The Chinese sage's maxim is
similar to Hillel’'s: “What to thyself
is hateful, to thy neighbor thou shalt
not do” (Tobit iv.,, 15), and other

| forms of it occur in Greek and Roman
authors.

But the Golden Rule of our Lord as
i given in the Gospel according to St.
Matthew, vii., 12, is: “Therefore all
things whatsoever ye would that men

The latter rule is “positive,”
! the other is “negative”; and, as the
Right Rev. Charles Gore points out in
his practical exposition of “The Ser-
{mon on the Mount,” “One great su-
periority: of our Lord over ‘other
teachers lies in the positive character
of His teachings. His will is not
simply that men should abstain from
wrong-doig, buj rather that they
should be occupied in right-doing.”

Kungaroos. of which there are
fifty-six species, can sometimes leap
as much as twenty feet. The male
llanproo stands from six to seven

,feet bigh.

¢l
v

being more perfectly adapted to the |

conditions it has to meet than any |tion suggests, surely, a gay and harm-
In nothing is this | less youth in all the bravery of his |
than in the | knotted garter ribbons and rosetted.
people | shoes, setting forth to court some
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another to know very well with whom

. he makes himself a partner, lest the

Gilderoy Was a “Bonny Boy” of Six
Feet Ten Inches.

“Higher than Gilderoy's kite”—we
have all heard the expression, but not
many of us know who or what Gilde-
| roy was.

be laughing, and the royal dignity suf-
fer thereby.”

Gilderoy, for whom his audacious
affront to the royal dignity soon made
France impossible, returned to Scot-
land,
and highway robbery, and was finally
betrayed by a confederate ‘and hanged
on a gallows so high that his swinging
body was likened by those who saw
the execution to a kites

R RN
MINISTERIAL PETER PAN.

“Gilderoy was a bonny boy,
Had roses tull his shoone,
His stockings were of silken soy,
Wi’ garters hanging doune.”

The old Scotch balladist’s descrip-

Little Youthful-Looking

Runciman.

the
Mr.

Given
Hon.

“Runciman’s great disadvantage is
that he never looks old enough for the
job,” a Labor leader in England re-
marked recently when disc ing the
President of the Board of Trade and
the South Wales coal strike. Certain-
ly Mr. Runciman seems to be a Minis-
terial Peter Pan. He refuses to grow
up. “What, that boy! How ridicu-
lous!” a distinguished . visitor to the
House of Commons remarked on be-
ing told that the gentleman address-
ing the House was the President of
the Board of Trade. There was some
excuse for the remdyrk, for Mr. Runci-
man appears at least ten years

ounger than his actual age—forty-
five—and is the most boyish-looking
Minister who has ever had a seat in
the Cabinet.

The son of Sir Walter Runciman,
the famous shipowner, Mr. Runciman
has represented Dewsbury, in Parlia-
ment since 1902. He first entered the
House of Commons, however, as mem-
ber for Oldham in 1899, but was de-

ated in the following year by Mr.
Winston Churchill, then a very active
Unionist. ” said Mr.
Churchill, as he shook hands with his
opponent after the election; “I do not
think the world has heard the last of
either of us.” Now they in the
same Cabinet and can-afford to laugh
over the “battles lgng ago.”

It was not lofig after he

Parliament that Mr. Runciman
mnkul down as “‘coming man.”
His has been phenomenally ra-
| pid, first obtaining Cabinet rank in
1908 as President of the Board of
Education. His business training has
undoubtedly been of the greatest val-
ue to him, and he quickly gained the
reputation of being a man with a Keen
head for finance, and a hard debater,
while his wit and have
livened many a meeting inside
outside the House.

L3

but the old-time ballad |
of broadsheet and itinerant singer too
often corresponded to the blood-and-
thunder dime novel of to-day in glori-
fying worthless criminals out of all
knowledgg. #The unpoetized Gilderoy
of fact was young, and dr ssed with
gaudy richness; but he a “bon-
ny boy” of six feet ten in hh stocking
feet, a hulking ‘giant with glittering

shock of black curls, and a

cheek. His strength was
enormous, and when, after a series of
brutal robberies and murders, he had
been overpowered by a posse of  sol-
diers, tried and condemned to death,
it-enabled him to break his bonds and
escape to France.

He did not venture, in a new-coun-
try, to resume his crimes of violence,
but he devoted himself instead to
thievery, and became before long the
very king of cutpurses.

One day when the king and court
with the great Cardinal Richelieu had
gone in state to attend mass at St.
Denis, the King's eye was caught by a
towering stranger in magnificent at-
tire, and caught at the moment the
stranger's hand moving gently toward
the unnoting cardinal’s pocket "and
dexterously extracting his purse.'
Moreover, at that instant<the pick-
pocket lifted his eyes and met those of
the king. Seizing his chance,
Gilderoy smiled and made a slight
signal to the king to keep silence. |
Convinced that the theft was merely a |
friendly wager or jest, King Louis de-
lightedly complied, and as soon as the |
service was ended approached Riche-
lieu and inquired if he had perchance |
a purse of gold about him, as not hav- |
ing he 1 to borrow a
coin.

Richelicu immediately
purse and discovered his loss;
king's laughter was
when he discovered that not only was
the theft genuine, but the light-fin-
gered dandy who had ventured to ~-
make a “pal” out of the king of Her Fate.

France had not hesitated also to emp- uv[“”“' Binks, how are you getting
ty the royal pocket on his way out of  on?” “Oh, I've just k’"{ married.”
the chapel, “That’s good.” “No, it's not. She's

“Which shows,” a con- | 4 pegular Tartar.” “That’s bad.” *]
temporary chronicler wdeed His | jirg not. She’s got plenty of money
\I.u‘ sty with some \h. amelastness has “That's good.” “No, i(v; 2t fhats
admitted, that though all must laugh | jofillv mean” “That's “No,
when a king jests and none may com- | ji's not because she has to keep me,
plain, if the move be *hooves the king anyway.”  “That's good.” “No, it's
who jests to do so of his own wit and | o8 Py half-starved.” “That’s rot-
device, if he share his jest \\nh | ton.®
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Compare the paper bag that
tears and spills with the tidy,
convenient
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laugh turn against those who would |

bétook himself to cattle lifting |

THE “DEAD”
SOLDIER’S DOUBLE

FRENCH WIFE MOURNS GB!MAN
AS HUSBAND.

Captain Belmont of French Army No
Longer Hgs Any Official

Existence.

" The following is a true story of one
of the German methods «f spying.
Captain Belmont had been dangerous-
ly wounded in an action in the Cham-
{ pagne country, and was carried to a

hospital in a little neighboring town,

where he shortly died without regain-
fing consciousness. On searching his
| pockets when he was admitted the
authorities had found a letter address-
ed to his wife, with the note: “Please
forward in case of dangerous wound-
ing.” The letter was sent, and Mme:
Belmont was able to reach the hospi-
tal from Paris before her husband
was placed in his coffin. The nursing
sister who had attended the captain
received her and tried to break the
| news as gently as possible, but at the
first words the widow understood and
fell fainting into her arms. The sis-
ter, who knew that the dead man’s
| face was fearfully mutilated, ma
aged to persuade the wife not to ihd
| sist on seeing her husband’s features
again, so as “to keep in her memory
the face as she had last seen it.”

Letter From Husband.

Mme. Belmont returned to Paris
and shut herself up with her frief, de-
clining the offer of her mother to go
and stay with her. Three months
passed, and then one morning the post
brought a'letter, dated on the enve-
lope from a hospital, with the address

1 in the writing of her husband. As if
turned to stone she held the letter in
her hands, gazing at it with fixed
eyes and not daring to open it, and
scarcely breathing in the mad conflict
of feelings that overwhelmed her.
Finally she drew out a letter, and as
she”read it line by line she fancied
her reason was leaving her, There
were only a few words, in a trembling
hand, to say that hu husband had
been wounded in Champagne and sent
to a hospital on the Normandy coast.
He had hung on the edge of death for
months, and it was only now that he
was saved and had the strength to
send her these few, lines.

Truth Came Out.

The dates he gave of his wound and
admission to the hospital correspond-
with those given by the nursing
sister, and the wife was left in a haze
of doubt and-mystery until she went
to Normandy, and then the truth came
out. There the captain told her that
he had been left for dead on the field,
and when he came to himself after
many hours he found himself stripped

f his uniform and cap, and a man

in his clothes was standing

him. \x\.mln 1z his revol-

ver, !h'xt had fallen by the

captain fired point nIAln k in the face of

the man who had robbed him, and re-

membered no more. It was whilst still

unconscious that the ambulance men

had found him, as well as the other

man, and sent them to different hospi-
tals.

ed

his side,

No Longer Exists.

The
strange
that all wa

natural comment this
but veracious story would be
s well that ended, well, but,
the consequences are
Captain Belmont having been

y returned dead has no longer

vil state of existence. He has

been wiped out of the book of living
Frenchmen and can no longer give or
receive or sign or buy or sell. He is
excluded from society, and though he
is alive and well, his wife is a widow,
i and if a child were born it would be
a posthumous one. It will probably
months and cost no small sum
him to regain his place in the

on

take

for

sun.
*

NEW BRUNSWICK TO ACT.

The Survey of Crown Lands to be
| Proceeded With.

The Government of New Brunswick

as announced that in the near future
it will appoint a provincial forester
and procted with the survey of Crown
timber lands, as provided for in the
! Act of 1912, The Crown lands com-
prise an area of over ten thousand
square miles, or approximately one-
third the total area of the province
The propgsed action is entirely logic:
al, in view-of the fact that the pro-
;\’in('u derives an annual revenue of
' over half a million dollars from these
| lands. A careful stock-taking, to-
| gether with a thorough and scientific
investigation of the questions of re-
production and rate of growth, will
be reauired to determine the means
! necessary for the perpetuation of the
forest and of the revenues resulting
;fu-m its exploitation.

Felt Acquainted With Her.

Mrs. Jones frequently amused her
| neighbors and friends by implying
| that she was acquainted with some
| of the most exclusive people, although
her own social position was ordinary.
| One day she chanced to mention a
| certain most exclusive lady quite as
! if she had a calling acquaintance with
| her. “Do you know Mrs. G——1"
| asked the neighbor. “Well, not to
say personally, but, in & way, I feel
asquainted with her—in a way. You
sce, we both get onr milk off the
same man.”




