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|Mysteries of Nature

When the world was young its in­
habitants took the naive view that it 
was adorned to minister to their pleas- 
ure. This view, alas, has bad to give 
way under the attacks of the modern 
scientist, says the Washington Star. 
We now know, thanks to these men, 
that the refreshing green of the woods - 
and meadows is not provided for cur 
enjoyment, but for the serious and 
practical purpose of plant nutrition; 
the flowers display their bright colors 
to attract the Insect that conveys the 
pollen from stamen to stigma.

By the same token, it appears, the 
Alpine hare is snow-colored so as to be 
hidden from the sight of its enemy; 
while the lion is tawny and the tiger 
Is striped, in order that they may be 
undistinguishable from the natural 
background as they lie in wait for 
their prey.

All these facts are plain enough and 
we admire * the perfection cf these 
adaptions. Indeed, it may be said 
that we now entertain a feeling of 
intelligent appreciation for their 
greater worth than the ignorant of 
old.
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Restitution;
Or, The Bridal Dress.

back on the white cushions, beneath the 
shade of a pink-lined lace parasol, sat 
Leslie Ford, her eyes fixed absently on 
the distant line where sea and sky seem- 
od to meet together, and her beauty 
heightened by the rich ecstume of pearl- 
oclored silk which she wore; while Ed- 
mund St. Just bent over her with eyce of 
lover-Yke devotion, and the addel pride of 
conscious proprietorship.

Corona turned sh irply away, and the 
unwelcome sight stinging her like an en- 
vencmed arrow. But she need not have 
averted her gaze 60 quickly. Neither 
bride nor bridegroom saw her, as the two 
carriages pacsed each other in the throng.

"Look, Croney, look!" cried tactless 
Aunt Tribulation. "There’s Leslie and 
her husband! Dear, dear, how proud he 
looks! And how handsome she is! Did 
you catch a squint at ’em, Croney dear.

"I wish you wouldn’t shout so!" said 
Miss Calderon, in low accents of concen- 
trated wrath. "Do you want all Long 
Branch to hear you? Any one would know 
you had been a housekeeper, and a sec- 
vant, into the bargain, by the way you 

bellow."
"I didn’t know as you heard what I 

was a-eayin’, Croney," said Aunt Tribula- 
tion, meekly subsiding into her own cor- 
ner of the carriage, and looking like a 
whipped dg.

"Heard!" scornfully repeated the heir- 
ess, biting her lip. "Why, the dead peo- 
ple in Trinity. Church-yard could have 
heard you, if they had cared to listen to 
such silly cackle!"

But, alas! poor Corona Calderon had not

CHAPTER XXVII.
“Why don’t you talk, Aunt Trib? Why 

don’t you say something? Where’s the 
use off sitting there, as mute as a mum- 
my? You’re just about as entertaining 
a companion as a log would be."
3 Lit was now nearly three weeks since Co- 
rona Calderon had turned her companion 
so relentirealy out-of-doors, and, sooth to 
say, the heiress was beginning to repent 
having acted 60 immediately upon her 
first angry impulse. Of course, she ar- 
gued within herself, it was very wrong 
and wicked of Leslie Ford to aspire to a 
flirtation with her, Corona’s, admirer. 
But. equally, of course, it never would 
have amounted to anything more serious 
than a flirtation. For Mr. St. Just never 

• would have stopped, in sober earnest, to 
notice an insignificant little chit of a 
thing like Loclie Ford, who had neither 
fortune nor spirit, nor even, in Corona’s 
opinion, extraordinary good looks to re. 
commend her. And she did mice Leslie’s 
pleasant companionship and unfailing pa. 
tience more and more as the days went 
on. There were a thousand things which 
Leelie’s det fingers had been wont quick- 
ly to perform, that no one else could do 
to suit her, there were a myriad of spare 
moments, once enlivened by Leslie’s viva- 
-clous presence, now hanging heavily up- 
on her Gands. And, in consequence of

3

It has been pointed out that Dar­
win’s brilliant hypothesis cf the sur­
vival of the fittest does not satisfac­
torily explain just how the different 
organisms set about acquiring the 
various characteristics and colors 
that are now so useful to them. Mere 
and there an instance may be cited 
wherein the process of adaption is 
explicable enough, but there are, on 
the other hand, many cases that baffle 
the ingenuity of biologists of to-day

What is more unintelligible and * 
has apparently never been explained 
is that nature is often lavish in dis- 

i pensing brilliant colors where, in the 
natural course of events, they can 

evidently never be of any account 
■whatever. The number of Instances 
of this kind are innumerable, and a 

jfew may be cited for illustration. Why, 
for instance, is the blood of all warm- 
;blocded, and of many cold-blooded 
animals red? It is not intended, under 
normal circumstances, to be visible.

its principal function being fulfilled 
in the lungs, hidden away from sight. 
Attention has been drawn to the re

these unwelcome facts. Corona Calderon 
was out of humor with herself, and all 
the world besides.

Aunt Tribulation Jackson, who had re- 
gretted her niece's precipitate policy even 
more than the young lady herself, start- 
ed, and looked piteously up at Corona's

yet drunk the cup of her bitter mortifies- 
tion to its dregs. Wherever she bent her 

abrupt, and by no means complimentary footsteps it seemed destined by a capti-
address. She was sitting by the window cious Fate that she should come into jm- 
trying to unravel the mysteries of some mediate contact with Mr. and Mrs. St.

complicated worsted pattern that Leslie’s Juet. who were at present the reigning 
qu ok ingenuity would have set, right ‘n : stars of fashion at the brilliant American 
a minute a pattern that was like a Ohal- watering-place. Edmund St. Just's style 
daie inscription in Aunt Tribulation's puz- and reputed wealth, his young wife's 
zled eyos. - ia ' 1 11- —

"Why don’t I talk?" repeated she, some-

re-
markable beauty, and the vague atmos- 
phe re, of poetic romance which surround- 
ed their sudden marriage, all united to elwhat confused.

"Yes, why don’t you talk? And I do ____ ______ __________
wish, Aunt Trib, you’d break yourself of in the place. And upon every side Corona

make them the most popular personage;

that odious, countrified habit of repeat- found herself compelled, unwillingly, to 
ing everything over after me. just like a feten to the enthusiastic praises of Mrs. 
poll parrot!" Sit. Juet. After once or twice, however,

she steeled herself to reply with self-con- 
trol to the torrent of questions to which

German Sharpshooters in Their Well-Protected Lairs.
It is almost impossible for the allies to dislodge these German sharpshooters who are intrenched behind this splinter-proof sloping shed. 

The rain of bullets from the allies’ rifles is deflected by the steep incline of the roof of the shelter. The roof completely covers the trench. 
There is a narrow slit running its entire length through which the sharpshooters fire from behind their straw breastworks. To send a shot 
through this opening from the ranks of the allies is almost impossible.

"Well. I guess it’s ‘cause I hain’t got 
nothin’ to say," answered Aunt Tribula­
tion. in de peration. she was daily exposed. It was worse than 

useless, che know, to betray her own mor- 
tifention and discontent to the curious 
eyes of the gaping world, and so she 
learned to listen with a set, formal smile, 
to answer in out and dried phrases, in a 
manner unusual to her.

"I wish Leslie Ford was in Jericho!" she 
would cry out, when alone with Aunt 
Tribulation. "And St. Just too! I’m sick 
and tired of hearing about them!"

And Misa Jackson would answer sooth- 
ingly:

"Never mind, Croney, never mind!"

"Oh, pohsw! There’s always plenty to 
talk about," retorted Corona. "Leslie 
Ford always used to find plenty to say."

"Leslie Ford was cut after a different 
pattern from me," groaned Mice Jackson.

"One never had a chance to get stupid 
, when she was around,” yawned Corona.

"I fliy. Aunt Trib!"
"Woll!"
"If Leslie Ford would come back here 

and humbly ask my pardon, promising 
never again to carry on with any of my 
beaus. I’m not altogether certain but 
that I would take her back into my ser- 
vice again."

"I wish to goodness you would. 
Croney!" said Mies Jackson, brightening 
up. "Leslie was a dreadful handy girl 
to have around. She trimmed my caps 
real French fashion, and always looked 
arter the kove herself. And—"

markable analogy between the red
as he spoke a toy of sandal-wood and sil- 
ver, which he had given her in the first 
glow of their honey-moon.

"What have you been doing?" said he. 
"Keeping a diary. ITS go bail! Putting 
down all the causes, of complaint you 
have against your husband! A woman 
must blab to some one, and if she hasn’t 
any dear, confidential gossip at hand, a 
sheet of blank paper is the next best 
thing."

"I never kept a diary in my life, Ed- 
mund," said Leslie, trying to smile 
through her tears.

"Then what is it you have been scrib- 
bling?’ he demanded, sullenly.

"I was beginning a letter to Mrs. Ut- 
ley, a friend of mine in Europe."

"To tell her how wretched you are, I 
suppose? Let me see it."

Leslie bit her lip.
"Is it the part of a gentleman to read 

all his wife’s letters?" said she, stung be- 
yond endurance.

"It’s the part of a gentleman to do as 
he pleases, and keep his wife well in 
check," retorted St. Just, with a savage 
oath— the first Leslie had ever heard from 
his lips. "And I tell you, I will see that 
Better! Nay, if you don’t choose to hand 
it over, I can find it for myself easily 
enough."

And drawing the scented desk toward 
him, he flung its contents right and left, 
in a sort of frenzy.

Leslie had instinctively stretched forth 
her hand to rescue it- but she saw at 
once how vain any attempt at resistance 
would be, and cat by with varying color, 
and teeth pressed firmly over her lower 
lip insulted, outraged, and yet utterly 
helpless! Until, all of a sudden, a card 
photograph dropped from an inner draw- 
er lined with pale-blue velvet. Edmund 
St. Just took it up and looked at it, while

lish cavalry regiment ever finds 
itself lobbed off with Indian fodder 
men and horses show disgust In their 
own way.

Gurkhas Friendly.
The Gurkha Js proverbial an ac­

commodating person and gives his 
British officer, with whom he Is on 
the friendliest possible terms, as 
little difficulty as possible. But in 
Bombay when a regiment was em­
barking the question arose as to

a livid pallor settled around his mouth 
and eyes.

"So," said he, in a low, repressed tone, 
"this is the secret of your life, is it, Mrs. 
St, Just?" ,

It. was Lucian Ferrier’s photograph 
the sole relic of the past that poor Les- 
lie had ventured to preserve— the picturedi 
lineaments which she had now and then 
indulged herself, with gazing at, when 
she felt that her cross was greater than 
she could bear. Surely, surely it was a 
harmless talisman, and yet what a ter- 
rible evil it was working her now. With 
a face as white as marble, she put out 
her trembling hand.

"Give it to me!" she said. "It is mine!"
"I will not give it to you!"
With deliberate calmness he tore the 

picture in two, and tossed it out of the 
window.

"Thus I fling Lucian Ferrier to the 
winds!" he said. "And, by heavens, ma- 
dame, if I don’t fling you after him, it 
is only because I am more merciful than 
you deserve! A preity wife you, to be 
dreaming over another man’s picture ! Al 
pretty specimen of womanhood, to keep 
up a living Me like thia!" special and orthodox way. The
Leslie looked at him with startled eyes, disgust which the strict Hindu feels 
“How did you know hie name was Lu at physical contact with beef is so 
cian Ferrier?” gasped she. Intense that he will sometimes vomit

St. Juet bit his lip; the color mounted at the sight of It; the prejudice is so

FEEDING INDIAN SOLDIERS blood pigment and the green pigment 
of plant leaves, but" whatever may be 
the chemical analogy here, there Is no 
anology whatever In the functions, 
since the color of chlorophyl is plainly 
connected with its function in ab- 
sorbing light for the purpose of build­
ing up starch from atmospheric carban 
dioxide. In the cake of hemoglobin 
there is no such analogous function 
whatever.

Then, too. It is known that there 
must be colorless subst»- vable

HARD PROBLEM FOR BRITISH 

COMMISSARIAT.
CHAPTER XXVIII.

‘But brilliant as was her position to all 
outward appearances, Leslie St. Just was 
very far from being a happy bride. Al- 
most are the echoes of the clergyman’s 
solemn benediction had ceased to vibrate

Won't Eat Beef and Goat, and Mutton 

Must Be Killed In

Orthodox Way.

A peculiar problem has to be met 
by the British commissariat in supply­
ing the various castes and sects of 
the Indian army with meat food.

The Gurkha, the Rajput, and other 
Hindus will eat goat or mutton, pro­
vided the animal has been killed in a

"Where is she?" interrupted Corona.
“Blanchard knows. Blanchard sent her

on her ear, the forlorn and solitary young 
wife had awakened to the terrible con-

trunk to some place here, said Aunt sciousnees that she had made a fatal mis-
Tribulation, "and I spose she hain’t mov- take. She had married a man whom she
ed yet, unless she’s got a new situation could not love, simply because his pas-
somewhere, which ain’t noways likely." sionate and determined persistency had 

"Tell Blanchard to hunt her up at once, overcome her feeble opposition— - he had 
and tell her I want to see her," said Co- perjured herself before Almighty God and 

a rona, to whose regal mind it never occur- all the on-looking world only because she 
Ted but that Leslie Ford, after having been needed a shelter from cruel want a bar- 
• ignominiously turned out of her house, rier between herself and poverty

would be thankful for leave to creep back she had married Edmund Sf. Just, and 
again, and eager to lick, humbly, the feet she knew, now that it was too late, that 
that had spurned her! The condescen- she had sinned before Heaven and earth, 
sion. Mies Calderon opined, would all be 
on her side—and she really regarded her-'
self as * sort of forgiving angel.

Aunt Tribulation made haste to

whether they would eat frozen meat, 
A conclave of officers deckled that 
it would be better to put the case to 
the men. The Subadar was called, 
and, after a little wrinkling of the x mnev animais colored? For 
eyebrow, said: "I think, Sahib, the flesh of many animal «almon colored regiment will be willing to eat the example, hy whence It takes its 
Iced sheep provided one of them is with the hue whence It takes 8 

always present to see the animal n Similar conditions are met with In 
An Anglo-Indian asserts that the the vegetable kingdom. Why isthe red 

sight of so many conflicting and ir.beet deeply colored, while its close 
reconcilable sects now fighting side arn s has been contended, neither 

under normal circumstances sees the 
light of day. So it would seem to be 
problematical what useful function the

of performing tb- the 
blood, for many ower 
type actually h..58 fluids. 
Again it has bee. asked, why is the

But it was all over now, and past. Not
Ian ocean of tears, not all the keenest an- 
1guich of her vain repentance could recall 

dis., one of three precious moments which had by side for Great Britain is a phen­
omenon that should make the dis­
ciples of Treitschke look Into their 
political philosophy.

"What would Germany do with an 
Eastern Empire if she won it?" he 
asks, "when her natural vanity san­
ctifies itself In the faith that it is

patch Blanchard on the message of re- 
conciliation. But he had scarcely depart­
ed when a caller came in—one Mrs. Bel- 
lamy, a young married lady, who wore 
prodigious diamonds, trailed eUken skirts 
made after one of Worth’s latest patterns

flitted by so rapidly The past had gone 
irrevocably out of her control, and all 
that remained to her was to make the 
best of the miserable present. And, with 
pitiful attempts at wifely duty, Leslie 
endeavored to smile back to St. Just’s

redly to his temples, km -i 1 . inveterate that Mohammedans who 
good many of your aeoreto. Mrs. St.Juet!” are the descendants of Hindu con-

The young wife pressed her hand to her verts cannot reconcile themselves to 
forehead, and tried to collect her wander the taste. Happily, pork, the Mos- 
an€ nouent Phe Was that she had never lem abomination, does not compli- 
mentioned this episode of her past to Ed- cate the question of army rations.
mund St. Just. Lucian Ferrier’s name But the crux is not so much the 
wan too deep and hols a memory to be nature of the meat to be provided as 

uttered it in her arenine?" Had her secret the manner in which it is killed and 
escaped her in those mystic hours of night I cooked. In the, case of sheep the 
and solitude, when the sentinels of can- Sikh villager’s gorge will rise when 
tion and reticence are off guard, and - -
the freed eoul asserts its supremacy at

color can possibly serve.
Why does the madder root contain 

quantities of alazarine and allied dye 
stuffs that in the past have been of 
such great value, while in modern 
times we have learned to manufacture 
them by artificial means? Of what 
possible use can such dye stuffs be 
to the plants?

The watermelon is covered by a 
thick, opaque, dark green skin. We 
may' make some sort of conjecture 
as to the purpose of this: it perhaps 
serves to keep off certain of the large 
animals that would devour the fruit.

through the fashionable promenades at 
the Branch, and set up for a belle and a 

"I came to seo it you had heard the 
news,”’ said Mrs. Bellamy, fanning her- 
self with a marvelous invention of point 
lace and pearl clicks. "So charmingly ro- 
mantic! I always said he looked like a 
corsair, or a pirate, or some such deli- 
cion personage that we read about in no

“What news?” said Corona, ,rather un- 
graciously.

She did not especially like Mra. Belton 
Bellamy, apart frcen her inward convic­
tion that married ladies ought to stand 
aside from the liste, and leave the king­
dom of he’lohood to the younger damsels.

"Is it pcesible that you haven’t heard?" 
cried Mrs. Belton Bellamy, fanning her- 
self more violently than ever, until the 
cluster of eweet-peas on the top of her 
French hat flattened as if in a high wind. 
"Your pretty little companion femme de 
chambre, whatever you call her — Leslie 
Ford. I think her name was—"

“What of her?" ejaculated Corona, now 
begins ing to be really interested.

"She was married day before yesterday 
to Edmund St. Just !"

"Married!" Corona almost screamed 
out the words in her surprise and incre- 
dulity.

“Seems almost iinpossible, doesn't it?" 
said Mrs. Belton Bellamy, showing her ex- 
quisite white teeth. "But it’s quite true. 
I resure you. I had it from the best au- 
thority." 

"I don’t believe it!” blurted out Corona, 
changing from red to white and then back 
again. Mr. Belton Bellamy watched her 
from under her long flaxen eyelashes with 
sly satisfaction; she. too, had beard the 
rumor of Miss Calderon’s partiality for 
Mr. St. Just, and maliciously enjoyed her 
too evident discomfiture at hearing that 
he was lost to her forever.

"Ito true, though, my dear," said she. 
with omiling cruelty. "I had it from Mrs. 
Monteith—and Mrs. Monteith was one of 
the witnesses called in at the par or of 

♦ the Ocean Hotel, night before last. Doc- 
* tor Lenfall, of St. Prudentia’s, in New 

York, married them. And Mrs. Monteith 
says it was the strangest wedding she; 
ever beheld in her life, with the bride

smiles to inspire some answering light 
into her tear-dimmed eyes when he look- 
ed with lover-like fondness at her. When, 
with a heedleesnecs of cost which almost 
frightened her, he loaded her with dresses 
and jewels, and the rare, expensive trifles ■ 
which represent h small fortune in them-, 
selves, she would endeavor to simulate a 1 
pleasure she did not feel. And. although: 
she shrunk with instinctive shuddering| 
from his caresses and soft words, she 
put a resolute constraint upon herself to 
conceal her aversion from its unconscious 
object.

"He has been good to me," she told her- 
self again and again. "He has given me 
a home, protection, and the shelter of 
his name all that man has to give a 
woman, and, in ecommon decency, I should 
at least feign gratitude if I do not feel 
it.’

But in all these matters, Leslie gave 
her husband credit for more blind infatu- 
ation, less natural perception than was 
this due. Edmund St. Just had married 
Mies C alderon’s beautiful companion in a 
moment of mad impulse—and although he 
loved her with all the passionate earnest- 
news of a tropical nature, he was not to 
be out off with the counterfeit coin of 
respect and esteem in place of the genu- 
ine gold of true love in return for his own 
devotion. Nor was it very long before, 
with the bitterest pangs that ever rent 
his heart, he awakened to the unwelcome 
consciousness that he was an unloved hus- 
band.

"A heart for a heart," was Edmund St. 
Juel’s creed. There was none of the mag­
nanimity in his nature which would lead 
him to bear and forbear, to accept the 
gentle degree of affection which Leslie 
was willing nay, anxious to give, until 
a warmer feeling burned up in its place. 
He was determined to have all or no- 
thing and a bitte: tide of rancor rose up 
in his heart as he became more and more 
convinced that Leolie had no love to give 
him.

Day by day be grew more exacting and 
despotic, speaking to his wife iu accents 
of contemptuous sarcasm that stung her 
to the quick day by day Leslie became 
more cold, and sad, and statuesque.

"He is getting weary of me." ehe 
thought. ‘Well, I can not help it."

“By Jove!" pondered St. Just, pulling 
oavagely at his long, silken beard. "I’ll 
bring her to her knees yet. Why the 
deuce did she marry me, if she holds me 
at arm’s length in this sort of way? I am 
neither her slave nor her lackey."

He had sauntered in from the sunny

her mission to correct or destroy all 
humanity that is not German think- 
ing. As a student of human nature 
she is imperfect. The knowledge of 
the heart of man is perhaps the one 
lore which she has not reduced to an 
exact science. In Alsace she has 
failed In fact; in Belgium in loving

he sees meat prepared by the Mo- 
hammedan butcher, who kills by the 
halal or throat cutting stroke, just as 
the Mohammedan feels it an outrage 
that meat should be hung up for sale 
that has been killed by the jatka— 
the stroke at the back of the neck

St Just watched her, as if he would 
read every thought that mirrored itself 
in her changing countenance.

"I am fortunate in possessing such a 
fashionable wife,” said he, with a bitter 
sneer. "I believe it is the style nowadays 
for every married woman to have a 
lover!"

“Edmund, how dare you address me 
thus?" cried Leslie, tortured beyond all 
self-evontrol. “That I knew this gentle­
man once. I do not deny. But I have 
neither seen nor heard from him in more 
than six months."

"And you expect me to believe this?
"You can believe it or not, as you 

please," she answered, calmly. "It is the

“Tell me how you met him. Tell me the 
exact extent of your acquaintanceship! 
commanded Ht. Juet.

"I will not!" answered Leslie, with 
spirit. "You have a right to command 
my present; with my past you shall not 
interfere!" •

"I say you shall!" , no ....
"And I repeat that I will not!
With a quick motion, he drew a small 

silver-barreled revolver from his breast- 
pocket. Leslie recoiled with a slight

kindness. It Is doubtful if she 
make the Oriental love her." 

-------------- 4-------------

can

"skin and all. and thus leave the melon 
to be burrowed by worms, who leave 
the seeds untouched. But why that 

Wrote Brave Captain Leslie Before Bcocteion DIcanuot serve as a 
He Was Killed. charm to attract visitors, since the

A. . : 1 , .. guest that has eaten Its way through.
At the memorial service held in the skin needs no further attraction 

Ireland for Capt. Norman Leslie, after It has reached the interior. The 
of the Rifle Brigade, who was killed black color of the seeds may, perhaps, 
at the front, the Primate of Ireland be put down as a preventative meas- 
read this extract from a letter by ure, protecting them from sharing the 
Captain Leslie, says the London fare of the rest of,he fruit.
Morning Post: | The attractive and appetizing outTry and not worry too much ward appearance of most fruits in 
about the war, anyway. Units, in- generally explained by supposing that 
dividuals, cannot count. Remem- its function is to attract animals, 
ber we are writing a new pare of which eat the fleshy portion and carry bet, are writing a new page of the seed away from the parent plant, history. Future generations cannot thus aiding the distribution of the 
be allowed to read the decline of species. The red cheeks of a peach 
the British Empire and attribute are so enticing that this explanation 
it to us. We live our little lives ! probably finds acceptance. But why 

and die. To some are given chances that hrla kerk re The bird that • 
of provins themselves man, and to peeks at the flesh of the fruit does 

not strike this colored layer until the 
work Is practically accomplished.

affected by the Sikhs. In France 
now a certain amount of tinned mut­
ton is eaten willingly by the troops, 
but the great bulk of commissariat 
meat must be seat alive to railhead 
and slain there in accordance with 
prescribed rites.

An Abattoir Full
Hence the herd of sheep and goats 

in the boulevard. I found an old 
abattoir full of them—goats from all 
the hills of France, from Corsica and 
Dauphine and the Cevennes, from 
stony Languedoc and Roussillon on 
the Spanish border, and bearded 
giants from the Pyrenees, which, 
leaves from the shisham like a 
young camel, a breed which is likely 
more than anything else to Inspire 
the Indian with reverence for the 
virtue of the soil.

That the men may know whether 
they are eating clean or unclean flesh 
units, are detached to a point near 
railhead, where each man, be he Mo­
hammedan, Sikh or Hindu, de­
spatches bls beast by his own pecu­
liar sacrificial stroke, marks It as 
clean and sends it on to his com­
rades in the trenches.

No beef is killed at the front, as 
the mere proximity of a Moham­
medan slaughter house might carry 
pollution to the Hindus. For drink 
the army rations of the Indian troops 
is rum, but the Mohammedans, being 
debarred by the Prophet from all fer­
mented liquor, is given an extra ra­
tion of sugar and tea. The huqua 
being too cumbrous an article for 
service equipment, the Indian soldier 
receives two packets of cigarettes a 
week. Even the transport animals 
have their ingrained fads, a kind of 
caste fastidiousness. Iridian mules 
and countrybreds who might be 
having the time of their lives nose 
suspiciously our sweet English hay, 
preferring their own chopped straw, 
the dryest of provender. If an Eng-

INDIVIDUALS CANNOT COUNT.

Lessons Come
Easier

TF the child has a 
1 big, generous 
light to study by. 
The

scream.

0 To be continued.)

THE SEAL S VENTILATOR. * 

Drills a Hole Through the Ice with 
His Warm Nose.

Not many people know how the 
seal of the far North gets air when 
the Arctic Ocean is entirely covered 
with many feet of ice.

The small spatted seal, which is 
a hair seal, and not a fur bearer, 
is the hardy dweller of the northern 
waters. . Under his tough, thick 
akin he has an inch or more of blub- 
ber. When the ice closes up the 
open water in the Arctic, the seal 
selects a spot, and begins to drill a 
hole to the surface by pressing his 
warm nose against the ice. Nobody 
knows how many hours it takes him 
to accomplish his task, but he man- 
ages it; and although he is obliged 
to work most of the time, because 
the surface of the hole is continually 
freezing, he keeps it open all Win- 
ter, and obtains air.

Seals have been known to drill in 
this, manner through fifty feet of 
solid ice. Whether or not they take 
turns in the slow drilling is not 
positively known.
.It is at these “seal holes” that 

the polar bear seeks food in the 
winter and there the Eskimo waits, 
spear in hand, for his weekly supply 
of meat.

lamp saves eye 
strain. It is kero­
sene light at its best 
— clear, mellow, 
and unflickering.
The RAYO does not 
smoke or smell. It is 
easy to light, easy to 
clean, and easy to re- 
wick. The RAYO 
costs little, but' you 
cannot get a better 
lamp at any price.

Made in Canada

of proving themselves men, and to
others no chance comes.

'Whatever our individual faults.
virtues, or qualities may be it mat 
ters not. but when we are up 
against big things let us forget in­
dividuals and let us act as one 
great British unit, united and fear 
less. Some will live and many will 
die, but count the loss naught." It 
is better far to go out with honor 
than survive with shame.’’

Certain trees that furnish the so- 
called dye woods deposit pigment by 
the nundredwelght within their 
stems. The wead or indigo plant and 
several others contain a substance 
known as indican, which is normally 
colorless, but is transformed by a 
fermentation and oxidation process 
into deep blue indigo. This case is 
particularly puzzling, since the color 
of the dye stuff Is not even developed 
in the living plant.

Holy Carpet’s Escort.
In its travels to and from the Holy 

City of Medina and Mecca, the 
Holy Carpet is accompanied by an 
escort of from 300 to 350 men from 
one of the Egyptian infantry regi- 
ments, well armed, and about 40 
mounted men. This is in order to 
protect the sacred object from fall- 
ing into the hands of the Bedouin 
tribes, through whose countries it 
must pass, and who are on the look 
out for it, as the carpet is worth a 
fine ransom.

seeming half frightened out of her senses 
and everything 60 unusual."

“Frightened!” echoed Corona, jumping 
up, and flinging aside the book that lay 
In her lap. "Not ehe! She’s a sly, schem­
ing l’ttle traitor—and Edmond St. Just is 
the biggest fool between here and the 
Rocky Mountains! There !”
‘‘Croney I Croney !" pleaded Aunt Tribu­

lation, who had entered the room juet in 
time to hear Mr.. Belton Bellamy’s as- 
bounding piece of news.

"Hold your tongue!" snarled Corona, 
. turning around on her aunt like a sav­

age panther. “What do you know about
? You’re against me, too! Everybody 

la against me!”
And with a shriek. Mies Calderon flung 

herself on a. small satin-puffed divan that 
luckily chanced to be behind her, and 
went into a fit of screaming hysterics.

"Ten won’t tell nobody, will you?” coax- 
ed poor Mien Jackson, as she deluged her 
niece with sal volatile, and eau-de- 
Cologne “Croney wouldn’t have it known 
for anything as she took the thing to 
heart.”

"Oh, of course, dear-Mirs Calderon’s se- 
cret is safe with me,” said Mrs. Belton 
Bellamy, with an aspect of the sweetest 
sympathy—and ehe straightway departed 
to spread Ue report all over Long Branch 

.that Corona Calderon was desperately in 

. love with the man who had juet married 
her former companion.

/ That very afternoon, driving on the 
Ocean Road about sunset, Mins Calderon 
sustained the infinite mortification of 
meeting Mr. St. Just’s open barouche 
drawn by two milk-white Arabian horses, 
4 a glitter with plated harness. Leaning

beach, one sultry August evening, to the 
shady boudoir where hie young wife tat. 
dreaming over a book -sauntered in with| 
ominously contracted brows and eyes full 
of electric fire.

“Have you had a pleasant walk?" asked 
she, with an attempt at a smile.

"I thought you had a headache," said 
he, without heeding her question. °

“So I had.’ ---- I
"And it has passed away now. I sup- 

pose?” sneered he, flinging himself down 
into an opposite chair. “Anything but a 
walk with your husband! Upon my word, 
a woman’s headache is the most convent-| 
ent of things.”’” *

“My heed feels a little better now. Ed- 
mund,” she pleaded; "but I am not quite I 
equal to walking upon those burning I

“Oh, you need not trouble to coin any I 

122 f C.PLIX Leslie,
“Oh, no! Tour whole life isn’t a lie, I 1 

suppose! Give ms a woman who is al- I 
ways crying over her Bible for downright 1 
falsehood and treachery. It wasn’t a Me 1 
was it when you promised to love, honor, 1 and obey me, before old Lenfall? Much I 
love, honor, and obedience I get from you. I S.c. P.-et. n 

"He drew - Due open desk toward him I

----------♦-i---------

He Got His.4

"I love you,” said the flippant 
youth. "Do you get me 1"

“No, I do not get you. I wouldn’t 
have you,” retorted the sensible 
girl.•

You can’t give away your temper, 
but it may give you away.
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Can be handled very easily. The sick are cured, and all 
others in eame sta ble, no matter how “exposed,” kept from 

1 having the disease, by using SPOHN’S LIQUID DISTEMPER 
I COMPOUND. Give on the tongue or in feed Acts on the 

blood and expels genes of all forme of distemper. Beat rem- 
(---is 

and Bacteriologists. Quehen, Ind., U.S.A.

5 “I like athletics for girls. You
ought to see how my daughter can 
run up a rope.’ "And you ought 
to see how mine can run fro a sill. •

is
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