ng Restitution

Or, The Bridal Dress,
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CHAPTER XXWI

“Why don't yoy talk, Aant Trib? Why
don’t you say something? W here's the
uge of sited there, as mute a¢ a mum-
my? You're just about as entertaining
& companion as a log would be.”

3 I was now nearly three weeks eince Co-
rona Caldercn thad turned her ¢
s0 relentlessly out-of-door:, and, sooth to
say, the heirecs was beginning to repeat
having acted co immediately upon her
firet angry impulse. Of cource, she ar-
gued within herself, it was very wrong
and wicked of Leslie Ford to aspire to a
flirtation with her, Ccronas, admirer
But, equally, of courss, it never
have amounted to anything more
(Jnr. a fliztation. For Mr. St
would have stopped, in sobe L
notice an incignificant little c<hit ¢
thing like L(ulv Ford, who had ne
foriune nor apirit, nor even, in Corona's
opinion, extraordinary good looks to re-
« mend® her. And she did mice Lesliew
p ant companionship and unfailing
tience more and more as the days w |
on ’l‘lu'n we. e a thomsand things which
Leolio's det fingers had been wont qui ok
ly to perform, that no one ds

t uit her, there were a myri
momeoents, once enlivened by Leslie's viva-|
«clous precence, now hanging heavily up-
on her hiands. And, in consequence of
unwelcome faé¢ts, Corona Calderon
out of humor with herseif, and all|

worid besides.

Aunt Tribulation Jack who had 7¢
grotted her niece's precipitate policy even |
mors than the young ludv
ed, and looked piteously up

and by no means complin
Bhe was sitting by the
o unravel the mysteri
wed ‘worsted pattern th
i ingenunity wounld hive
a pattern that w
rigtion in Aunt Tribulat

Why don’t T talk?
what condu
[ why don’t you talk? And ‘I do
wish, Anat Trib, you'd break yoursell of
that odious, countrified habit of repeat-
ing nnrnhma over after me, just like a
;ml. parrot!”
Vell. T guess it's ‘cause
RC vnu to say,” answered
in de peration.
', ! There's always 'ph‘nl\' to |
retorted Corona. ‘‘Leslie
used to find plenty to say.
Ford was cut arter a different
ern from me,” groaned Mizs Jackson.
ne never had a chance to get stupid
around,” yawned Corona |

serious
never
to
a
her

m's pus

repeated she, some- |

I hain't got
Aunt Tribula-

“If Leslie Ford would come back here |
and hwichbly sek my pardon, promising

never agsia lo ety on with any of my | §

but
ser-

beaus. I'm o) ether
that I won)d take her back
vice again.”

i to gooduess you would,
eaid Mies Jackson, brightening
up. “Leslie was a dreadful handy girl|
to have around. She trimm my cape |
real French fashion. and always looked
arter the keye herwelf. And

“Where is she?” intecrupted Corona

“Blanchard knows. Blanchard sent her
trunk to some place here,” said Aunt
Tribulation, “and I s'pose she hain't mov-

yet, unless she’s a new situation
somowhere, which ain't noways likely.”

“Tell anchard to hunt her up at once,
and tell her I want to see her,” said Co-
rons to whose regal mind it never occur-
od but that Leslie Ford after having been
‘wn(mmloudy turned out of her house,
would be thankful for leave to creep back
again, and eager to lick, humbly, the feet
that had epurned her! The condescen-
sion, Miss Calderon opined, would all be
on her side—and she really regarded her-
sell a8 & sort of forgiving angel.

Aunt Tribulation made haste to dis- |
patch Bianchard on the mestage of re-
oconciliation. But he had scarcely depart-
ed when & caller came in—one Mrs. Bel-
lamy, & young married lady, who wore
predigious diamonds, tradled silken ekirte
made after one of Worth's latest patterns
through the fashionable promenades at
the Branch, and eet up for.a belle and o
Haauty.

“I came to seo if you had heard the
mews, id Mrs. Bellamy, fanning ‘her-
soil with a marvelous invention of pn‘nl
lace and pearl cticks. “S8o charmingly ro-
mantic! I always said he looked like &
corgair, or a pirate, or some such deli-
ckln 1 pereonage that we read about in ne
vels

“What news?"

certain
into my

Crone;

said Cocona, rather un-
gracioualy. .

She did not ially like Mre. Belton
Bellamy, agart her inward convie-
tion that married ladies ought to stand
aside from the lists, and leave the kin
drvm of vbr“rﬁ}, to the younger damsels.

“Ia ¢ le that you haven't heard?”
crmd )lm Belton Bellamy, fanning her-
seld more violently than ever, until the
cluster of ew on:the top of her
Frenc/) hat flattened as if in a high wind.
“Your pretty little companion-femme de
chambre, whatever you call her Leslie
Pori 1 think her name was-

What of her?” ojleul-u-d Corona,
bﬂmvmc to be really interested,
She was married day before yﬂur(hy
to Edmund 8t. Just!”
“Married!” Corona almost
ou: the words in her surprise

now

ecreamed
dand incre

“Scoms almost ilimpossible, doesn’t it?”
said Mrs. Belton Bellamy, showing her ex-
uisite ‘white teeth. “But it's quite true,

easure you. I had it from the best au-
thority.” i

“I don't believe .it!"” blurted out Corona,
changing from red to white and then back
again. Mre. Belton Bellamy watched her
from under her long faxen eyelashes with
sly eatisfaction; she, too, had heard the
rumor of Miss Cﬂdmn- artiality for
Mr. Just, an ly enjoyed her
too r-vldem. dhconﬂunn at hearing that !
he was lost to her forever.

“It'e true, th
with emiling uﬁt
Monteith—and Mre. Monteith was one o(l
the witnesses called in M tha parior of |
the Ocean l!otd. (gn Tast. e- |
tor Lendall, of nd.uu- in New |
York, married lh And Mrs. Monteith |
eays it was the strangest
over “beheld in her life, with the
eeeming mu frightened out of her senees |
and everything eo unusual.”

'hwhlomd! echoed Corona, jumping |

k (tul lay |

the

4
Oroncyl" dn‘-l Aunt Tribu.
bad entered room just in
Gear Mre. .I.Iwn Bellamy's as-

" anarled ' Corona,
turaing Amnd on her aunt like a
nther. “What

mpanion |

would |

Branch to }

| &he was d

|Tnhuhnon

| flited by so rapidly

'bl k on the white cuchions, bengath the
shade of a pink-liv lace parago!,
Leslie Ford, her eyes fixed absent!
the distamt line where sea a
ed to meet together, amnd
helgitened by the ric *h cost
oulored silk wh
mund 8t. Ju-t
lover-"ke dev
conscious Pre

Corona turned wply away
unwélcome sight st tHnging her an en-
vencmed ar-ow. But ehe need not have
averted her gaze eo quickly. Neither

and the

bride nor bridegroom saw her, as the two
earriages pacsed edch other in the throng. |
Look, Croney, " cried tactless |
Aunt Tribulation There's ‘Leslip and
her husband! Dear,’ de he |
fooka! And how hands Did |
you catch ‘a squint at ‘eu
w'sh you wouldn't &
Migs Calderon. in low accent
trated wratin Do you want
*ar you? Any one
had bee ( sckeeper,
into the ba in, by the way

look

ol concen- ‘
all Long |

would kncw
and a se> |
you

)
d
]

know as you heard wha at
( tey,” eaid Aunt Tribule-
subsiding to her own cor
and looking like a|

meekly
.-1 the

on,
ner
scornfully repeated the heir-
ees, biting her lip, Why, the dead peo-
ple in Trinitv. Church-yard could have

heard you, if they had cared & listen to |

y cackle! |

sor Corona-Calderon had not |

e mortifica- |

e bent her |

by

a capei- |
ald come V
Mr ‘v|

into w\

., his young v 3

and the vague atmos- |
» which surround

un tul to

beanty,

make ther:

in the place
found her
Matea to the
Jut After
she etealed her
trol to' the

cvery side

unwillingly,

tic praises of M

or v , howe
o reply with zelf<on-
st of questions to which |
It was worse than
y her own mor-

wse'ers, che k
tificaticn and diset
eycs of the ga
learned to ! of. formal smile,
to answer in un,.‘mL ;Lwd phraees, in
wanner unug to her

1 wiszh Leslie Ford was in Jericho!
wou'ld ery Out, when adone with
“And St, Just tob!
and tired of hearing about them!
And Misa Jackson would answer sooth

a

ehe
Aunt
J'm gick

y
“Never mind, Crorey, never mind!
CHAPTER XXVIII
‘But brilliant ae was hér position to all|
outward appearances, Leslie Bt. Just was
very far from being a happy bride. Al
most ere the echoes of the clergyman’s
eolemn benediotion had ceased to vibrate
on her ear, the forlorn and solitary young
wife had awakened to the terriide con-
that she had made a fital' mis-
had married a man whom she
love, aimply -because his pas- |
nd ~determined persistency had
ome her feeble opposition—-he had
perjured herself bofore Almighty God and |
all the ondocking world only bec
needod a elter from cruel want
rier between herself and poverty *
#he had married Edmund St. Just, and
she knew, now:that it was too late, that
she had sinned before Heayen and earth. |
But it was all over now, and past. Not
an ocoan of tears, not all the keenest an. |
guish of her vain repentance cou'd recall
one of thces precious moments which had
The past had gone
irrevocably ocut of her, comtrol, und all
that remained to her was to |
best of the miserable present d,
pitiful attempts at wifely dury’ Leslie |
endeavored la emile back to 8. .Just's|
em to incpire some azewering light
into her lmrdunm»d eyes when he look-
od with loverlike fondness at her. When,
with a heedicesnecs of cost which almox

frightened her, he 'oaded her with dresses | St

and jewels, and the rare, expensive trifies |
which represent % emall fortune in them-
sclivea, she would endeavor to simulate a |
pleasure she did not feel. And, although |
ehe shrunk with instinctive shuddering |
from his caresscs and soft words, she|
put a recolute constraint upon herself to |
coneeal her aversion from its unconecious |
objeect,

“He bas been good to me,” she told her-
self agajn and again. “He has given me
a home,', protection, and the shelter 01‘
his name—all that man has to give |
woman, end, in ecmmon decency, l;-hnuld’
at Igml feign gratitude if I do not feel

But in all these matters, Leslie gave
her husband credit for more blind infatu.
an. lesg natural perception lhan was |

Just had married |

ful companion in a

se—and although he

loved her with all the passionaté earneet- |
necs of a tropical nature, he waa not to
be put off with the counterfeit coin of
recpect and esteem’ in place of the genu-
ve in return for his own

s it very loug bdnro.‘

the bittérest pangs that ever rent]

dis Leart, he awakened to the unwelcome |
gm\c‘.m‘ﬁnm that he was an unloved-hus-

A heart for a heart,” was Edmund St.
Just's creéed. There wae 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
wae willing—nay, anxious to give, until
a warmer feéling burned up in its place.
Ho wae determined to have all or no-
thing—and a bitter tide of rancor rose up
in his heart ag he hrmmo more and more
col:;‘vinced that Leclie had no love to give

Day by day . ke groew more euum' and
despotie, lpnk‘ng to his wife in accents
of contempjuon; earcasm that etung her
to the ?mrk ay. by day Leslie bhecame
moro md and sad, and statuesque
getting weary of me,
chl I can not help it.”
pondored Bt. Just, pu{ "1
ruv:my u his " long, si'ken beard, “I'l
bring her to her ku«a yet. Why the
deuce did ehe marry me, if phe holds me
at arm’s length in this so:t of w I am
neither her slave nor her lloker
He had sauntered in frcm the eunny
beach, one pultcy August evening, to the
whady boudoir where his young wife jat,
dnnn! over a book—sauntered in with
coniracted brows and eyes full

hnd a pleasant walk?” asked

' said

she
(hou.bl
“By J

4!,'1 ht
‘ha. without hudlnc her question.
“So I had.”

“And it has

WAy
m " ite ch:
husband
ul

- he

bl

| the

It is almost impossible for the

The rain of bullet

as he apoke a toy of sanda
ver, which he had given her in the
glow of their honeyanoon.
What have you been doing?
“Keeping a diary, I go bail! Putting
down all the causes of comgplaint you
have agminst yovr husband! A woman
must blab to some one, ard if she haen't
any dear, confidential gossip at hand, a

vheet of blank paper i« the next best

| thing.

I never kept a diary in
mund,” said Leslie, trying
through her tears

“Then what is it you ha
bling?' he demanded, sulienly

“1 wae beginning a letter to
ley, a friend of mine in Europe.”

To tell her how wreiched you
suppose’? Let me see it

Leslie bit her lip.

“Is it the part of a gentleman to read
all hio wife's letters?”’ said she, stung be-
yond endurance,

“It's the pasrt of a gentleman to do ae
pleases, and keep his wife well in
check,” retorted St. Just, with a savage
oath-the first Ledlie had ever heard from
his lips And I tell you, T will gee that
fetter! Nay, if you don’t choose to hand
it over, 1 can find it for mysell easily
enough

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

my life,
to emile

» been serib
Ut-
I

Mrs

are,

Leslie had instinctively stretched' forth |

her hand to rescue it—but she saw at

! once how vain any attempt at resistance

would be, and sat by with varying color,
and teeth precsed firmly over her lower
lip—dneulted, outraged, and yet utterly
helpless! Until, #Ll of a sudden, a card

photograph dropped from an inner draw- |

lined with paleddue velvet. Edmund
. Just took it up and looked at it,

or
while

F the child has a.

big, generous
light to study by.
The

Rayo

lamp saves eye
strain, It is kero-
senelightat its best
— clear, mellow,
and unflickering,
The RAYO does not
snoke or smell. It is
to ht, easy to
éasy to re-
wfck. The RAYO
costs’ little, ‘but' you
cannot get a better
lamp at any price.
Made in Canada

- i s from the allies’
T'liere is a.narrow slit running its ent
through this opening from the ranks

R |
lwood and &id- |
first |

said he. |

Ed- |

: the Aretic Ocean is entirely-covered

German Sharpshooters in Their Well-Protected Lairs.

allies to dislodge these German shary

rifles is deflected by the steep incli
e length through which tha shar

of thv uHm« is almost impossible.

pallor seftled arcund his mouth

said he, in a low,

is the secret of your life,
Just?

It. was Lucian Fernier's photograph
the eole relic of the past that poor Les-
lie had ventured to preserve—the pictured
lincaments which she had now and then
| indulged he:rself. with gasing 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.

“Qive it to me!"” she caid

‘1 will not give it 1o you!

With deliberate calmness he tore the
picture in two, and tossed it out of the|
window

“Thus I fling Lucian Ferrier to
winds!" he said. And, by heavens, ma-
dame, if I don’t fiing you after him, it
js only because 1 um more merciful than |
you deserve! A proity wife you, to be!
dreaming over another man's pioture! Al
pretty specimen of womanh to keep
up a living Me like thia!l”

Leslie looked at him with etartled eyes.
His face terrified her.

“How did you know his name was Lu-
cian Ferrier?” gasped ahe.

8¢. Juet bit his lip; the color
I rrdlv to his lA‘myi(‘i 4

“No matter how,” said he. “I know
| good many of your secrets, Mre. St. Just!”

The young wife pressed her hand to her
forchead, and tried to oolléct her wander-
ing tho s. Phe was quite certain—or
she thought she was—t e had never
mentioned this episode of her past to Ed-
mund St. Just. Lucian Ferrier's name |
wao too deep and holy a memory to be
bandied lightly on any ligh. Had ali, then,
uttered it in her dreams? Had her secret |
escaped her in those mystic hours of night |
and sclitude, when the semtinels of can-
tion and. reticence are off guard. an
the freed soul aseerts its supremacy at
lagt?

$t. Just watched her, as if he would.|
read every thought that mirrored itsell
in her changing countenance.

“I am _fortunate in poseessing such a|
fashionable wife,” eaid he. with a bitter
gncer. “T believe it is the style nm\xuhyﬂ
for every married woman to Hhave
lover!”

“Edmrund,
" oried lmu‘

repressed tone,
is it, Mre

|

“It is mine!

the |

mounted

a

}

how dare you address
tortured beyond all|
seM-ovontrol. ‘“That 1 knew this gentle-
man once, I do. not deny. But I bave
neither seen nor heard from him in mur!'l
than six months.” |
“And you expoct me to believe this?”
ns you

“You can believe it or not.
“It is the

' ghe answered, calmly.
truth !

“Tell me how you met him. Tell me the
exact extent of your acquaintanceship!
(ummandnj 8t.. Just.

3 § ‘I not!" anewered

“You have a right to
with my past you shall

Leslie, with
command

apirit.
not

my present;
mu-rl‘or:-'
“1 eay you shall!”
“And I repeat that I will not!”
With a guick motvon he drew a emall
silverbarreled revolver from his breast-
pocket. Leslie recoiled with a slight
scream.
To be vontinued.)

B T
THE SEAL'S VENTILATOR.

Drills a:Hole Through the Ice with
Itis Warm Nose.

Not many people know how the

seal of the far North gets air when

with .many feet of ice.

The small spotted seal, ‘which is
a hair seal,-and ‘not a fur bearer,
is the hardy dweller of the northern
waters, . Under his ,  thick
nkm he has an inch or.more of blub-

'hén the ice closes up
open water in the Anrotic, the seal
selects a spot,.and begine to drill a
hole' to the mrhoa bwpum his
e R ot W o s

ows how urs i
to mumpnm task, but be man<
-”Ol it ; and alth

EorReeRE

- »fer,

pollution to the Hindus.

shooters who are intrendhed behind
ne of the roof of the shelter.
pshooters fire from behind their ¢

FEEDING IND!AN SOLDIERS|

HARD PROBLEM
COMMISSARIAT.

| 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
special and orthodox way. The |
disgust which the strict Hindu re(-lu
at physical contact with beef is so|
intense that he will sometimes vomit
at the sight of it; the prejudice is so
inveterate that Mohammedans who
are the descendants of Hindu con-
verts cannot reconcile themselves to
the taste. Happily, pork, the Mos-
lem abomination, does not compli-
catg the question of army rations.

But the crux is not so much the
nature of the meat to be provided as
the manner in which it is killed and |
{cooked. In the,case of sheep the
Sikh villager's gorge will rise when
{he sees meat prepared by the Mo:
hammeﬂan butcher, who kills by the
halal or throat cutting stroke, just as
(the Mohammedan feels it an outrage
lhut meat should be hung up for sale !
that has been killed by the jatka—

FOR BRITISH |

this splinter slopiag thed

pre

The roof completely covers the trench
traw breastworks.

To send shot

a

!Hch cavalry ~regiment ever finds
|itsell Jobbed off with Indian fodder
lm( n and horses show disgust in their
own way.

Gurkhas Friendly.

| The Gurkba )s proverbiali; 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
{barking the question arose as to
{ whether they would eat frozen meat;
‘A conclave of officers decided that
'it would be better to put the case to
{the men. The Subadar was called,
and, after a little wrinkling of the
|eyebrow, said: “I think, Sahib, the
regiment will be willing to eat the
{iced sheep provided ome of them is
always present to see the animal
frozen to death.”

An Anglo-Indian asserts that the
|sight of so many conflicting and ir-
|reconcilable sects now fighting side
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
|ctifies itselt in the faith that it Is
yher 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
iexact science. In Alsace she has
{failed In fact; in Belgium in loving
kindness. It is doubtful if she can
imake the Oriental love her."”

i

the stroke at the back of the neck]

affected by the Slkhs. In France |

o |MOW a certain amount of tinned mut- ‘

ton is eaten willingly by the troops, |
but the great bulk of commissariat
meat’ must be sent alive to railhead
and slain there in accordance
prescribed rites.

An Abattoir Full

Hence the herd of sheep and goats
in the boulevard. I found an old
abattofr 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|
glants from the Pyrenees, uhlch
leaves from the shisham like
young-camel, a breed which is lilu-ly
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. aré detached to a peint
railhead, where each man, be he Mo-
hammedan, Sikh or Hindu, de-
spatches his beast by his own pecu-
liar sacrifical stroke, marks it as
clean and sends it on to his com-
rades id the trenches.

No beef is killed at the front, as
the mere proximity .of a Moham-
medan slaughter house might carry
For drink
the army rations of the Indian troops
18 rum, but the Mohammedans, being
debarred by the Prophet from all fer-
mented liquor, is_given an extra ra-
tlon of sugar and tea. The huqua
being  too cumbrous an. article for
service oqulppogt the Indian_ soldler
récelves two pac f ©l ttes a
week. Even the (‘hnnporl dnimals
have their ingrained fads, a kind of
caste l’i-ﬂdlmnm In; lu nulu
M countrybreds. - who '

St

W g W straw

w :mpdq.

near |

[ INDIVIDUALS CANNOT COUNT.

’ Wrote Brave Captain Leslic Before
| He Was Killed.

with |

| At the memorial service held in
| Ireland for Capt. Norman Leslie,
i of the Rifle Brigade, who was killed
’at, the front, the Primate of Ireland

1 this extract from a letter by

| read
Captain Leslie, says the London

Wm; Post :
ry and not worry

ulmut the war, anyway. Units, in-
dnndualq cannot count. - Remem-
‘ber we are writing a new page of
history. Future generations ¢annot
i be allowed to read the decline of
| the British Empire and attribute
{it to us. We live our little lives
! and die. To some are given chances
of proving themselves men, and to
(zth(‘r\ no chance comes

‘“Whatever our individual faults, Y
virtues, or qualme-« may be it mat-
ters  not, but when we are
against big things let us forget in-
dividuals and let us act =8 one|
great British unit, united and fear-|

L

too much

die, but count thé loss naught.
is bctter far to go out with
than survive with shame.’"
Sl i
‘He Got His.
“I love you,”’ said the flippant
youth. ‘Do you get me?”’
‘“No, I do not get you. I wouldn't
be | have you,"” retorted the sensible
girl.

You can’t give away your temper;
but it w give you aw y

When the world was young its in-
habitants took the nalve view that it
was adorned to minister to their plens-
ure. This view, alas, has bad to give
way under the attacks of the modern
sclentist, says the Washington Star.
We now know, thanks to these men,
that the refreshing gre=n 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 tlfat 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

|
|
|
!
|

|

|

| explicable enough,

has

| whatever

| its

| anology

was em-|

All these facts are plain enough arnd
we admire’ the perfection cof these
adaptions, Indeed, it may be said
that we now ecntertain a feeling of
intelligent apprecigtion for their
greater. worth than the jgnorant of
old.

out that Dar
sis of the sur
fittest does not satisfac
just how the different
about achuiring the

1]‘(\[«1("!Tl~'f€ and colors
that are now so useful to them. Here
{and there an instance be cited
wherein the process adaption is
but ere are, on
the other hand, many c that baffle
ity ©f biol of fo-day
is more lligible and
apparently never been explalned
is that nature is often lavish in dis
pensing brilliant colors where, in the
natural course of events, they can
evidently never be of any account
The number of instances
of this kind are innumerable, and a
few may be cited for illustration. Why,
for instunce, is the blood of all warm-
blocded, and of many cold-blooded
animals red? It is not intended, under
normal circumstances, to be visible,
principal function being fulfilled
in.the lungs, hidden away from sight.
Attentisn has been drawn to the re
markable analogy between the red
bloed pigment and the green pigment
of plant leaves, but’ whatever may be
the chemical analogy here, there is no
whatever in tae functions,
since the color of chlorcphyl is plainly
connected with fits function in ab
sorbing light for the purpose of build-
ing up starch from atmcespheric carban
dioxide. In theé case of hemcglobm
there is no such analcgous functicn
whatever.

Then, too, it is known that there
must be colorless substances capable
of performing the functions of the
blood, for many animals of the lower
type actually have colorless fluids
Again it has been ked, why is the
flesh of many animals colered? For
example, why is the salmon colored
with the hue whence it takes its
name?

Similar conditions are met in
the vegetable kingdom. Why is the red
beet deeply colored, while its close
congeners have a white juice? After
all, it has been contended,” neither
under normal circumsiances. sees (he
light of day. So it would seem to be

has been pointed
brilllant hypothe
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up called dye woods dap

naeversl others contain

hunur‘lnlo deep blue indigo.
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vanity “nﬂ‘qunmlllvs of alazarine and allied dye

Why does the madder root contain

in the past have been of
value, while in modern
learned to manufacture
them- by artificial means? Of what
possible use can such dye “stulis be
to the plants?

The watermelon
opaque, dark green
may make some sort of conjecture
as to the purpose of this; it perhaps
serves to keep off eertain of the large
lanimals that would devour the fruit,
skin and all, and thus leave the melon
to be burrowed by worms, who leave
the seeds untouched. But why that
appetizing pink color of the flesh of
the melon? It cannot serve as a
to attract visitors, since the
guest that has eaten fts way through
the skin needs no further attraction
after it has reached the interior. The
black color of the seeds may, perhaps,
be put down as a preventative meas-
ure, protecting them from sharing the
fare of the rest of the fruit.

stuffs that
such great

covered by a
skin. We

is

attractive and appelizing out
appearance of mos{ fruits in
generally explained by supposing that
its function is to attract animals,
which eat the fleshy portion and carry
the seed away from the parent plant,
thus aiding the distribution of the
species. The red cheeks of a peach

The

lare so enticing that this exp ‘anation
{ probably

finds acceptance. But why
that brilliant red color where the flesh ,
the kern2l? The bird that
|pecks at the flesh of the frult does
not strike this colored layer until the
work 18 practieally accomplishea.
Certain trees that furnish the so-
osit plgment by
nundredweight within their
The wead or indigo plant and
a. substance
known as indican, which is normally

| the
| stems.

less. &ome will live and many W'”Icolorlcsa. but Is trapsformed by a
It |fermentation and oxidation

process
This case is
particularly puzziing, gince the coler
of the dye stuff is not even developed
in the lh'lng plant,
.
Iloiy Carpet’s Escort.

In its travels to and fiom the Holy
Ci of Medina and Mecca, - the
Holy Carpet is accompanied by an
escort. of from 300 to 350 men frem
one of the Egyptian infantry regi-
ments, well armed, and about 40
mounted men. This % in order to

rotoet the sacred ob ect. from fall-

into hthe m ol m:;
t 8, throu ose coul
mu ' are on the look
out orxt,ubheurpotu'oﬂir
ﬁ e ransom.
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