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minute or pn with a letter in his hand.
down with the gait, and, indeed, the ex-

“Not a bit of it,” retorted Lavarick,
airily. “I'd defy even Trale to see
through this get-un. Good, ain’t it?”
and he chuckled and stroked the grey
ek yed h llant]

Jordan e; im repe y.

“It is good until it is pemetrated,” he
said, curtly.

“That’s so,” assented Lavarick, cheer-
fully. “I thought it best to come to the
front door this time. Some one might
have heard us talking in the room
there”—he jerked his finger over his
shoulder—“and, - thiuki it was bur-
glars, raise a row. And now what’s it
to be, Sir Jordan? You’ve had time to
think it over, and, like a sensible man,
you've made up your mind to come to
terms—eh1”

Jordan leaned back in his chair, his
eyés downcast.

“I have decided on my course of action
in the matter,” he said, slowly. “I will
give you the money you ask—"

Lavarick snapped his fingers triumph-
antly and chuckled.

“Thought you would,” he said, nod-
ding. “You’re a sensible man, Bir Jor-
dan. Another man might have played
bluff a little longer——"

“On  one condition,” said Jordan,
haughtily. “And that is that you place
the will in my hands and a declaration
that you saw my—Sir Greville burn it
on the night of his death.”

Lavarick stared and frowned.

“What’s the meaning of that, now?”
he asked. “What’s your drift, eh?”

Jordan looked up at him with an evil
smile.

“For a cunning scoundrel, Banks, you
are singularly obtuse,’ he said, with a
sneer . “You forget, too, a little inci-
dent in your past career. I refer to
your conviction for forge ”»

Lavarick, still eyeing him suspiciously,
swore impatiently.

“What’s that to do with it?”

“Merely this,” retorted Jordan, almost
sweetly, “that I think it highly prob-
able that in exchange for my money
you would give me a forged copy of the
will and retain a genuine one for another
occasion.”

A gleam of real admiration lit up Lav-
arick’s face.

“’Pon my soul, you're cute,” he ex-
elaimed, under his breath. “That’s what
you’d have done, isn’t it?”

Jordan smiled and cast down his eyes.

“And I never thought of it!” mut-
tered Lavarick, with honest shame and
remorse. “I never thought of it, so help
me! Sir Jordan, you're a clever man,
and I admire you! And to prove it I
say—done with you.

And he held out his claw-like hand.

Jordan looked at it as if he would ra-"
ther handle a snake than touch it.

“Good,” he said. “That is my one con-
dition. Give me that, and I am con-
tent. You may leave the country or——”

“Wait here till you've hit upon a plan
for getting me safely lagged and sent
back to jail,” finished Lavarick, with a
grin. “No, thank you. Once I touch the
coin I'm off. I did want to stay in the
old country a little longer Ry

He stopped and his face darkened
with an evil scowl.

Jordan watched him,

“Whether you stay or go is your
business,” he said, coldly. *“I have only
to arrange for the—the exchange——"

Lavarick noddde.

“I've thought of that,” he said. “Bring
the money—Ull take it in notes. Oh, Pm
not afraid yowll stop them. You
coqldn't without causing an in-
quiry,  you know. Bring the
notes to Lynne Burrows on Friday night
at ten o’clock. I'll meet you by the
clump of trees.”

“Why not bring it -here?” asked Jor-
dan, thoughtfully.

Lavarick smiled and shook his head.

“No, thank you, Sir Jordan. I wouldn’t
trust mystlf with that precious docu-

ment in my possession under your roof.
Yf)u'rn 80 clever, you see. Think of your
hitting upon the idea of my forging a
duplicate! No, no. We're safe, both of |
us, in the Burrows.”

Jordan pondered a moment or two. |

“Why Friday?” he said, sharply. “The |
will is not in your possession?”

“Do you mean do I carry it about with |
me? No, I certainly do not; I'm not |
such a fool, in fact. You don’t carry the
Lynne diamonds in your coat pocket, do
you? Well, this will's worth almost as |
much to me as they are to you. I've |
got it hid away snug and safe, and I'll |
produce it on Friday, as I say. Pm not
afraid you'll go back on me. You ecan |
bring Trale if you like. But you know |
better. ‘What we both of us want is to !
settle this little affair between ourselves |
quietly and comfortably.” |

“Very well.” said Jordan, “I have no |
more to say,” he added, after a pause, |
and he glanced significantly at the door |
and laid his hand on the bell.

Lavarick took wp the highiy respecta- |
ble hat; which formed part of his dis- l
guise, then, as if by a sudden impulse,
gtretched out his hand and motioned Sir
Jordan not to ring the bell.

“Half a moment,” he said, hesitating-
Iy, and looking down at the thick Tur-
key carpet with a strange and curious
expression on his face. “We’va arrang-
ed one little matter, Sir Jordan; but—
but there’s another matter I wanted to
speak to you about.”

“What is it?,” said Jordan, impatient-
ly, and 1rising as she spoke, as if the
man’s company grew more intolerable
each moment.

Lavarick gnawed at his lip, and evi-
dently made an effort to speak indiffer- |
ently.

“It’s just this,” he said, and his voice
was thicker and huskier even than us-
ual; “vou might remember, Sir Jordan,
that 1"—he paused—“‘that I've got a
daughter?”

Jordan was standing in front of his
chair, and as.Lavarick spoke he seemed
to grow suddenly stiff and rigid; then he
turned to the letters on the small table
beside him, so that his back was toward
La®arick, as he replied:

“Yes, T remember.”

“Well,”—Lavarick paused again, and
geemed as if he found it difficult to pro-
ceed—'‘she—she was my only child. She
was like her mother.” He colanced at

|
|
|

8ir Jordan = as if he expect#d nim to
sneer, and meant to resent the smeer if
it came; but Jordan looked steadily at
the carpet. “Her—bher mother was &
good woman, a—a better wife than I de-
served, and it was a good job she died be-
fore— I was very fond of my little girl,
Sir Jordan. You laugh, I dare say, and
you think that such as I am haven’t any
right to feelings.”

“I was not laughing,” said Jordan,
quietly, and without raising his eyes.
“Go on.”

“Well,” resumed Lavarick, huskily,
“my girl was all the world to me, and
—and if anything would have kept me
straight, she would; but I'm one of
those who can’t go straight. I suppose
there’s something in the blood that
drives a man to the devil whether he will
or won’t. I'm a bad lot, I know; but I
was fond and proud of my girl, and the
worst part of the business' when I was
sent off ‘was the thought that I was
leaving her all alone and without any
one to look after her.”

He paused and cleared his throat.

“It was the dreadful longing to see
her that drove me to breaking out of
quod. I thought if I could get away and
take her to some place on the other side
of the herring pond, she and me could
make a fresh start. Well, I got out,” he
continued, with =~ touch of pride in his
tone, “and I risked ever ng to come
down here and see her. I knew I was
running into danger, just putting my
head into the lion’s mouth, as you’d say;
but I risked it. And when I got down
here I found”—he stopped and turned
his head away—*“I found that my Rachel
had gone.”

Jordan still gazed at his boots, ou_t-
wardly calm and indifferent, but his
heart was beating nineteen to the dozen,
and his brain was hard at work.

“She was gone. That. was bad enough,
but there was worse “ehind. My girl
had fallen into bad hands. Some
villain had—had played her false, and
she’d gone off with him.”

His harsh voice trembled, and Jon!?,n,
glancing up, saw that he was shaking
as if with ague.

“That’s all I could hear. It nearly drove
me mad. I couldr’t make inquiries; 1
daren’t stop and try and find her. Ihad
to bolt as you know. But I swore I'd
come back and find out who it was that
ruined her and—well, I've come back.
But I’m as far off as ever. No one of
cource—know anything more than that
she went off with some one, and that
she’s not been seen in Stoneleigh since.”

He dashed his hand across his eyes
with an oath at the gmotion which he
could not conceal, imf Tooked out of the
window. - sepere

“It occurred to me,” he went on, after
a pause during which Jordan remained
silent and watchful, “that you might
have heard—something; that you might
know who it was that led her astray.
You see, you're a magistrate and the_lo-
cal swell, and—things generally come to
the ears of a man in your place. I want
to find her.” He stammered hoarsely. “I
don’t care what she’s done; she’s my girl,
my Rachel still, and I want her. But I
want the man that ruiped her worse!
I've sworn—Ilook here, Sir Jordan, most
good men like yourself, for jngtance,”
and he laughed, grimly, “say their pray-
ers at night. I'm not ‘good’ anyway, and,
instead, I've sworn an oath every night
before I've laid down that I'd have my
revenge on the man that robbed me of
my girl. And if he's alive and I can find
him, I'll keep that oath!”

He raised his clenched hand as he
spoke and swore fearfully.

“That’s all I wanted to ask you,” he
said. “Just answer it, and I’'m off. Just
tell me anything you may have heard—
anything might give me a clue, Why,
look here—"and he struck the small table
80 that the letters danced again—“I'd
rather lose the money I'm to get from
you than give up my hope of revenge up-
on the villain that ruined my little g{rl.”

It was at that moment that a inspir-
ation visited Jordan. It came a flash

| @3 most inspirations do, and| its sud-

denness sent the blood to his pale face.

“You will get into trouble, my good
Banks,” he said, gravely. “You had Let-
ter forget your daughter and put your-
self beyond the reach of the polict.”

Lavarick laughed, a gruesome Liid
of laugh. 5
.“You think so. Well, look here; if the
man I want was standing with a polica-
man on each side of him I'd fly at his
throat and as I choked him I'd say 'I'm
Jim Banks, the father of the girl you
ruined!” and I'd kill him and be haie-
el for it afterward.” g

Jordan turned pale. and his yes kid
themselves under their thick lids.

“I—I scarcely know whether I shonld
be justified in telling you,” he Legen,
hesitatingly.

Lavarick turned upon him eagtily.

“You know ~omething!” he axelaimed.
“What is it. Tell me!”

Jordan bit his lip softly as if still
considering. then he said, slowly:

“l cannot refuse a father's appeal.”

Lavarick swore impatiently.

“Curse that!” he said, hoarsely. “Out

with what you know.”

Jordan rose and looked down at the
carpet pensively.

“You say that your daughter’s name
was Rackel ?” he said.

“Rachel!” assented Lavariek, huskily.
“What is it? What do you know?” ¥

Jordan sighed.

“Heaven xnows whether I am acting
wisely in—in telling you what I know,”
he said, “and if I do so it in.the hope
that I may aid you to recover your
daughter—rot that you may wreak your
vengeance upon her betrayer. I think
I saw her but once or twice as I passed
through the "town. I should ot remem-
ber her if 1 were to meet her again

“Go on!” broke in Lavarick, impati-
ently 5

way,” said Jordan, rebukingly. “Did vou
xnow my half brother, Neville?” " he
asked. as if with painful reluctance,

Lavarick started.

“No,” he said. “He was at college, I
suppose, when 4 was at home here. I
never saw him. What—why »

“Wait,” said Jordan, almost gently.
“Waic here for a moment.” 3

He went out and returned af¢ Q.
minute or so with a letter i nhis hand.

k must let me tell you in my own |

pression, of a tiger thirsting for blood,
stopped and glaged at him.

“What’s that?” he asked. -

Jordan held the letter firmly.

“I'do not know, as I said, whether I
am acting wisely in¢;showing you this.
I am not eonvinced that it—er—brings
home the &.ﬂlt of your daughter’s be-
tiayal to the person who received this
letter, but I cannot withhold my sym-
pathy from you, or refuse to help a
father in the search for his lost ehild.”

Lavarick eyed him with savage in-
credulity and suspicion.

“Stow all r‘ln.t.l" he said hoarsely.
“What is it

“I will tell, you,” said Jordan, gravely.
“You taunted me that night witi" being
the cause of the quarrel between m
father and my half-brother Neville. It
was an ignorant and un{u-t accusation.
The cause of the trouble between Sir
Greville and Neville, who was his favor-
ite son, was—your daughter.”

Lavarick started back, gasping.

“What!” he said, ‘almost inaudibly,
his eyes fixed on Jordan’s face.

Jordan shook his head gnvely.

“What I tell you is true,” he said. “It
came to my fother's ears that Neville
was—well, well—being seen too frequent-
lfy with your dmvxfhter Rachel, and my
ather taxed Neville with his intended
perfidy, and bade Him give up his de-
signs upon a young and innocent girl.
But I am ashamed to szy that my half-
brother Neville was as wilful and obsti-
nate as he was viclous. He persisted in
his evil courses; a stormy scene ensued
between my father and him, and then
Neville disappeared. I fear—I greatly
fear that he persuaded your unhappy
daughter to accompany him.”

Lavarick stood white and trembling.

“Is this one of your lies?” he got out
at last. “Is this a dodge of yours to
come over me?”

Jordan shook his head.

“You do right to distrust me, Banks.”
he said, “but I am telling you the truth.
Why should I concoct this story? My
brother Neville is doubtless dead, and
beyond the reach of your vengeance; in-
deed, if I did not think so, I should not
hqlx"e told you, for I bear him no ill
will.”

Lavarick’s trembling lips twisted into
a si—er.

“You hate him,” he said, hoarsely.
“But that’s nothing to do with me. Give
me proofs. What’s that in your hand?”

“The proof you ask for,” said Jordan,
and then, as if reluctantly, he handed
Lavarick the paper.

It was an old letter which had appar-
ently been partly burned. The date and
the commencement were destroyed, but
th2 body and the signature remained.

Lavarick seized it and examined it,
then he glared up at Jordan.

“lt’s—it’s her handwriting!” he said,
hoarsely. “It's her name—Rachel’s!”
and he dashed his hand on the signa-
ture. -

“You recognize it?” said Jordan, grave-
ly, almost pityingly. “It’s a heartrend-
ing letter; the appeal of a helpless girl
to the man who has ruined and deserted
ReRL s R S TG,

*Where—where did you get it from?"
demanded Lavarick, wiping his eyes as if
the sight of the familiar handwriting
had blinded them.

“I found it in my brother’s room when
I was cleaning it out after my father’s
death,” said Jordan, quietly. “It was
lylag among some burned papeis. Will
you return it to me, please?”

Lavarick folded it and thrust it im
his pocket, his eyes fixed on Jordanm’s
face with an awful look. =

“Return it? No!
him! I'll return it fo him when I'm kill-
ing him! Oh, my God!” and he séized
his head with both hands and held it
as if he were going to have a fit. “My
poor girl—my poor girl! Dead—you
say he’s dead! He’s not! He’s alive,
and I'll find him! I'll He stop-
ped as if he were choking, and tore at

water.”

He seized a carafe from a side table
and gulped down a glassful, then stood
breathing hard and staring vacantly at
Jordan.

Jordan stood, rather paler than usual,
but with his eyes fixed on the carpet.

“For your own sake,” he said, “I'trust
you will not commit any rash deed. For
your own sake——"

Zavarick stopped him with a gesture
at once defiant apd savage.

“Leave that to me!” he said, broken-
ly; then he laughed a_horrible laugh.
“If you'd only told me this, given me
this letter last night, I'd have let you
off the money.” S

Poor Jordan started, and-a gleam of
regret crossed his face.

Lavarick laughed again.

“But I'll have the money and my re-
venge, too. Curse you both; curse every-
body by the name of Lynne! It's you
and the likes of you that drive us to
the devil. My girl—my pretty, innocent
girl ” He broke down again, but re-
covered himself as if he had a’suspicion
that Jordan, for all his grave face, was
enjoying the sight of his misery. “I'm
| going,” he said, breathing hard. “Friday,
| remember! T’ll have the money. It will
help me to find him. Your brother won’t
trouble you after I've done with him,
Sir Jordan-”

He went to the door, but his hand
shook so that he could not turn the
handle.

“Open it!” he said, roughly.

Jordan obeyed and accompanied him
down stairs and to the hall door.

“You will take care of te papers, Mr.
Smith,” he said, blandly, for the bene-
fit of the footman in the hall.

But Lavarick, as if he had forgotten
his assumed character and part, strode
down the steps and along the drive with
bent head and white, distorted face, his
hand clutching the pocket in which he
| had thrust the letter.

CHAPTER XXIV.

A wise maxim maker has asserted
that there can be no love betwean two
| women when both are young and pretty.
| As is usual with maxim makers, he was
| wrong, and Sylvia and Audrey proved
| him so.

They were drawn toward each other
by a mutual sympathy which acted with
m.luul force. Sylvia had gone through the
furnace through which Audrey seemed
now to be passing. But though Sylvia
| saw that something was troubling her
newly made triend, ske did not ask for
Audrey’s confidence,’and Audrey did not
give it. But notwithstanding this, the
two girls had fallen in love with each
other with that quiet fervency which
evidences somehing warmer, deeper, and
! more lasting than a transient famcy.

The day after their meeting in Syl-
vis's room Audrev drove round to Rurv

I'll return it to

his collar and necktie. *“Give me some

street and carried Sylvia off to Grosve-
nor Square. »

Lady Marlow at first received her with
a mixture of kindness and reserve, but
before an hour had passed, Sylvia. had
made her way, unconsciously and with:
out any effort on her part, into her little
ladyship’s heart, and thel viscount, . hap-

vig w comeg in to lunch, was as
‘;mmptly captured and ensjaved.

L'he two girls went out for a drive to-
gether, and Audrey promised on their
return to call at Sylvia’s abiding place
on the following afternoon, and take tea
with her, and afterward accompany her
to the theatre. ;

Audrey came the next afternoon, and i

the girls sat and talked over their  tea,
as women who™ are fast and  loving
friends delight to talk, Audrey was res-
plendent in her evening dress, and Syl-
via was laughingly: admiring her, and
holding up a hand mirsor that Audre,
might survey herself when the maid-
servant entered. )

Sylvia, thinking she had come to - re-
move the tea service, paid her no atten-
tion; when Audrey, who was trying to
put aside the mirrox, suddenly uttered
a cr{ and half rose

Sylvia turned her head to see what
was the matter, and saw a tall figure
standing in the doorway.

She dropped the glass and ran forward
with bHoth hands outstretched, exclaim-
ing: D

“Lord Lorrimore!” * :

He took her hands and held thém so
tightly .that he hurt her. But his eyes
did not meet hers, they were fixed on
the pale and downcast face of Audrey
Hope.

“Audrey! Miss Hope, you here!” ex-
claimed Lorrimore, his dark . face flush-
ing, his eyes lighting up with a sudden
joy and gladness.

Sylvia looked from one to the other,
but not a glimmering of the truth
dawned upon her.

(Lo be continued.)
———ee—————

WARM AIR ABOVE THE COLD.

A Curious Fact Recently Observed by
Méteorologists.

Students of the upper air were aston-
ished when the little, balloons they sent
up, with self-recording thermometers,
told them one day that in the high
atmosphere there is a stratum which is
warmer than the air immediately below
it. No one has yet explained this strange
inversion of temperature, but it has now
been observed so many times in different
parts of the woérld that there can be
no doubt about it.

It was discovered in 1891, almost
simultaneously, by Mr. Teisserenc de
Bort near Paris and by Prof. Assmann in
Germany: Since then nearly all the bal-
loons that have risen above 40,000 feet
in central Europe have penetrated this
stratum' of warmer air. No one knows
yet its upper limits.

In England it has been found that the
average height of this layer of warmer
air is abopt 35.800 feet.

In the Iaat three years Dr. A. Law-4
tence Rotch has set afloat seventy-seven
baﬂonqsﬁies at llSt..h Lo:,lhi: g/l:&l): (;;5
those ch rose higher than 43,000 fee
EE&; the stratuni of warmer tempera-
ture.

On Oct. 8, for instance, the tempera-
ture at 47,600 feet was 90 degrees
Fahrenheit, while at the greater altitude
of 54,100 feet the temperature had risen
to—72 degrees. Two days later the
coldest temperature, 80 degrees, was
found «at 39,700 feet, while only 2,500
feet higher the temperature rose to
degrees, ..l - e
. This warmer stratum of air has not
yet bach discovered over the tropical
Atlantic, but the noteworthy fact has
been established that above the equator
in summer. it is colder at a height of
eight miles than it is in winter at the
same height in north temperate regions.

Meteorologists now think they have
reason to believe that this warmer air
exists throughout the tropical regions
at heights exceeding 50,000 feet, and
that it is probably a universal phenén-
enon existing at some height all uot%;:l
the globe. /

KEEP CHILDREN WELL
DURING HOT WEATHER

Every mother knows how fatal {he
summer months are to small chil-
dren. Cholera infantum, diarrhcea,
dysentry and stomach troubles sro
alarmingly frequent at this time and
too often a precious little life is lost
after a few hours illness. The moth-
er who keeps Baby’s Own Tablets in
the house feels safe. The occasional
usec of Baby’s Own Tablets prevent
stomach and bowel troubles, or if
the trouble comes suddenly —as it
generally does —the Tablets will bring
the little one through safely. Mrs.
George Howell, . Sandy Beach, Que.,
says: “My baby was suffering with
colic, vomiting and diarrhoea, but
after giving him Baby’s Own Tablets
the trouble disappeared. I would ad-
vise all mothers to keep a box of
Tablets always at hand” Sold by
medicine  dealers or by mail at 25¢
a box from The Dr. Williams’ Medi-
cine Co., Brockville, Ont.
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Injudiciousness.

Policeman—Judge, this prisoner acted
as if he was insane at the baseball game
yesterday.

Judge—\What did he do?

Policeman—During the game he threw
his watch at one of the players.

Prisoner—It was an Ingersoll, Judge,
and I was endeavoring to make the vis-
iting catcher muff a forl fly.

Policeman—A few mlinutes later he
ran through .the grand stand shrieking
like a wild person and smashing other
men’s hats

Prisoner—One of our team swatted
out a three-bagger and brought in thres
runs, making the game a tie.

Policeman—The next second he jump-
ede onto the diamond and assaulted the
umpire.

Prisoner (excitedly)—The umpire call-
ed that three-base hit a foul, Judge.

Judge (an old fan)—The prisoner is
discharged. Officer, I reprimand you for
your injudiciousness.—From the May
Bohemian.

s i ienre
Blame Government Ownership.

Incidgntally Japanese statesmen arg
complaining that it was not so muech
the cost cf war, but the purchase and
operation ‘cf Japanese railways by the
Government| that brought about the
present serius financial stringeney in

,,,ﬂ +¥ork Eveni

i
|
!
r
i
|

Produ
Libby’s |

Vienna Sausage

" You've never tasted
the best sausage until
you've eaten Libby's
Yieana Sausage.

|
lt'sasausag rod t
of high fooceip val‘:;l
Made different. Cook-
ed different. Tastes }

differentandis different
than other sausage!
Libby’s Vienna
Sausage, like all of the
Libby I‘;u Oﬁd Productz;
is care
;snd coolreci' :r:mrye’s
Great White Kitchen.

It can be quickly
served for any meal at
any time! It is pleas-
ing, not over-flavored
and has that satisfying
taste. Try it

Libby, McNeill & Libby, |

, Chicago. , J
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THE ENGAGED MAN.

Fianceer’s Loyal Sisters Flee as From
the Plague.

, The behavior of the newly-engaged
often affords the looker-on much food
for amusing reflection, but far more in-
teresting is tne aititude which the fam-

il{ asgures toward the happly pair during
the x

period of probation. If they enter

& 100! ther every one flies from it
mﬁsﬂ’.ﬁﬁ as if tlilzey had the small-

pox. If-you come upon them in a nbgrs
ou may not so much as pause to fin
ouF book, but must precipitptely re-
treat, taking care goftly to close the
door. B T R T & B :
The man does not always seem to like
thesg conditions. He, perhaps, is not "a
fluent talker, and may even enjoy .the
[ own sex, says The New

& Sun. He may think regret-
fully of the t!mes when he had interest-
ing litfle chats with “her” ’sisters, or,

rather, whe ey were will to ¢
with him. egr%éymny%e 80 c%ﬁi-bloﬂzg
as to anticipate the time when he and
his wife will have almost too mich of
each other’s society.

When they go out to walk or ride, he
thinks he could enjoy the company of
her elder sister, who is a good horse-
woman, ur of the younger one, who
sketches; he may fancy the singing of
one, or the wit of another, possibly the
iokes of a third. But he is made to feel
It would be high treason to yearn for
strange gods. dovewifle Wb

Sisters who are loyal to one another
would consider it shocking. The man is
bound to one, and one only, and it is al-
most melancholy to witness the stam-
pede which takes place at his coming,

e

EGOTISM THE MAN'S HANDICAP.
(By John A. Howland.)

Youth claims title to buoyancy and
venturesomeness because of two
things. Firgt, perhaps, are the prompt-
ings of an excess of mere animal spir-
its; second, lack of a sobering, quali-
fying experience. Why is it, then,
that in the face of this statement,
which few people will challenge, one
of the most hampering characteristics
of the young man in business comes
of his showing in his business re-
lations a marked evidence of this
quality to which youth is the most
logical heir?

An employer will overlook a serious
blunder of a young man’s on the
ground that the boy is young yet.
Fellow workers, discovering that in
a quiet, sober industriousness the
young man has made an errot and
is in a tight place, will turn willing-
ly to help him out. But that young
man who has brought a breezy, push-
ing optimism into a staid, conserva-
tive house full of old employes will
discover, if able to sense it, that. ex-
cuses are for others than himself.

“He’s too fresh,” is the colloquial
diagnosis of his case when his back
is turned; or if in the opinion of the
young offender’s fellows he has ex-
ceeded prescribed bounds, one or
more of_these fellow workers may
make the diagnosis of the young
man’s especial benefit.

Two widely diverging points of view

nugd

the land of " Nippon.—Cincinnati .
mereial Tribn

)

us
Je. bi
.'“l’;l‘n‘::s?“suld od

geem to be résponsible for this crit;-
icism of the young man’s superabun-

| ant activity. On_ the ope side are the "
‘| individuals arrived at more sober os-

tates, who, jealous of their positiona
and eonnection witk an establishment,
resent the mere intrusion of youth.
On the other side is the' wise, confi-
dent man of experience who decides
that the young matriculant is likely
to wreck himself and his chances on
rocks of which he is wholly.ignorant
for lack of a proper chart. This over-
abundant enthusiasm and venture-
some activity from either of these
points of view, i§ distressing in an
organization. Men who are jealous
of its invasion will have o!)pomm-
ity to put impediments in its way,
wiile the wiser ones who seek to warn
the victim of it may see their ef-
forts fail. :

I have a friend who has arrived at
this age.of wisdom from which he
may see cle‘rl‘y into the status of the
oung man of this type. ror years
e has conducted a department in a
great institution which calls for tech-
nical work of Sxe highest de, . Al
ways the department has had at least
one young man in its rather in the
position of a postgraduate appren<
tice. He spoke to me some time ago
in discouraged -tones.

“I've discharged three young men

because of thé ‘big head,’ ”” said he,
“and the young man I have now is
getting away from me in that directiop
faster than I can pull him back.”
®1n this particylar instance, however,
a rather unusual influence is at work
in the office tp the undoing of this
yom? man. He came into it a gentle,
timid, thoroughly conscientious be-
inner, who was little more than a
oy. He beeame popular with the
men in the office, fram the first. Had
he been full of/ego, even, it might
have been better for him, for the of-
fice considered that he needed encour-
agement. They encouraged him and
overdid it. From the shrinking, ner-
vous disposition.which once appealed
to the sympathies of that office this
voung man has evolved » distressing
confidence and complacency which he
has not earned.

Out of the natural buoyancv of his
youth the young man in business is
likely to fall ‘a . victim of egotism.
True ambition rarely separates itself
from the element of ego on the yButh.
ful side of thirty. The young man
may be constitutionally egotistic, or
as in the case cited, he  may have
egotism thrust upon him.

That young man who would test
himself for signs of this hampering
?fo has a material point to approach.

e may ask himself, How well Batis-
fied am I with the work I am doing?
Complete satis!acti3 with himsel}
and his work is a ﬂ- t sign of decay
in gygél the agﬂlt; eré 18 no pro-
fTess beyond this state of mind. In
the young man this evidence of sat-
isfaction can mean only, arrested
development because of arrested effort.

t & line on yourself, young man
It you are criticized you oughi to be
able to determine whether jealousy
or wisdom is Pprompting your- critic.
But either voice 1s worthy of a
thoughtful hearing. N .-33

. Your ﬂlg ;ﬁlﬂ and kitchen can be
Epy Fres- ilson’s
Fly llada di MW% g«‘,{:&;
Get the genuine Wilson’s; 1o other

killers compare with them.

WHEN MEN WORE SHAWLS,

President Linconl’s iaﬁlﬂl&y to His
Big Scotch Plaid.

On very rare occhsions yoh now see
some old lady weéaring a shawl, but gen-
erally speaking this once universal gar-
ment has become obsolete,

Those children that are, say, 40 years
old or more can probably remember
when even men wore shawls instead of
overcoats. For about ten years they
were considered just the thing: This
was the decade beginning with about
1860. President Lincoln wgr very par-
%&‘?j big Scotth shawl, which, ac-

ing to Ehge ‘vo?e, he wore, not, fold-

w3

ed diagonally emining fashion, but
folded lengthwise, says the Pathfinder.
This folded shawl was passed over the
shoulders apd ground in front, where if
was either held by the hands or pinned
by a huge shawl pin. This case of the
shawl is about the only one where the
men have appropriated an article of wear
from the women’s wardrobe—though the
instances where the reverse’has happen-
ed are legion. ;

Even then, the shawl was originally
not a woman’s garment exclusively, for
the Scotch Highlander has his tartan
plaid, and the men of northern Italy
still wear & cloak which is very little
more than a shawl. There can be no
question that the shawl is more useful
and more picturesque as an article of
attire than the close fitting coats both
men and women now wear. The shawl
could in case of emergency be used to
protect two persons, or to wrap a child
in, or as an extra bed covering; its fash-
jon did not change every three months,
and it could be used and passed down
in ‘the familv until it was worn out.

e et .
Cook for Francis Joseph.

Although the Austrian Emperor eats
very frugally, His Majesty pays his chief
cook £2,000 a year. The court is noted
for its elaborate repasts, and a French
contemporary gives an’amusing account
of how Perski—for such is the chef’s
name—entered the Emperor’s service,
Perski was formerly chef to Count Rhein-
gaum, and one day Francis Joseph, who
dined at the house of the count, was
delighted with the manner in which the
boar’s head was ‘served, and eompliment-
ed the chef. Two days later an enor-
mous packing oase arrived at Schon-
brunn with the Count’s respects. - When
the box was opened they found in it
Perski, in good health, but somewhat
“gshaken up.” The Emperor accepted the
present, and Perski became head of the
ktchen.—From the London Globe.
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No Doubt About It.

Lawyer—Are you sure that occurrence
was on the 17th of the month?

Witness—Yes, it was ther17th,

Lawyer—Now, remember, you are un-
der oath. How do you know it was the
17th?

Witness—'Cause the day before that

Lawyer—Be careful what you say
now. Go on. ’
“Witness— was the 16th and the

day after it was the 18th.—-Detroit
News Tribune.

from this department in three years .
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