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days and then said: “I will tell you, 1 ment and read them night and day, need. I believe in the God of Heaven, some and hateful duties sometimes,
Talltha Cumi. I have learned about a till learned by heart. She believed in who has made all things. Your idols—" Honor!us." said Cymrius. At the same
great prophet, 6ht hew much more than Jesus as her Lord; witnessed a good "Then you are a follower of Jesus, time Follonius returned the glance of 
prophet. He went about doing good and confession, before many witnesses; was the Nazarine?" asked a lawyer, em- Honorius and touching his sword said, 
healing all manner of diseases. He did baptized at the holy font and signed ployed by Follonius. 'have a care for your health, Hono-
not belong to our people by birth, but with the sign of His cross, and from . At the name of Jesus, the holy rius.-’ ”
all men were like to Him. One of our that day never wavered. ' maiden was strengthened mightily by "Follonius was the first swordsman
Centurions, Cladius, who lived long in j "But young Follonius, son of one of the power of God; she bowed the knee, 0( Rome and many fell before the 
Syria, had a servant who was sick un- ‘ the Perfects, persecuted the holy Agnes made the sign of the cross and boldly powers of his strong arm, whilst
to death. He heard of the great Pro- ! with his unhallowed love. She fled confessed, "Jesus is my Lord and my Honorius, being in command of the
phet and sent messengers to him, in from him as she would from the sirocco God." Spears, was less expert in swordsman-
behalf of the sick servant. Oladlus wafting pestilence, but could not es- , “Hold”—cried the prefect, now en- ship."
bade the messengers sayj "Speak the cape him. Though spurned oft, he as raged, "we shall teach you to think “Honorius exclaimed—'Pshaw!’ with 
word only Lord, and my servant shall oft pursued her. Her pure life told its differently. I shall strip you naked, ex- infinite disgust and seizing Follonius, 
be healed.” This wondrous faith was tale, even on the debauched Follonius, j pose you to the Jibes of men; manacle who had crossed his path, by the 
commanded by the great Master to his for at length he pressed his suit with \ you—place you on the rack; scourge throat, hurled him to the ground.” ' 
disciples and He spoke the word and a plea of honorable marriage. But even j you; cut out your tongue; flay you to "Bravo, Honorius!" shouted little 
the servant was healed. Cladius could had he led a clean life, she could never ( death. But now listen, burn incense to Patricia and clapped her hands, and

Vesta, your Goddess and live. all the girls Joined in thp applause.
As he said this, the holy Agnes clasp- Stephanus seemed but little surprised 

ed her hands together, raised her eyes at this outburst of admiration at the 
to heaven and said in accents sweet as soldier's manly act and proceeded : 
the voice of angels: “Follonius quickly regained his feet,

“Jesus; my Lord, I thee adore. and drawing his sword rushed on
“ ‘O, make me love thee more and Honorius crying out: ‘By the godsl 

more.’ Thy heart’s blood alone can wipe out
“ ‘Manacle her; cried the prefect in a this insult."

“But Honorius stepped aside and es­
caped the blow aimed at his heart, and 
immediately drawing his sword, faced 
his antagonist.”

“ 'Tie an unequal contest,” cried 
Cymrius, who well knew the expert 
swordmanship of Follonius, "alas ! for 
Vie leader of my spears."

"Have no fear, my general,” cried 
Honorius, “Heaven is Just and will 
defend the right."

"Follonius’ quick eye then perceived 
an advantage, and he rained his blows 
thick and fast with practiced hand. 
Honorius had to give way before the 
fierce onslaught, and treading in the 
blood that fell
Agnes’ wounds, slipped and fell on his 
knee, as Follonius made a most terri­
fic sweep of his sword, the point of 
which gazed Honorlas' forehead, mak­
ing a horizontal wound. But Honorius 
was strong of body and light of limb, 
acquired among the mountains of West 
Britain, when fighting the fierce and 
brave Cymri. He accordingly regain­
ed his feet with a bound, parrying a 
blow aimed at his head by Follonius. 
A second blow came hard and fast from 
Follonius’ strong right arm, to avoid 
which Honorius had to step back. 
Again he trod in a pool of blood flowing 
from the maiden 
again he fell on
lonius determined to end the contest 

is attached by hands and feet at the and raised his arm to cleave Honorius’ 
wrists and ankles to cords that are skull. Honorius was cool, howèver, 
passed over rollers betwen the planks, and threw himself backward with a 
thus hanging between the legs of bound as Follonius’ sword descended,
wood. Iron combs are attached to the with the result that the point of the 
planks and in immediate contact with sword made a vertical wound on Hon- 
the body of the tortured saint. Then orlus' brow, and to the amazement of 
when the crank is turned the hands all a cross of oozing blood stood on 
and feet are drawn tighter towards the Honorius’ forehead At this moment the 
rollers, and as the whole body is thus dying sainted girl uttered a prayer in 
stretched, the sides are pierced by the low accents, which fell on Honorius’ 
teeth of the iron combs and tom and ears; and he felt he must avenge the
lacerated to the very bone. As the martyred Agnes, Then his heart's
cords tighten the limbs are strained till blood seemed to flow in streams of fire 
the thighs and sinews crack, and the through vein and artery, a strange
limbs are torn from their sockets, power seized him, and he seemed to
Such was the instrument of torture possess the strength of more than mor- 
the Holy Agnes was now to be tal. So when all expected to see him 
stretched upon, in attestation of the fall at the next stroke of Follonius, he 
faith. The martyred maiden bore her. manifested a new energy and developed 
terrible sufferings with Christian forti- a wondrous prowess. Regaining his 
tude, and Honorius’ heart was touched, feet, he sprung at Follonius, and for a 
if not changed, at the strange power ■ few minutes a most wonderful battle 
of enduring suffering this frail girl ensued, the advantage resting with 
manifested. Just then Cymrius, under Honoriu. Once his sword drank blood, 
whom Honorius fought in Britain and then parrying a blow from Pollon- 
came upon the scene." ius, he gave a mighty thrust and pier-

“ ‘General,’ said Honorius, ‘this is no ced Follonius’ arm. 
place for soldiers—making war on “By the gods; Honorius’ sword has 
helpless girls. The carpet knights and flashed a second time, exclaimed the 
gilded debauches of Rome may think Pro-Consul of Asia, who was present 
the torturing of frail women is glorious ! at the martyrdom.” 
warfare, but a soldier thinks—Ugh!’ і “ ‘Bravo! my Captain brave,' cried 
and he gave Follonius a most withering і out Cymbrius, ‘Thou wilt lead my

j spears again.’ And now Honorius, no 
” ‘Soldiers must perform very Jrk- longer on the defensive, became the

aggressor. Follonius gave way, and 
was becoming weak from loss of 

“blood.

I arch counted the number and a glad­
dened gleam lit up his eye, for there 

St. Agnes was a patrician by birth, were present eighty-one maidens of 
rich, and of rare beauty and many ac- Imperial Romo; one for each year of 
complishmenta. The son of a prefect of his life; among them representatives 
the city paid his addresses to her, not of the noblest patricians and the low- 
honorably at first, however; and her Host of the Plebs; all sisters in the 
refusal to accede to his desires brought common faith, 
upon her the full force of Pagan bru­
tality. At her trial, she boldly confessed Stephanus—for that was the name he 
Christ, and when the prefect demand- took in Baptism—said with a smile: 
ed that she should burn incense to "Daughters, this is the birthday of 
Vesta she made the sign of the cross 1 your patron saint, Agnes of blessed 
Instead. The holy maiden was then : memory.”
vilely disrobed, tortured on the rack, j "But, Father," said young Virginia, 
and finally beheaded. She never flinch- j "I thought this was the anniversary of 
ed under her tortures, but displayed ; the martyrdom of the holy Agnes?" 
the grandest fortitude throughout her I “So it is, my child,” replied Stephan- 
sufferlnge St. Jerome says that "the us, “but the day of martyrdom is with

the church the day of birth—birth into

(Copyrighted.)

Perceiving this, Honorius 
rained his blows like hail upon his ad­
versary, and then summonihg all his 
strength, his sword descended with 
terrific force and sent Follonius to the

The simple devotions over, the aged ground, breaking his enemy’s sword in 
Springing upon Follonius,pieces.

Honorius placed his foot upon his 
body and the point of his sword upon
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; •Hellhis heart and fiercely cried: 

hound !’ die like a dog !’
“At this At this moment Honorius

r

tcaught sight of the dying eye of the 
holy maiden. There was _ no mistak­
ing that mute appeal; it was for mercy 
for her enemy, Follonius.

find no comfort in our Gods, but in the unite herself with a Pagan Roman 
land of Judea, he had learned from anr so she shunned him all she could, 
one Jalrua of the one true God, Yaha- j At length from expresions that fell 
vah, and he sent peace to his soul. This from her lips, he learned that she was 
Jairus was a ruler of the synagogue a Christian. In the month of January 
and he had a little daughter, something she was on the Campus Martlus in her 
like yon, when twelve years old. 
parents called her by her Eastern pet from the Alban hills and the maiden 
name, Talltha Cumi; for she was the drank in the pure air of heaven, of life- 
joy of their hearts. But the dear child giving-power.”
took sick and was ready to die. Jairus With glowing cheeks and throbbing 
and hie wife had heard from Cladius heart and nerves tingling with the 
of the wonderful miracle the great pro- puise of health, she gave reins to her 
phet, Jesus of Nazareth, had wrought, steeds in the exuberance of her spirits 
and In their hour of trial, their hearts an(j pulling up her chariot with a prac- 
went out to the great teacher. "O! tlced hand, at her palatial home, she 
that the great prophet were here.” threw the reins to the slave and bound- 
wailed the broken hearted mother, jug to the ground ran up the marble 
"surely He would heal our child.”

“He is here,” said one of the Spear- had sung with exquisite power the 
men, sent by Cladius to inquire for the night before, in this very apartment 
child, “and mighty a*e the miracles He one of the maids, lately hired met

her in the corridor and said: “A visitor
"Go and call Him; beseech Him; tell has called to see the fair Agnes and 

Him our child is dying, dying, dying,” hearing she was about to return soon, 
groaned the agonized mother. determined to wait."

All ran to call this Jesus, this Christ. The maiden’s heart sank within her. 
His disciples called Him, for „all loved for Ehe felt it was Follonius. “Where- 
the sweet child. fore said you, I was coming back

"Ha is coming,” cried Cornelius, chief pudentia?” 
of the bowmen, as he ran with the glad «j could not lie, dear mistress.” 
message.

"He la coming,’ re-echoed Eneas. Christian; had it been a Pagan maid 
bravest of the spearmen, as he hurried 0f Rome, she would have lied as fast 
back to the Centurion’eh house.

“Trouble not the Master,” said the “Welcome back Agnes, fairest of Ro- 
father, choking down his soba, “she man maids," exclaimed Follonius lost 
is dead.” in admiration at her surpassing beauty.

But still the great prophet advanced, «j have come once more to press my 
but could not get to the door for the виіге with all the ardor of my soul.” 
press of people, for all loved the child.
‘Stand aside,” shouted the Impetuous ears, with renewed proposals of-----
Petrus, one of his foremost disciples,
"make room for the Master.”

Passing through the open door, this

$.
tongues and pens of all nations 
employed in praise of her constancy;" the life eternal.”
and St. Augustine writes, “blessed is “We would know all you can tell us 
the holy Agnes, whose passion we this of the martyrdom of the noble Agnes,” 
day celebrate. In Latin, Agnes sign!- said the sedate and thoughtful Priscil- 

I fies a lamb and in Greek it means pure. la.
She was what she was called.” | “

were Nor was
Honorius sheathedthat look in vain, 

his sword, and without uttering a word 
turned his back on Follonius, and fall­
ing on his knees beside the martyred 
sait, whispered, "Holy. Maiden 
God is my God. ’t bélieve that 
is the Son of God !’

І
The chariot. The light winds blew fresh

1.4'Thy і
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“So you shall, daughter,” was the 
In Christian art, St. Agnes is repre- j answer, “that was my object in sum- 

lamb standing beside : monlng you here tonight, for next yearі rage.
“ ‘The lictor selected the smallest and 

placed them on her wrists, but Agnes, 
with a smile shook her hands and the 
manacles fell at her feet.

“ ‘Strip her naked,
Jade,’ roared 
hands seized her and tore the clothes 
from her body. As they were doing so, 
she said in a Arm voice:

“ ‘For me, Jesus endured, the cross 
and despised the shame, I will do so 
for my Lord.”

“Scarcely had the words escaped her 
lips, when the men who were disrobing 
her accidentally unloosened the band 
that was tying up her hair and it fell 
to her knees, enveloping her body like 
a mantle. (This is à fact.)

“ ‘You see God has given me an angel 
to help me in the hour of distress and 
protect me from your insults,’’ said the 
sainted girl, her face beaming with a 
heavenly light.

“ ‘Take her hence and place her on 
the rack,” roared the prefect In fury. 
"Command Honorius, Captain of the 
Guard, to see to her execution,” and he 
vacated his seat of Judgment.

“ The rack,’ sometimes called The 
Little Horse,’ is a terrible instrument 
of torture; formed of legs, united by 
planks. At each end is a crank for ad­
justing the degree of torture to be ad­
ministered to the victim. The sufferer

sented with a
her. and a palm branch, or sword in I may keep the anniversary with the 
her hand. Several churches are dedi- saints in Paradise.” 
coted to her name. That at Rome has “May the good Lord spare you to us," 
attained historical importance from its was the affectionate response, 
flock of Iambs, which the Popes went ; “The Lord’s will be done; but I am 
annually to bless, and from whose ready to depart when He calls,” was 
fleeces the palls with which the Arch- j the reply of the faithful teacher, 
bishops are invested are made. I “Know then,” continued Stephanus,

She has ever been regarded as the 1 “that the holy Agnes belonged to the 
patron saint of young girls, and round noble patrician family that could count 
her anniversary have gathered many its descent from one of the founders of 
legends; one of which is popular with the city. Besides she w’as rich and of 
young guaidens. On the eve of St. passing beauty. She had been claimed 
Agnes, .,ey go through certain mystic by unanimous consent the fairest in 
rites, and as a result expect to see their Rome. Her cultured mind was but the 

; future husbands in their dreams. index of her soul and her soul was en-
THE ABOVE IS THE BASIS FOR shrined in a body of symmetry and

beauty. She was
In a large oblong apartment in the own and the Greek classics, could dis-

catacombs of Pagan Rome, sat an cuss the Sroic and Epicurean philoso-
aged man, venerable in mien and patrl- phles, loved flowers, painting, eculp-
archial in aspect. His long flowing ture and music and was an expert
beard swept his breast and locks of charioteer. She had admirers by the
silvered hair fell in profusion on his score, but she rejected all. A continual
forehead, round which was a golden adulation burned before her, but she
braid t£at kept the thick curly hair in hated flattery. She was petted at home,
place upon his brow. The room was yet she was not spoiled; she was ap-
adorned with a few devices common to plauded abroad and she did not become
the catacombs; such as the Triangle , vain; she shunned frivolity, banned 
and Circle, the Cross, the I. H. 8., the profanity and fled from all Indecency,
Dove, the Lamb and the IChthus, or : so that the thoughtful among men and 
Fish. The Lamb was most prominent ! women began to call her a new 
in this particular cell and was painted Lucretta, ir another Virginia*

Ц in golden colors. The room bore evi- "Of all the bodily gifts she possessed, 
dence at attentive care and refinement, that of the wealth of hair with which 
which the others generally lacked, be- nature provided her, she most esteem- 
cause of the attention paid to it by the ed; and well she might for it was of 
aged patriarch before us. Though his luxuriant growth, descending to her 
face is comparatively free from wrink- knees, of such amplitude, that when 
lee and his eyes are not yet dimmed, loosened it enveloped her body and 
his hairs are white as the snows of the tinged with such golden sheen, that it 
Alban mountains; for he bears the bur- wae comparable only to a western Jove;
den of eighty-one years. cloud, gold-tinted by the setting sun. arJga „ And the дца gat up.

This is his birthday, and he expects Her old nurse, Letitla, who was a placlng н1я hand upon her head,
* number of Catechumens and daugh- slave, loved the sweet child, as if she Hq b!egged her and delivered her to God, you shaU die; for you
ters in the faith to meet him here; for were her own, and often trembled lest her parentg. But the parents fell Christian," roared Follonius in, a rage,
the fierce persecutions of the Christians Bhe might fall a victim to the many down and worshipped Him, for now Then stamping his feet on the floor,
have ceased for some years, and many mercenaries, who sought her for her they knew He waB Qod and not man. armed soldiers rushed in and Follonius
are the seekers after truth. This father beauty and her gold. . .. , “My sweet Agnes look at his wond- seizing the holy maiden rudely by the

"How is it, Carissima, for that , rous sympathy in selecting the pet waist flung her to the soldiers, rudely
enduring term by which she called ner , name of the chnd, Talltha Cumi. when crylng out, “Away with her to the pre­
slave nurse, ‘ Howls П, I notice, since restorlng her to Hfe. Talltha Cumi fect she is a Christian and shall die."
my return from the Buxine, a * meana little Pet Lamb, that was the The soldiers carried her to the pre-
drous change that has come over you 7 

whose footsteps echoed through the You are always happy and ever hum-
dark, long corridor. A smart rat-tat on ming some sweet plaintive melody, so
the door of the cell recalled him to different from our Roman music, and
consciousness and to a realization of j have noticed you oft reading some
the solemn and Joyous anniversary щуе manuscript that lights up your
they were come to celebrate. face with Joy. I would like to know

Opening the door quickly, he ex- what gives you this comfort, Carlssi- 
clalmed with such a gleam of sunshine ma.” 
in his face, that he looked more than 
earthly: "Welcome! my daughters, 
welaome!" And as the young Roman 
maidens passed in, one by one, they 
saluted his cheek with a “holy kiss,” 
and with fervid piety said: 
thy birthday, Pater Metis.”

When all were seated the aged patri-

“A wondrous light lit up the dying 
face, making it more radiant than an 
angel's. ‘Water! ,jvater l’^.came^ in , 
faint accents from the dying girl. 
Honorius hastened to fill a goblet and 
held it to the parched but saintly lips.

Ï the shameless 
the prefect. RoughI “But Agnes ^fd not drink,’ Instead, 

she whispered, ‘Kneel.’ Honorius 
obened.
placed her hand in the water and 
thrice pressed it to his brow, uttering 
faint words which Honorius did not 

Then summoning all her

steps, humming a sweet melody, she The dying maiden thriceÏ

is working.” hear.
strength, she placed her finger in the 
water and drew it horizontally over 
the wound on Honorius’ brow, and 
then drew it vertically over the other 
wound, uttering these words faintly, 
but distinctly :

from the martyred

! well versed in ourTHE STORY THAT FOLLOWS:
І
І “ ‘In token that thou shalt not fear 

Christ crucified to own,
I print the cross upon thee ehre 

And stamp thee His alone.’
“A smile of hallowed peace stole " 

over her face, she drew one deep, long 
breath, and her eyes closed forever in 
this life.

‘Walking up to the Pro-Consul,
Honorius, in calm quietness of ms sou: 
said, ‘A Roman maiden has this day 
been tortured to death contrary to 
Roman laws and customs ; the senate 
shall hear of this ?’

“At these words fear came upon all 
the authorities. To escape the pun­
ishment so justly due, they hurried the 
corpse of the martyred saint away, and 
with a blow of the sword severed the 
head from the body; for a Roman may 
be put to death by the sword, but not 
otherwise.”

The holy man ceased speaking. He 
crossed his arms upon the table before 
him. and laid his head upon his hands: 
bowed as if in silent prayer. His 
spiritual daughters waited in a silence, 
still as the grave, but their instruc­
tor, friend, and father in the faith! 
made no movement.

"He has fainted, I fear,” said one of 
the elder girls. “Better try if we 
can’t* rouse him.” - And so two of 
them went to his chair and lifted up 
his head. His face was of the dead.

“Dead !” exclaimed the elder girl.
"Dead !” cried they all.
In lifting him up in his chair, his 

head fell backward, the golden bank 
that braided his hair snatched, 
the masses of hair fell from his brow, 
and there upon his forehead was the 
deep scar of a cross.

“Honorius, the brave! Stephanus 
our Father!” And then the girls 
knelt in silent prayer around the tene­
ment of clay of the departed saint.

That night Honorius kept the anni­
versary of St. Agnes in Paradise.

! "Ah; true, I forgot you were a

; as Tiber Flowus."

"Do not, I pray, contaminate my matiez"This time, I come to offer lawful 
love, what you call "holy wedlock.” 

"Leave me Pollonlus, if you be a Ro- 
thore than prophet took the mother by man;’’ and she attempted to leave the 
one hand and the father by the other room. But Polllnuis threw himself be- 
and entered the chamber of death. He fore her, exclaiming “By the Gods, I 
motioned the. parents to kneel down, 2ove you truly. Accept that love and 
and taking the cold hand of the dead reign goddess in my tyeart.” 
child He said, in wondrous accents of “Love from Follonius could not be 

Talltha Cumi, I say unto thee, pure Besides, I belong to the King of 
Then Heaven—Go.”

“Ha: You spurn me. Then by the
are a

among the followers of the faith in 
Fagan Rome is, as we view him, lost 
in profound thought. Absorbed in deep 
meditation of some distant scene, he 
hearfl not the sound of nimble feet. name her father and mother called fect’s and as the court was open, she 

her and that is why I call you Talltha waa at once arraigned as a Christian. 
Cumi, because I wish you to be His Pet- "Swear, by the Gods,” said the pre- 
Lamb.

I “Oh! tell me more of this Holy Jesus.
My heart goes out to Him because of noble maiden.
His wondrous love."

9

fect.
“There are no Gods," answered the

"She reviles the Gods," cried Potlon- 
“Here is a little biography of Him, |us> slave. "She is a Christian and shall 

written by one of His followers. Mar- aie."
cue, they say, under the direction of “Stay your hands,” said the prefect. 
Petrus, His great apostle, and here is "The fair Agnes must have time to
a letter written by another of His dis- think. Carry her to the Vestal Vir-
ciples, who saw Him after he arose gins.”
from the dead and ascended into “Hear me,” answered Agnes with a 

and returning sat beside the young ^ heaveq; the great Paulus, both written fortitude, that Heaven alone could
Agnes, taking her hand in hers apd , to us Romans.” give, "your Gods are idols that cannot
pressing it to her lips, as in childhood “The young Agnes took the parch- hear, much less render help in time of

I
"Talitha Cumi."
"Aye; that is a new name you have 

given me; yet I like it. What is its 
meaning. Mammie?”

Letitia went over and closed the door
“Peace on

look.”
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Cousin William Henry, counselor-at- his bride and whispered. kle-Hototeln knew her business; she | vently.
law, sipped with considerable complac- "This wedding," he had ventured, waa a genuine hostess. The bride and I Time passed, and the time had come
enoy his seventh glass of punch. "certainly is, isn’t it, little girl?” bridegroom stepped over her threshold when they had visited almost every

“Weddings,” he commented to him- And afterward, in that gaudy coach, —and she did the rest. I place but Paris. And it was when Carl
•elf, as though making a liberal con- young Mrs. von Winkle-Holstein had "What lovely rooms,” exclaimed the* mentioned Paris that Louise took him
cession, "are, after all----- " looked up and sighed with satisfaction, bride, with her practical American eye by the arm.

Hla meditation was rudely Interrupt- “Well, anyway,” she laughed, “our roving hither and thither, "and what "Carl,” she said, “how much will it 
ed. What happened he did not exactly wedding certainly was—wasn't it, af- j an elegant closet!" cost to go to—Paris?”
know. He recalled afterward that he ter all?” The closet she referred to was in Carl figured it all out on a piece of
had heard a shriek, a burst of Joyous And so they had started on their ! their own sitting room, and it matched paper. She watched him, and her eyes
laughter, and then that he had been wedding Journey, and they little the room itself for size. But the dame danced as she noted the figures,
borne irresistibly across the room, and thought, and Cousin William Henry «tretched forth her hand in apology
whirled into the vortex that seethed little thought to what amazing legal when she opened this closet door and
within the hall. He had become con- complications that wedding journey 'showed them their trunks and bags all
eclous that Von Winkle-Holstein, the was to lead.
groom, and young Mrs. von Winkle- But their wedding journey led them 
Holstein, the bride, with upturned col- elsewhere for the presnt. Carl von 
lars and' downturn ed faces, were fight- Winkle-Holstein was a mechanical en- 
lng their way, inch by inch, through a 
storm of rice, confetti, pilows—people.

“Thunderation!” gasped Cousin Wil­
liam Henry, as some fair damsel filled 
bis' mouth with cereal, and his eyes as
well. “Weddings are----- ”

And then, before he had time to 
think, it was all over. Outside the bride 
and bridegroom were racing down the 
lawn, doomed to a gaudy ride across 
the town. Inside—there was none inside 

Cousin William Henry, red-faced, 
moodily and half angrily shaking him­
self tree from the ronfettl that en- 

* thralled him.
“Dear me!” he exclaimed, viciously.

Then, suddenly, his eye lighted upon 
the quiet nook where stod the punch 
bowl; an instant later he stood there 
also. When the crowd returned, his
wrath had cooled, his heart had warm- : And now he was going back to his Teu- 
ed; he was enjoying his ninth, nay, his ton mother, with his mustache, his 
tenth, installment of the pleasant bev- j name and his American bride, 
erage. 1 “Whose name,” laughed the latter.

‘•""'" "Well well.” he thought, to himself, “is Louise Maxwell von Winkle-Hol- __ ,, __ . __XT„ . ,, „„ _ ...
eying the tousled crowd that surged j stein now and forever, one and insep- - Then ghe roplaced them carefully fcnowThe Peters^gtrhTand Miss ’ Amy self, "so they shall never know." 
back into the Maxwe rooms, oy araj. nltmmther ’ 1,1 their accustomed places. The next Watterson and Alida Wilkins, and the she darted hither and hither, doing a
will be boys; girls will be g . * j . t th ]d ther of 1 day Louise found that her own trous- Cadwalader twins—you know them, thousand and one little things for their, Louise,
dings," concluded Cousin William , relished a visit to the old mother of 8еац ha<J been ag carefully htlng and don4 you?‘ comfort; trying to forget that the part-
Henry, looking so.emnly Into the depths Carl, wedding trips were no • sheeted, in the big, clean closet. carl intimated that he did. “Well,” ing was so near at hand. And finally ! ry, still glad that he was
of his eleventh glass, "it must be con- j her American vision, for Wo! , „My motHer,-. Carl tola Louise, continued his bride, "you know that if ,-they left. j “you haven't got any. and now
ceded, after all, certaii ly , У , ! ® * husband But Carl 'never even handles those gowns. I j tell them that I’ve been in Paris it ‘Courage,” Carl ■ whispered to his want one and Carl is kicking----- B„ut
deed, they certainly ate. ! . . , . , ,д Ko1ourn at *he don’t believe she’s taken them down wjh g0 in one ear and out the other— mother, for he knew how she felt about the bride shook her head

For Cousin W.Ulam -Henry, hachnlm , had insisted^, they would at^he ^ yearg she thlQks some day she they won’t care. But If I bring home it; "in a short time you to us shall “I wanted one. she answered,
as well as bachelor o ' - j a. тЛ eve-vwhere shall wear them. But not now. Mam- this—lovely — sealnkirr—Jacket, why come." And Louise, dear little girl I got one, and now." she added— now
rtusion wm recan^ion extraordinary, flit flit every where. as lad of IL та," he told his mother, “when usdon4 you see-it will fetch them, that she was, lifted her arm and placed _ I haven't got it. That's the trouble."
But ('°asin „ и „ у 'atier’1 For the old lady was as quaint as she >'ou visit, then this paraphernalia you Then they will know that I’ve had a it about the old dame’s neck and drew j Cousin William Henry looked re­
ef the firm of Holt, Hat kms Atte - the old lady was as quaint as she , , ^,р "AndSo," she added. ! down her head and kissed her many, proachfully at Carl. You haven't
bury & Sm , tvas no .e on inJj a'mothor.in.law. And "Ç.he’s all right, isn’t she," said “please put our Paris money into this | many times, and-weqt. And the old pawned H—not so soon?” he said __

sealskin jacket—and let Paris go this 1 lady, behind closed doors, stood quiv- Carl snorted. We ve been tobbed,
ering with soba.’ I he exclaimed, “robbed of a sealskin

“Mein Carl!” she whispered to her­
self ‘Louise! Ach Gott!”

And she went back aad locked up the 
big closet door, and arranged the suit 
that they had left, against their com­
ing when they came again. A dear old

Carl scratched his nose. “Why 
couldn’t we do both?” he began.

But Louise shook her head. “This 
is all I want to do,” she answered,
"and it’s London dyed, and, Carl, the— 
very—best. I know.”

She did know. For she was living in 
an age when every girl spent most of 
her spare time looking at furs, and 
feeling furs, and pricing furs, store in 
and store out.

‘And so cheap,” she repeated. It 
was cheap. Carl consulted the duty 
list and found that they could land the 
Jacket in America at a price less than 
half its cost in New York City.

So they bought it. "And I wonder,” 
exclaimed Louise, gleefully, “what big 
Billy Thompson’s wife will say when 
she sees this one, anyway.”

“I’ve had a lovely trip to Paris,” she 
told her husband.

Dame von Winkle-Hilstein opened 
her eyes to the limit when she saw the 
Jacket,.

"Dear me,” she exclaimed, “so lovely 
it should be. And never, never, mein 
Frau von Winkle-Holstein, must you
wear it.” She shook her head. “When loose, and gazed in amazement upon 
home you are," she asked them, “have the two. 
you a closet wherein you it may hang?”

Louise laughed. “If this hangs in a 
closet,” she told her husband, “next “what—and so soon?" 
winter—I shall have to hang inside of "It’s detestable,” muttered Carl, 
it, that all.” “Heart-breaking," insisted Louise, say,"

"Their wedding journey drew to a Cousin William Henry took immediate never had any sjealskin sacque. That's 
close. The dame was beside herself— | action. He forced them, one by one, what they say.” He stopped and then

into separate chairs, from which, at in- started again. “You lick ’em, Cousin

Jacket. Don’t you see?"
Cousin William Henry saw; and he 

felt a tinge of regret that this was not 
what be had supposed it to be—a con­
nubial quarrel.

He seated himself at his desk. “Now,’ 
soul, this Dome von Winkle-Holstein. ’ he commanded, drawing a yellow pad 

It was took weeks later that Cousin toward him, and seizing a pencil— 
William Henry Hawkins, counselor-at- . "now, tell me all about it.” 
law, of the firm of Holt, Hawkins, ^t- i They told him. They had bought the 
terbury & Smith, of Manhattan, Bor- 1 Jacket on the other side, had packed
ough, had his professional meditation it carefully in one of Louise’s trunks,
rudely interrupted by the advent of and had shipped it at Berlin with the 
two young people, who rushed in upon shipping company, 
him and took him by storm, 
were the bride and bridegroom, home continued Carl, “and when the trunks
from their wedding Journey. But they were delivered to us here, the sacque
did not look like bride and bridegroom, was missing. And that’s all.”
Upon the face of each was the unmis­
takable expression of anger, annoyance, company had assumed charge of the 
despair.

"Confound it,” exclaimed Carl, grab- the Von Wirdde-Holsteins in New Jer- 
Henry by the sey. The trunR^

an old one. had been easily broken 
ex open, had been roped up by the steam-

■
Ç.

"And, Carl,” she went on, “how— 
how much money have you—have we
left?”

Carl raised his eyebrows. "Do I havearrayed within In order.
"These it Is," she told them; "you to tell all that?” he asked. She nodded,

and he told her. Then she rose.
followed her glance and “Come with me,” she commanded 

giner, who, with a Berlin training, had nodde<l. “The—the ghosts?" she in- "him. He came, and she led him a long 
landed years before in New Jersey, to quired, in the best German she knew march through the stresses of Berlin, 
become, finally an assistant superin- how to muster. The old lady nodded. Finally, with Carl following blindly at 
tendent and construction engineer in she was refering to an array of sheet- her heels, she plunged boldly into a 
the employ of the N. Y., N. J. & Long wrapped garments which hung In rows dingy little shop.
Island R. R. Company at a salary mod- : trom hooks, and looked for all the world "At once,” she Informed the obedient
est but sufficient. He had shaken from llke shrouded Bluebeard wives. shopkeeper, “that wonderful article of
himself everything of his native land ,Th are her gowns,” explained va,ue produce."
save his little upturned mustache of j CarL ..you want to look at ’em some- He produced it. It was a beautiful

bhf«nnJnnd Wnld tlme " Louise did now look at them, jacket of the finest kind of sealskin, 
name vnn h Wlnkb?Hnl end *asPed ln astonishment. The work “Carl,” said young Mrs. von Winkle- 

mother, the Dame von Winkle-Hol upon them was exquisite; it had been Holstein, isn’t it lovely? It’s Alaska
SM*fà 'mnnert hnmettelff hist6 hevond exeeuted entirely by the dame herself— Seal, and London dyed. And Just look 
old-fashioned homestead just beyond embroiderles and hand-made laces of at the seams. And Just feel the fur- 
the confines of the German capital. the most exquisite workmanship.

For the rest, he had become an up- . ,
t0Hhath AmerlChan citizen' keePla6 step "№едв would be‘worth hundreds, thou- ^ °тЄ 
with the march of progress, but cling­
ing with Teuton-like tenacity of pur- 

• pose to whatever task he had in hand.

“We came over on the Mesopotamia,”There

must excuse.”
Louise

It seemed to be all. The steamship

trunk frdm the time of its delivery to

unfortunately, had beenbin g Cousin William 
arm.

“The — mean — old — thing!” 
claimed Louise reaching for Cousin ship agent, and turned over tô the own- 
William Henry upon the other side, ers minus the mpst precious portion of 
William Henry Hawkins shook himself its most precioufe cargo.

“The liability of the steamship com­
pany as common carriers,” said Cousin 

“What,” he exclaimed, his heart glad William Henry, “seems to be made out. 
within him that he was still a bachelor, Have you seen them? What do they

I
і

: save

and it would be worth three times that say ?”
Carl rose and shook his fist. "They 

he answered, "that—that we"Well,” he remarked,Carl nodded, 
uncertain as to what was coming next. 

“Well,” Continued Mrs. von Winkle- 
“that sealskin Jacket is my

sands of dollars.
T should think,” Louise told her 

mother-in-law. That afraid to wear Holstein, 
them you would be.’

The old dame held up her hands.
"Wear them?” she exclaimed.

1 them I would not.

■she was nervous and fidgety wKh re­
gret. Since Carl had left the first time tervals each would dart and shout in- William Henry—you smite 'em hip and 
for America her heartstrings had to his ear. thigh; and do it right away.”
never been plucked quite so much as "Now, look here," said Cousin Wil- "I suppose,” inquired the counselor- 
now. But she did not show her grief ’ liam Henry, firmly. “you stop your at-law, "that you did have a sealskin 

“Busy I must keep,” she told her- ' nonsense, and tell me what it's all sacque?” Being assured of the fact, he
So ; all about."

“My - sealskin sacque,” gasped

; trip to Paris.”
Carl didn’t understand. 

“Wear suggested, after the 
To wear them Yankee countrymen.

“How?" he 
manner of his

nodded.
“I think,” he added, "that a Jury 

would return a verdict. Shall I bring a
"Ah ” returned Cousin William Hen- 

wifeless,
suit?"

They nodded — 
ter's coming on,”
“and I want to get that money in time 
to get another one to wear.”

Cousin William Henry, of the New 
York bar, smiled a gentle smile.. “I'll 
bring the suit,” he said, “at once.”

That was in September. Early ill 
October Carl rushed in upon him.

violently. “Win- 
said the bride.you

"and

, vidual who had held views on
evening. While the festivities were in the Von Winkle-Holstein homestead Louis to Carl.
progress the groom had leaned toward was quainter yet. And Dame von Win- I "You bet she is,” answered Carl fer- time, ’

(Continued on Page 7.)
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