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He wonld have been entirely aeso-
late had not some happy chance
broveht him a friend in the form of

ths Master Armcrer, a dwarfish little
Normar. whose great head and long
arms seemed far too heavy for the rest
of his body. Jocelin had found him
on his couch in a high fever from a
wound inflicted by Geoffrey, who, an-
gty because the Armorer had beaten
him in a broad sword hout, had thrust
him decply in tho thigh; and the neg-
lected weund bid fair- to end the fol-
low’s life, when Jocelin nursed him to
health, prescribing the remedies learn-
ed in the Abbay schools. This was the
beginningof the friendship, and when
the Armorer expressed hic gratituac
to the kind fool, and promised to r:-
quite bis pains, the latter asked thnt
Le be allowed to come to the Armory,
aud under the Norman's tutelage
learn to wield the broadsword and
carry the buekler.

“By Saint Francis, chucky fool!” Le
cried, “thou art the first, methinks, of
thy calling who feared not the sword
as a mincing hussy fears a raton. I'll
teach thee the trick, if thou so desir-
est. but for one of thy condition tis
best to learn a dagger trust or two.
for who would fight with a fool? A
llow fron: hehind, my bucco, is the
way for such as thou to settle Up old
scores.” Joeelln turned white at this,
thourh he made some jesting answer
as he hurried away. He brocded on the
Arnorer’'s words  all dav, and that
pight he whispered to the ape as tiey
buddled on the straw--"By the rond,
littie frere, taat Norman is a very
devil. \What saw he in mine eye ti:
ne should speak me thus™

As day by day passed with no mes-
gage from thz witech of- Kly, Jocelin
concluded that she had left her home
to follow up soms new cliue; so, rely-
ing on her mysterious powers, he be-
gan to hops that she had restored Ro-
hese to freadomi; and theough he did
not abate hs watch upon th: Favor-
ite, he began to “porsess his soul with
patience” until such time as the wel-
come news of Kohese's safety shoudd
leavé him frez to rewura to £t. Kd-
munds. sStill, not to miss a chance,
however, slight, of finding the maid,
Joecelin persistently foilowed De Clif-
ford, who never went forth unattend-
ed Bat a thin, hont figure skulked af-
ter him:; often, often it followed his
horse like a shadow, and usuaily the
yuest erded far into the heart of Lon-
don town, where, In Jewery, in a
weather-beaten old manor house,
whose lands the busy town had long
since usurped, Geoffrey would
alight, and entering, spend an
hour or so; but he alwavs re-
turned alone, and poor Jocelin gained
naught for all his gpying but weary
iimbs and bedragglcd garments. Fin-
ally, finding his watch of the Favor-
ite to be futile, he grew almost confi-
dent that the witch would some day
send him a message that all was well,
and it grew to be a daily habit with
him to say to the ape each morning,
“Well, little wiseacre, will the good
news come to-day?’ and the ape,
with its head cn one side would chat-
ter knowing!v.

Alas for Jccelin's high
Dame Bernice had sent him no mes-
sage because, in her poor hut, she lay
ll unto death, with good Dame Mar-
got and another village wife endeav-
oring to cure her with such simples
as they knew. As long as she was
conscious she forbade them to take
from her either her cap, cloak or staff.
So one morning she lay fully dressed
on her truckle-bed, a dreadful sight to
see; and ‘when in delirium she called
upon Hecate, Asmodeus, aye, ev-
en the foul fend himself, her
attendants  became  so frizhtened
that they ran away and did not re-
turn until midd The snow spark-
led silver-wk under the noon sun:
the hat ocd Dblack against the
gleaming, ice-bound r ; no smol
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the cloudless blue Y
near the door a red-br
chirped a pre of
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Jecelin lost his n rance, and grew
restless; actien being the areat as-
sunager of suspense, he naturallv turn-
rd to the fo? comfort, and
nracticed his sweord oxoreise en dili-
gently that the Arvorer soon  pro-
nounced him a gerd  runil, ' though
“weak {* the wrist.” The Armory was
a long. low room. huane with armor,
old and new. Stacks of lances lean-
~d in corners upon niles of . bhattle-
axes, and there were racks of weapons
of all kinds and aces At cne end
the Norman had hung his best swords
agalinst the wall abe-e a seat in front
nf which was the snace reserved fcr
fenelng.  Often as he and  Jocelin
thrust and cut at each other, a tall,
melancholy man, with Icng, black
hair and careless dress. would saunter
in, and lounging on the seat, listless-
Iv watch them for a while, and then
zo slowly away, with a mere rod at
the fencers. Jocel'n never knew him
to speak, and when he had come and
zone severa] times "e asked the Nor-
man his name.
“Kaow'st not Dlundel

a sien f Nermice,

Armory

de Nesle?
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!t wall,

| painted face ghastly in its agony. She
{ slarted
I drew her veil more closely

Then thou art a fool indeed! That,
ninny, is King Richard’'s Rimer; he
grieved sore at being left behind his
royal master, and now that it is
known that His Highness has left the
Holy Land this sixth month, and none
can tell in what country he has ar-
rived, the minstrel hath become con-
founded with melancholy, as thou
seest. Some day, wight, I'll wager
thee my -best bladed broad, he'll van-
ish from the palace like a quick-wing-
shaft; and then we'll ow that he's
about that which he's oft vowed —
seeking the King.”

After that Blondel de Nesle was a
source of much interest to the jester;
until' one morning, as the Armorer
prophesied, he left the palace secret-
1y, and sailing from Dover to Nor-
inandy shores, set out to ‘traverse the
country in search of news of King
Richard. <

Some days after Blondel's disap-
npewrance, Geoffrcy rode forth one
dark night, with Jocelin following as
usual. He passed through the city into
Jewery; entered the manor house,
which Jocelin had long since learned
belonged to Benedict the Jew; and the
fool, as usual, waited to see him come
forth again.

The time get for the payment of the
money borrowed on the stolen pen-
dant bad passed, and the Favorite and
his mother had been able to raise but
4 small tithe of the sum witk the
heavy usury Benedict exacted. The
pendant was almost useless to the
Jew, in that to bresk it up meant a
great- lessening of its value, and to
sell 1t anywhere would result in his
{nstant arrest and certain death, for
it was known in all  the
neighboring courts as one of the
most splendid of England's jewels,
and really belonged to King
Rickard. So in his last interview
with De Clifford, Benedict said plainly
that if the money was not forthcom-
ing in a certain time he would doeliver
the jewel to Prince John, and trust
to receiving his reward from him,
rather than wai: longer for so uuncer-
tain a recompence In vain had Prior-
ess Rosamund pleaded; Benediet was
Inflexible. In vain had she offered
bim certain lands near Oxfordiown at
Godstowe, granted her by Henry. The
wily Jew knew his old enemy, the
Church, too well to- believe he would
ever be allowed to held so rich a pro-
perty.

I"inding her offers refused, the
Prioress left London, pausing at the
Priory only long enough to see that
Rolies¢ was safe, and pressing on to
Codstowe, where she purposed ex-
tracting certain jewels and plate held
in trust there fo1 an infant heiress the

nuns were rearing. After some delay,
she rcturned to London with her spoil,
by which (though it valued but halt
enough) she lLioped to gain time in
which to raise the rest.

It was to mee: her that Cleoffroy |
rode to the Jewery this night: and
he left in high good humor. The Jew, |
mollified by Rosamund’'s payment,
had granted. him a month's continu- |
ance, and the Pricress had pledged her
son that ere the month had passed
Do Cokefeld gold should pay the debt. |

Jocelin, croucked in the wmiry lane
lichind the manor wall, saw & woman

| come out with Geoffrey, and <tand in

the doorway uas he mounted. She was
tall, lithe and muffled in a black veil,
so that he could not see her features
in the dim light ccming from the hall
keliind ker. She waved a white hand
to the courtier, who responded with a
lourish of his plumed hat and a gay
“Sweet dreams, my dear Rose-lady!”

Though standing ankie deen in iey
mire, and 1 shivering in the cold |
wind, the s broke out on Jocelin.
There was no 1nistaking that tall and
graceful figure, or that longz, taper |
band; then, too, Geoffrey had called
her his “Rose.”” The dreaded calumity
l:ad fallen; Rohese was lost to all good
end purity forever. Hidden away in
the old Jew's hcuse, she had finally
accepted her ftate, and now, to all

carances, sezmed loath to let her
luver depart.

“Ah, Jesu, I thouglit not that she
would lie so tame within siech hands.
Zohese, Rolh¢ " he cried, leaping the
stretching out his arms as hl“
une into the dim circle of lizaz, his

voics, and
wbouc her,
but she locked at him inteatly a mo-
ment: then she archly shoolt one taper
finger at him, and with a low laugh
ciosed the door.

Jocelin stood as if turned to stone.
“Had I heard that one o the blessed
imeges had deacended from its pedes-
tal to play the wanton,”.ho muttered,
“I might have believeidsthat sooner
than this, but by the blood* 1 cannot
belicve such prestitution of sweet
womanhood wihen behold it with
mire very eyes. Ales, Rolese, how
changed thy very laugh i3, Sideath!
"Tis said that wantoning and drinking
late: will coarse the veice and dim the
eve. How thou must have reveled at
it then, madam! Alas, alas, for the
maid and monk that were, and wee
gh, woe, for the poor fool that now is.

Jocelin tyrned slowle, and nlodded
the weary miles which lay between
him and the palace, threading the dark
way with faltering footsteps, pecering
through the night in dry-eved grief,
but when he reached his straw, and
the little ape, cuddling close (o wel-
come him, laid one small black hand
upon his, his fast-falling tears washed
the paint from his cheek as he laid
it against the friendly beast's, crying,
“Ah. little ape, woe, woe, for the poor,
voor fool!”

CHAPTER XXVIII

Rosamund had not counted om @
lengthy absence from the Priory, or
she would not have left Sister Isopel
in charge of Rohese; knowing well |
that should the maid be aggressive,
that turbulen* ;oman’s violent tem-;
per would connuer her judgment, and
the priscier .oul fier
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» Hkely o

! tears toward De Cokefeld, until

{ the long hours, until

( voice that as
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| this, Sister Tsopel, on lcoking a second
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severe mental and physical discom-
fort,

Many weeks of solitary confinement
are conducive to taming the most
haughty spirit, and Rohese’s imprison-
ment, broken by daily visitations from
the red-faced virago, was well-nigh
unendurable, For, following the Prior-
ess’ instructions, Sister lsopel daily re-
presented to Rohese in no measured
terms the difficulties of her position,
and the advantages of an alliance
which would remove her disgrace and
set her among the proudest of the
land; to queen it in court; through her
husband (the Favorite) ruling the
Prinze, and, through him, the realm.

At first Rohese, moved to wrath,
would reply spiritedly, defending her-
self against the sneers and innuendoes
of her persecutor; but her girlish re-
partee availed little against the shrew,
whose cruel words fell hard and fast,
lacerating all finer feelings, and
wounding the girl to the core; until,
what with scant fare, rough usage and
confinement, the once high-spirited
Rohese was reduced to a shadow of
her former self. Day by day a deeper
melancholy settled upon her, and her
passive acceptance of Sister Isopel’s
taunts goaded the ill-tempered wo-
man into an added fury at what she
called “Fine lady airs and sulkeries,”
and she often snatched Rohese's por-
tion of food ere she could eat it, and
departing with many revilings, forced

. the girl to ‘fast through the day.

However, as weeks passed and the
Prioress did not return, Sister Isopel
began to grow alarmed at the result
of . her methods, for Rohese’s strength
failed rapidly, and she sat in the
dreary chamber, gazing through her
one

morning she could not swallow the

 broth which Sister Isopel (with much
1 compunction)

had herself prepared,
listlees and white through
the nun, now
frightened, asked hLer in

and lay

thoroughly

! softened tones if there was aught she

wished. Rohesc replicd in a broken
she had not long te
shrived and

time at the wan face on the pillow,
muttered to herself as she left he
roori;

“Ah, well, now, who can prophesy
what sholl transpire, an’ 'twere not
well to have such an reiusal upon
one's soul should the maid's forebod-
ings come true, which Jesu forbid!”

But on eaquiring for Brother Sim-
on, she found that he had left the
Priory to be gone some days, and,
after {vrning the matter over in her
2ind, Sister Isopel despatched a mes-
senger to Bradiicld house, stating that

2s the superior and chaplain were ab- |

sent, and a person lay ill desirous of
being shrived, she ventured epplving
to his Lerdship for a confessor whe
should come to the Priory speedily.

Since the disappearance of Jocelin,
and the imprisonment of Rohese, Ab-
bot Samson was a changed man; be-
reft of the le influences which

n 2 fostering love
'ndent creatures,
he grew morose and irritable, and at
times so savaze in administering re-
bukes and punishments for small of-
fences in his household, that discon-
tent began to lurk in the Abbey, al-
though as vet none dared to rebel
openly. Then, too, as a strong suppor-
ter of King Richard, cognizant of
the plots and counter-plots for the
throne by thé Prince and his adher-
ents, he chafed under the state of
affairs in England, and the King's
continued absence; and since for
nearly a year no nsws had come from
the absent monarch, he had begun
to fear, as did many of the nobles,
that Richard had lecn murdered af-
ter leaving the sieze of Jerusalem, or
was held prisoner in some foreign
land.

So, for some time past, the loyal
subjects of th« r¢vimi had becn hold-
ing councils, scucin. out mes ngers,
and in all ways o oring to bring
Engiand's righttul ! home agaln.

Blondel had l¢'t i.ondon with Ab-
bot Samson’s apiovai, and with let-
ters to certain pcison. of rank and
power in the continental countries,
but after an at.cnce of some woeks,
no news eren
from hin:, 1 he Wing's ad
herents feared rormer
messengors i "
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with voluminous correspondence, word
was brought that a clown craved audi-
ence, he impatiently ordered the mes-
senger to repair to the offices to awalit
Some more convenient time. So the
man ‘cooled his heels about the servi-
tor's quarters of Bradfield for several
hours, until the secretary plucked up
courage to remind my Lord that he
waited. Now, had the messenger (an
ignorant churl) delivered his message
on his arrival he would have soon
been back at the Priory with the de-
sired confessor. But, as Samson was
unaware of the urgent nature of his
errand, ft was evening, and they had
supped, ere the messenger was called
before him.

When he stammered out his story,
the Abbot’s manner changed, and with
self-reproach mentally assigning him-
self a penance for his neglect, he be-
gan to interrogate the fellow. Asked
the name of the sick person, the
clown answered, ““I cannot say, my
Lord.” And when the Abbot question-
ed him more closely, he replied:

“La, now my Lord, I dare not say,
it I knew, but Saint Swain, around the
buttery me heard the sisters whisper
that our Lady rejoiced to get her claws
(methinks, my Lord, they sald) upon
the young one, and that Sister Isopel
hath a hard fist for smiting,-as the
bruises on the poor maid’s limbs and
throttle showed.”

“What pratest of, fellow?” interrupt-
ed the Abbot. “I asked who desired
confession, and here thou pourest the
small ale of nunnery gossip in our
ears. Who lles i{ll at the Priory,
churl?”

“La, now, an’ crave thy worship’s
pardon; didst I not say the maid was
Lady ——, nay, I mind not her name
now, but they’ve used her but unkind-
ly, it seemeth to me—starved and beat-
her mayhap, and so the poor bird, be-
ing aweary of the cruel cage, seeks to
mount to Heaven on the wings of a
ghostly father’s prayers.”” The Abbot
sprang to his feet with a look on his
face not good to see. -

‘Zounds! And does that—that, Pri-
oress dare to vent her spleen upon our
ward! Is't Lady de Cokefeld thou
speakest of, fellow?”

“Aye, Highness, that was the name
they whispered.”

“Get thee to horse, messenger; get
thee to horse. Come thou, Brother
Rudolpn; we'll look well into this
matter, so prepare thee for a journey.
I sent the girl for spiritual correction,
nor for abuse, by my halidame!”

“But, my Lord, the way is long, and
it is dark and cold,” protested the sec=-
retary.

“Since when hast thy blood grown
too thin to brave the cold at thy
Lord’s ordering, Rudolph?” said the
Abbot in grave disapproval. Rudolph
blushed and left the room, answering,
“I shall be ready in a littie space, Do-
minie; who shall ride with me?”

“Did’'st think ! would send forth ona
of my household to do what 1 would

not, my eon?’ I ride with thee.” So i

the Abbot and his secretary set off. As
they” mounted, Rudoivh noted with
some wonder that his Lord wore a
great black capuchin above a brown
monk’s robé, but this change of dress
was soon explained, for as they rode
the Abbot said:

““No, my son, as I desire to speak
with this lady, unknown by her and
the inmates of the Priory, do you tell
Sister Isopel that I am a Norman
monk, under the oath of silence, who
hath been sent by the Abbot to con-
fess the ailing person; and fail not,
Rudolph, to ask when the Prioress re-
turns.”

When they reached the Priory and
Sister Isopel greeted them in the Hos-
pitium, the capuchined monk stood
aloof, his hood drawn over his face.

1sopel was volubly explanatory until
the secretary cut short her flow of
words by directing her to lead the
Norman father to the confessional.

tho be Connmaoed.

Drooping, Tired, Weary,
iry this wemedy !

Don’t give in to i1hat depressel,
1lay2d out, don’t-caie sort ol feclhing.
Better days are cheaa. Cheer up, do
as the otber feilow is doing, tone and
strengthen your llocd, and youl! feel
:-ke new again. Ycu'll dance with
acw-found energy once you use Dr.
Eamilton's Pills. They will ¢aickly
fill youvr systen. wilhh cnergy, Lring
back the old appotite, restore that
long lest complexion, make you fezl
Iike a kic aguin. A wonderfal :nedi-
cine, ckucked full of health bringing
You n2ed Dr. Hamilton's
Pills. Get a 25c¢ Lox to-day, at any
dcaler’s.
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One of the Most Awe Inspiring
Spectacies 1 Wature.

There is nothiwnz in aataere :o i
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bery, writes Lae:y Amy ia the Wil
Waorld Magazinz 1t girs an ov: -
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DISEASES OF
THE NERVES

Only Curable Through
the Blood.

There is an excellent reason why
Dr. Willlams’ Pink Pills have cured
the most severe cases of neuralgia,
sciatica and other complaints in the
group known as disorders of the
nerves, This group also included ner-
vousness and exeitability. Each of
these complaints exists because the
nerves are not getting a proper nour-
ishment from the blood. The reason
Why Dr Willlams’ Pink Pills cure ner-
Vous dieorders s because they make
the rich, red blood upon which the
nerves depend for proper tone. It is
thus seen that Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills cure nervous disorders because
they go to the root of the trouble in
the blood, and while they are doing
this they strengthen and fortify the
Whole system against disease. Among
the many who have found relief from
bain through this great medicine is
Misg Ethe] Smith, regiding near Bur-
ford, Ont, who says: “Some years ago
I was seized with a great pain in my
right leg, between the hip and knee.
It became so bad that I got no rest.
day or night, and often cried with the
pain The doctor sald the trouble was
rheumatism of the sciatic nerve. Lin-
iments were used until they actually
took the skin off, and still the pain
Brew worse and worse. Then all the
other nerves in the limb seemed tn
De affected, and it kept jerking and
twitching until it would have to be
held to keep it still, Then the doctor
put the limb in a papier mache case.
but it was not long until the trouble
began in my other ﬁmh and it had to
be treated in the: same way. 1 lav
in that condition for three vears with
my whole nervous system so badly
chattered that it would make we
scream {f any one walked across the
floor, Then my throat became par-
tlally paralyzed and T could scarcely
speak. During this time I had been
attended by three different doctors.
who did all in their power, but each
said I would never be able to walk
agaln. Then my father decided to
get me Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. Re-
fore I had used them long I felt them
helping me. This so encouraged us
that the use of the pills was continu-
ed and in a few months I was able tn
walk half a mfle each day to get the
mail. T used in all eighteen or twen-
ty boxes of the Pills and theyv did what
three years of doctoring had not been
able to do. I am as well as ever 1
wag in my life, and have had no re-
turn of the trouble. My family and
friends think my cure was a miracle,
and we glve all the credit to Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills.”

You can get these pills through anv
medicine dealer or by mail. post paid.
ot 50 cents » box or =Ix boxes for
$2.50 from The Dr. Williams' Medi-
cine Co., Brockville, Ont.
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BRAZIL ENGLISH.

Some Amusing Language in Book
of Instruction.

Occasionally we hear expressions of
discouragement that the South Amer-
icans do not resrond wannly enough
t0 our efforis to win thewr confidence,
cven since the withdrawal of our
troops from Vera Cruz. Let the
doubting perus2 the pages of a book-
let published in the city of Parls, a
copy of which has just been received
in New York city by a merchant deal-
ing with Brazilian firms.

Apparently it is a pocket dicticnary
of Englich and Portuguese for the use
of Brazilylans, to be referred to while
out walking or meditating in the
tireet cars, or perhaps while journey-
ing up the Amazon on a river boat.

“Inglish for the Mass,” is the title
of it, as transla'el by the author. Ap-
pareatly the “mass” in Brazil, who-
cver it may be, need not be very fasti-
dious in the inatter of spelling for
the first ten or twelve pages, deveted
entirely to columns cf words, would
nct earn a very high percentage in a
primary school examination. How-
ever, it is when he comaes to his con-
structed  sentences that the auathor
displays a poctic fancy not to-be re-
stri~ted by mere rules,

“Conversations for the Daily,” is
the heading of the first rcund of this
batile with Eunglish syntax. Then fol-
lows a sample of “ennversation” that
should tuke place hetween two Amer-
icavs mecting cach otasr out walk-
hlg. .
“Gnod morning, sir: is it not the
day fine?”

“Very ricasautiy,
20w are you®”

“Very goodly with vour permission,
sir; are you walking?”

‘“Yes, sir; for the health., Will you
break soms fast witi me?” ;

“Gracious, yes. Shall wa g
2offee?"”

“With pleasaniness, sir. L2t us eat
meat and bread.”

And so cach lesson progresses, un-
til the mass is*supposed to he sp ad-
vareed as to be able to enjoy a more
scholarly essay  on “The Asmnerican
Sellsman.”

“The American  Scllsman’ writes
the author, “is tyotcallv of an cnerev
vhich is to admire in the warmth of
tropies. Of a youthflnaecs generally,
e breaths lively and walks springly,
rearching the custonior lovally for tho
firm him. To all graets smiles and
one is to admir> his frank. 1o is
{ fresh of the cold northorly, Yot nnder
the breast of the American selleman

thank you, and

to the

us give greeting  smiles with two
hands open to him eryiny ‘welcome to
Draz{il, Mister "'

Need the United  States bhusiness
man bhe discourared with such a
greeting awaitine his commereial ro-
presentatives whon ¢hey safl ‘snurh to

ng |

capture the Sonth Amoriean tradat—
| New York Sun

—————
“Sorry not to have heard vonr lec-
 ture last night ” said the loanacions
bore. “T know I mirsed a treat: every-
| body saye it was snlend!d” “T won
der how thev found ont” sald Mr.
' Frockeoat:  “the leeture, vou know
“as postnoned U _Kansne City Star.

Are Due to Poor Blood imdI

hents the heart warmness, therefar leg |

HEROIC WOMEN

. Ambulance Man From - Belgian
Front 8ays They Cutdo Men.

Those who scoff at the “equal
rights movement so hotly contested as
the issue goes before the voters of our
largest states will find food for
thought in the words of Arthur Glea-
80n, who hag just returned with Mre.
Gleason, after over a year’s ambulanee
8ervice at the battle tront in Belgium.
Much of what he has seen at the froat
he has put into his new novel made of
facts, “Young Hilda at the Wars.” But
he has many other stories to tell. And
he has a etrongly revised opinion
about women.

“The women I met in Belgium were
all alike, They refused to ‘take their
place.’

“I have seen several hundreds ef
them, nurses, helpers, chauffeurs, wri-
ters, under varying degrees of strain
and danger They are all strangely
lacking in fear. There have been in-
dividual men who have turned tail,
but none of these women.

“Three women established a minia-
ture hcepital in the cellar of a ruined
house in Pervyse, They had to move
severa) times when' shells put them
out., English officials were horrified
at their being right at the front and
tried to send them home, but they
stayed on by order of the Belglan
King and the Prime Minister. Lady
Dorothy Fielding, daughter of the
Earl of Denbigh, was one of them.
She had all the characteristics of
what we Iike to think is the typical
American girl, She speaks swiftly and
directly, She is pretty and executive,
swift to act and always on the go. I
have seen her drive a touring car, car-
rying six wounded men, from . Nieu-
port to Furnes at eight o'clock on @&
pitchdark night, no lights allowed,
over a narrow, muddy road down whis™
the car skidded. She had to thread her
way through silent marching troope.
artillery wagons and horses.

“She drove a motor into Nieuport
another day when the troops weva
marching out of it. A war correspond-
ent was her guest for the afternoon.
‘This is a retreat,” he said. ‘It is never
safe to enter a place when the trooovs
are leaving it, I have had experience.
‘We are going in to get the wounded,’
she replied, and they went in.”

One of these three women was Mra.
Gleason, who has since been decorated
with the coveted Order of Leonold IL.
“for skill and bravery,” by King Al-
bert of Belgium in person.

SCOTLAND’S PALLADIUM.

A Famous Piece of Artillery is An-
cient Moxs Iieg.

In the most honorable location in the
Argyll battery of Edinburg castle Is a
huge piece of anclent artillery which
is known as Mons Leg. This old fash-
ioned piece of ordnance is held in the
highest esteem by the Scottish peaople;
in fact, it holds a position in their
hearts similar to our feeling towara
our own Liberty bell.

Mons Meg was made at Mons, Bel-
glum, about the year 1503, by order of
James IV, and was named M-~ i
honor of his wife, Margaret Tucoc. (ho
daughter of Henry VII. Its great bulk
and weight rendered it almost worth-
less in those days of hand to hand con-
flicts. However, it was used on special
occasions to help celebrate national
cvents. In the reports of the financial
transactions of the time may be
found charges of “grease for Meg's
mouth” (this was used to increase the
loudness of the report), ribbons to
deck her carriage and pipes to be play-
ed before her when accompanying the
Scottish army on an expedition. After
the union in 1707 the people feared
that the “odious surrend2r of national
independence” would be consummated
by the removal of Mons Meg to Eng-
land. In 1757 the plece was removed
to Woolwich, but it was restored to
Scotland in 1828, “to quiet the people.”

Although only a mere mass of rusty
iron, it is revered by the people to-day
and is always decorated withk thistle
and other flowers on anniversary days.
In processions it has always had the
place of honor, but recently it was de-
cided that it was dangerous to submit
it.to the shock of cartage, and now it
looks down from its resting place over
the great Scot city.—Chicago Herald.

B

THE KRUPP WORKS.

This Gigantic Plant is Divided
Into Five Separate Group.

Five separate groups of works are
comprised in the Krupp organization.
The first of these is the l.ssen Steel
Werks, with proving grounds at Mep-
pen, Tanger-Huette and Lesen, con-
sisting of some sixty departments and
covering an area of about 500 acres.
Here are housed seme 7,200 machine
tools, 17 1 ins, 187 hammers, 81
hydraulic presses, 307 steam boilers,
! 569 steam engines, over 2,200 electric

motors and 900 cranes. The total
ccal consumed in the entire eztablish-
ment last year alcne was . 3,000,000
tons. In this group is included algso
the Milhofener-Huette, its four
blast furnaces; the n-{luette,
! with three biast and the
Sayner-Huette, and irom
mines.

The second group consisis of the
Iriedrich-Alfred Iron \Works at Rhein-
hausen, with six blazt turnaces, fifteen
blowing engines, and Sicincns-Martin
Steel Weorks.

The third group is the Annen Steel
Works, producing nprineipally  stee)
castings up to twenty-five 1ons.

The fourth group is the Cruson Ma-
chine Werks at Mady hurg-Buckau,
i made up of more tha; 'ty diiferent
shops. These ccver an area of seven-
ty-five acres and housc 1,85) machine
tools and nearly 5,000 cranes,

The fifth group is the na. a] section
of the Krupp works, the Germania
shipyards at Kiel. These works
cover sixty acres, containing eight
huiiding slips,four of them roofed, the
| two largest of which can acommodate
vesaels up to 725 feet in length and 130
feet in width. . Two acres are devoted
to iorge shops. The ma!n bay of the
titting ehop 1s 400 by 78 fcet, and the
boiler shop is 400 by 212 fect.—Review
of Reviews.

with coal




