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. “Violet » ko sald, ~of the same
lopinion, as he would, see;” and in-
deed there was a rose-tinted, “sweet-
‘scented note from Violet—just a few
i lines—to the effect that slie thought
/her father was- right.
{ e lakd the notes down with a
, feeling ‘of burning, pain, a thrill of
passignate anguish that frightened
{ibim, *Nothing on eartl, no power of
{msap. should take her from him. She
“wa9 his own, and he would hoid ber
until lifo was ended. Then he owned
.20 Rimself that Mr. Haye was right
—crue.ly right, that without money,
with an invalid father, a falling bus-
Ynees, he could not take a wife. It
a9 right to defer it. Hemust be
- _#patiest. After all, he had”not lost
her he, reflected. She was still his
owhn.

There came to him a' mad. desire
to sce her, Lo caress the golden hair,
to kiss the lovely lips that had on
them the breath and fragrance of
orses, to clasp the sweet white hands
in his own, to hear the music of 'the
voice that had no ‘equal—a wild, mad
longing. He read her note hrough
again 1o see if Le had overlooked
some kindly word, to see if she had
written “my love.” Then. he thought
to Limself that the little note was
written for her father to
gee — for his faith 1o her was
great; he could not believe that
her love for him was not as true and
as Yervent as his love for her.

“Have you some good mews there,
Felix ?” asked the feeble voice of his
father; and the uext moment Felix
had repressed the emotion so rap-
idly mastering him as he crushed the
letter in his hand.

“It is only a note from Violet, fa-
ther,” he replied ; and the satisfied
emile on his father’s face rewarded
him.

Darcy Lonsdale knew that while
Violet was true to his idolized son
nothing else would hurt him.

They were alope,~—~father and son
«for Kate had gone to the narsery—
when the hall-door bell rang. Felix
said, cheerfully: - i

“Here is a visitor.”

“Few visitors will come here; we
‘have lost a fortune, not found one,”
sald Darcy Lonsdale. who had never
spoken a cynical word hefore.

But it wase a visltor, and one whom
they were both well content to see.
It was Evelyn Lester, with a basket
of grapes -and delicacies of all Kinds
for the invalid, and, what was bet-
ter still, with the light of love and
kindness on her sweet face, and with
words of sympathy on her lips. As
Felix saw lier bendiug over his fa-
ther, he half “wished: for &) moment
that Violet had done something
like this—had come to see them ia
their distress. Then he .blamed
himself for wishing® fhat ' she' were
other than she wag. Violet was a
goddess to: be worshipped—Evelyn
a mortal woman. He saw his fa-
tber’'s face. brighten as the girl's
sweet volce soothed him with well-
chosen words.

“«] knew you would come, Eve,”
he said, “Felix, place a ochair for
her close here by my side; it is
like breathing the fresh air of May
to look at , Eve. Now, tell me,
child, mme&xhg that will bright-
‘en me.”

. It was a pretty picture—the in-
{valld lylng on his couch, the girl
with her sweet face and .earnest
! eyes beading over him, and,
watching them at a distance, the
. handsome son. The fire burned
! brightly, the lamps were lighted,
while outside the north wind wailed

mournfully.

Evelyn took up. a bunch of ripe
purple grapes.

“] want to see you eat some of
these,” she said. “Mre. . Lonsdale
told me that you ate pothing yes-
terday.” And taking the grapes
out one by one in her white fin-

gers, she held them to his lips.

How could he refuse ? He was 80
weak and feeble, he had been so com-
pletely crushed by cruc! words, that
the girl’s simple kindness moved him.

“I have been heart-broken, Eve,”
he said. “I did not care to get well.”

“You will live it down,” she return-
ed gently; “and those who have;
doubted you will be the first to feel'
ashamed of their injustice.” !

“You have never doubted me, Eve?”

*0Oh, never ! How could I? I should
doubt all the world first.”

The she rose from her chair and
knelt down by his side. She took both
his hands —Mch thin, worn hands!
«~in hers, and held them there.

“I came to say something to you,
Mr. Lonsdale,” sald she; “and now
that I am here I have hardly the
courage. Promise not to be angry,
with me.” H

“] could not be, If I tried, dear
child,” he replied:

Her face fiushed, and the light!
deepened In lier eyes. \

“You have know1 me all my life,”
she said—"have you not ?—ever since
I came here, & little, triendless child.”

“Yes, it is true, Eva.”

SICKLY BABIES.

YWeak, sickly babies are a great trial
40 mothers. They need constant care
both night and day, and soon wear the
mother out. DBaby’s little stomach is
the cause of most of the trouble; it 18 ;
very weak, and in consequence very |
easily upset. Baby’s Own Tablets will
cure all bLaby's troubles. They are
mildly laxative, and give prompt relief. !
Concerning  them, Mrs. R. J. ;alfour,!
Omemee, Ont., says: “I have used Baby's |
Own ‘Tablets for stomach troublesand
constipution. from which my little girl
suffered, and they entirely cured her.
They produced sound,* refreshing sleep,
and I regard them as indispensable in
any home where there are little ones.”

Mothers from all parts of Canada
write in favor of Baby’s Own Tablets,
proving the claim that they are . the
very best medicine for all the minor ills |
of infants and young children. Guar-
antead’ to contain no opiate. Price 25
cents & box at all druggists or direct |
from the Dr. Wiiliains’ Medicine Co.,
Dsockyiile, Caty

fhopc if he were goiag to marry

| a slight feeling that perhaps,

“And you have always been kind
to me. I have come to you in a
score of childish troubles, aad you
were always kind to me. Now I
want you to let me repay Yyou
for all your kindness.” She spoke
80 quickly that he could not in-
terrupt her. “I want to help you.
You know that I have money,
Plent] of money, all lying idle—for

want none, and Aunt Jane will
not' touch it. 'Do accept it; let me
give it to you. I shall mever want
it, for I shall never marry.
take it; you would make me hap-
pler than any one in the wide
world if yo uwould. I am so griev-
ed and so sorry that I would go
out zid wopk' for yom if you would
let. me. If you will not accept it,
borrow it until you can repay me.
Do got refuse me—let me heip you.'

Felix bhad come -nearer to her,
listening in ' ‘wonder
sionate words. Mr. Lohsdale drew
the fair head down nearer tohim.
1 “Sa you would give . me all your
fortune, . Eve 2" .

There was @& glad light ia her
eyes when she raised them to his.

“I would—double my. fortune, ifl
had it,” she replied. ' :

“And why, Eve—tell me why you
would bo 0 good to me?” :

The rich crimvon flush burned hes
fair face; she knew why, but she
could not tell him.

“Pecause I love you all, and you
are my dearest fridnds.” she replied.

“Amxl you would givo it to me all
withoui reserve, Eve?2” SRR
.“All, apd more if I had it,” was
hor answer; and then there was sil-
enco for some minutes, while the fire
burned brightly and the north wind
wailed.

¢ My dear Evelyn,” said Darcy Lons-
dale—and his voice was broken with
emotion—“"how shall I , ever thank
you " :

An expression of perfect rapture
came over the girl's face.

“You will let me do it?” 6 she
cried. *“Yoil have made me one of the
happiest girls i the world.' :

The 1hin hands clasped hers, .the
sunken = eyes looked . tenderly ifito

ers.
“Will I let you give it to me, my

dearest Eve? No—a thousand times |’

wo! It is. mot for the momey I
em thanking you, but ' for °the
thought, for the isatention. = Yéu
have gladdened my heart, you have
gladdened my life—youn ‘have  given
me the courage to get hetter, yon
have given me hope. I shall be so
much the better of your coming.”

“put that is not the polnt ! she
eried. “Dear Mi. Lonsdalé, do ae-
cept the moaey. Ah; if you 'know
how little I care for it,-aad how
much I care for you-if you: kaew
the pleasure it would give me, you
could not refuse!” i

He drew, the sweet face dowa to
his and kissad it. A

“My dear KEve, I would “rather
have this offer made to me thaa
any other. You have restored some
of my self-egteem, child—some' of
my relf-respecty”’ . "

Evelyn looked np in wonder, for
Felix had bent down and kissed
her hond. He gazed at the sweet
flushed face with wonder. ;

“Eve,” he said, “you are an an-
gel! I shall aever forget what you
have szid and done. I shall never
forget that you have givea a des-
ponding, almost despalring man
hope.” J ey

And again there came to him just
o passing wish—a faint, fleeting
desire—that Violet ; had showa the
same affection for them; but
he checked the thought.,
Violet was a golden-haired goddess,
and goddesses did not go about mak-
ing offers of their poswessions to un-
fortunate men. ¢ L

Evo could hardly be comforted
causoe they would rot take her money.
She did win one promise from Darcy
Losdale, and that was that if he
saw himsellf very hardly pushed he
would borrow a few ‘hundreds at
least to go on with. But, though
she had rot succeeded in the one
great object of her vieit, she hasd
at least done good—she left more
hopeful heartc behind her.

Later on, when Felix had seen Eve
home, and Kate had listened with
eyer dimmed by tears to the story
of he* generosity, the family sat
round the fire discussing the event.

“I shall get well, now, Kate,”

sald Darcy’ Lonsdale; *yesterday I
felt that it was a matter of indif-
ference {0 me whether I lived or
died, and now I have hope. Some
persons in the world retain their old
faith in me. I sholl get well, and,
as Evelyn says,. I shall live my
trouble down."”
He had not been so cheerful since
the first shadow of the cloud ap-
peared, and from the depths of her
heart Kate Lonsdale blessed the
generous girl who had done s>
much good.

“I wish,” she said
“That Felix had chosen
should think of %is

to herself,
Evelyn. I
future with

her:” for in the depths of Mrs.
Lonsdale's loving heart there lurk-
od some little fear of beautiful
Violet Hagye.
So the winter passced. Mr. Lons-

bad It !

vain for some

.and regret, and spoke about their

to the pas- |

your. arms, around my neck, if you

‘and consoled me.”

'shrunk with a scared face from the
-great love she could net understand.

o Taate Lo b b Fated

cooly. ; Gi\dods

“I'do not wish,” he mald, “to
you from Violet. I do not say that
the, mmt must' be broken off,
but I say that ' the' maltriage
must not take piace until you are
in “:L better position to support a
' ”

There was nothing for it but' for
Felix to submit; he had to trample
down the wild longing, the paesion-
ato love—and his sorrow educated
him. He learned patience, persever-
ance, endarance, and self-eontrol.
The trial would have been easier to
bear:had he found that Violet was
distressed avout it.
of regret; there
was nope. She written'a very
pretty note of condolence to Darcy
Lonsdale, and when Felix talked to
her she shook her golden head and
said it was very sad; but when he
went to her with his heart full of
passionate love, passionate longing

ILarr being deferred, she look-
ed very gravely at him and sald:
“1t cannot be helped, Felix; and,

difference will' o few years make ? By
not marrying now, we both escapo
the misery of living on - limited

means.”

But he was half mad with his
misery, and was not to be put off
with such words. He took her white
hands in' 'his,. aud held them in an
iron grasp. {

“Have you no pity to extend to
me 7’ he cried. “Have you no word
to comfort me ? Have ycu no heart ?
That which is a relief to you Is
dendly 'torment, deadly ’'anguish, to
me. Oh, Vivlet, you would have been
a truer woman if you had' claspecd

had laid your face on my shoulder,

The ring of passion in 'his voice
frightened her as it ‘nlways did ;"she

1* I have to ‘'work wait,” he
sald. *Oh, my bteautiful love, I would
work for you as no man has worked,
if need should be! It is not that,
but I had built up my hopes,
and it is  hard 'te 'see them
all . destroyed. - I -had,  believed
sthat this year. I should take my dar-
ling, home to begin the life that
would be joy for me. I am young and
Teol keenly; it 18 a terrible disap-
pointment to me—a'terrible - blow.
Oh, Violet, help me to''bear it!”
). She raised her-beautiful half-fright-
ened face to his :

“What can I do to help you?” she

said.

“Kiss me. -I will not have a shy
coy, formal kiss, Violet. Kiss me
as though your heart answered to
ttine. ®ay you are sorry for me,
and that you' will love me and help
me to wait. Say all this—my heart
i® hungry for it.” .

She did a8 he wished. She laid her
golden head on h%s breast and whis-

red to him that she was sorry for

im, and then she raised her fair
face and kissed him. In that mo-
ment he welocomed sorrow, he wel-
comed pain—it was all changed fo-
to mntold blise for ‘himy because 1t
won a little kindness {romy her.

“1 shall boar it all. pow, my dar-
ling,” Le said. “The walting, 'the
suspense, the uncertainty, the dis-
graco—I shall bear it ‘all. I shall
reember these moments, and I shall
bless the pain that brought me this
happiness.” a

A few moments afterward she look-
ed up and gave g little low laugh.

“ How strange it is!” she sald
“After all, you know, I never quite
promised.”

Felix smlled. . He ‘'was too happy
Just then to think seriously of her
words. 5 \ L

1 have given you the greatest
love, Violet, that a man can give
o woman:. You will not give me ashes
In return. I have an fear—my héart
reets on you. The only thing that
I deplore. is that months must, pass
yel before I can .call my darling my
cwn; yet I shall wait and work in
hope. All' things come to him who
knows how to wait; and yom ‘will
come, jny 'beautiful love, in time.”

There was somcthing pathetic in
his deep love and his great trust.

He left her that evening feeling
happler than he had felt for some
time. Violet loved him. BSBhe had
never been so kind to him before. He
forgot that he had asked her  for
ihe kindness—it had not been spon-
taneous. * There is a Bilver lining
to every cloud,” he thought, as he
walked home. °‘But- for this trou-
ble I should never have known
how Violet loved me.” She .was
s0 shy and reserved ovefore,
now she g kind and gracious. 8or-
row has been my sun—it has bright-
ened my love.”

Felix kept his word. He worked
hard and denied himself much that
makes life bright ; but the labor was
one of love. He could not see Violet
so often as he had seen her—his days
were entirely devoted to bosiness—
but he went to The Limas in the even-
ing. On the part of Francie Haye
there was a sort of armed neutral-
ity. He watched the young lovers,
he took care that they-whould not
enjoy many tete-a-tetes, but he did
not take any active proceedings. He
was a worldly man, and after all
Felisx Lonsdnle might accomplish
something in the world. The chances
were, all things considered, in his
favor. Felix had his congolations in
the shape of iittle love letters, en-
c'oeng violets, forget-mc-nots, pret-
ty leaves, or gome rare flower—let-
ter® that in after years were like
stra'nc of half-forgetten musie. Thoy

dale recovered his® health very
slowly. MThe spring of his life |
seemed broken; he found living his
trouble down more difficult than
he had arnticipated. Ile had with-
drawr himself Trom all positions
of trust; he gave up his office as |
church-warden; he would ro long-
er be overseer.

“If they could believe that of
me,” he =a2id, “I will hold no trust
among them.”

And he did not. What business
was brought to his office he did,
but he no fonger mixed with his;
fellow -men. %le had taken a lead- |

! ing part in all the business of the!

towan; now he was absent from all
the meet:1gs, and there was a sense
of remorse smoag his old frends— |
af-,
ter 2ll, they had misjudged him, ¢
Still he found life hard. There
were timee when th» brave heart
would have given way but for the

were very simp'e letters, but they
were far more dear and precious to
him than if they had contained gems
o poctry and wonders of prose. The
arrival of ono of them brightened
'y whole day. How he read and re-
read it, pondering each word in hie

He looked in | riages, horses,

afier all, what does it matter? What |¢

about him; while those

whommns only seen bim, but talk-

ed t to
0 him, elevated alwost

envied person, a ionaire, and he
just purchased: the finest estate

. It was called ?l‘l—

wood Hall, and lay between Lilford

a i
excitement

.
estate belonging to it, ¢ame
the market, and the fortunate
puxchaser wag Sir Owen Chevenix.

Sir' bhad arrived in great
state at Garewood. Servants, car-

3 ur of all kinds,
had ., Every one was
talking o him. The numbar of horses
in his stables and of servants in
hi® hougeho.d, the marvels of gold

oux;”'?n th eﬂwe“ ?ml th:
Wi e the jcen
furniture—these things fcrmed the
.tng’io of convergit'on in every house
in Lillord. Then came the erowning
lnbi:lll_genes, he was npot married—
t millionaire upon whom fortune
had lavished her gifte; and the ex-
citement rose to a great height when
his became known. Maids and ma-
trone took the greatest interest in
him, the grandees of the county
waited upon him, fashionable mo-
thens offered him advies about his
housahiold, ahout the parties he in-
tended giving, and about the ‘people
he must invite, while’ the squires
were much interested in hig stable
and pack of hounds. The -younger
ladies wondered what he would be
like, and which among thém would
be the hng&y one chosen &8 queen
of Garswo:

He must mavry; that was very
certain—he could not live alone at
such a place as Garswood. The mat
rons looked mysteriously at each
other, and sald it was to be hoped
he woull scttle soon ; it was so much
botter for a man to marry you¥.
Sir Owen himsgcif made inquiries
about the fairer portion of ‘the popu-
lation. - vis o gl Ay

“Have you any pretty girls Jn this
part of the world 2 he asked one day
of Captain Hill, the eporting man par
excellence of the neighborhood.

“I believe 80, he replied ; “I have
heard people say €0. It is not in my
line, yoti u and.”

“Exactly. Well, it 1s in ‘mine—and
a very -pleasant line I find it.. The
only thing I dreaded in coming hither
wa® that I should find nothing but
rustioc beduty of‘the milkmald sort.

I have a decided distaste for it; and] ¢ ¢

the fact of the matter is, I am look-
ing out for a beautiful wife.”

“It is a very scnsible thing €to do,”
@ald Cap tain Hill. -

v pe vontineed.)
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« SINT NIC'LAAS DAY.”

its Observance in Holland—-Lots of
t'un for the Million.

Shrisll screams of laughter mingl-
ed with the furious beating of a
drum and the discordant, blarp of
a steam ‘organ playing “ Tarara
boom de' aey.” Crowds of girle In
brilliant costumes nvithl head ‘cover-
ings of :gleaming gold, covered with
lace; bare-armed girls, too,. in. spite
of the wintry air, which they dely.
Swains in  astrachan hats and
breeches of tremendous girth, all
buttoned about withl silver. Swaims
who parade the narrow gtreet arm
in arm, loudly calling out to’ each
othér and always with an eye' on
the laughing girl, .

“That is Netje, the one with the
orange kerchief, who is ever smil-
ing,” sald the old lady with th
lace cap, pointing to ‘one ot",mg
group of chiattering :girls, in ° the
dike before thie window. “Both Klaas'
and Pilet are crazy to marnry her,
and she cannot giva either of them
a civil answer. They are fihe fel-
lows, and to-day ‘they skate for
thie queen’s prize on the ¢anal. Yes;
the skating carnival of Sint Nie
laas. Does not Myneer knaw, of the
great kermus of Sint Nic'laas? Over
Over all Holland thée day of the
good ‘Sint’ is kept by the farmers,
and there is much pleasure. I wish
Netje ‘would favor Plet, I have pro-
mised her a. fine ‘bruidsniker’ all
tied up in a red bag with ‘sarsanet
ribbon of red and green—the col-
ors of love .and  hope, Myneer
knows.” This talk of the becapped
old dame was half drowned in the
din of the steam organ. There were
gaudy booths presided over by fat,
purple-armed vrows, busy making
and wselling groceries and walfles;
long rows of hiooded tilburys were
drawn up beside the canal, their
shafts tilted in the ailr, and the
fat, hollow-backed horses eating hay
from the baskets. 'Tis the day of
Sint Nic'laas which answers to our
Chiristmas day, and which falls on
the 5th of December, in Holland;
and it is also the day of the skat-
ing carnival of the canal. Sledges
of every size and sbape are here,
some drawn by fat, sleek hiorses,
others pushed by means of a .stcel-
ghod slicks worked by the occupant.

Flags are flyingz everytwihlere. Here
i# a bogt diunt of bowm and stern,
high up on the ice, sail full, gliding
along, quite filled withi laughing,
girls, whose cheeks seem as red as
the flags above them. .

From the further end of the dike
comes th2 most noise and glare
where are the crowiled steam mer-/
ry-go-rounds, at which the older
peasants stolidly gape. The girls
on the stiff, varnished lions, giraffes
and camels, squeal excitedly asthe
engine moves faster, thle silver and
gold hiead-dresses gleam prettily
through 'the lace of their caps, and
over all is this rancous voice of the
persunsive showman, cloquent over
the charms of the fat woman, and
the iron-jawed mant Thers §8 a sud-
den rush toward the river, and the

m'nd, to see how inuch it conveyed,
and then 'o-king the latter away at
night with his treasures. In what
wonds of rapture he answered Vio-
lot’s notes—for he had but one love,
Viclet ; one hope, which was to win
Vi 1t ; one faith, which was centred

cause is the coming of the skating
contestants, stout, squat-looking
fellows, on phenomenally long-blad-
ed skates.—Metropolitan Magazine.

Steamed Toreagh Herrings
An cxtraordinary experience be-

in Violet.

So winter wore away, and genlal,
lovely spring heralled by srowdrops
and érocunses, came to gladden the .
hearts an2 souls of men. ‘

CHAPTER IX.

“Sir Owen Chevenix.” Th2 inhablte
ants of Lilford uttered the name
with awe and regpret. Thos» who had
never seen Sir Owen made a poiut

fell thte mail sleamer Nord while
crossing tte English Channel on a
recent night.

Tlere was an immense shoal of her-
rings ewimming Jown tle channel,
and lle steamer ploughed her way
tkrougzh, churning up and killing
thousands of the fish with her pad-
dle wleels.

Tre rhoal was eo thick' that it
affeclied {Le piogress o! ‘he steamer.

h2:

. Common Tramp

™ Bravo

“Qhsl” and “Ahs!” for the
whole district knew that the Min-
ister of Justice and his wife were
glving a rag 'congress.. It was 'the
last social event of the season,
a season which would be remembered
for the novel character of its enter-
tertainments, among them washer-
women’s parties, straw carnivals,
ts’ receptions, a misery ball
afid othens, each of which hdd caus-
ed a eensation. Now it remained for
tLe stern old Minister of J;;::lcloi u.:g

Lis haughty e to cap clim:
with an a.l‘(ah'-"v‘vhlch surpassed them
all. So all tLeir friends—men and wo-
men, ranking as the leaders of
thought and activity in the finan-
cial, industrial, essional, and
social eircles: of the. city—had been
bidden to vome to the congress clad

in rags, mmclean and disheyelled.

A Landsonie earriage had just left,
and two men and two 'womend, more
rogged than. thelr predecessors, had
Lurried into the house, wheh a woe-
ful epecimeén of Lumanity shuffled
through the 'crowd watched
tLeir disappearance behind the banks
of palms and ferns, whic 'streened
the doorway. He looked about in
surprise ‘over. the ripple of qrnlause
and cries ol “Here’s another!” which
came from the ¢crowd. Then he ‘mov-
.ed’ clumsily up'the steps and  rang
the bell. R

To the footman who opened the

a poor, traveler also begs »
'ov."”,
“Certdlinly, sir,” answered' the Jec-
‘orons attendant. “Pray enter. Tlhere
are many others of your sort nere.
Wisl» to arrange xou(li tollletf .Pray
ster into the men’s, dressing room,
ngﬁ‘t. “"Phere you'll find additisnal
paint and powder, if you think vou
need it - Y 1
*“Thanks, very much,” rg~tggj the
vagabond. “I méed everytiitng I can
find, in my business.” He passed on
and entered: the ‘room as directad.
Not: a 'toul was to be seen. All :about
were fine ogera c.onks and fur-lined
overcoats, which = the more |
patl worn to epnceal their rags, and

of silk biats. : ; :
“Queer gams this,” murmured the
tramy, “looking into the mirror ani
fingering the silverware on th2
dresser. .“Wonder what I'm In for.
Wish my pal was here to  ses mo
thirough. -Well, hére. goes for .a few
dabw of red paint on.my, nose to make
‘cught to get a square meal, 'any-
how.” p o % b

est : all eyes were ugont bim. °

. “Gool evening, your honors!” he
exclaime], bowipg to the right .a'u;d
left. “I also a small favor.

request, followed by exclamations of

“Jen't be great !” “splendid make-up,*

and “wonderful.” ? y
«] wonder who he can be?” said

the hostess. . ;

ey can't imagine,” replied her

say. from’' the way pa has painted
hie face.” ; T

“Orf course, of course,” said the
mipister of justice, anxious 1o rise
to the'occasion. The very man. My
old friend, Harlacher, s
whom I haven't seen for years.

Advancing to the vagabond he
said* “Ha-a, *Ha-a; thought you
would surprise me, eh? ‘Well, I'm
too glever for you. I recognized voa
the momenl I set my eyés on yoa.
Come, let me present you.”" Witk
this he took him by the arm and 'led
bim from groug to group, .lntroduc-ng
him as “Lukle.”

The festival began forthwith with
singing, story telling, dancing. The
banquet hiall was thrown open and
theo vagabond was scated at the
right of the host. Warmed by the
good wine, he entered into the spirit
of the occasion and played his part
well,, He ate ravenously, drank
quantities of champagne and told
stories of his actual experiences as
a tramp, which his host and guests
accepled as fiction, and enjoyed im-
mensely. Next he was chosen <0
lead the grand march with the
hostess. The dance was short, how-
ever, since ‘the hostess being gtout
in person, .soon grew| short
breath. -

Phe tramp wandered over to the
minister. “Do you know Whu_t‘
would make your party famous ¢
he asked. “Famous for ever "

“No, I confass I do not,” was thie
reply.

“well, let’s
band.” ;

“Robber band !" answered the host,
ineredulously{ “We can’'t do that.

“Why not § We only need two. To
let more in would spoil the game.
I've u great plan to make you and
vour wife famous. Let's steal some-
thing.”

“Steal! Phui!”

«Qh, just in fun, of course. Noth-
ing serious; just pinch a few
watches, purses, diamonds, ear-
rings, brooches, bracelets, etc., ele.
—ligh't, easy things of that sort,
you know. Thien when we have
taken something from almost
avery one we'ill let them reciaim
their property,” the women to pay

organize a robber

“Well, T declare. You're a great
rascal—this real thing!” exclaimed
thie host. “Who would have thought
of that? Splendid! Splend-i-d! To

work at once—only ecarefuily, eare-
Pet)ver onngehit. Then
we'll Bave all the more fun show-

A vAn awrn o*

ldoor the newcoms. ¢ 81id; *Paidon/mes | P&

timid'

inr out-of-the-way nooke were scores:

believe I'm not ihe real thing. T

or entering the ballroom he lohn,d-
M(gselt al o‘mga the centre of inter-

A shout of ' jaughter greetel ‘this'

brother. '*Sumé great art.st, I shouid:

the -artist,]

of { beyond Barberton, whose

ing ‘them how easily it ls to loss
their valuables. Here, take my jew-
ele and purse, 8o that it ywill look
all right. Now, I'll just gather In
a few things myself to w how,
clever I am.” | d

He went out gpnd soon’ returned
with his wife's most precious jew-
els, also those of her sister's and
his daughters. Meanwliile the vag-
abond had been even more active
and bad gathered in a quantity of
valuable jewelry. Lukie suggested
thiat it would be a good idea tocall
in an outsider to play the part of
gendarme to arrest him “in fuun,
just tc make it more real.”

Bunzipger hurried away to call In

a neighborhood. Lukie left also. First
he wrapped all the valuables in two
bhandkerchiefs, then he hurried to-the
dressing room, :plunged into a. rich
fur-lined coat, ¢ ed a hat on
his tousled head and started for the
door, passing the butler, who boweéd
Iawt' as he received a gold plece aw
a \ 3
The minister returned just In time
to hear one of the guests cry; “Be
on your guard, there thieves among
us.” Chucklipg. to himself, he hurried
to the ball-room. “Don’t be a fool,”
he exclaimed to the man who had
sounded the alarm. “You don't want
to spoil 'the greatesl surprise ol"tx:
season.” The alarm had been soun
ed, however, and cries arose from all
directions, “My watch,” said one. My
purse,” cried another. “My Jewels,”
shrieked gidozen women in ghoras.
. “Ha, Ha,” laughed the midister. “Jt
works beautifully. I-m-mense. I'll just
call Lukie now and show. tham liow
smart we are.” #

But Lukie' could not be found, naor
could anyone remember seeing  hims
‘A feeling of mistrust seized the min-
ister s he ran to the’butler and
asked ;. “Has . anybody gone?” "

“Certainly. One of the princes;the
one with the embroidered coat.”

Bunzingér  was nearly paralyzed.
His . knees smote each other as he
staggered back to- face his ests.
They ‘crowded about him as he ex-
explained in a death-like whisper ;
“My :fviends, we have been the vic-
| tims of a horrible jest. It seems that
a genuine tramp broke into our
rty. The ungrateful wrel¢h, not
| content with imposing upon our hos-
pitality, -bas robbed us of our val-
uables besides.” N

“Perrible ! Terrible! ® exclaimed his
sister-in-law, *'but you- yoursell rob-
bed me of my jewels, I saw you, but
kept quiet, to see what you would
do. How can you explain that?” t

“Explain—explain” shouted gome
of his angry guests.

“Yes, that’s’ the 'worst of this
whole. miserable business,” whined the
minister weakly. “He made me his
willing confederate, Me, the chief
minister of justice, fooled by a ¢om-
mon tramp; but for the Lord’s sake
don’t let this get out. Be honor-
able; T will restore all—every ‘dol-
lar's ‘worth. Only: keep it quiet, and
I pledga. you. never to give or attend
another such ball.” i s,

WFor the next few days the royal’
jewelers 'did a marvelous -business;
but “Lukie” was never seen or heard
of again—Filengende- Blatter.

STORIES ABOUT EAGLES, ! :
A Battle Between One of These Birds

Some yeafs ago Sir'Charles Mordaunt
witnessed il Seotland a strange battle
between an ‘éagle’ ,and a' sfag, which,
says the: Spotsman, completely
any theory that the ormithologist .may
ﬂ“t forward as to les not attacki

rge animals; The bird  singled ‘out
from a herd one particulaz' buck, which
it’ succeeded..in drit from: the, rest.
It struck the amimal repea with .ﬁs
po 1 knocked it down
finally killed it.

Baron
remarkable s
a fawn, which was

i ds. The
were answered by its dam, w
sprang upon the le and struck “§t.
repeatedly with its forefeet. Fawn, deer
and eagle rolled headlong down ‘a de-
clivity, and the bird was dislodged from
its hold and the fawn rescued. But Sir
Kenneth Mackenzie knows a more thrill-
ing story' than either of these, for, ae-
cording to report, an eagle was rent in
twain during a battle in his forest of
Gairloch. y
. Fixing its talons in the quarters of 8
roe the bird was dashed against a tree,
to a branch of which it endeavored to
hold to stay the flight of its ecaptive.
The bird was halved in an instant. v

Many traditions are extant as %o
eagles having carried off and
children. In the morth of England the
legend is perpetuated by the name of
many an inn, the sign “The Eagle and
the Child” being common. The most
recent case bearing close scrutiny ap-
pears to be one which occurred in Sou
Africa.

A Boer farmer living on the velt just ‘.
stock had
been harried by eagles, lay in ambusgh
for the aerial robbers and saw one of
them descend and carry off the 5-year-
old child of one of his Kaffir servants.
He shot the bird, which, with the child
still clutched in its grip, fell .into a
thorn bush. The bird was dead when
picked up, but the babe was little hurt.

| The eagle measured nine feet from tip

to tip of the wings. Other stories are
told to a similar end, but appear less
credible than this one.

Two eagles will stalk a covert in con-
cert. While one conceals itself the other
beats about the bushes with a great
screaming, driving out its quarry for the
hidden eagle to swoop down and make
an end of it. An even more insidious
method has been observed,” when an
eagle, detecting a sheep on the edge of
a precipice, flew at it, screaming shriily, |
and with foreeful beat of wing burled it
into the valley below, where it could
devour it at its leisure.

There is a good reason for believing

a forfeit, say, of a Kkise, and the
men, oh, well, make them buy wine.” '

after-all, the ancient legend as to the
marnar i Faelivlns, the Greek
. - It is said that an
tn 1 hasd

nar in  whinh
poet, met his death
;Mgnrian travellers are familiar with the
sight of esgles carrying turtlesand tor-.

‘toises to a height and dropping themy

unon rocks to hreak the crestures’shells
and rendsy *ke flesh accessible. -
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