ridegroom.

The Unknown

“No. 15 George strect.”
“D2 you live alone ?°
“Yes, sir, and I'm doing
now.” .

“Why did you leave the 'nos.ital 2"
Mawgornbhoed  floors long enough
yr nothing,” Mary answered,  ‘vith
a tinge of sullenness in her type,
thus showing that her reasom s
laculties Were not entirely: dorman
Then, reaching out one hand, sk
patted Jamie softly: on the uhouldel"
and remarked: “This is a nice little
chap.”

Mr. Carrol’s heart leaped at her
words.

‘Was this a gleam of the old af-
fection for the child of her care
manifesting itself ? !

“Do Yyou like children ?” he asked.

“Ye—s—I—think so,” said the wo-
man, dreamily.

“Do you get plenty of work to do ?”
questioned the gentleman, glancing
at her bundle.

“No, sir,” she sighed; “I couldn’t
pay the rent last week and the land- .
lord said he wouldn't wait longer
than another week.

“I will give you some washing to
dp,” said Mr. Carrol, with sudden
inspiration, “and I think I know
of some one else who-will also give
you wpork.”

“Do you, sir ” and a look of in-
terest for a moment sprang into
the poor creature’'s face.

“Yes; if you will come with me |
to my dodgings—they are not far |
from hzza—I will. make up a pack- |
age for you now,” the gentleman !
rerflied. ¥

She geemed to trust him instinet- |
ively, and, turning about, signified |
her readiness to go with him.

Jamie had not once spoken dur-
ing the interview, but he appear-
ed to be greatly interested, and
frequent!y toirned an inouiring look
upon the wieman as they walked
on iteward home.

Arriving at their lodgings, Mr.
Carrcl conducted Mary to  his
rooms, and then telling Jamie to
remain there with her for a few
moments, he went tlirectly to his
old friend and helper, Dr. Field, to
whom he related what had oceurred. i

“Now. will you take her in hand ?” |
he eagerly inquired, adding: “I|
am sure she could tell us somcthing
very important in connection with
Jamie's history if her memory
could be restored.”

Dr. Field consented to do what
sha could, and with a heart beating
high wtih hope, Dr. Carrol returned
to his rooms and conducted Mary
to the scientist’s office, telling her
that while she was talking with
thet lady he would make up a pack-
age for her.

Thus it happened that “Crazy
Moll” became a patient of Dr. Field,
who o arranged her work that she
would 2 obliged to come to Lim
every few days, and at ‘the expira-
tion of a mouth she really began
to show gleams of returning intel-
ligence that greatly encouraged
her friends.

Mr. Carrol said nothing to Jamie
regarding the belief that the wo-
man was his old nurse, or his hope
that her mental restoration would
result in his owa identilication,
for he did not wish to arouse his
curiosity or a spirit of restlessness
which would naturally follow such
a disclosure, but in his heart he
firmly belicved that the time was
not gtistant svhen he would be able
to restore the long-lost child o the
bosom of his family. -

It was now the last week in May,
and London was beginning to be
very hot and uncomfortable.

“Jemie, have you ever seen the
sea " Mr. Carrol inquired one morn-
ing during breakfast, as a sudden
longing for a glimpse of the ocean
fastened itself upon him.

“No, sir—I don't think I ever
have,” the boy replied, " looking
slighitly puz-led, “but I've dreamed
about it lots of times and it was
beautiful.”

“liow would@ you like to go with
m> io the seashore for a little
outing i questioned his [riend.

“I should love to go with you
anywhere, sir,” said the child, with
a fond upward glance. s

“Thank you, Jamie,” said Carrol,
laughing. “I am sure that I have at
least one true admirer in the world,
Well, then. I think that to-mor-
row we will go away and treat our-
selves to a holiday of a week or
80, and get » good long breath
of sea air.”

Mr. Carrcl had ‘been arranging
his business with a view to this
resy and pleasure, for somoe Weeks
back, fecling that he had earned it,
and that it would do Jamie a great
«eal of good. Accordingly, the fol-
lowing morhing, they set off in
high spirits;, and evening found
them very pleasantly located in a
quict little town by ,the ocean,
In' Sussex County, and within walk-
Ing distance of far-famed Brighton.

Several days passed, and Mr.
Carrol and his protege were enjoy-
Ing themselves to their heart's con-
tont, ’

O morning Jam'e took it into his
head to hunt star-fish, and Carrol,

ashing

sceking his favorite resort, was soon
deeply nbsorbed in one of the lead-
L3 ssagsince of ke poriol

ance of tho ho

D T S P SOV Y’

He had been engaged thue but a
short time when he caught the sound
of steps quite pear him.

He glanced up carelessly to see who
wae passing. ™

The next instant he sprang to his
feet, white a® the handkerchief which
he had knotted; loosely around his
neck, and confronted the intruder
with uplifted mad and haughty
mien.

“You here /in England!” he ex-
claimed, in cold, ‘bitter tones. |

“So it seems. Is there any special
reason why I should not be ‘here
in England’ as well as yourself ?”
sarcastically responded Sir Walter
Leighton, yet, nevertheless, appear-
ing not a/little di
recognizing his comp

CHAPTER

“Certainly not,” gr.

Carrol, after a mo
tion; “you are, of [course, free 1o
go and come a® youw choose, regard-
less of my movements. At the same
time, I confess it is som®thing of
a surprise to me to meet you here.”

“What are you doing in England ?”
abruptly inquired Sir Walter, while
he searched his companion’s face with
a. suspicious glance and an uneasy
look in his cyes.

“Trying to rotrieve my fallen for-
tunes,” responded Carrol, laconic-
ally.

“Ah! and i# this-tho way you are
doing that ?” questioned the baro-
net, with a short lauzh and a
scornful glance at the book in the
Young man's hand and the rug from
which he had .just risen.

“Oh, wo are simply taking a lit-
tle much-necded rest—we g> back to
towi the day after to-morrow,” Car-
rol coldly explained.

“We ?” repeated Sir Walter, in-
quiringly.

“Yes, I have—— Well, what is it,
Jamie ?” queried the cpehker, sud-
denly interrupting himeself as the

" boy came running toward him and

calling to him eagerly.

“Oh, unele, I have just found the
Jolliest starfisi,” Jamic exclaimed, as
ho drew. earer and breathlessly held
up his trophy, his faco glowing with
pleasure, for he had searched long
and diligently for his treasure.

Sir Walter turned and glanced curi-
ously at the child.

“Ah! so he makes the ‘we’, and
he cails you ‘uncle,’” he observed,
in a derisive tone. “May I inquire
who he is?”

“A poor little waif whom fate has
recently thrown upon my protec-
tion.” :

“Humph ! you were alwayo finding
scme pauper to shoulder. Dut what
has happened to his feet and legs 2
Leighton queried, as his glance fell
upon Jamie's scarred limbs, which
would always carry tho marks of

the flames through which he had-

passaod.
“Oh, o wa? Yadly burned when he
was _dabout two years old,” Carrol

! wwplained.

“Burned !—how ?” demanded the
baronet, with a sadden inward
shock, while he bepi @ more cearch-
ing look upoi #Ne boy, who find-
Ing hie “uncle’” engaged—and hav-
ing been told he must never interrupt
a conversation—had retreated a
few steps and was absorbed in the
examination of his starfish.

“He and his nurse were stopping at
a hotel which was destroyed by
fire, and they barely escaped with
their lives, throuzh the bravery of
a plucky Tireman,” Carrol repliad,
but with an air which plainly be-
trayed that he was wearying of the
irterview.

But Sir Walter Leighton had grown
ghastly white during his explanation,
and stooped suddenly to pick up a
pebble that lay at his feet, in or-
der to conceal the effects of the
shock, which, momentarily, nearly
deprived him of his self-possession.

Put the next instant he asyed with
bated breath:

“So they were both roscuc(l ? What
became of the nurse.” A ¢

“She was injured on the head by
a falling brick, and has naver been
herself - since.”

“Whagg i® the bo)’s other ’mme?
—Jami hat 2" = ;

“He had no other, save the one 1
Lhave loancd him,” said Carrol, a ten-
cer light gleaming in hiseyes as they
rested upon his protege. -

“What ! couldn’t the nurse give any
aceount of him ?” ¢

““No; she has never been able to,
as yet; her mind was so shattered
by the Dlow, and the illness that
foliowed, that she could remember
nothing, on her recovery, that oc-
curred previous to ghat dreadful
night.”

A look of relief swept over the
baronet’s face at this] information.

But he had been tedrible shaken,
and was still all of a rrvous tromor
for he'was firmlv conginced that'the
“poor little wai”" hoffore him was
not other than the s¥n and heir of
Siv Julian Page. ,.; RS |
Carrol's story roxg
corded” exactl; wit,
Wellington & Hayes
grdine tha 1

line him ac-
what M-sars.

pus disappoar-

| is improving, and I entertain strong

“H'm! I see you are still up to
the same quixotic schemes for which
you were always noted,” Sir Walter
rejoined, contemptuously. ‘““Where is
this hurse of whom you were tell-
ing me ?” he queried a moment later,
the lines about his mouth hardening
cruelly. . b A

“In London, under treatment; she

hope that her memory will in time’
be fully restored.”

He realized that he stood upon the
briok of a precipice ; for if this nurse
should recover her long dormant fac-
ulties, Master Jamie could not  fail
to be identified at once and have his
inheritance restored . to him.

“But where is she ?—who Is treat-
ing her ? he asked. after a briel si-
lence, during which his thoughts had
been working with lightning-like
rapidity. e {

“That is a matter which does not
concern you, although you seem to
be strangely curious about it,” Car-
rol coldly. responded. Do you intend
to remain abroad long ?" he asked,
with sudden interest.

“Well, that depends,” 8ir Walter
replied, in a careless toné, but with
an emphasis which his companion
could not understand. I may and I
may not; why ?”

“Because I wish to see you again
—I must insist that you restore to
me certain important documents be-
longing to me, and which you have
in your possession,” Carrol responded,
witk some sternness.”

“There you go again!" Leighton
impatiently retorted. I thought that
auestion was settled the last time
we met.”

“Settled !I” repeated Carrol, with
curling lips and bitter intonation;
“you simply evaded it, the same as
you are doinz now/ I know that you
stole those papers, and nothing you
may say will ever change my opin-
ion. I do not care so much for those
pertaining to business matters, for
it is too late now to rvectify those
wrongs; but with them, were other
documents of a pcrsonal nature,
which 1 wished to preserve because
of their associations and which can-
ot be of the slightest use or value
to you.”

Leighton smiled a peculiar smile,
and then shruzged his shoulders dis-
dainfully.

“I do not know why you pevsist
tin that hallucination,” he retorted.
“I have no papers belonging to you,
and I beg”—with an arvrogant look
and mien—“that you will never an-
noy me by rveferring to this subjeect
again” oy

*“Well, there will ecome a day of
reckoning for you—at least with
your owi conscicace, if not with
me,” - Mr. Carrol . gravely returned,
adding impressively ; “And I caanot
conceive of such rank ingratitude, as
you have displayed, being mauirsst-
ed by any human belnz."”

“I think we have discussed that
! subjcet sufficiontly,” sail Sir Walter,
witk a sncer, ‘so I wnul say au
vevoir, Loping that you will "be in
a less reeriminating frame of ind
wheir we meet again. By tlre way,”
e added, as he dirted a stealthy
glanece at Jamiz2, “whore are you stop-
ping while you are taking your much-
needed rvest ¥

“We are lo:rding at Reed Cottage
in yonder village,” <oluly returned
Carrol, with a glare> in th2 diree-
tion of the litile town about a
mile bclow them.

Thea hz peked up Lis took and
bezan to lsoz for his plae, (hus sig-
nifying that h> woula b2 glaa to be
leit alore. His companion, taking the
hint, turned abrupily and walked
away. He pausced a moment as he
was abpout to pass Jamie.

“Are you making a vollection of

ctarfish 2’ h> questioned, while he
¢tudied the chiic’s feaiures atten-
tively.
. “I'd ilke 10, sir,” £aid the bay, wi'h
a note of regret in his tone; ‘I
have b2en hunting for them ever
cine> w2 came here, Lut this is the
first one I have found. He s a
bcauty, thouzh,” ha2 coatizu:d, com-
placently.

“I ecan tell you where you wiil
find a !ot of them,” enid Leighion.

“Where ?” queried Jamie, with
toyish eageraess.

“Do you sec those rocks down
yonder >—that group with one rie-
ing like a con2 out of th: midst of
them ?*

“Yes,” faid the boy, shxliag his
eyes to get a better view of the
spot.

“Well, then, if you will go there
with jouar hatket some morring, I
am fure you will find all that you
will- care for,” returased the baronet
with a cruel !ook in his eyes.

“Thank you, sir, I will go the
first thing to-morrow  morning,”
Jamie responded with animatlon,
and the man went his way, a treach-
erous smile on his lips, a cunning
plot maturing in his broin.

Mr. Carrol t:r aw lameel. back uporr
th2 rag, as he disappeared, and tried
to recume his roading. But his book |
appeared to have lost all aitract’on
for him, for it soon drorped from
his hand and he fell into - troubl-d
musing, an anxious cxpression in
his eyes, a look of Kkeen.paln about.
his censitive mouth.

“The fellow: hnd not & particly of
horor in his. naturs’ he muttered;
“he i eelfish and dipraved to -the|
core. It 13 hard to bzHeve that such |
ingratitude can exist {2 any hue
man heart.’”

His thoughts wira: evid:-n'ly o’ too
unpleasant a natare to b2 borne,
and he thortly arose, gatherel up
his rug, and calling to Jamie. the
two returned t> R:ed Cottage—Jamie
informing him on the way that he
should go to th> rocks the gentle )
man had told him about to hunt
star fish early th2 next morning.

Mr. Carrol did not pay much at-
tention to what the I2d said—he
was too defply immersed In his own
troubhird retlections, and only re-
plred t0 him at random: And even
if hé 3nd clearly ufiderstood what

4

d tol1 him re- |

the boy was talking about, it .is
Coujhtiul if he would have made any
chisdtion to the preporsed ‘excursjon,

Again Sir Walter lost ail his color. |

. or suspected that any ewvil would
: romlt from it ‘
The sun was jast r.g.nz—a huge ball

ot fire—from b -hind

pi;lit have

toward him the gen

had told him where to look for the
starfish. . ?

. 'Aba, my littil> man,” exclaimed
Bir Walter, In an assumed genial
tone, and smiling affably into the
uptirned face, “t0 you are on hamd
for your gtars . morning. Bu
why did you come so early ?”

Joke on you,
lm’'t it?” said hiz companion in a
banterinz tone, *for it will he fully
two hours belore it goes ‘out, so
that you can get to the rocks”
(To be continued.)
B T

UP IN THE BILLIONS.

The Hon. James Wilson, Secretary of
Agriculture, has a happy faculty of pre-
senting the etaborate stqtistics in his
annual reports, in very interesting form.
The report just issued is no exception
to the rule. The only trouble is, that
the field is so vast, covering the entire
agricultural interests ,of the cowitry,
that the figures are difficult to grasp.
After a careful estimate of the value
of farm products diiring 1904, he places
the total at $4,900,000,000, excluding the
value of farm crons fed to live stock in
onder to aveoid duplication of values.
Several comparisous ai¢ necessucy w e
realization of such an unthinkable value
aggregating nearly five billions of dol-
lars.

The farmers of this country have in
two pears produced wealth exceeding
the output of all the gold mines of the
entire world since Columbus discovered
America. This year’s product is over six
times the amount of the capital stock
of all national banks, it lacks but three-
fourths of a billion dollars of the vahie
of the manutactures of 1900, less the
cose of material used; it is three times
the gross carnings from the operations
of the railways, and four times the value
of all minerals produced in this country.
The corn ercp of 1904 yields a farm value
greater than ever before. The farmers
could from the proceeds of this single,
crop pay the national debt, the interest
thereon for ome year, and still have
enough left to pay a considerable por-
tion of the government’s yearly ex-
penses. The cotton crop, valued for lint
and seed at $600,000,000, comes second,
while hay and wheat contend for the
third place. Combined, these two crops
will about equal in valte the corn crop.
The steady advance in poultry leads to
some astonishing figures. The farmers’
hens now produce one and two-third bil-
lions of dozens of eggs and at the high
average price of the year the hens dur-
ing their busy season lay enough eggs
in a single month to pay the year’s
interest on the national debt.—Buffalo
Commercial.

REWARDED DISOBEDIENCE.
1 “Ain‘t I tole ter let dat turkey

.

alone, sal !

2. “Now. walk right behind me, and
don’t you bodder de Widder Smif’s ole
turkey !”

3. What part ob de fowl will yoﬁ
hab 2

1

Beny Y e

2

'poker and tapped open a lump of

“Come.up to the surface

eald, “and
eed your advice.” i

T his paper  on

over .

“Go " ahead,
my attention.” geia ‘

“ln. _Spencer coatinued eeriously>

“You know whisat a nuisance these
Christmas presents have come ' to
be between the Martins and our-
selves, and how, much I want to
stop them; and yev—" She paused,
—and her husband's face assumed
an amused expression.

“Well, my dear Ellen, my advice
Is, leave off sending them. It is
the solution of the difficulty.
m’ll immediately relieve. tioe situa-
lion." ¥ ]

Mrs. Spencer nodded .and tapped
1he table with her thimble. X

“It is whiat I wish to do,” she

lsten, becaule I

bhia¥e nothing to send s \
My gl
ber hu ‘th she should send

It little Jack out on the front side-

sald. “I' am sure It is as great a .
o

worry to Mrs. Martin as it ist
me; bat the point it, howi to ledve
them off. I cannot be the first to
stop. Just suppose I should send
nothing, and she should wend the
usual great basket with a present
for every one of us—you, the child-
ren, the servants—last Christmas
shie even sent a collar for Don-—I
should die o1 mortification.”

Dr. Spencer took off his glasses
and looked gravely across the ta-
ble at his wife.

“I have often thought,” he said,
“that there were too many wo-
men’s societies in this town; but
I sec the need for one more—a Soci-
ety for the Suppression of Christ-
mas Presents. Send our circulars,
beginning with Mrs. Martin. You
oughit to get a large and enthu-
siastic membership.”

Mrs. Spencer sighed and took up
her work again.

“You don’t advise me at all”
said; “you only joke, and I really
think this is a serious matter.”

“My dear Ellen, I am willing to Came

“Mrs. Martin, with Christmas greet-
ings™; “Little Charley, with Mrs,
Bpencer’s love”; “Mammy Sue, from
the Spencer children,” and so on.

d Mrs. Spencer Treflected with
satisfaction, as she deposited a
new hiarness for the Martins' plug
on top of the pile, that nobody
wias going to get ahead of her . ‘

Breakfast over, and Remus, the
doctor’s “boy,” instructed to keep
bhimself brushed and neat, ready at
an instant’s notice to seize “the
Martin basket,” as the doctor call-
ed it, and bear it forth, Mrs. Spen-
cer's mind was at rest. Jack was
on the sidewalk, banging away, but
keeping a sharp eye out™toward
thie Martin’s, too; for he had scarce-
ly been there five minutes before
he called to her that Robbie Mar-
tin was playing on his sidewalk

sho 2nd watching their house like any-

thing.
A short time passed, and Jaeck
running in. “Mother, I see

advise you, but the whole difficulty Mammy Sue coming this way with
seems to be n ridiculce one, There & tray,” he said.

is only one thing to do. Stop short
now. Suppose she does send you a
basket ¢ It will be the last time.
It’s the shortest and simplest way
to end it.”

“I might,” said Mrs. Spencer, med-
itatively, “not send anything at
Chiristmas, and then, in case she
does, 1 could return them presents
at intervals throughout the year—
on their birthdays, at Easter, and
so forth.”

“Good Lord, Ellen!” hastily inter-
rupted her husband, “don’t do that!
You'll hlave her returning the birth-
day and Easier presents. Il would
be worse than ever.”

“Yes; I am afraid that would not
Go, aiter -all,” said Mrs. Spencer,
looking more troubled thian before.

Dr. Spencer reached out for the

soft coal on top of tae fire. A
blue flame shiot up through it, and
a lhttle spiral of smoke licked out
into thle room. .

“Ellen,” he said, empbasizing his
words with taps of the poker on
the grate, “taxe my advice; cut it
short, and just bear it if you do
hiave to take presenta from her this
year. Carroll Martin is a man I
shiall never respect again after his
course during the last election, and
anything Is better than ocarrying
on this periunctory friendship. We
no longer. see enough of any of
them to justify our exchanging pre-
sents, and I’am sure Mrs. Martin
will thank yot as much ag I shall
if you will take thie bull by the horns
pow. and be done with it.”

He looked at his wife, but she did
not answer. Her eyes K were beut
upon her sewing, and her expres-
egion was unconvinced. :

Dr. Spencer set down the poker,
took up his paper, and settled him-
gelf back in his chair agamn. He
vias not one of thise wio go on
and split the board after they have
driven hiome the nail.

“You hmave my opinion,” he said,
and went on reading, :

The Spencers and Martins had
been, some years before, next-door
peighbors. The Martins were then
newly married and strangers to the
place, and the first Christmas after
iheir srrival, Mrs. Spencar, in the
kingness of her heart, had sent
over a bunchl of flowers, with =a
friendly greeling, to her young
reighbor. Her messenger had re-
turned withi Mrs. Martin’s warm
thianks and a pretty sofa pillow
hiastily snatched up and sent to
express the little bride’'s pleasure
and gratitude. ~

Such a handsome gift, in place of
the “thank you” expected had de-
cidedly taken Mrs. Spencer aback,
and when the next Christmas came
she took care to provide a pretty
pin-cushion for Mrs. Martin and a
dainty cap for the baby, who had
by that time been added to the
family. This occasion found. Mrs.
Martin uil‘;\prepared. and she
promptly fesponded with' a centre-
piece for Mrs. Spencer an ash-tray
for ihe doctor, and a doll for their
little Margaret.

From this time on each year the
burden grew. Several children had
been added to bothr families; each
one was separately remembered,
and, in tha old Southern Christmas
fashion, presents for the family
servants had been added to “the list,
one atya time, until not only nurse,
coachman, and cook had Deen jn-
cluded. but. as Mrs. Spencer safd,
the previous Christmas kad even

brought- héer a collar for the dog. |

During these years both families
H4d moved. Both had bailt new
komes, on the same . street, it is
true, but a block apart, so that
they were no longer near neighbors

and lately th?» two 'men had been
on opposite sides ol a Ditter poiitl-

The doctor called from his study;
“How do you know she is coming
lrere ” But Mrs. Spencer had not
waaited to hear him; she was al-
ready at the back door, calling ex-
citedly, “Remus, take the basket!”-

“John,” she cried, runmiog badk,
“‘you see the Martinse are sending
us presents,” and she got to the
window In time to see Remus issu-
ing fortl with his burden. As he
reached the street and turned to-
ward the Martins’, into the house
rushed Robbie, ecalling, “Mother!
Mother !” and a moment later out
popped the Martinsg' butler, Tom,
withi a large basket brimming over
with tissue paper and blue ribbon
on his head, and took his way to-
wiard the Spencers’ at a brick trot,
It was quite a race between him
and Remus: they grinoned cheer-
fully as they passed each other
hall way. Mammy Sue went by the
gate with her tray but Tom came
in and set his load down in the
hiall, where Mrs. Spencer received
it with' a smile as fina as a wire.

A few minutes later ths doctor
came out of \his study. His wife,
ber lips pressed together and her
eyes very bright, was kneeling be-
side the basket, handing out be-
ribboned packages to the children,
who were exclaiming °~ about her.
He stood looking on in silence un-
til ehe handed him one marked ‘For-
Dr. Spencer, with Mrs. Martin's
kindest wishes,” which he opened.

‘“‘Beautiful !” he sald, “Just what
I have always needed. My office
wanted only a pink china Cupid,
with' a gilt basked on hi# back, to
be complete.” .

Mrs. Spencer made no reply, nor
did shie look up; her hands flutter-
ed among the parcels. The doctor
considered the top of her head for
a moment,

“Ellen,” he said, gently, “thers
w@as just ovne little mistake in our

calculations; we never thought of -

Mrs. Martin’s being as clever as
we are, did we "
Mrs. Spencer looked up and laugh-
ed, but her face quivered.
“John,” she sgaid, “I'll
love you for that ‘we.””
B
Bacheloi’s Uncle’a Ingpiration,

A bachelor is not wusually credited
with a knowiedge about the proper
treatment of children, but sometimes
they step in where angels fear to tread.
A confirmed specimen who is pretty
well on in years and not very fond of
children, went to see a married sicter
the other day and found her trying
to amuse her little boy aged five ycars.

Not long after he arrived she stepped
out of the room to attend to somo
household duty or other, leaving _him
alone with the child. The latter eyed
him dubiously for some minutes. He
was a ilt child if there ever was one,
and M?ip(r)lo idea of making promiscuous
acquaintances. The bachelor tried to
make the little one laugh, but all he
got for his antics was a sour look.

Finally, without any warning, the
child burst out crying. Here was a
quandary, to be sure. He didn’t dare to
pick the boy up and soothe him. His at-
tempts-in a verbal line were dismal fail-
ures. - What should he do? Finally a
thought struck him. He, looked at the
crying youngster, and the crying young. °
ster looked at him through his tears.

always
i

: He was evidently much -pleased with

the impression he was making.

“Cry louder,” said he.

The child cbeyed.

“Louder yet,” urged the bachelor.

A yell went up that would have done
eredit to an Indian.

“Cry Jouder still,” iczisted the man,
and thé boy did his beax es obey.

“Louder!” fairly howisl his wacle.

“I won’t!” snappea the infant, and
he shut his mouth with a elick, and

eal contest. “Warmth had induced was quiet fo_r the rest of the’ day.—
coolness, words hd-produced sil- Loxdon TifRita
’ o~ .
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