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"My friend, the son of Lord Rudby,
there. Although we are on opposite
gides, he has- none of the bitterness
_against me shown by his tather. I will
/ say I wish to confer with him.”

“That will serve. Now this pass is
for two, and you can offer to Arm-

| strong safe conduct under your guid-
kﬁ\% glving what plea you choose for
' absence of the man who was to
and who, it may be,
to have procured this
from me.” -
. Cromwell folded the pass and handed
it to young Wentworth. “Go, This
Jpaper is your safeguard. I shall give
the order that you are to be well
snounted and provided with money.
Send Captain Bent to €ne as you pass
‘out.”
Once more alone, Cromwell wrote
for Armstrong, giving him
‘permizaion to travel between Carlisle
and Manchester. When he had finish-
ed writing, Captain Bent was standing
peside the table, and to him he de-
iivered the paper.
wyou will give that to your late
risoner,” he said. “He is to depart
gfomorrow morning, not before 8
, .@'clock, and is to travel unmolested.
" ¢! You have accomplished your duties
‘well, captain, and your services shall
‘mot be forgotten.” ,
. The silent but gratified captain left
» room with straighter shoulders
than had marked his previous exit.
‘His chief looked up at the dark gallery
gnd called out, “Come down and repoX
ourself to the officer of the night.”
~ For nearly ten minutes Cromwell sat
‘at the table in silence, save for the
Wusy scratching of his pen. Then he
e . with a deep sigh, his
i ¢ ramarked face seemingly years older
£ (‘-pﬁnn when he had entered the room.
- . Once outside, he gave Colonel Porlock
. s the papers he hcd written and said:
E i “The finding of the court martial is
s ved, but the sentence is suspend-
+. ed. Itis possible that Wentworth may
| render such service to the state as will
" annul the sentence against him. You
©  will give him every assistance he re-
" quires of you and the amount of Won-
@y set down in this order. Bring out
{ . 'my horse.”
: When the animal was brought to the

mccompany you
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‘ v‘ | jawn the general mounted with some
difficu)ty, more like an old man than a
: lea of cavalry. The two silent

Yorfemen behind him, he disappeared

} ondd more into the night, as he had

f i CHAPTER XIV.
: INE o’clock of a summer’s morn-

§ ing in rural England is an
e S . hour of delight if the weather
¢ ; | be fine. The birds sing wheth-

" er ‘theré be war or peace in the land;
the trees and hedgerows and the flow-
ers make a path to fairyland of the

f narrow lanes, but the man who trusts

4o these winding thoroughtfares, unless -

he know the country well, is like to
find himself in an enchanted maze, and
Armstrong, stopping his horse at an
intersection, standing in his stirrups
the better to view the landscape, wrin-
Xled his brow in perplexity.
The sound of galloping hoof beats to
& the rear camsed him to sink into his
saddle once more and wait patiently
until he was overtaken. As his out-
£ Yook had shown him the woods sur-
rounding the mansion he had left an
hour before in an entirely unexpected
£ direction and at a distance not at all
g proportionate to the time he had spent
f on horseback, the thought occurred to
him that his late detainers had chang-
_ed their minds regarding his liberation
and were pursuing him, but he was
fortified by the knowledge that he pos-
s gessed a permit written by Cromwell’s
i own hand, which no one in that part of
England would dare to disregard. If
the oncomer should prove to be a pri-
vate marauder, of which the country
doubtless had many, the horseman re-
posed a calm confidence in his own
blade that gave sufficient repose to his
manner. He turned his horse across
the lane, completely barring the' way,

and- with knuckles resting on his hi;
awaited whatever migkt ensue.

The hastening rider came round a
A , eorner, curbing his animal down to a
i walk on seeing the path blocked. The
two horses meighed a greeting to each
other. Armstrong was pleased to note
that the stranger was a youth with a
face as frank and beaming as the day,
@ face to which his friendly heart went
out at ‘once with sympathy, for it
geemed glorified by the morning light,
as if he were a lover sure of a warm
greeting from his lass, which was in-
deed the hope that animated the boy.

Arriving as near the impeding horse-
man as he seemed to think safe, he
came to a stand and with a salutati-n
of the hand made inquiry:

“Do you stop me, sir?”

_ T is question carried neither chal-
jeng ! mor imputation, for, the times be-
ing iroubled, no man could be certain
that he met a friend on the highway
unt’l some declaration was forthcom-
ing. ;
“Qnly so far as to beg of you some
golution of the enigma of these roads.
I eam desirous of traveling couthward
and seek a main highway, which 1 am
grijevously puzzled to find.”
he other laughed cheerily.

“You could not have chanced on a
bletter guide, for I was brought up
sbme miles from this spot, although at

. the moment I am myself on a southern
gourney. We turn here to the right,
but we bave far to go before we reach
the highway.”

«“The more lucky am I, then, that you
have overtaken me. 'Twould need a
wizard to unravel this tangled skein
£ of green passages.”

: _*indesd”’ criad
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lightsome laugh, “I've often lost my-
gelf in their entanglements, and, what
is more lasting, I lost my heart as
well.” |

«There is one thing you have not lost,
and that is time. Yoy are just young
enough for such nonsepse as the latter
losing. I am older tlagn you and have
lost my way before npw, &8 you may
well bear witness, but I have kept my
head clear and my heart whole.”

«»pig nothing to boast,” said the
boy, with am air of experience. “It
simply means that you have not yet
met the right woman. When you
meet her, you will be in as great a
daze as that in which I found you at
the crossroads. I hope togeta glimpse
of my fair one before I ride farther
toward Oxford.”

«poward Oxford!” cried Armstrong,
{nstinctively reining up his horse in his
surprise. ‘“‘Are you, then, making for
Oxford?”

«Yes. I have been expecting a friend
to come with me, but he is delayed, I
suspect, at Carlisle, so I must get on
as best I can withount him.”

«I travel to Manchester,” paid Arm-
strong, more noncommittal than the
other appeared to be.

«Then I shall be happy to bear you
company if it so pleases you until we
come to the parting of our ways—that
is, if you are not in haste and can wait
until I have a word with my lass, in
whose direction we are now tending.
She is the most winsome little lady in
all the countryside, the only daughter
of Lord Rudby, who is"—

«Lord Rudby!” echoed Armstrong.
“You fly high, my young sir.”

“Why should I not? _Although she
is the sweetest angel that ever visited
this glad earth, she makes no descent
when she joins her hand to mine. 1
am Thomas Wentworth, eldest son to

there was silence between them for
some Time. ‘The Tnéme Ol N8 renecton

was the sccomplishment of the task |
which lay before him. Here seemed & !
heaven sent opportunity to win peace-
fully to Oxford and perhaps to return
as far north as Carlisle.

Armstrong remembered that luck
had often stood his friend, and the
present encounter looked like another
ins‘ance of it, so he resolved to jour-
ney with Wentworth as far south as
Manchester, there to be guided by cir- |
cumstances. Up to that point he need
ask for no favor, for he had his own
permit to lean upon. If the lad proved
a true companion he might then ven- |
ture to propose that they should keep
together under protection of the pass
for two.

“Do you move on to Oxford at once
when you have seen this young lady ?”
asked Armstrong, breaking silence at
last.

“Yes, and am willing to ride as hard
as you like if you are pressed for
time.” |

“Oh, 'm in no hurry. He's a churl |
who would not wait while a lover and 1

|
|
|

his lass whispered, and I shall do
aught that I can to forward your ad- |
ventue if there is any obstacle.”

“] thank you, but there is like to
be no obstacle gt this time of the day. I
hope to have the good fortune to find
her walking in the garden. This would
simplify my quest.”

“Are you forbidden the house, then )it

“In a measure I am. I have my ene-
mies within the walls, but my good
friends also. If I get a word with
one of the latter, difficulties will dis-
golve.”

Here the youth reined in his horse
and sat for a moment anxiously scan-
ning the landscape. A belt of tall trees
bordered the lane, with thick under-
growth that seemed impenetrable to
sight or movement. Over the tops of
the bushes and-between the trunks of
the trees Armstrong gathered glimpses
of a large mansion in the distance, ex-
tensive groups of chimneys being the
most noticeable feature. Nearer was
seen a carpet of green lawn, and be-
yond, the dappled glitter of the sun-
light on a lake.

“Will you hold my horse?’ asked
the youth, almost in a whisper. “1
must reconnoiter.” |

Armstrong sat silent, occasionally
leaning over to stroke the neck of the
steed he beld in tether. He loved all
animals, especially horses, and they
reciprocated his affection. Suddenly

|

.“WELL PIERCED,” HE MUTTERED.

the Iate Earl of Strafford.” .

They had been traveling knee to knee
in the narrow way, but Armstrong
pulled up and looked at his companion
in amazement.

“Do you mean the minister to the
king of England I it

«Yes. There was no other.”

“Then you are perhaps about to visit
Charles at Oxford?” v

“Ah, I.have already told you more
than was wise on so short an acquaint-
ance,” said Wentworth, trying another
tack. “You yourself gave me & lesson
{n reticence & moment since, and you
have not been so garrulous concerning
yourself as L I do not even know
your name.”

“Sir, I am William Armstrong, and
Scotland is my country. As two
swords are better than one, I shall be
most glad to travel in your company.
1 may say, howerver, that I hold a pass
from Cromwell himself, so if you are a
king’s man you may not wish to be my
companion.”

“I am myself abroad through Crom-
well's permission,” answered Went-
worth jauntily, “and I’ll venture my
pass is broader as well as longer than
yours. ’Tis sometimes well to have a
friend in the enemy’s camp, and my
friend pretends he can get anything
from Old Noll. Read it, if you think
I'm boasting.”

Wentworth handed the document to
the Scot, who read and returned it.

«Mine is but a limited permit com-
pared with this. Where do you expect
to encounter your comrade?”’

«1 fear there is little chance of sece-
ing him until I reach Oxford, if indeed
I find him there. I suspect he i8 de-
tained at Carlisle. However, 1 travel
on my own business and he on his, so
it makes little difference to me save
the lack of companionship.”

“Yeu go to Oxford alone then?”’

“part of the way with you, I hope.
Yes; I'm tired of waiting and so set out
alone this morning, deviating from the
main road and taking these lanes, the
better to approach Rudby Hall without
undue publicity.”

“] see,” said Armstrong thoughttul-
ix. Then. as he fell inte a meditation.

|
“Who is your assailant?” :

tne silence was shattered by a cry
hoarse with rage.

“I have been watching your ap- 1
proach, perjured scoundrel! You shall |
not escape me this time.” |

“8ir, sir, I beseech you,” came the
entreating tones of Wentworth; “I can- %
pot bear arms against you. Listen but |
a moment, sir.” 1‘

|

i

“Draw, you dog, or die the death of
one.”

«8ir, I implore you; I cannot draw
with you opposed. 8ir, let me say a
word— Oh!”

There was one clash of steel, then a
brief cry of pain, and now silence |
again, all so quickly accomplished that i
first word and last were uttered in the '[
time during which Armstrong leaped |
from saddle to earth. He searched

|
burriedly for the leafy tunnel through :
which Wentworth had passed, but be- |
fore he found it the lad staggered into
sight again, his left hand grasping his \
breast, his right dragging the sword,
his face pale as chalk.

“He has killed me!” he gasped.

«Nonsense! You would not now be
on your feet if the wound were mortal.

“No matter for that. Help me
bome.”

«I shall first give the rogue a taste |
of his own surgery,” cried Armstrong,
drawing his blade.

But the other restrained his ardor,
leaning heavily upon him.

«It {8 her father. Do not leave me;
I faint. If—I—if I—I cannot direct you,
take me down the lane, the highroad.
My home—the house to the right.”

The victim collapsed in a heap on the
sward, reddening the grass with his
blood.

Armstrong was no stranger to the
rough art of the leech. He undid the
doublet and flung it open; tore away
{he waistcoat and shirt, disclosing an
ebbing gash. ;

“well pierced,” he muttered. “An
{nech to the right would have done the
job. The poor chap parried, but not
enough; the onalaught was too fierce

and sudden. "\Tf\é cld man's intention |
was good, but the deflection marred the |
thruat @ 4

| strong carelessly.
| twenty miles worse mangled. Can you

| diana.

| additional buildings.
| block was added this year and was re-
cently occupied by him with one of the

| shoes, clothing and furnishing

He stanched the wound with the
torn shirt and tied a sash tightly round

{ the body. Taking a leathern flask from \

bis pouch, he forced some fluid be-
tween the gray lips, and Wentworth,
with a long sigh, openéd his eyes. |

“It's nothing to boast of,” sald Arm- |
“l have ridden

|
git your horse if I put you on him ¢’ |

“O God! O God!” moaned the youth, |
near to weeping. “Fool that I was to |
risk all for the chance of a word!” |

wiut. there's no risk. Youw'll be right
as Edinburgh in three weeks.” '\

«Three weeks! Oh, my God! Would |
he had killed me outrightl”

“What is troubling you? Anything
in which I can help? I see you are no
coward, and it is not alone the wound
that hurts. Is it this Oxford journey ?”

The prone invalid made no reply, but,

| groaning, turned his face to the turf.

«Harken!” cried Armstrong earnest-
ly. “Although our acquaintance is of
the shortest, I would dearly love to
do you a service. I will go to Oxford
for you and do there whatever you
+wish done.”

The speaker reddened as he said this,

| and his conscience reproved him for
| thus making use of the other’s in-

firmity, although he maintained stout-
ly to himself that he was honest in
his proclamation.

The stricken youth was no less trou-
bled in mind than in body, feeling him-
gelf a treacherous wretch, accidentally
well punished; but he, too, inwardly
braced his weakening purpose by the
thought that he acted for the good of
his country, an action tending toward
the speedy return of peace.

“Help me to my horse,” he pleaded,
ignoring the proffer just made to him.
“I must get home and learn whether
this hurt is serious or not.”

“It is far from serious, I tell you,
and it means only a month’'s idleness.
Lean you on me. There; make no ex-
:thlen. 1 will lift you to your sad-

..9

(To be Continued.)

PLANS COLONY AS
CHRIST WOULD.

nd in Wash-
terprise.

el e
Indiana Man Will Buy
ington for Unique

e B .

MARION, Ind., Dec. 20.—To found &
colony as Ckrist would do it, to build
and conduct a city as Christ would do
it, is the scheme of A. F. Norton, of
Mairon, who has thirteen department
stores in Marion and surounding towns.
that he conducts as he says Christ
would conduct them. He sells for
cash, he receives a small profit, refuses
to sell tobaceo, cigars ot anything that
would be an injury to anyone.

Norton has conducted a number of
railroad excursions as he thinks Christ
would condust them. He closes all of
his stores when he tonducts an excur-
sion to some lake or city, for a day,
taking all of his employees With him.
He has also conducted excursions to
California and while taking his party
across the continent the officials of the
Union Pacific Railroad Company were
attracted by his business methods and
he was appointed land agent and pas-
senger agent for the company for In-

Norton has decided to purchass a

large tract of land in  the State of
fynchin-ton, consisting of many theon-
sand acres.

When asked about his -scheme Le
talked enthusiastically. He sald: - g ¢
have been working on the deal for
some Lubhe did ata-c 5 >
completed. 1 will purchase enougi
land so that fertile farms can be sold
to members of the colony. I have not
decided on the name to be given to the
town, but have several names in mind.
The town will be free from the sale of
liquor and tobacco. The deeds for all
lands will contain a clause making the

| sale of liquors on the land a forfeiture

of title. My colony would not be &
success in the sale of intoxicants was
permitted. Whiskey and success are
bitter enemies. If a man would suc-
ceed he must think of this. Te peo-
ple in my colony must live as they be-
lieve Christ would have them live.”

When asked what class of people he
would invite to live in his colony he
said, “I would prefer people who are
clean, energetic and liberal hearted. I
would give the downfallen a chance to
do and live right. There is hope of
saving all. Recently-1 employed &
man who had failed to hold a position
with anyone because they believed him
to be incompetent and irresponsible.
There has been a marked improvement
in him, I believe he will prove to be
competent and responsible. A man
cannot fall so low that here is no hope
of raising him.”

When asked if he would prohibit the
use of tobacco in his colony, he said
he would not, but that he would dis-
courage the use of by employing men
who did not use it, as he believed a
tctal abstainer was more competent
than one who used the weed.

Norton doés not sell tobacco in any
of his thirteen stores and does not em-
ploy a man who uses it. He thinks
{hat a man who has worked a day and
carned his wages is entitled to it and
he pays his army of employees every

| night.

Norton has the largest department

| store in Marion, occupying an entire

block. He started a small place ih this

| city about flve years ago, naming it

the “Gold Mine.” His business increas-

| ed so rapidly by his unique manner of
j conducting it that he soon started No.
| 9. He continued to start new places

about the city and surrounding towns

{ until he now has.thirteen. His Na. 1

grew until it was necessary to erect
A large brick

largest and most up-to-date depart-
ment stores in northern Indiana. In
this place he has a restaurant, grocery,
meat market, dry goods, boots and
goods.
He employs a large number of clerks
in his store, but customners are allow-
ed to help themselves and turn the
cash over to a clerk.

Norton is recognized as a good busi-
ness man, honorable in all his dealings.
Many call him a religlous crank, but
his business methods have been suc-
cessful.

Among the hundreds -of dress-
makers in this city are at least scores
of GOOD ones. A woman who has 3
poor dressmaker {3 handicapped even
more than the man with bungling
tailor. And once again, here the want
ads. offer to her full emancipation—for
they will find for her the right dress-

maken

usually catches you in E
your weakest spot. No |
matter where it is, Shi- |
loh’s Consumption Cure, \
the Lung Tonic, will reach 1
the seat of the trouble and i
cure you. Your money |
back, if it doesn’t. |
408 |

25¢c., 50c. and $1.00

THE “CARDIFF GIANT.”
Stone From Gyp.sum Quarry Was
Carved Into the Giant in Chicago
And Buried in New York.

e

A despatch from Fort Dodge, Iowa,
says: Surrounded by a happy family
of children and grandchildren, Michael
Foley, of this city, celebrated his 82nd
birthday anniversary, with good
chances for participating in many to
come. Mr. Foley has lived a quiet life |
for many years, but remembers well
the time that he was engaged to quarry
the rock which was afterwards made
into the “Cardiff Giant,” one of the
most colossal frauds ever perpetrated
upon an unsuspecting public.

It was in the month of July, 1868,
that two men, one giving his name as
Hull, of Syracuse, N. Y., and the other
Martin, claiming to' be from Cedar
Rapids, engaged quarters at the old
St. Charles hotel in this city. They
pretended to be studying the geogra-
phical conditions about Fort Dodge.
They made several inquiries as to
where they could find a large ledge of
gypsum rock. They even went so far
as to buy an acre of gground and quar-
ried it with a view of finding out just
what they wanted, but failed. They
were finally informed in a casual way
that Michael ¥oley, who was engaged
in getting out rock for a railway com-
pany could in all probability get them
what they wanted. When pressed for
an explanation as to what purpose they
intended puting the rock, Hull explain-
ed that they were going to ship it to
New York to exhibit for the purpose
of raising a stock company to manu-
facture plaster of paris. Martin sald
they were going to take’it to Spring-
field, 111, as Iowa’s contribution to the
Lincoln monument, which was then be-
ing built.

When Mr. Foley was interviewed
concerning the stone, he informed them
that he could fill their order. He had
just stripped a ledge of gypsum rock
about a hundred feet long. On the top
of this he drilled some twelve holes
and poured in about fifteen pounds of
powder. A long fuse touched it off at
once and the rock was broken loose in
splended condition. It was twenty-
four feet long, three feet wide and
eighteen inches thick.

The stone was shipped to Chicago,
where it was given in charge of a
sculptor, who carved it into a glant,
pricked it with needles, while it was
soft, to give it the appearance of hu-
man skin, treated it with acids to give
it the ancient appearance, and packed
it in an iron box, twelve feet long, four
feet wide and three feet deep, and in
this manner shiped it to George Olds,
at Union, N. Y. It arived at Union on
Oct. 13, 1868. On Nov. 4, a man claim-
~d the box, receipted for it, loaded it
: a large waggon, hitched four horses

, and carted it fifty miles to a place

~ar, when the resurrection took place
“ork, where the giant was buried and
remained until Oct. 16, 1869, neary &
year, when the resurection took place
while men were pretending to dig for
a well. Special trains were’ run from
New York, carrying visitors by the
thousands, to see it, and it is estimat-
ed that fifty thousand persons visited
the spot the first week after it was dis-
covered and paid one dollar each for &
sight of the gaint made from the stone
quarried by Michael Foley.

ANTS' NESTS AS TOYS.
— e
An 0dd Form of Christmas Gift That
Found Favor in London.

o el
(London Daily Telegraph.)

One absolutely new ‘‘toy,” if the word
may be justly applied to a subject of
scientific study and recreation, makes
it appearance this Yuletide. It is an
ant’s nest, containing its living and
busy community. The nest consists of
a case, like a picture frame, about a
foot square, and the glass is separated
from ythe back by a space of about a
quarter of an inch, which is nearly fill-
ed with sandy earth. This earth is the
gecret of the method of constructing
the nests for toys, since it has been
specially treated so that no fungus will
grow in it. A nest of amber ants is
taken from the fields and divided into
about forty parts.

This is no alien immigration; all the
ants are true British laborers. Some 200
are put into the case, and as soon as
they have taken their bearings and dis-
covered what are the limits of their
new territory, and whether there are
any openings by which a foe could at-
tack them, and which would have to
be blocked up or sentinelled the colon-
ists proceed to lay out their nest.

They run passages in several direc-
tions; they make a large chamber for
the eggs and for the queen ant, where
she is constantly guarded and walited
on by her faithful attendants, who
never allow a speck of dirt to remain
unbrushed from her; they parcel out a
cemetery; they . construct their dairy;
or rather thein cow-house, for having
carried dairying to a further point than
mere humans, they only milk their ap-
hides when they need the sweet julce
which the latter store, the “cows” being
driven to the spot when it 1s wanted;
in a word, they may be studied as they
pursue the busy life of their community
in a manner which seems to argue an
extrordinary degree of intelligence. The
nests will last six years, and the only
food necessary is a little water and a
drop of honey about half a dozen times
a year.

Mark Twain demonstrated with much
pains that the ant was a greatly over-
rated insect, which spent most of it=
days picking up things that it did not
want, conveying them by the most lab-
orious and circuitous route until it got
near its nest, and then abandoning
them in favor of something which was
still more useless, but which possessed
the advantage of requiring two ants to
carry it. Society and the small boy are
eagerly acquiring these nests, and after
Christmas they will think much more
highly of the ant and much less of the
humorist.

&

A Cure for Toothache—Ask Yyour
druggist for Gibbons’ Toothache Gum.

Price 10a

AN INCIDENT AT LIAO YANG

MWW"“OM

I tell the story as it was told to me
by an officer of General Kuroki's staff:
On a bare hilltop, strewn with the de-
bris of war, lay forteen wounded sol-
diers. Through the long, hot day they
had fought, and now the tide of battle
had swept past, leaving ‘them like
wreckage cast up by an angry sea.
Eight were bearded men, and six were
smooth-faced Japanese. The golden
mist that glowed among the giant mil-
let was tinged with crimson. Night
was about to add her terrors to the
stricken field. As the shadows stole
up the montain a strange fear crept in-
to the hearts of these men. Their eyes
grew wide with dread at the sights
and sounds amid which they might
sleep the sleep that knows no waking.
Darkness could not hide the horrors
{hat had burned into their brains. To
each grim detail the waning light gave
new and awful realism. A great fear
fell upon the survivors and drew them
together. It was a slow and painful
rsuster. Shot through the legs, Sato
crawled to Tanaka, whose foot had
been shattered by a shell. ~With one
arm hanging limp, Yamada tore a
sleeve from his shirt and pressed it
against a hole in his side. Nakamura
had bullet in his brain and lay on
his back sobbing out his life through
frothing lips. A shot had entered
Matsumoto’s right shoulder, passed
through the muscles of his back, came
out at the waist, and lodged in his
dartridge pouch. His foot slipped in a
pool of blood and he fell upon a Rus-
gian kneeling, with rifle clasped in his
arms. The figure rolled over. Kimura -
was mopping the blood from his brow,
and had ripped up his trousers to dress
a wound in his thigh. %

At last the muster was complete, and
the little group of Japanese began to
attend to one another’s injuries. The
Russians were less seriously hurt, and
assembled more quickly. Sato had
taken off his puttee and was binding
them round his leg, when he saw the
eight bearded men. Instinctively he
looked round for a rifie, but Tanaka laid
a hand on his arm. ‘Don’t you see that
they too are wounded? Sato went on
winding his puttees, and took no more
heed of the enemy. Having dressed
their wounds, the men began to look
about them, and presently the eyes of
the two groups met. Long and earn-
estly they gazed, each striving to learn
the other’'s thoughts. Many stories|
they had heard of atrocities—of mur-|
der and mutilation and horrors of
which men speak in whispers. The
Russians were eight and the Japanese
only five, for Nakamura did not count, !
being as a dead man. Would they’
fight? Would they wait until the
night and steal upon them unawares?
Did they see how sorely stricken were
their enemies? Would they avenge the
slaughter of their brothers? To these
inward questions they sought answer
in thefaces turned toward them. They
looked very fierce with their great
beards, but their eyes were gentle. It
was Tanaka who spoke—he who had
checked the impulse of his comrade.
“They are brave men, added Kimuvra,
who had bound his leg and was whisk-
ing the flies from the mouth of Naka-
mura. “Yesterday, when we - stormed
the hill, the Russians made a counter

attack. They were led by a young
officer, who fought like a lion with his
whelps. He fell, pierced by many

wounds, and was about to hand his
sword to Lieut. Katsura, but our offi-
cer motioned to him to put back the
weapon, and said: “No, I cannot take
from a samuarai soul.’” The Russian
understood. He was of the samurali.
“Let us becon to them to come over,’
suggested Tanaka. ‘They will then
know that we have no evid design.’
The signal was given and the eight
bearded men came without hesitation.
Gravely saluting, they seated them-
selves on the ground by theside of their
friends—the enemy. Of one another’s
language they understood not a word.
Rut speech is a habit, and it is not to
be suppressed merely because it is use-
less. The men talked, and their voices
grew louder and louder, as voices are
apt to do when they produce no im-
pression. When your words are simple
and clear, it is hard to distinguish be-
tween ignorance and deafness. Aftera
time the vistors fell back upon signs,

/
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but to Japanese signs are as unin-
telligible as Sanscrit. Then they began
to examine one another’s wounds, and
shook their heads over the prostrate
body of Nakamura, whose breath came
in short gasps through bubbles of foam.
Kimura put his hand into the pocket
of his tunic and drew forth a book. It
was a manual of conversation in Rus-
sian and Japanese—a collection of for-
mal phrases and stilted sentences, such
as no sane lips would ever frame. Yet
they served, for presently Kimura anté
one of the Russians were busily turn-
ing over the pages and putting their
fingers on words. Before night these
men were comrades, sharing their black
bread and rice. Sympathy gave them
understanding, and, though they spoke
in unknown longues, it was established
beyond doubt how many had lefit wivet
and children to pray for them in dis-
tant homes. Tanaka, with much labor
and many searches through the
manual, asked one of them if he was
not glad to be wounded, seeing that he
might return to his family and escape
the perils of war. But Sato reproached
him for suggesting that their Russian
comrade was wanting in patriotism and
would shelter himself behind a wound.
Thus the hours wore on, and night
spread her veil over the ghastly forms
that lay scattered over the hilltop and
in the tren~hes.  Very soon the wounds
began to grow stiff and painful, and
fever ran like fire through their veins.
Kakamura's sobbing had ceased and
his face was rigid in death. Kimura
rambied In his talk and cried for water
to quench the fires within. Sato lay
back, and would have groaned in his
agony but for the presence of his com-
rades—the Russians. They understood,
for one of them rose, and, taking three
wooden bottles, pointed to the valley.
He would fetch water for his comrades
—the wounded Japanese. Now, every
man in that little group knew the risk
of such an enterprise, for he was aware
that the hill was in dispute, and that
‘Russians and Japanese were watching
for any sign that might betray the pre-
sence of the enemy. The Russian sol-
dier walked to the brow of the hill and
looked cautiously about him. Nothing
was to be seen save the forms of dead
men and the blackness of the valley.
Though he stepped warily, his feet of-
ten slipped in pools of blood, and stum=
bled into holes dug by high explossive
shells. His comrades watched him dis-
appear over the crest and waited. The
minutes passed with painful slowness.
Not a sound broke the stillness. He
must have reached the food of the hill,
Even now he might be filling the water-
bottles from the shallow stream below.
Perhaps he was returning, and this ter-
rible thrist would end. They strained
their ears to catch the first sound of a
footfall. What was that ? A shot rang
out and pierced the darkness like an
arrow that quivered in their hearts,
Then all was silence again. The wound-«
ed men neld their breath and listened.
No sound came from hill or valley, and
they feared greatly for the brave man
v ho had risked his life. Long they
watched and waited, none daring—to
give voice to his fears. He would never :
return, for in the valley he lay close |
to the stream with a bullet through his .~
heart. i
Kimura’s ravings had lapsed into un-
consciousness, and Sato moaned aloud.
From the little group rose another fig-
ure, stalwart and bearded. Without a
word or a sign, he departed .His com-
rades seemed unconscious of his move-
ment, yet they felt that he had taken
upon himself the agony of their thirst.
He passed down the hill and vanished
in the darkness, following the steps of
his comrade. Again that terrible note
—sharp and clear—the note of a Rus=’
sian rifie. e, too, would never Tre-
turn. The bullet of a comrade had dyed
the stream with his blood, and the half-
filled water-bottles floated by. The sur-
vivors on the hill watched no more,
and night hid their suffering and their o«
sorrow. At dawn some Japanese scouts
moved cautionsly up the slope, and
from the brow of the hill saw six Rus-
sthn soldiers. Two shots whistled over
their heads—three, four! The Japanese
knew the sound, and shouted to their
comrades. The firing ceased, and tha
story was told. Two nameless Rus-
sian soldiers rest in one grave, and on
a wooden cross is written in Japanese:
“Comrades at last!”—London Standard
Liao Yang Correspondence. /
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OPENING STRANGE CHURCH
Pl et

(Winnigep Telegram).

One week from today at four o'clock
in the morning, one of the strangest
places of worship 'of which Winnipeg
can boast will hold its opening services.
The structure' is situated in the gore
formed by Derby and Xing streets on
Stella avenue, and has been erected by
«Rishop” Serafin, who claims that he
is the head of the orthodox Greek
church in America. The details of the
construction of this unique cathedral
have been given pefore in the Tele-
gram, and also an account of the de-
molition it suffered when half comple-
ted, at the hands of the residents of
the north end, who deemed it not sa-
creligious to tear down the pile being
erected in such a curious manner. Not-

i

fin was excommunicated. He ;tanf
from St. Petersburg to Jerusallem,
where he entered a monastery, an be-
came identified with the Greek Qrino-
dox church. About a year ago last
April, it is said, he received a request
fiom several members of the Orthodox
Greek church in America asking that
he should come over and become the
head of the church on this continent.,

He camsz direct to Winnipeg, after
reaching America, and became the
priest of the present church at the cor= :
ner of Pritchard and McGregor streets,
He ministered there until the begine
ning of last winter.

The number of Orthodox Greek Ca-
tholics in the west is said to be 30,000
souls. With the coming of winter he
decided to take the trip to Russia, and
left his congregation in the charge of

withstanding this setback the “pishop”
went on with his task and now has,
the structure s0 nearly completed that
he feels certain that it will be in com-
plete readiness for the celebration OI‘
Christmas services on January 17, as is|
the custom of the Greek Orthodox |
church.

The interlor of the house of worship
is a curious work of art. Its appear-!
ance reminds one of a blacksmith shop !
with the forge missing. Plles of old
iron are to be seen on all sides, and the |
floor is constructed entirely of tin. i
partition divides the place into two;
parts, one of which is for the use of .

{ with the church.

several priests whom he had ordained
in Winnipeg. During his absencs.

i trouble arose in his flock and vital

changes were made in the manner ot
worship at the Pritchard street taber-
nacle.

When Serafin returned to Winnipeg
again, he was very angry at what
had been done in his absence. The
leaders in the changes in worship re-
fused to listen to him, and at last they
forced him to give up his connection
He, in turn, excom-
m unicated nearly all the priests whom
he had -ordained, and proceeded te
erect the church which is to be opened

Serafin, and the other for the mem-| . i gaturday.

bers of his flock when they come to wor-
ship. Accommodation is provided for
only forty worshippers. 7

A reporter for The Telearam yester-
day made enquiries regarding Serafin’s
cathedral. Detective Stefanik, of the
police force supplied the following in-
formation: In tlie first place Serafin,
then called Stefanus Ustivolski wnsai
professor in the «t. Petersburg col-|
lege, Russia. He taught there for some
years, anc was then ordained as Bis-
hop Serafin of the Russian church. He
married a Polish woman, and after-
wards had trouble with his wife, with
the result that they separated from |
each other. This was against the laws ’
of the Russian church, and hence Sera-,

ﬁ;
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,  EATING ONE’S BOOTS.

«Rawhide or even leather If boiled

! for hours will make nutritious soup,”

says a writer in Country Life {in Am-
erica on the subject of what a man lost
in the woods may find to eat. “Many &
man has bridged the awful gap by
Yoiling his boots, whence the phrase to
express the final extreme, ‘'l eat my
boots first.’ Mark Twain Wwas ones
put to this final resort and recorded
afterward that ‘the holes tasted the
best.’ ”

i




