
THE DEAREST GIRL 
IN THE WORLD

( If AFTER I.
Darkness was falling over the earth. 

The air was still cool, though spring 
flowers were peeping through the ere 
vices, on mossy hanks and in ferny hol
lows.

The great towers of Castle Royal vast 
sombre shadows across the great court, 
and the heavy dark building made a 
grotesque silhouette against the horizon.

A grand old home was Castle Royal ! 
For years it had been the pride of all 
those silent» sleepers that lay under the 
stone chancel of the parish church, and 
in the geut vaults of the Wedderburns. 
Their great wealth was now in posses
sion of one young man, Reginald Home, 
Lord Wcdderburn, the only child of 
the deceased Lord Wcdderburn and Ali
cia. the daughter of the Earl of Ely. 
The old Lord bad for years slept in the 
Wedderbum vaults, and Lady Alicia and 
her son dwelt in the proud old home, 
surrounded by hosts of servants.

The spring evening was drawing to a 
close. An early dinner had been served 
for my Lady, since the young Lord had 
not yet returned from town. A bright 

V fire gleamed on the hearth, and heavy 
silken curtains were drawn over the 
windows. The apartment was one whose 
exceeding elegance would have delight
ed the most fastidious eye. •

Luxurious silken lounges were here 
and there, and over the heavy Persian 
carpet were spread fur robes that were 
as costly as beautiful. On a small table 
there burned dimly a fairy lamp, shed
ding roseate hues over the room, whose 
sole occupant was Alicia, Lady Wodder

Impatience was strongly marked on 
her face—a face that with its years had 
grown cold, proud and was yet beautiful. 
Her hair was slightly gray ; but the 
face was one of those that absence of 
rare had left unlined. Her form was 
still rounded and beautiful, but the pose 
of the head was the characteristic that 
so plainly betokened her great pride. 
Lady Wcdderburn arose from her silken 
couch and impatiently rang for lights.

‘‘Tell Mars ton to ask Lord Wedder- 
JÊ burn to come to me immediately on his 
r return,” she said to the servant, and 

despite the anger or impatience writ
ten on her face when she uttered the 
name of Lord Wcdderburn, there was 
a soft intonation of the voice that be
spoke the great love of this grand wo
man for her son. To her he was a god 
to be worshipped. Each year, as he

Îrexv to manhood, had augmented her 
car that she might lose some of her 

great influence over him.
Lady Wadderburn threw herself in an 

an easy chair beside a table on which 
lay an open letter, which she once more

“The Weston Homes arc still here. 
They certainly are the most vulgar peo
ple that it has ever been my ill-fortune 
to meet. How Weston Home could 
have allied himself to that coarse wo
man is beyond me. and those daugh
ters! When I mention the som I am 
(filled with unutterable shame, for few 
have the audacity to speak his name. 
I am to-ld that Reginald led an exceed
ingly gay life last season, being seen 
constantly in the company of that ob
jectionable person, his cousin, and his 
followers. I was told yesterday that 
Reginald had certainly great talent, that 
he could lead two lives so directly op
posite to each other: one night he is 
lionized at Lady Elsinerc's; the next 
he is with Weston Home in company 
with the gayest of the gay. In this 
double life he has been leading he is in 
great danger. One may do this success
fully for a time ; but the time most 
surely will come when the heavy weight 
of evil companionship will drag him 
down to their level. If I were in your 
place. Alicia. I would use every in
fluence to get Reginald to many and 
settle down to respectability, as that 
would probably be the very, calamity 
most feared by those Weston Homes. 
It would deprive them of unbounded 
wealth in expectation, and 1 am sure 
they stand in great need of it, despite 
their loud vulgarity and show.”

Lady WedderbimVs face was as white 
as her robe, and angry fear was plain
ly written on every feature. Litle, idle, 
gossipy stories lmd frequently reached 
her ears, but were soon dispelled by one 
glance at her son’s handsome face. He 
was her son, and was beyond reproach; 
but the stories nettled her they stung 
her pride. The letter before her, writ
ten by her aunt, the Count es* of March- 
mont, filled her with consternation. 
Great bare facts confronted her. Regi 
nald, Lord W-edderburn, who now in liis 
thirtieth year, had not shown the least 
inclination for the society of young 
ladies, notwithstanding the fact that 
Lady Alicia had been almost constantly 
surrounded by them. It was the worm 
m her heart’s bud: that, under that 
“idiotic will,” should lier son die before 
ner, and unmarried, the property should 
peas to the Weston Homes, and my 
Lady Alicia would then have to repair 
to an ancient, poor and dilapidated 
country place of her own. having scarce 
enough means to surround herself with 
plenty, much less with luxury. To give 
up Castle Royal ! The very thought of 
it made her sick. To have the Weston 
Homes parading oxer the marble halls, 
•landing gawking in their vulgarity at 
the fine old portraits, not knowing a 
\an Dyck from a Reynolds or a Lelv! 
It was almost beyond human endurance; 
hut what was she to dor She could 
not say to a many of thirty “vou must 
TlYl7, r <?P<K,ially 8h.ee that* man of 
thirty had received thirty yearn of 
training in family pride and strength of 
will, besides his great natural inherit
ance of it.

Besides, Lady Wedderbum had sur- 
iminded herself with host* of the faucet 
girls, and through all intriguing lie came
out uninterested.

It was simply unbearable. She would
‘V *™,d "ff'-n. and do

r W ,eMom d')”<1. -peak
I Pjwnly to her son, and tell him he,

Udy Wedderbum dried her ere., took 
ih. bs.rdrnVr0md H,‘e room; «-I »»
Î L^?V4 h*r *on'« footsteps seated 
Ï^T’tw'w Uae*‘l*in l*a*»t to hide her

m eeveree the room as lie always did,

liia face beaming with devotion to hi# 
mother. She woe hie all.

II ie great love for her precluded all 
love for another. His thirty years left 
no traces on him. His was yet the 
boyish, handsome face of her lover-hus- 
hund. There was the same dark hair, 
and great, soulful, honest eyes.

All her anger melted away instantly; 
hut the great fear still lingered.

“How cozy 1 ” lie exclaimed, us he en
tered and clasped he.r in his ttrong arms. 
“It is a downright pleasure to get home 
after lieing in town a few hoirs. You 
are different from any other woman, 
mother, you carry your radiance with 
you wherever you are.”

He lounged before the warm fire, but 
no answer came to his greeting.

He glanoed at the face beside him and 
saw there traoce of tears, hut a great 
love shone in her eyes. He arose at once 
and went to her.

“Tell me, what has arisen to distress 
you?” he asked.

Lady Wcdderburn could never tell 
how she liad the courage to resist hie 
soft, pleading tones, and to act ae She 
did; hut without a reply she handed him 
the letter that lav beside her. He read 
it through carefully. He seemed to 
realize, in a moment, all the pain his 
mother had experienced — her wounded 
pride- and the color mounted to his 
face.

“I am somewhat surprised that Aunt 
Emily should have taken so much pains 
to write thus,” he stammered.

“Your Aunt Emily realizes ray great 
danger,” she said. Then, as if eager to 
hear a denial, she added:

“Then there is no truth in it?”
For a moment Lord Reginald seemed 

confused. He had ucver deceived her 
in his life, and the hesitation was the 
only answer necessary. The eagerness 
oil fled from the face of l^ady Wedder- 
burn. In its stead came the cold, 
haughty manner she had assumed.

"You do not know what I suffer. 
Those vulgar people are marly at their 
wits’ end for money, and they would 
sacrifice you to their own ends. The 
very idea of those people scheming to 
usurp my son is utterly loathsome to 
me. You have no idea how I live with 
tliis great danger hanging over iny head. 
This sword, that may fall at any mo
ment; and the result would be a "thou
sand times worse than death to me. If 
any accident happened you 1 must give 
up Castle Royal, our beaaitiful home, 
and go out like a discharged servant.”

Lady Wedderbum here burst into 
tears—Lord Reginald felt that every 
word was true, and the force of the 
words fell upon him as it had never done 
before. He took her in hie strong arms.

“There is time enough, mother—let me 
have you as my idol a while longer, then 
I may follow your advice. Am I not 
young enough yet! Am I not strong 
and healthy as a young birch tree?”

These words had the desired effect. 
Lady Wedderbum dried her tears, but 
the words “there is time enough” 
brought so little comfort—she had 
heard them so often, and they did not 
lessen her danger one whit, etiil he had 
taken her words to heart—she was quite 
sure of this, from hie face, as he left 
the room.

Lady Wedderbum arose and drew 
herself up proudly once more.

“How could I have ever said ill that 
to him, I wonder,” she thought, "and ho 
so noble and true. I must know him 
that I am not angry with him. by being 
doubly tender towards biro, poor, wouna-

Lord Reginald stepjied through an 
open window, and lighted his cigar. 
There l>efore him lay a sea of fair land 
- great o’.ù trees that bad wfathered 
the storms of centurie»—each one seem 
ed an old friend. Rich fields and fertile 
meadows, and on the north the sea 
whence came the coo* evening breeze

The moonlight fell softly over the 
castle. The great tower* cast deep 
shadpws on the sward below 
„ f‘‘irL inheritance," he murmured 
and mother is right. It would kill her 

tc give it up.”
Just then a gleam of light Hole tim 

" f Vhru"o' tW tr***- U «une from 
! ‘rl' 1 I,art of Innl Reginald*

estate. I he lionae was „f «lone but 
"?*' , “I'noit in ruins. An uncanny 

pine. It looked and every place about 
It seemed deaolate enough. There were 
only a few aerea that were lei with th« 
oW house, and these were ha,wen and 
nhuoat use lees to it, present occupant 
Ihe house had been occupied hi »n aned 
woman, who had U*,„ a pen ,i***, 
the late Lord Wedderbum. °*

Why Dame Wynter had been 
ted to live there free of eha-ge 
all those jears, none could tell ft haf 
ong since been given up „ *
hoee mysteries that „0 „ne hut fh" l»t. 

lord and themysterious, dame ,.„„id an 
swer, and when death elairm l ,i 
and the other refused l, ° °Xj

Wcdderburn ag-nts eease.1 troubli» 
over the matter. / the lute
wishes that Dam- d’ynter should havi
sueh email odds and ends of work I! 
she could manage, and ho mu<| „ 
sum therefor. The Castle housekeeper 
had always kept the damp’* doff fmgvr* 
v.ell mipphod, but mow she was grovrinff 
xerv infirm, and there were two to he 
kept, since there was Dorothy her 
grandchild. A wild weed truly was 
Dorothy, with her at range, nymph-like 
face, great, liquid, brown eyc< „(i 
mas« of tangled, sunny hair. Everythin» 
about Dorothy seemed to he at war am 
ong them selves. She looked Ilk,- a mass 
of odds and en de of humanity hitched 
together, reg,udless or coloring and she 
had strangely beautiful eyes that did not 
in the least match her hair. Her com 
plexion was one that vied with the new
ly blown roftes. and this was at out* with 
the color of her eyes. Iter hair fall in 
a shower of tangled masses down her 
shoulders and looked innocent of ever 
having been combed. Often she ran her 
fingers through these tangled curls, 
straightening them out as best «he could. 
For fifteen year* she had grown wild as 
the gulls that flew with great, white 
wmgt oceanward-wild as the verv thorn 
tree# that grew on the cliffs. Hut Doro 
thy had a charm of her own. Despite 
the rage that feîfl front her ehouldeti,her 
arm Were beautifully rounded. Her feet,
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that seldom knew shoes, were aa beauti
fully arched as those of a duchese.

No one knew anything about Dorothy, 
save the fact that she was brought there 
fifteen years ago by Dame Wynter, and 
the neighbors surmised she was the 
grandchild of Dame Wynter; but that 
dame carried herself at euch a distance, 
no one dared question, but when the 
harsh v(rice of the old daine called out 
to her angrily, and shortly after Doro
thy came out with tear-stained eyes ami 
bruises on her fair skin, it was half 
guessed tlvat Dorothy wae an unwilling 
reminder of something decidedly unplea
sant to the dame.

Hence Dorothy, with her strangely 
beautiful face and her high-bred hair, 
was a conundrum to all who saw her.

The clock In the great tower struck 
ten and aroused Lord Webberbura from 
Ilia thoughts. A light from the old ruin
ed house stole faintly through the trees 
and finally flickered out.

Lord Wedderlmrn arose and threw 
away hia cigar. It was a « yet early, 
and, not being sleepy, be walked down 
the pathway that led to Lenthtil. The 
graveled walks were well kept, and the 
la-wn was like velvet. The great trees 
gently stirred their leaves, and the air 
came cool and invigorating from the sen.

“What if anything should happen 
me?” he thought; “it would kill poor 
mother. I must arrange matters as she 
wishes. I owe her that much; still 1 
will not be hurried."

This wae the usual ending of bis 
thoughts.

The light oamc through the trees 
faintly and flickering, and ere he was 
aware he stood near the ruined house. 
He stood in the shadow of an old tower. 
He had not intended coming, but lus 
thoughts led him thither. He heard a 
voice calling louder and louder:

“Dorothy ! Dorothy ! ”
There wae no answer save the whisper- 

ing of the leaves and the beating of ha> 
own heart.

The call came more ami more angrily. 
Lord Wcdderburn stood in the shadow, 
but he could plainly see the inside of the 
room through the curtainleee windows. 
The door opened, and Dame Wynter 
tame into the room, the clack of lier 
walking slick resounding on the stone 
floor.

“You miserable beggar!” she exclaim 
ed. "how dare'you burn the wood such 
a night as this?"

l.iord Wedderbum could not see Doro
thy, hut,he knew from the. dame’s tones 
she must be there. He took a few step* 
nearer the window, and there his eyes 
fell on the subject of the d&me’e wrath, 
for there, lying ssleep, on the bare floor, 
lay Dorothy. How co-id those stones 
looked against the snowy white arma 
that wero half covered by the rags g he. 
wore. Lord Wedderbum was riveted to 
the spot. In all hie life he couid never 
forget the scene where Dorothy lay 
asleep as sweetly as though in a downy 
bed, her fair hair streaming over her 
like a veil of gold and her face resting 
on an arm outstretched on the cold 
atone floor. Dame Wynter struck her 
several times with her vane to arouse 
her, then went to the fire and placed 
the half-burned fagote on one side of the 
hearth, that «he might prevent their

burning, then after more angry words 
the timid to go.

“Don’t you dure to bum the wood on 
Mich a night, you beegarl Don’t you 
know that the lord will not let you burn 
hU wood ? You will liave them coining t r 
mo for rent next and much good It will 
do them to come.” The dame laughed 
shrilly, then shook her cune again at th. 
uuoffending Dorothy.

"1 dare them to conic. I dare them -<> 
nsk me for money. 1 aak them why old 
Sir Holiert let me live here all these 
Venn without pay? Let them a newer 
thatl"

Dorothy mxt there rubbing her eyes, 
half asleep still.

“Do vou hear?" shrieked the dame. 
“You are not to burn another fagot <>T
this wood." ,

“The stone floor was so co.d, granny, 
she «aid, softly.

“Old is It? Then set up freeze, you 
beggar brat, and Ml l***
nüSth to food. Uo you know 
if there is one reason why I should l*
burdened with you," ebe screamed.

“I don’t know, Uranny, replied noi-

nothing to me, you beggar,
thy,
“You are nothing t 

do you know tluit?"
“You are all I have, Granny, she re

plied softly.
The dame, finding no excuse for a 

longer stay, hobbled out. the clacks of 
her cane Bounding us it struck ' ? hard 
floors.

For a moment Dorothy seemed dazed 
—then preat tears rolled down hvi 
cheeks, and she caught a few rags that 
fell from her arms and wiped them 
away She lay down again, and ever 
and * anon a sob escaped her until she 
fell asleep.

Lord Wedderbum stood as if trans
fixed. He was brought face to face with 
a state of affairs that staggered him 
He had never dreamed that such mis 
erable poverty as he had jiret seen was 
*o nearly within sound of his boundless 
wealth.

Instead of the rugged child he had 
known, there was the quaintly, beautiful 
girlish face.

The words of the dame came slowly to 
his memory:

“Let them dare ask for rents from 
me.” Who was Dame Wynter that she 
should talk thus? Instead of the moth
erly old dame he had thought her, there 
was this cruel virago. The dame then 
had led dual lives. One was that of the 
good motherly woman that, despite her 
Harsh voice and cruel eyes, had said plea
sant things to him and had pretended to 
like him since his earliest boyhood. 
'This then was the true Dame Wynter.

What wae the mystery about ibis girl 
Dorothy? If she was not Dame Win
ter’s grandchild, a* report said, then who 
was Dorothy Wynter?

Ix>rd Wedderbum gazed once more in
to the room and on the sleeping occu
pant; then he stepped from the shadow 
of the tower and took the path toward 
home.

What i-trange fate that led Lord Regi 
nald Home to take than walk he could 
never think.

That night he fell asleep dreaming 
over the whole scene; but in the dream 
the old ruined Lenthill had changed to 
a fairy palace and Dorothy was a queen, 
and he wae a lover, but to all his en 
treaties she was cold and proud, and hie 
hopeless love for her made him so mis
erable that he awoke and tossed about 
restlessly on his bed, exceedingly happy 
when the clock in the tower told him 
that it was nearly sunrise, and almost 
time to be up and ready to take the 
early train for London. Even when the 
sun had fairly gilded the tops of the 
eastern hills, his valet was astonished 
to find him up. enjoying the early 
morning; but there was a worn look 
on his face for he was worried from 
loss of bleep and he. wae restless and 
uneasy.

As soon as he returned he rnusi see 
that something l>e done for Dorothy— 
something to make life more bearable to 
her: but women folks were better in 
that kind of business, and had Lady 
Home been up so early he would have 
told her; but my laxly slept late, hence 
that must wait awhile—until his return 
— poor Dorothy !

CHAPTER n.
Immediately on his arrival in London, 

Lord Wedderbum repaired to his club. 
Hu re he found letters awaiting him, and 
among them was one from his aunt. 
Lady Emily Marchmont, that concluded 
with the following request:

“If you arrive in town on Thursday 
come to the Harcourt s’ ball. 1 have 
Lftdy Leith with me now. accompanied 
by her niece, a Mies Stanton, en Ameri
can, but a lovely girl. 1 would take it 
as a favor if you would pay them some 
attention. You need not leave at once 
for Castle Royal, a* I can assure vou 
that you will find Miss Staunton an'oy 
ceedingly ’lovely young person.* ”

"Gao ! I-iady Marchmont is growing 
democratic. I can remember when my 
lady was bitterly opposfd to all Amen- 
cans, on general principles. Wonder 
what’s the cause if it, anyway?”

Lord Reginald smiled grimly to him
self while he pondered over ‘it awhile, 
then gave it up as one of 11 ic mysteries. 
He opened another letter, which read

 (To be Continued )

Perennial
By Porto tv Orcdey

WiU Dot '* much ‘ >" the coming campaign. Pol it I-

<edi.1 t — ti_. _  j i %, ,"OUI Doctor Bryan ie totally dead,
I he sod and the dairies are over his head 

I”'*7. >• Rone and he's out of the game ” 
Hut old Doctor Bryan’» alive juit the same.
In cpite of the people who cay he ie dyin’—

Old Colonel Bryan..

V " Mi,d, t.l!al "' W cannot come back, but they do And old Doctor Bryan ia proving it true J 
hot juet when phy.idane pronounce him the worae 
lie cleans out the doctor», diemienea the nurse 
And eenda all the frog throated prophet,» » flyln - 

Old Colo nel Bryan

<Bd Doctor Bryan ha» something to say
*7 PU""N <« Plant him iw»y, 

h*eh little boomlet that nourishes hope 
Hnde It must go to the Doe for the dope 
He « no deed dog, hut a mighty live Lion- 

Old Doctor Bryan 1

w/ure 
or disappointmentu/.
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REFLECTIONS OF A BACHELOR. ! HOW MONGOOSE KILLS COBRA.

(New York Pres*.)
lou have to know a man's weakness 

nut tu I.ate him for h1s strength.
A Kill who gets a box of flowers can 

feel as proud as a general who wins ft 
battit.

To be a ccmfurting companion to any
body In trouble without eaytng anything 
take* tne greatest genius of all.

The more a man respects the Ten Com
mandments the more lie can v.ant 
bleak them when the gas bill* comes in.

A woman feels des a sure of her hus
band when he comas home from a poker 
game and has enough left to give her 
money for a new hat.

A girl Is never so crafty as In making 
it seem how ebe Isn’t.

Money ustd In charity setmi* much 
more expensive than In any other way.

People are too busy with foolish 
amusements to have any time for sens
ible ones.

When a mar can be interested In an 
old uncle It s a sign he may not g**t 
anything In the will aftei all.

A thl who can a lay wide awake all 
night, darning with strangers, would 
fall sound asleep before 0, talking with 
her family.

Easv to kiss, stay a miss.
The highest flyers make the shortest

Wt uid votes for women have to be tied 
up in blue or pmk ribbon

Runic men seem to think they arc do
ing their country a favor by living in it.

There's never any love lost between 
tvu men who want the title of the best 
ft l low In town.

The only widow a woman will trust is 
when It’s herself.

A girl knows novel* are natural he.-ante 
she never met any people like those in 
the story.

The* nearest the average rnan can conic 
to lreing a hero is for some woman to 
Imagine he i».

Most men have a deep-down reeling 
they are raving tie country by belong
ing to their political parly.

The best way fer a woman to get h 
mnn to come home Is for her to have 
good meals waiting there for him.

NO OPERATION WAS 
EVER NEEDED HERE

Because Mrs. Goodine Used 
Dodd's Kidney Pills

Doctor Said She Would Have to 
Undergo Operation, but Dodd's 
Kidney Pille Cured Her.
Centra! Kingsclear, York Co., N. li. 

May 27.— (Special.)—“The doctor ta id I 
would have to undergo an operation ” *So 
said Mrs. J. V. Gooddne. of this place. 
Dut she 8-mi led ae she made the remark, 
for all need of the dreaded operation haxt 
vanished. Mrs. Goodine used Dodd’s 
Kidney Ville and is a well woman. <liven 
in brief and in her own words, Mrs. 
Goodine's experience is as follows:

“1 was very miserable with Kidney 
Disease and unable to do my own 
work. 'i*he doctor said 1 would I eve 
I** undergo an operation. After using 
three boxes of Dodd* Kidney Pills l was 
all t>ctter and able to do my work. 'J'bis 
sHtement is true, as you can ei.cily 
prove by inquiring among my neighbors.

Dtfdd’s Kidney Pills cure the Kidneys: 
cured kidneys strain all the poLone and 
other can-*.* of disease out of the blood. 
Horn Dodde Kidney Pills are a n.ri.bal 
<ure for all Kidney diseases and .ili ill* 
cau*<-d by diet-need kidnexa.

NATURAL CURIOSITY.
(HI. Paul Dispatch.)

An Irishman dropped Into a frosny- 
terlun church and immediately >vent #o 
sleep. After the eerivee* were <>\ t -ie 
aexton carre and shook Mm bv »he arm 

Me are about to close up. .-aid the 
functionary, ' and VU tune to ask you to 
go now.” ^ u 1

’What 1*lk have you?" »*!d the Irish- . The .-«tb.dr.1 neve, ,:lo" v. • 
This is not the cathedral. M„:,j tilM 

sexton. "The cathedra) js several hlm-k•< 
Hwlch.''""'' Th“ * T.e,l,

The Irishman sat up * Ith a Jerk him 
locked about him On thv walla between 
the windows were handsome painr-i-v ,,r 
the apostles. ' '• 1

"Ain’t that St. Luke over vuntfe--" . 
demanded.

"It If," said the sexton.
"And St. Mark just bevam hlm'c- 
"Yes.”
"AnU still further along Si. Tiimuiivv

"Yefe." • '
"Yeung man.” demanded the Irishman 

"eime whin did mi thin, i.ti-»eu «tnt» 
turn Vvotestants?"

Description of a Contest In Which 
,he Little Animal Came Off Vlctor-

1 lied tbe good fortune tbie evening 
wilne»» « fight between a four foot 
cobra di capella and a mongo »».

(In firet catvhing eight of the cobrn 
rikki tik la» Rudyard Kipling cull» the 
Indian mongooee) quietly emelt It* teil 
»n<l then lmng around awaiting «vente 
with eurioeity, but he had not long to 
wait, for the cobra epread it* hoof, 
hi.«ee<l out it» death eentence and pre 
pa red to dart front it a coil at it» natural 
and hated enemy.

Now commenced a m-»t interi»ting 
„ml deadly battle -of feint and counter 
feint by the mongoose end itrike ami 
lightnitiglike recovery by hi» adversary, 
who wo* also on the defensive, all the 
time watching for the opportunity to got 
in hie properly ninted bite.

Time after time rikki tik eqivrmed 
slowly up to within reach of those -er 
tible fangs belly on ground with every 
gray hair of his body erect with rnger 
and excitement, his eyee glaring front 
hi» head, which, by the way, he invan 
„bly held eidewaya during (hie approach 
and attack ; hut the moment the cobra 
Struck in a flash back sprang master 
mongoose, and although oftta it apueir 
ed ae if impossible that he could have 
cactiped the dreaded fangs, ne'er a scratch 
harmed him and there lie would be ug.tin 
wearing the cobra out and pressing hie 
advantage inch by inch. At lost with a 
growl and eherp rikkv cry the plucky 
little beaet flew in, avoided the strike 
and seized the sna're behind the head, 
never for a moment getting under its 
mouth, lmt right at the nape of the 
ucck and liead, which he acruncnod with 
a loud crackling aound, despite its strug
gles and twisting and turning of the 
cobra. Again and again rikki returned 
to the now writhing reptile and bit it* 
heed and body until it lay dying.

Finally he ate three or four inches of 
hi» mortal foe, hut carefully nvoided 
Ml ing the fauga and poison glands, 
which 1 picked up by a stick and found 
111 cm broken, but with the venom sacks 
attached.

( ontrary to popular belief, I am of 
opinion the mongoose ia not immune 
from snake poison, else why should he 
so particularly and carefully avoid being 
bittenr ft i« only by hie marvoll cia 
activity that he escapee the spring and 
darting strike of his deadlv onemv the 
cobr» dl capelin. - Time» of (Vvlou ,

MOTHERS.
(Annie Mcfueen, in Lippincott'* .VIat*;<- 

zlne.)
I*r>ok. mother-sheep m ths pasture 

Look, mother-bird on vow nest — ’ 
Rose-motlier, with your "roses 

Be* the child that is on my’ breast!

O. mother-earth, with your children— 
Tattio and corn and vine —

Rich were you in your fulness 
And naught was there ever or mine!

I envied you, bird, your nestling*
O c'orn-field in the vallev.
I envied you, trees, your* leave*- 
I wa* woe for your golden sheave*:

But new I may walk among vou 
A mother along with the rest 

Be glad with tne, my neighbors 
I’'or the child that 1* on my breast!

HAT8 FOR CHINA.
(Chicago Tribune. I 

The Oriental Review, a iodk-al published In lid» cuundy catli 
attention to the fact that the Chine,e 
revolution » playing directly into f™ 
hands of the hatters. As (lia 
spreads the queues go. The ah»n?.U^i? 

low the White flag6 WiYhoS ouetM 
the Chinese want the hats of the met
dti". ."The firm shipment from Kobe • 

v* t.'6,.rt7,lew' November 2I«|
wre of 144,(100 hat, In felt and hunting

There'» a nation to be hatted' silk i,... 
for Yuan Bill Kal, Wu Tina inn»

’■ 7n lh«'m abroad; for* Tang BhaS 
Yl. and the elder .tatenn.n;1opsr, hit. 

for «‘e young blood, in Ute eltle» elSL 
mr the farmer» and deride, ror thi -a* tradesmen : broad trimmed oil? V.2V"

Hank -I hear I'em Higgins fell loto 
some property the other dav.

Sitae Yep, Squire Stubbs' hothouse 
lied.

PERPETUAL WIDOWHOOD.
,Rochester Herald.)

The widow of Joint Jacob Aster la lit. 
tie more than n girl, and for a gtri to 
h- domed to widowhood throughout a life 
"f three score and ten. and possibly a 
Icrget period, is not a pleasing prosoect 
When Mr A»:or made hi» will, he proj 
oably hud not considered the posât oil,,» 

so speedy a removal. llazlnt save 
In one of ni» eesavs: "No young nan » vet thinks he shall die.’ and w, teller* 
that theta ere other men, no longer 
young, who adopt a similar attitude to
ward life." But no matter what a man 
ntav think, the time is coming when lie 
will be forced to leave this present 
sphere, and every man ought to consider 
seriously what title leaving win mean 
for those whom he leave» behind 
Whether he has a right ,0 Impose per
petual wldowltod upon one whom re ha» 
mu de lil» companion, 1, one of the muirw 
optn to grave doubt. Marriage often 
mentis more to a woman than l” does to 
n man, for reasons so obvious that th.v 
do not need to he Ulsrue.ed To ’mooli 
a perpetual widow hood upon a voting 
Woman Is almost to commit a rime.

BRIDGE MAXIMS. e
(Boston Post.) Vt

A good par,nil i, rather to be ehOMn 
tnau gi*Mt hands. 8eu

*kfl fï, i°r Hi' N,u,tF ia master of none.
A fool and Ills aces are soon na in ed 
II s a long suit that has no returning 
rake ,-are of the trumps and the r cl. 

Will loko rare of them», es ' ' k
a n,7 ‘be K"mc go onA little ten-ace Is a dangerous thing 
lhe wages of bridge 1» del t. Kl

personal buying.
(Rochester Herald >

iM«c<d'uTl;uthVVct,:iK;,tî,llt th* b e. o,
^hS,„,W,Æ!ï sS?,Ws

Lnr*.teed„!:L1,,,advl-"t,„,t ÎSSîK ”
transaction. Ustlnctirtn to'rh.

A N*w York iitrenfor line combuted a* 
tri?nh.feC*i‘t U“P "ith in ordiu.u v ole*.
ci„ JL‘lr.dr-T,r ‘bat .
the *4,TtW li*‘" dr,ad at

0248020253234853235348232323485348235323235123

02895323534823482323534853485348482353485302


