CHAPTER V.—Continuned.)

Big Peter, with a slight smile that he
eould not suppress, noticed that the old
hermit did not attempt to control the
young crusader, but permitted him to have
his own way, as the trumpets sounded the
advance, and the children resamed their
march.

Hildebrand, like Peter the Hermit be-

fore him, as soon as the crusade was fair-

Iy on its way, assumed no anthority, bt
followed in the ranks i3 one of the rest.
The captain of the crusade was evidently
as jealous of his authority as Nicholas
had been: though he exercised it in a Jif-
fereat way. He gave all the directions
to the bodies of children to march and
halt. Big Péter and BMunche, whom he
permitted to accompany him, were treat-

ed with a distinction that did not extend

to the hermit himself, save when he was
preaching. '

Thus they marched on for the nest of
the day; and when night came, were with-
in a few miles of Marseilles, the peasauts
from all the country around flacking to
feed them, as had happened all through
the journey.

As soon as camp was pitched, the young
leader of the crusade told Big Peter to
follow him, and called for a mule for
Father Hildebrand, who accompanied
them to the city of Marseilles.
fine, moonlight night and they could see
their way plainly, while the population of

the country round had brought torches
and lanterns, and were turning night into |

day in the excitement which had accom-
panied the children’s crusade wherever it
went.

The old monk went with them because
his services would be needed in dealing
with outsiders. The children obeyved their
Jeader well enough; but grown men would
listen to the hermit where they would
have hesitated to treat with a boy, even
of Stephen’s family. Hildebrand had
found a merchant named Charles Marcel,

who had promised that he would furnish

shipping for the children to Palestine, and

he agreed to perform his promise as soon |

as he heard that the crusade had arrived.

Then they rode back to the camp, and
found it in a state of great excitement,
for word had just come to them that Nich-
olas had refused to remain under the or-

ders of Stephen any longer, and had turn- |

ed the course of his march towanrd Italy,
while they had been disputing with old
Count Stephen. The crusade was break-
ing up.

CHAPTER VL

This news proved true; and the chil-
dren comman 1 by Nicholas separated
from those uun.er Stephen and marched
toward Italy, the peasants on the way re-
ceiving them with all the dGemonstrations
of welcome which had greeted the whole
body wherever it had gone.

The old hermit, at first inciined to per-
suade Nicholas to come back, had enconn-
tered, in Stephen, an unexpected obstacle.
The young count had absolutely refused
to be bound by the orders of the old man,
and declared that he was captain of the
erusade, and as long as he performed his
vow he would take orders from his own
conscience. He insisted that, the ships
being ready to take the children, it would
be a tempting of Providence to let go the
epportunity that might never return; and
the old hermit was compelled to agiquiesce,
and embarked on the evening of the sec-
ond day after their arvival at Marseilles.

Then it was found that the crusade,
which had already torn so many children
from their parents, had been unable to
keep them tegether, as the hermit had
hoped. Thirty thousand children had come
from Vendome with' Nicholas; twenty-
thousand of these had gone off with Nich-

olas on their way to Italy; and half of

the rest dropped off at Marseilles, leaving
five thousand only as the strength of the
erusade that was to capture the sepalcher
from the Turks.

The same number of grown men, picked
warriors of Eurepe, would have been too
fecble a force under the best general in
the world; but such was the enthusiastie
.confidence of the age in its wild enterprise
that half the population of Marseilles
came down to see the children embark,
and the ships sailed out of the harbor, the
boy warriors singing the hymn of “Veni,
Creator Spiritus,” with the cheerful con-
fidence that they had only to show them-
sclves for all the Turks in the East to fall
down and abjure their religion.

8till, there was something about this

It was a |

| been crowned Queen of the Crusade, with
due solemmnity, by Hildebrand, just be-
i fore their departure from Marseilles.
i Their duties were te wait on the sick
, and wounded, when such were to be found
| in the fleet, and among them Blanche de
{ Vaux was the only one who did not wear
| the erass on her shoulder and obey the
i onders of the Queen of the Crusade.

In fact, it was easy to see that the same
jealousy that had existed between Stephen
and Nicholas, which had broken up the
childrem’s cresade into two bodies, was
operating between  Isabel and Blanche,
but in a different way. Blanche did not
like Isabel, who returned the compliment
with interest. though both were evidently
fond of Stephen, for they were always
wear him.

. But likings and dislikings apart, the

wind blew fair for the young crusaders
and the skies were bright, snd the boy
count, as he stood on the lofty carved
stern of the malley in which ke led his hit-
tle fleet, wore an espression of rapt enthu-
siasm on his bandsome young face as he
said softly to Blanche:

“At last, my sister, we are on the way
to the land which was ence trod by the
fect of our Lond. Dost thou not feel al-
ready the blessing of heavem rests upon
us?” S y

Blanche sighed -slightly. - -Isabel, whe
| was on the other side of the young leader,
answered for her. in her usnal impetuous
way:

“The lidy Blanche is not with us,

thoagh she sails with us. But when we
plant the banner of the cross on the tow-
ers of Jerusalem, then shall she wish that
she had taken the cross herself.”
{* “Not s0.” replied Blanche, steadily. “Tt
is one thing to see Jerusalem and another
to take the cress and kill men in the name
of the God who said, “thou shalt net kill."
We shall sce Jerusalem, bat the sight will
make none of us the better.™

~“How savest thou?” asked the young
count, sharply: for the speech of his sis-
ter. in opposition to his dreams, always
irritated him, dearly as be loved her. “We
| shall see Jerusalem, but the sight will
| make mome better? What folly is this?”
|  Blanche turned her tark ‘eyes on him
| with a strange, yearning look. that haunt-
| ¢d him many a year after, as she replied:
|  “We shall see it; but not as conquerors.
| Theigime is coming. and that soom, when
| we chall all see whether God is with us or

not.™

The young count struck the bulwark of

the galley impatiently with his gauntlet,
as be cried:
{ “Now, by the crvss on my shoulder,
"si.ver. if thou hadst thought that. thou
shouldst never have come with as.™

i Big Peter, who was standing nigh them,

behind his young lond, here coughed slight-
Iy, and Stephen, in the same angry man-
ner as that with which he greeted his sis-
| ter’s wonds, turned em him flercely, say-
ing:

“And thou, teo? Dest thou think we
shall end in disaster?”

Big Peter compressed his lips, and after
a short pause, said, in a tone of great
gravity:

“What a man [ite me thinks will not
alter the case, my lond. I came to follow
my lord, and die for him if need be. A
man can do that, and the angels will find
him, whether he have a cross on his shoul-
der or not.”

The impetuons but warm-hearted boy
held out his hand to his faithful servant,
saying: : :

“] was wrong to chide thee. Thee, at
least, I can trust to fight, whether it be
for the cross or for me. To-meorrew will
show os™

“Ay, ay, my lond,” said Big Peter, slow-
Iy. “To-morrow will show; sand it will be
seen then whether the bermit Hildebrand
be a prophet as he says or what my lady
Blanche called him.™

And this time peither the boy count nor
Isabel said a word. The speech of the
young vassal had cast a shade of thought-
fulness over them all, as they realized that
they had gome too far to recede.

Still the heavens continwed as fair and
pleasant as could be desired, and the
northerily bréezes wafted om the little fleet.
There were ten ships of burthen. equipped
with sails only, very “woad and biuff in
shape, in which the majority of the boy
crasaders had embarked. They were trad-
ing ships, not meant for battle; and to

crusade, under the boy - count, which | sl

makes it different from others of those
ill-starred enterprises. Stephen, boy as
bhe was, had a brain that was strong and
srasible, though his romantic belief in the
‘dreams of the old hermit had carried him
- away. He had but five thousand boys
with him; but they were all armed, by the
offerings of the pious, on the way '

rested a blow that was about to fall on the
shoulders of one of the unhappy crea-
tures, who had fallen half over his oar
as if completely exhausted with fatigue
or sickness. g

“Shame on thee for one who calls bim-
self a warrior of the cross!” she said,
indignantly, to the boy who had raised his
stick. “Is that the way to follow the
eross? It is written: ‘If thine enemy hun-
ger, feed him! if he thirst, give bim drink.’
Is that the way thou followest the scrip-
tures?”

The boy crusader curled his lip, though
ke did not dare to resist the sister of his
young leader. §

“We shall all be forgiven our sins if
wéireach the holy sepulcher,” he said. “As
for these Turks, they are misbelievers and
they deserve death and stripes. One in-
fidel the less will never be missed.”

Then he went away forward and
Blanche turned toward the young slave
whose attitnde of exhaustion had brought
on him the correction. The poor young
man—for he was barely twenty—had a
dark but exceedingly handsome face,
though it was thin and sickly looking. His
large dark eyes were full of gentleness
and appeal as he cast on the beautiful
girl who had saved him a glance that told
of his thankfulness. Something in that
look stirred all the pity in Blanche's
breast, as she inquired:

“What is thy ame, friend?
siek 7’

The young slave bowed his head over
his oar with a deep sigh as he answered
in broken French:

“My name'is forgotten among my peo-
ple. lady. No one remembers the slave.
If he be well they beat him; if sick, they
beat him harder. But Saphadim will not
forget the lady in the last day.”

“In the last day?” echoed the girl, puz-
zled. “What meanest thou?”

Saphadim glanced up at Big Peter, who
was looking at him in his usual stolid
fashion, not showing much expression on
his face. The girl understood the glance,
and answered:

“Speak out. We have no cross on our
shoulders, and will ret harm thee.”

- 'The dark eyes of the young Turk blazed
with a singular fire as he replied in a low
voice, as if afraid of being overlieard:

“In the last day, when the angel Azrael
shall lead the true believers over the
bridge Al Sirat, Saphadim, who has nev-
er yet omitted his prayers, will ask of
the angel a boon to lead with him the lady
wheo showed him pity, though a Christian.
The rest shall be plunged in the fire that
never dieth, where Eblis reigns forever.”

Big Peter, with a slight smile to his
young mistress at her look of puzzlement,
observed, dryly:

“My lady sees that the Christians are
not permitted to have all the cursing to
themselves. This miscreant can curse as
weil as old Hildebrand; and the Turks
Eave their own hell for us, it seems.”

“Bat what is the bridge Al Sirat?” ask-
ed Blanchie, curiously.

“It is the bridge over which all souls

»

must pass at the last judgment,” said the

Art thou

Turk, solemnly. “It is the edge of a-saber, -

fine as a razor, and beneath it sre the
fires of Eblis, or Sheitan. Into that fire
will fall all who cannot call on the name
of the prophet and bhold the hand of the
angel to guide them aright.”

“And thou wilt ask the ang=l to let me
come with thee?” asked the girl, curiously.

Saphadim bowed his head solemnly.

“I will, because thou art the ounly Chris-
tian that hath taken pity on a true be-
liever, in his affliction.”

Big Peter, with the same half-amused
smile, asked, in turn:

*And where shall I go, friend Turk?”

Saphadim turned and eyed him narrow-
Iy, and then resumed his weary task at
the oar, saying gruffly: i

“Thou wilt go where it pleases God te
take thee.”

The big fellow laughed as he turned
away, remarking to Blanche:

« *is the truest word spoken yet on this
galley. That shall we all do, and it will
be all the same in the end.”

Then the tweo strolled away along the
line of the rowers; the lady, by her pres-
ence, checking a great deal of the brutal-
ity that was shown to the unfortunate
prisoners at the oars, till the evening came
on, and the wind fell with it, when the
ships of burden took down their sails in
the eautious fashion of that day, and the
whole fleet rested for the night, not dar-
ing to sail on, in the absence ef the com-
pass, whieh makes navigation so easy in
our days.

(To ve continued.)
Copyright.

BLOOD-FED ROSES.

They Bloom in Rare Beanuty dt the
Vatican at Rome.

For years the gardens of the Vatican
at Rome have been famous for roses,
of so deep a red that they are almost
black, so rich in bloom, so rare in per-
fume that they rank first among all the
toses of Europe. And now somebody
kas found out that the Pope’s gardenwr
is watering these famous flowers with
bloed. :

But there is one rare and beautiful
plant ‘which only grews upon the
graves of men, and only springs from a
soil enriched with human blood. Such
is the tradition attached to the Bloody
Flower of Newmarket. ¢

Newmarket course has long been fa-
mous for a very ancient and curious
tremch, said to have been dug as a de-
fense in battle and to be full of human
bones. This Devil's Diteh 'runs six
miles from Reach to Dullingham, cross-
ing the Newmarket race course. And
here only, from the bones of the an-
clent dead. springs the bloody flower.
This large five-petaled kingeup, blood
red to purple, with spiked-leaves and a
thick white sap, blooms In June and
July in great big clumps along the
diteh. The bloom is the size of a half-
dollar. During the season the ditch is
visited by many hundreds of people,
who come to pick the flowers.

- | The work ‘Is being
| Fistorié Soctety

AN INVINCIELE HORSE.-TAMER:

E.l‘lrlclﬂmm ofan Ohm Who |

- Became World-Famons.

Lida Rose McCabe sketches in the
St. Nicholas 'the life-story of an ob-
scure country boy, whose love of horses
“turned a leaf in - eivilization,” and
brought him, beyond any man of his
time, into close social intimacy with
the crowned sovercigns of the world.

His name was John 8. Rarey. Eare
in the century, his father—a Pennsyl-
vania Dutch farmer—cleared a tract of
forest land on the outskirts of Ohlo’s
capital. On this virgin spot was built
a log cabin, in which the future horse-
tamer was born. The cabin in time

became the beginning of the village of:

Groveport, known half a  century ago
to lovers of horses throughout the civ-
ilized world.

While a babe in his mother’s arms, it
was young Rarey’'s delight to 'watch the
animal life on the farm. To pet the
horses and cows was ever to the boy a
keen pleasure. When hé could make
his way alone to the farm-yard, it was
observed that the friskiest colts were
docile under the caressing strokes of
the child’s hand. John was the young-
est of seven children. At this period
he was the only child at home, The
Rarey farm was isolated. Many miles
lay between neighbors.
youthful playmates, his warm little
heart made friends of the chickens, the
cows, and the colts. At the age of
three years it was his delight to ride
astride the plough-horses.

One significant incident in the child-
hood of the “invinecible horse-tamer"”
Wwas frequently related by his mother.
It occurred in his fourth year. The
family being at the dinner-table, one
day, it was discovered that the ehair of
the youngest was vacant. A servant
was sent in quest of the truant. The
fields, the barns, the hay-mounds were
searched in vain. A terrific scramble
was heard, at length, in a gravel road-
way near by. To the horror of the
distracted houshold, Johnny Rarey was
discovered upon the back of the wildest
colt on the farm.

Expecting to see the child fall to the
ground every moment, the Tather start-

ed to his rescue; but to the relief of the

household, colt and rider soon reined
up in safety at the barn door. When
reproved for his conduct, the infant re-
plied that he and the colt were the best
of friends. To convinece his father of
his mastery of the colt, he mounted and
dismounted, bridled and unbridled the
animal, who, (o the astonishment of
the spectators, submitted to his young
master’s directions. His control of the
colt was much talked of in the neigh-
borhood. From that time the young
horseman was in. great demand to
carry messages between the scattered
farm-houses. Before his ninth year his
reputation for horsemanship in that
part of the country was unrivalled.

FAMOUS FOR CLEAN SHIRT.

Premier Who Went Home and Changead
His Sciled Lincn,

The point of the appended aneccdote
i, perhaps, suggestive of that trait of
the ill-bred in this country who iusist
upen interlarding a conversation with
the important faect that they “took a
bath,” and making it the chief exploit
of their day’'s doings. This s from the
British Australasian: The death of
Parramatta, near Sydney, is announced
of Rev. T. 8. Forsaith, who, starting
life as a ship’s apprentice, became
premier of New Zeland, and spent his
last years as a Congregational minis-

ter in New South Wales. He had been.

premier for two days only, the govern-
ment -’ﬁeing defeated on an amendment
to the address. His ministry is fa-
mous, besides its brevity, for the so-
briquet which it obtained of ‘“The Clean
Shirt Ministry.” Mr. For8aith had
been assisting his employes to unpack
some drapery cases recently lauded,
whereby his othing Dbecame very
dusty.

On receiving the governor’s demand
to come and see him respecting the
formation of a new:ministry, he nat-
urally went home first and changed his
dusty garments. Later on, when mak-
ing his ministerial gtatement, he nar-
rated the simple incident, and this so
tickled one of the Southern members
as to wring from him the chaffing dec-
laration that he gathered little more
from the premier's “statement” than
that the honorable gentleman had gone
home and put on a clean shirt.—Pitts-
' burg Dispatch.

Torreador Karned $60,000 a Ycar.

A successful toreador published his
receipts a short time ago. During the
corrida season be took part in sixty-
five fights and killed 133 bulls. His net
profit was $60,000, and the only in-
juries he sustained were a bruse on his
foot and a rather bad wound in the leg.
" The risks are, of course, great; but
the men are so extraordinarily agile
that grave accidents really seldomn oc-
cur. Sometimes one will be badly
gored, but a week or two of hospital
will generally set him on his legs again,

These men, often uneducated and

proceeding from the lower classes, are |

courted and feared, and even the larger
newspapers of Madrid are careful to
give nothing but praise to them, for
fear of incurring thelr enmity.—Sketch,

Will Erect a Tablet to Gl.ds-t"oue.

~ Arrangements are being made for the |
‘| erection of a tablet to the memory of

Gladstone on the house in Rodney

4 | street, Liverpool; in which he was born, |

Having ne:

a0

5 . This Way.

It is a fact, that to many minds, no
doubt must be very curious, that the
Bank of England has always had 2
pretty steady source of profit in the
loss and destruction of its bank notes.
YWhat it has gained of late years in.this
way we are unable to say, but during a
period of forty years: pr-veding
the bank had made a clear profit of
£1,330,000 from outstanding paper
never likely to be presented for pay-
ment. - When th2 destruction or the

proved, as in the event of a fire or a
wreck it can, the bank, of course, will
always pay the money it represents;
and even when there is doubt about
it, the cash is pald on security being
given for indemnifying the bank should
the note ever be presented.

Many years ago a bank director lost
a note for £30,000. But being a man
of credit, and as there was no doubt
about the loss of the bill, he gave the
usual indemnity and got the money.
Many years after, when the man had
long been dead, the paper was present-
ed. It was payable on demand, and
had come from abroad in the ordinary
way of Dbusiness, and the suimn it rep-
resented had to be handed-over, and
as the indemnity that had becn given
was repudiated by the heirs of the man
who had given it, and for some reason
could not be enforced, the bank on
that occasion had to put £30,000 on the
debit side of the account. For once in
a way they paid double honor to a bit
of their own paper,

There isanother story of a sum of
£20,000 which the bank in its carly days
for a short ‘ime refused to hand over
in exchange for its own notes. They
were presented by a Jew, whose asser-
tionl that he had bought them was not
disputed, and whose personal integrity
was above saspicion. They had, how-
ever, undoubtedly been stolen, and on
that ground the bank refused to pay
the money. The Jew went out into the
city, and began to eoread it abroad that
the bank was shaky, and couldn’t cash
its notes, and as he backed his asser-
tion by displaying his indisputable pa-
per, the assertion would in all proba-
bility soon have caused a run on the
bank, and in a few minutes a messen-
ger came to say that the notes would
be cashed if he would present them
again.—London News. o

Wealth of C-ll-ge Sccret Societies.

The rapid- growth of the wealth of
college Greek letter fraternities was
emphasized by the statement that the
Kappa Alpha ledge at Corirell,” which
was recently” burned, was valued at
$45,000 and that the total value of the
fraternity property at that institution
amounts to nearly half a million dol-
lars. One fraternity lodge alone at
Cornell is worth nearly $100,000. Wil-
liams College comes next to Cornell in
the value of its fraternity property, and
then Yale, Amherst, Weslevan and
Harvard in the order mentioned, ac-
cording to a recently published esti-
mate. Since Columbia moved into her
new bulilding the more prosperous fra-
ternities have each made plans for ex-
pensive chapter houses. These houses
are not owned by the fraternity at large,
but by each ‘individual chapter, and
some of them are excellent illustrations
of the work of our best-known archi-
tects. It has been estimated that there
are 8,000 to 9,000 college fraternity men
in New York.—New York Sun.

Quickly Settled.

Mr. Sproggins—And if I decline to let
you have my daughter what do you
propose to do?

Mr. Wibbleson—I warn you that in
that we are prepared to act. Even now
my beloved Aurelia has her best
clothes on and awaits me near the rail-
way station. If you decide against us
we will flee together and never come
back.

Mr. Sproggins (without a moment’s
| hesttation)—Then I refuse.

The Bank of England Makes Money in

1832, |

irrecoverable Jloss of a note can be |

needs Hood’s Sarsaparilla.
This great Spring Medicine clarifies
the blood as nothing else can. It cures
scrofula, kidney disease, liver troubles,
rheumatism and kindred ailments. Thus
it gives perfect health, strength and ap-
petite for months to come.

Kidneys — *“ My kidneys troubled
and on advice took Hood's
which gave prompt relief, better appetite.
My sleep is refreshing. It cured my wile
also.” MicHAEL BoyLE, 3473 Denny Street,
Pittsburg, Pa. .

W—“Compllaﬁul with liver
and kidney trouble, I suffered for years

parilla made me strong and hearty.”

J. B. EMErTON, Main Street, Auburn, Me.
Hip Disease—* Five running sores on
my hip caused me to use crutches. Was
confined {0 bed every winter. Hood’s Sar-
saparilla saved my life, as it cured me per-
fectly, Am strong and well” Axmm

RosEzT, 49 Fourth St., Fall River, Mass,

Hood’s Pills cure liver llh.&sn_-%
“the ounly cathartic to take with Hood's %

PENSIONS covis_..
b <> m ¢

*It Might Have Been.”

It is sometimes possible for a lawyer:
to prove that his opponent is the wise
man, as in a story printed by
Where. ' A police justice was disposing
of cases at the rate of about two 3
minute, with great exactness and dig
nity, being judge. jury and attorney :
in one.

“Then you are sure you recognize this
handKerchief as the one stolen
you?’ he said to a complainer.

“Yes, your honor,” was the reply.

“How do you know it is yours?” ¢
manded the justice.

“You can see that it is a peculi
make, your Lonor,” replied the witnes:
“That is the way I know it.”

“Are you aware, sir,” shouted th
justice, drawing a similar one from
his pocket, “that there are others lik
ity '

“Indeed I am,” replied the questione
one, still more placidly. *“I had
stolen.”

=

Don’t Mind the Weather,
There 1S oue thing that does
mind the weather, and that is rheum:
tism; and one thing that does not m
rhcumatism is St. Jacobs Oil, as it goe
to work upon it and cures right off.

Vienna is commonly supposed to b
a more convivial city than Berlin,
Vienna has only 3.600 taverns to 1€
000 in Berlin, which has 1,700,000 &
habitants, while Vienna has 1,400,00

I believe my prompt use of Piso’s Cu
prevented quick consumption.—Mrs. L
cy Wallace, Marquette, Kan., Dec. 12,9

Keys of bronze and iron have be
found in Greece and Italy dating fn
at least the seventh century befo!
Christ. _ ’

leel.l:n?-". Cold in One Day .‘*:

e Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets.

dngg\l:t:mmn mouney if it fails

250, genuine has L. B. Q. on each tablé
The happiest life is that which &

stantly exercises and educates

best in us.—Hamerton.

feminine organs.

-

vitationof
of charge. ;

-

The possessions that win good
bands and keeptheir love should be guard-
edby women every moment of their lives.

The greatest menace to woman's per-
manent happiness in life is the suffering
that comes from derangement of the

'Many thousands of women have realized

ERFECT womanhood depends on perfect health. !
Nature's rarest gifts of physical beauty vanish before

- pain.
Sweet dispositions turn morbid and fretful.

hus-

this too late to save their beauty, barely in time to save their
lives. Many other thousands have availed of the generousin-
rs. Pinkham to counsel all suffering women free

Mgzs. H. J. GARRETSON, Bound Brook, N. J., writes: “Dear
e Mgs. PiNcuamM—I have been tak- |
ing Lydia E. Pinkham'’s Vegetable
Compound with the best results




