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of tragedy and rises to the heights of strong emotion.
is sentient with powerful humanity.

TE'HIS is 2 new and engaging work of fiction from
the pen of a popular western author.

7 story of the hour and deals with themes and

incidents of every-day national life as we find it

It is a storv that goes into the depths

It 1sa

It
Its central figure is

such a man as has been the model theme of many a timely

pen. The heroine 1s a lovely

girl whom circums‘ance and

fate arm with the power to meet her destiny with a strong
devotion that gilds this great story with rare closeness to
the truth and courage of a noble nature.

The political element of the story is well devised and
handled in a masterly manner, showing how the field of
politics is one that can be used to advantage to themselves

and disadvantage to others,

to control the voters of a community.

by schemers who know how
The timeliness of

the theme will appeal to all readers, who at the present
time are interested in the great national issues now so

prominently before the public.
The reader will find this

serial very entertaining in its

details and its plot motive 1s strong and intensely dramatic.
We commend the story for its peculiar originality of treat-

ment and the satisfactory ending, while true worth is

rewarded and the plots Of
should read it.

CHAPTER L

The great city was locking for a man
—na missing man.

The newspapers had published columas
concerning his rmysterious evanishment
and printed his picture times without
number., Friends and acquaintances had
searched everywhere for him, and the po-
lice department, powerful, on-pressing,
had brouzht im0 play all its efficient ma-
chinery—for, back of the impelling mo-
tive were tie mandate, the direction, the
influence of the master-will of a great
political “boss”"—Gideon Hope.

It was Gideon Hope's brother, Everett
Hope, aged 20, bright, buovant, on the
threshold of smiling yet majestic man-
hood, who had dropped from view as
though abruptly blotted out of existence,
He had left no trail—like a bird in the
air, a stone in the water, a simoon-
breath in desert wastes. In the midst of
bustling activity, in the very heart of
the mighty metropolis, in broad daylight,
be had walked to some mysterious doom
that had burie I, had obliterated him com-
pletely. From a certain public street cor-
ner, at a definite hour and minute, he had
been lost to the sight of mortal man,
and there was no clue to motive, where-
abouts or fate, although a full week had
passed by.

They were men of strength, courage
and character—these Hopes. Gideon had
come to the eity twelve years before, a
brawny, bronzed sor of toil—from the
northern rolling milis district, it was said.
Ruamor had it that, the scion of a mill-
iondire king of industry, he had dropped
with falling fortunes into the pit of hard,
manual labor. He had the air, the ap-
pearance, the dignity of a man, who with
equal grace and deftness, could deal an
anvil stroke that would split a ten-inch
steel beam, or clasp a diamond bracelet
about the dainty wrist of a duchess,

@Gideon had become the timekeeper for
a great iron shop in the city, then its
superintendent, and then a man with a
rameless posiiion, but extravagant salary
—the censor, the directing magmate, who
hired or discharged all employes at will.
One spring election he turned the politi-
cal tide of munmicipal affairs by marching
eighteen hundred laborers to the rpolls
and voting them as one man.” Thence-
forth he held the domimant party in the

an eggshell. The next year he was herrt,
soul, center, of the most formidable polit-
fcal organizntion that ever controlled the
destinies of a great commonwoalth,

Gideon Hope asked for no reward,
seemingly ; he demanded no office. With
his strong, ruling face and grim. set man-
ner, ne was content to Jurk sinister at
the core of every politicai mevement, to
hold the strings that controlled men and
millions—his puppets. [is word was
law, his will supreme.

This man, with his harsh, hard face
and crisp, repellent manner, nowever, had
one tender spot in his nature—his broth-
er, Everett., His fellows had noted his
cold eye flicker when he spoke of him.
When, later, he introduced among them
a fair, delicate flaxed-haired youth, all
gentleness and courtesy—a strange con-
trast to himself—there were pride in his
eye and devotion in his smile. It seemed
fmpossible that they could be of kin, so
widely dissimilar were they.

And now. upon this fomd brother, Gil-
eon centered every hope, lavished all tie
affection of a deep, repressive nature, e
bad “worked the wires” for others—too
well he knew the steps that would lead
Everett FHone to the portals of success
and the cowpanionship of millionaires,
He marked out his plan like setting the
stakes for a political campgign—initially,
familiarity with business men and busi-
ness wnethods, credit-man in a great trust
establishment, where Gideon had “the
pull” to place whom he would, a secre-
taryship, and then—care, cleverness, ma-
mipulation, and Everett was a made man.

It was in pursuance of this plan that,
on a fair first day of June, Everett Hope
undertook the simple duties of a commer-
cial rsporter, entering the service of the
great Dunstreet Agency. His routine
would throw him among mighty and
small, the man of means and the one
struggling to keep alive the penny-shop

same direct plan that, ene brigat after-
aoon in July, Everett Hope met a mys-
terious and mournful fate.

If Gideon Hope felt the terror and sus
pense of that awful week, when police
activity seemed ever on the verge of some
bideous discovery, he showed it not,

The city was flaming with the passion
and ardor of a great political issue. With-
in the limits of twenty-four hours might
lay tb< ruin of the dominant wing of the
party. A schism bhad been provoked and
intensified, and the eye of every “heelor,”
an of every man of note, was fixed on the
movements of his political opponents. But
the adherents of the Hope faction were
sanguine. An able general, never yet
baffled or defeated, was at his post, they
well knew, and there might be a bitter
battlis, bhut who could doubt the victory?

It was the afternoon upon which the
vole was to be taken that would make
Hope supreme in twenty-seven wards, or
master of none, [le had bis enemlies, and
he knew it. He laughed them to scorn,
yet within the apparently cool, crafty
man of politics, there flamed a voleano
of hidden, consnming emotion. Above the
Medusa-head of strife and faction there
boyered to his fancy—hauntingly, contin-
=ally—-the sweet, pathetic face of missing
wveret! Hope.

As Le passed through the city hall on

his way to the place of conventiom, Gid-

the schemer defeated. All
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e¢on rid himself of the servile throng at
his side and heels, He turned into a
corridor, and past a door, the “Open
Sesame” to which was known to very
few of lower position than a county com-
missioner.

Gideon came into the presence of the
chief of police in his private office, im-
mobile and placid of face as wonted, yet
his lips crushed a sob as he threw him-
self into a vacant chair.

“Neo news,” said the official, promptly
and sadly.

“It is strange,” replicd Hope.

The chief shook his head seriously.

“We are at a dead wall—no clew,” he
went on; “we have traced your brother's
movements down to three o'clock in the
afternoon of the day of his disappear-
ance.”

Gideon was shading his face, iron set,
with one palm.

“Go on,” he said, in a tone strangely
subdued, for him.

“Your brother started out on his work
at ten o'clock. He had his costomary
grist, comprising eight inquiries as to the
eredit standing of as many business firms,
He went to seven. '

“To seven,” murmured Gideon, mechan-

“t’q." bowed the chief; “we traced
him, found that out positively.”

“And the cighth?”

“We do not know."”

“How?"

The official repeated his declaration.

“Why do you not know—what was the
eighth firm?”

“The Consolidated Silver Company.”

G.deon looked up, shrewdly. :

“The rotten stock corporation that
dragged in half a million and went to the
wall’” he quickly inquired,

“The same—a stench in the nostrils of
every honest man! You know the game?
They hired a big vacant factory, fenced
it in mysteriously, and proceeded, accord-
ing ‘o popular supposition, to make silver
to order. They were closed up the day
after your brother had them on his list
—mnext evening, officers and manual equip-
ment disappeared,’ leaving a few useless
machines, some ‘bogus’ metal mistures,
and a big load of debts."”

Gideon moved wearily. The public
prints had detailed the giant failure in
a spectacular way, and the particulars
were still fresh in his mind.

“My brother went there that day?" he,
half-consciously, murmured,

“We don't know that,” explained the
chief; “and, perhaps, hardly. You see,
it was shut up tight—practically aban-
doned. Some of the officials were flitting
about the premises, off and on during that
day, but we have no reason to think your
brother really went there, [ visited the
place. [t's empty enough. They haven't
found a thousand dollars in assets. The
big vault has not been opened yet, but of
course those swindlers left nothing of
value there. Ileceiver going to break the
locks this afternoon.”

The chiel talked on, more to distract
his visitor's attention from his main
source of anxiety than anything else.
Gideon arose, with a sigh.

“Weli, if you find any trace—at any
time—Ilet me know at onee,” he said,

“Trust me for that!" assured the offi-
cial. Gideon Hope was a man to tie to.
Besides, his magnetism really caught the
chief.

Hope went on to the political meetiog.
Soon he was the center of attention and
pivot of action. Around his table and
chair, on the right hand side of the stage,
buzzed and flitted the captains of pre-
cinets, while the chairman rapidly rushed
business along, and the masses in the
hall barangued, bickered and perspired.

The eritical moment arrived. Masked
harmony had so far prevailed. Now came
the putting of the meotion that Gideon
Hope must defeat, by a masterful strug-
gle, with opponents howling, battling for
existence. Each faction strove for the
floating vote, which, at the beck of caprice
or bribery, would turn the balance.

(Gideon sat watching for the instant to
arrive when, with a gesture of his power-
fal arm, the enunciation of twenty im-
pressive sentences, he could carry the
mob by storm.

He had superb confidence in his ability.,
His eye was awake, every sense on the
keen alert. He sat waiting for his cue.
A touch caused him to turn.

“What?" he said, sharply, as though a
dagger-thrust had touched his vitals, for
he read disaster in the interruption.

His hands trembled slightly, and a dull
pallor wreathed his firm-set lips. It was
his friend, the chief of police, who stood
by his side.

“You told me to come—at any time,
you know,” he stammered apologetically.

“Yes! yes!"™ half whispered Gideon, his
tone quite eager and harsh, cracked and
dry.

“We've found out something.”

“What 7"

The query came with pistol-shot quick-
ness,

“Or, rather, we have found somebody.”

“*Whom "

The word was a hollow gasp.

“Your brother.”

Gideon [Hope swayed—then,
ing, sat stiff, erect again.

“Iiead 7

“Dead.”

“When—where? Tell me!”

The body of the hall was in riot. The
chairman was pounding with his gavel—
what were they, the interests of pelitics,
the guidance of a commonwealth, to Gid-
eon Hope at that supreme moment? Some

recover-
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men were tumbling over chairs and talles
1o reach their leader.

“Tell me!” again said he, fixing his
eves on the grave-faced chief, with a
shudder,

The official bent over—whispered ten
words in Hope's shrinking ear. The great
[‘ll;itil'ﬂl boss cowered like a child and
hid his white face in his nerveless, pow-
erless hands,

"Ilupq‘:”

“Quick—are you daft, man?”

Political leaders had reached his side,

pouring into his ear the vital announce- |

ment that the question of the hour had

been put, and the opposition were press |

ing them sorely.
“Check the stampede—up on your feet,

man-—your old self!” panted a breathless |

1

Congressman, “or the day is lost!
They tore away (ideon's

dusky, and old in a moment. [lis gaze
was vacant, ummmpr»hemli.ng. He swept
out one hand and waved them aside,

_ “He's stricken, gentlemen,” explained
the chief, in a low tone—"he’s heard bad
news, and >

“What's that to yonder meb!” howled
a palpitating aldernan. *“Are we sold—
did he sell us? One word, and he could
have stayed the tide! And now ! 2

A vell like that of a pack of hungry,
victorious wolves rent the air. The oppo-
gition had split the panty. Gideon Iope's
power was gone—he was buried deep—
fathoms deep—in the obhlivion of discredit
and neglect, in a singls moment. Never
again to lift his face with its old proud
expression as king and  leader—never
again to raise his voice in eloquent de-
fense of party principles.

He walked from the hall like a man
in a dream, forevermore hannted with
the horrible pieture the whispered words
of the chief of police had conjured up.

For that official had told him that they
had bur<t open the massive steel door of
the vanlt of the rotten, exploded Consoli-
dared Silver Company, to find one asset—

Dead, murdered Everett Hope!

(To be continued.)

PHILIPPINE COAL MINES.

Japanese and Negroes Dig the Fael
on DBatan Isxiand,

After ten years speut in the Philip-
pines, the last five of which have been
passed on Batan Island, where the gov-
ernment conl mines are located, says
the Washington IPPost, W. H. Penuer,

employed by the quartermaster's de-

partment of the army as superintendent
of the mines, Is making his first visit
to Washington. Mr. Penney’s home is
in Dorchester, Mass.

“Batan Island is located south of
Manilg, about tweo days’ Journey by
witer from that city,” sald Mr. Pen-
ney at the Raleigh last night. “The
government reservation s on the west

half of the island and the mines cover |

considerable territory. 1 cannot say
that life in Batan is.a wild round of
hilarity. In the five years I have been
there I do not think there have bheen
al any one time more than seventecn

white persons, two of whom were wom- |

en, wives of government employes, on
the island. The employes in the mines
are Japanese and negroes, the latter
natives of the island. About the only
thing one does besides work is (¢ per-
spire. He starts early in the morning
amd keeps it up until the next morning
and then startz agal.

“You can readily understand, I pre-
sume, that in a community of seventeen
white persons one does not have maay
soclal dutles or enjoyments. The food
we get is mostly canned stulf—both veg-
etables and meat. We do get somc
frozen beef from Australia, but by the
time It arrives at Batan most of the
good hgs been frozen out of It  The
only fresh vegetables we have is the po-
tato., In the face of this meuger sup-
ply of nourishing food it is rewaarkabie
that the health of foreigners is gener-
ally gooed, although long residence
makes one somewhat aenemic. 1 have
been shivering from the cold ever since
1 struck San Francisco.

“I should not advise any one to go to
the Philippiges in the hope of having
money. About the only employes who
save money in the Philippines are
school teachers, who live ou rice and
potatoes. Out in the provinces one cun
save some money, but when he gets to
the cities he is seized with a wild de-
sire to spend it all, and In Manila prices
are so high for any decent kind of ex-
istence that money does not last long.
There is not a good hotel in Manila
and one must establish a mess if he
wants to live well,

“Agzuinaldo, 1 understand, Is living

quietly on his farm, a few miles romn |

Manila, and declares that he wants for
nothing except to be let alone.  Ile re-

alizes the hopelessness of stirring up |

any agitation.
never can be another lnsurrection in
the Phillppines,”

Where PFrices Run High.

“The late I1. O. Havemeyer,” said a
sugar jobber of New Orleans, *possess-
ed In a marked degree the kindly vir-
tue of charity, On my last visit to
New York—it was some months before
the panic—I spoke harshly of a million-
aire who had been accused of double
dealing in connection with a bank.

“‘Well now,” sald Mr. Havemeyer,

‘let us not condemn this man unheard.
Remember that his gullt has not yet
been proved, nor has he told his own
side of the story.” Then Mr. ilave
meyer langhed and sald that in the
most 'untoward conditions aceused men
were often able to clear themselves.
e sald a young girl a wee!” or so after
Christmas complained Litte*ly to her
mother : ‘

“*‘Mamma, I doubt if T shall be hap-
py with George. 1 fear he is deceptive
and false.

**‘Why, darling, what do yon mean?
the mother asked.

“‘Well, mamma,' said the young girl
earnestly, ‘yon know that collarpln he
gave me for Christmas? He swore tc
me that he pald $25 for it, but in Bif-
fany's to-day I saw Its exact counter-
part for $5.

“*‘Ah, but my child,’ said the mother
with true charity, ‘vyou must remember
how very religious George is. Undoubt.
edly he bought the pin at a church
fair.”"”

Brother Dickey's Sanyingns,

You not only got ter be keerful er
de fire in dis worl’, but keep a watch
out fer whar it's blazin' in de next.

De sayin’ is dat w'en you gives ter
de po' you lends ter de Lord, but you
mustn't waste time figurin' on how
much interest you'll git on de invest-
ment.

Look out whar you gwine in dis worl".
Even Satan won't wade too fur in deep
water, kaze he well know dat de fire
wonld be out.—Atlanta Coustitution.

There has been a noticeable Increasa
fn the pegro population of New York
City recently, and most of It Is settling
on the upper west side of Manhattan
Island.

Vermont gets the eredit of belng the
granite State, but Pennsylvania leads
In the production of stone, with nearly
14 per cent of the total to her credit.

shielding |
hands, revealing a face grown gray, and |
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CHAI'TER XVIl.—(Continued.)

All that bad been serene partook of
strange disorder now. Negley should have
made an effort ere this to reach him. The
| power that devastated the city and with
unspent viglence swept the morne might
have reached three leagues at sea! Savs
that the gray was unchangeable in the
roof of the world, he could not believe
that all this was one day. * * * lara
would never forgive him for being whaole,
at the price of her mother's eyes! There
scemed no adjustment possible for this
eruel play of his service. * * * [Jle
cialled the mother’s name softly. but his
words made no impress—eca'led in frenzy
at last, and felt her shuddor in his arms.

“Boy !”

“Yes, yes.”

“Tell Lara that there w
~—no last night! And lea::
the dark '™
& Ilow long afterwards la never koew,

but he awoke to find himsell uttering in-

coherent seatences. The woman was quite
dead. * * * The bours Crew on into
eternity, but the gray still lived in the
sky. He loosened his arm, aad the blood
rushing into the strained limb bore with
it a thrashing pain. The water had vool-
ed, but he did not put his burden down.
Ile had not yet fathomed the exient of
her surrender, nor the signet and color
of her persomality upon every word she
had spoken. * * * ]le heard a cry
from Lara, and deemed it the encroach-
ment of psrsonal madness, Scornfally he
answered.  Again the voice of the wom-

an! He arose and called I#r name. A

shadow darkened the orifice, and he saw

bis lady in the sky.

It may be in this marvelous world,
where men carry on their wars aad (heir
woe:ngs, some pursuing their little ways
of darkness, some bursting into blooms of
valor and tenderness—it may be that af-
ter the most exalted passage of agony and

! terror, two of Earth's people were return-
" ed to each other in the strangeness of
. these. One swooning at the curb of an
ancient cistern, under the hot leaden sky,
the falling sea before, and DPelee, with
his tens of thousunds slain, on her right
hand ; the other in the pit below, standing
in the cooling water, and calling upon her
to forgive him for failing in that which
. only the gods could do. It may be that
| in the collection of Earth's tubleanx an-
other such fifn is curled away —from an-
| other age and snother cataclysm.

“Niver you worry your hearrt, sorr,”
called Macready, to whom the voice of his
friend had brought imperious conscious-
ness, man-wise, instead of collapse. “Th'
faint is nothin'. 'Tis a fortune fur thim
as can faint fur joy, an’ no hurrt in ut,
sorr. Have vou th' strent’ t' do th’ over-
| band up th' chain, wit’ th' fairest av tin
t'ousand at th' top, sorr?”

Constable placed his burden upon the
stone slabs, caught the chain, and pulled
himself free from the water,  His weight
was a mountain. The five days had done
what four had not—played bhaveoe with
tbe one hundred and ninety pounds of
manhood which struggled upward under
Macready’s cheers, and fell across the rim
of the cistern into Macready's arms,

Lara awoke and found Constable bend-
ing over her. Iler eyes rested upon his
lacerated hand, upon the swollen veins in
bis throat and temples. She saw blood
upon his clothing, blisters upon bhis neck,
sweat and mire upon his face. * * ¢
‘The reality came that he was praying for
Lher to forgive him—because Le: mother
had died in his arms.

“Peter, my beloved!” she murmured.
*You say—that mother———"

She halted, for the grief uprose in
its fullness in her mind. The day had
put a look of horror in her eyes that
months would not efface. * * * DBat
there was no mortal bart upon ber. Her
nostrils, lips, hands—all moved in their
way of dear perfection. Some time she
would see that he had done bhis best,
* ¢ * Though he had failed in all ¢lse,
he had saved this masterpiece from harm.

“But if I had not come back, she never
would have known,” he pleaded. *““And
she forgave me—I'm quite sure—as you'll
forgive me —"

“Yhat are you saying?” she cried sud-
denly. “What do yon mean? It is hor-
rible, but I eame thinking to find you all
lving here—as they are in the city—all
dead and down—and I bave found my
lover living!”

Macready and Ernst, afar off, watched
the puffs of smoke and steam rise like
gray-white birds from the ruins,

“Ernst, lad,” said the other, “th’ boss
an' th' 'adin’ lady are havin' an intel-
' lechooal repasht in th' cioter av th'
sta-age, be th' ould well. Bear io moind
! you're a chorus gurrl, an' conduct your-
silf in accord.”

10 _\‘lw‘! erda ¥
me bere—in

} CHAPTER XVIIIL

| The Madame was steaming down from
'| Basse Terre to Saint Pierre. It was the
| third morning after the tragic eighth of
- May. On the evening after the eruption
the ship had to:mhed Fort de France, and
left the natives there to join Father Da-
mien's colony. Then the Madame was dis-
patched to Dominica, where Constable
eabled to New York for officers and men
to complete the ship's company, and suc-
| ceedod also in reaching Mr. Stansbury by

- ¢able, with the word that his daughter
had been saved, before the planter could
get passage fdér the Whited Sepulchre.
Constable and Lara were sitting to-
| gether at the cabin door in the sunlight
and soft winds. The girl wore a robe
purchased ready-made in Basse Terre. It
was white and lustrous, a strange native
| fabric, which the man regarded with se-
| riousness and awe. This was an item in
the first consignment of feminine apparal
| he had ever had the honor to purchase.
The joy was full and rare,
“I come to yon empty-handed and very
soiled from the heat of the journey, sir,”

¢ she had told him; “but father will reim-

burse yvou.”

“Father will be allowed certain priv-
ileges, but not that.” he had replied, and
many were the booties, flounces, ribands,
and mysteries which they drew, together
and apart, from thes treasure houses of
little Basse Terre.

Peter was in white, too, of a freshness
only found on shipboard. His right hand
was in the swathed stat: which denotes
repairs, and a thickness of lint was fitted
nnder his collar. There was, too, a drawn
look about his mouth and eyes, to which
the recuperative forces had not yet at-
tended. Negley, multifarious!y bandaged,
was on the bridge, in company with a new
officer, secured temporarily at Dominieca.
The captain was unable to walk, bot sig-
nified his intention &f healing above tecks.
Constable was regarding the sad face be-
fore him, and the beauty of it had made
bhim damb for several moments.

“Lara,” he said finally, “we’ll make the

pilgrimage together to Saint Pierre—or
the place!"
“She was very beautiful and very
proud—our mother!" the girl whispered
unsteadily. “She told you to leave her
there—in the dark, so that we wounld
| never see—how changed she was. [ know
—how she felt.”

Lara, I'eter and Crusoe made their ar-
duous way vp the cluttered road into the
Rue de Rivoll, A smoky charnal, Saint
I"lerre, made human only by the lamenta-
tions of those who had come down for
‘heir dead from Morne Honge and the
hills, The wind was still; and the sun
shone through silent towers of smoke, and
it was noon. No one had spoken for sey-

eral minutes. The fruit shop had fallen
in part. The stone arch remained, al-
though the woaden door had been levelled |
and partly devoured by fire. Crusoe re-
mained outside with Lara, while Deter
went in to see if the place was safe. They |
neard his steps upon the stones, the rat- |
tle of falling plaster. The waiting was |
lonz before he appeared and beckoned. |
They followed him into the little stone |
shop. A breath of coolness still lingered
in the dim place, and the fruity odor of
spilled wine, The ash-covered floor was
packed hard, and still was damp from the
gusts of rain throggh the open door and |
the broken-backed roof. Steady as a clock |
ticking there was heard the “drip. drip” I
from somewhere among the mereiful shfd- |
ows, where the old soldier of France was
sitling.

“lara, dearest, I should have spared

you this. Must von go farther?” Peter |

whispered. “Crusee and 1 will be only !
.

a moment,"”

“1 am going, too,"” the girl answerad.

The three climbed over the heap of
stones, which was the rear doorway, and
entered the court from whenee the song
birds bad flown. Across’the drifts of
ash, into the dark bevomd, they made their
way. Constable leading, Crusoe last.

They were sitting together—the lovers.
She had been listening, like Desdemona,
as he “spake of most disastrons chances
—battles, sieges, fortunes.,” Soronia had
been tie first to see the sinister face of
Ingo at the door! She had bent forward
and covered in Ler arms the face of her
soldier, her painter of pictures. * * *
Thus they had fallen-—the adventurer in
the shelter of the golden vine. DPelee
had covered them with dust—each particle
of covering dust fresh-wrought from the
fire in which the stars were forged.

“Don’t touch, Crusoe!” Deter warned.

Semethipg ih the tope caused the man_
who was aecustomed to do as he pleased
to forbear from his investigations. After
all, his own life had been spared because
Constable had taken him captive, and the
trip had paid. Crusoe did not understand
what was between the millionaire and the
revolutionist, It occurred to him at last
that this something must have been greal-
er even than dollars; yet he was not sure.
The look upon Constable’s face as he led
the woman into the sanlight was that of
fortunes lost! Crusoe left them there,
and made his own way back to Fort de
France, to wait for his sbip. He was
happy to be alive, but he carried a crown-
ing mystery in his brain. This had to do
with a millionaire's generosity on the one
hand, and a millionaire’s perversity on
the other. Afier all, he acknowledgzed
that he knew less of Constable than when
he left New York.

Peter and Lara had descended nearly
to the shore when she said: “If your
strange friend had not come into our lives,
we could never have known each other as
we do now. We might have loved and
gone our way, without knowing all that
it means to be human, without knowing
oli that our hearts could wake us do.”

“It all worked out like a mosaie for
you and me, Lara. Our valiants fell about
us, but we were left. Always in our
greatest need a man arose to help—DBreen,
Negley, Ernst, little Denny——"

“Wae there work for IP'ugh to d0%" she
asked.

“Ah, Pugh—the weak sister! He kept
you from going into the harbor too soon!
I shall pay him and let him go his way
to-night in Fort de France. The sea is
a strange mistress to mother two such
sons as the lion Negley and the poor little
jackal Pugh! * * * Sweetest Lady,
[ am in love wity you and the world!
Bear witness that 1 forgive Mugh—aye,
forgive Mondet! See, down. the Iuey
Vietor—the wreck of Les Colonies! The
little editor was there, perbaps, writing
his paragraphs od the stanchness of Pe-
lee! * * * QOpee, Lara, my mother
said, ‘Peter, somestime you will breathe
the breath of life!” 1 know what she
meant now. I wonder bow she knew ¥

“Mothers arc close to the heart of
things.”
There were tears in her eyes, To the

right of them, among the ruins, a wailing
woman had found her own,

They had traversed the Morne 4'0r-
ange. The sun bathed the fields, The
wreck of the great plantation house was
hanched closer to the gr and. As he
neared the rim of the cistern, Peter halted
suddenly by the stricken lianas, and beck-
oned Lara back. The well curbing was
broken away, and the earth for yards sur-
rounding had caved into the pit.

“Mondet was right, after all, about the
earthquake,” he said. '

Without speaking, they stood there for
several moments. Then DPeter took her
hand and led her back toward the boat at
the Sugar Landing.

Night had fallen. Up through the
streets of the capital, they strode, the
man and woman. Casements were open
to the stars and the sea, but the people
were dull with grief. Martinique had lost
aer first-horn, and Fort de Franee, the
gentle sister of Raint Pierre, was bowed
in the spirit of weeping. They had loved
and leaned on each other, this boy and
girl of the mother island.

Through the silent crowds Peter and
Lara walked, o part of the silence, pass-
ing the groves and towers, where the laws
of France are born again for the little
aliens; treading streets of darkness and
moaning, streets of light and tears. A
field of fire-lights shone ahead, their red
zlow shining upon new canvas. This was
the little colony of Father Damien—
brands plucked from the burning of Saint
I’ierre.  They passed the edge of the
bivounae. A woman sat nursing her bale,
fire-light upon her face and breast, drowsy
little ones about her. Coffee and night-
air and quavering lullabies; above all,
beautiful Josephine in marble, smiling
dreamily among the stars, It was the
most potent instant of Constable’s life;
some great joy or thrilling tragedy was
breathing upon his heart. He saw a tear
upon the cheek of Lara. The voice of
Father Damien came from the distance :

“Go thy way, eat thy bread with joy,
and drink thy wine with a merry heart;
for God hath already acecepted thy works.
Let thy garments be always white; and
let not thy head lack ointment. Live
joyfully with the wife whom thou lovest,
all the days of thy life—"

There was a ery from behind. It was
from the lips of the woman witi the babe
at her breast. Sbhe had caught the gar-
ments of Lara it ber hands, and, half
kneeling, with her face toward I'eter, she
exclaimed in a voice of joy:

“He is come! He is come!”

The silent eamp uprose with a shout of
gladness. The remnant of Saint Dierre
pressed about the man and woman, cry-
ing, laughing, kissing their hands. Con-
stable had not dreamed of such glorify-
ing gratitude ; and yet he was humbled to
tears. These were so few, and Saint
Pierre so vast!

“Father Damien,” he said, when his
voice came to him, “we are come to take
you out to our ship——"

“Not on the ship, but here—now ! the
old priest eried. *It is the moment of
ten thousand vears!™

And so they were restored to each
other, in the midst of their devoted. in
the fire-light, beneath the Seven DPalms
and the blessings of the Empress.

(Tie Exp.)

A self -cla:llklng_i_-halk_il-n;‘ Is the

MENELIK II AND HIS PEOPLE

Miglhty Monarch of Abyssinin Whe
Welcomes Civilization.

Few mightier monarchs than Menelik
i1 of Abyssinin ever swayed the desti-
ales of a people. Throughout the vast
territory of the Abyssinfan highlands
his Individual will is law to some mll-l
lons of subjects, laws also to hordes
of savage Mohammedan and pagan
iribesmen without the confines of his,
tingdom. His court includes no coun- |
lors. Alone throughout the long

'years of his reign Menellk has dealt
'with all domestic and foreign affairs
| of state.

But now this last splendid survival
of the feudal nbsolutism exercised and
enjoyed by medieval rulers Is about to
disappear beneath encroaching waves
of eclvilization, whicl® long spare noth- |
ing pleturesque. Cables from far off |

| Addis Abeha, Menelik's capital, bring  compel Eff Sharp, former County Aud-

news that he has formed a cabinet and

'published the appointment of ministers $2,000 which it is alleged he has ille-
'of war, finance, justice, foreign afairs, | gally reiained.

and commerce,

And this change has come not from |
the pressure of any party or faction
within his kingdom, for such do not |
exist; but out of the fount of his own |
wisdom,—a wisdom so sound as te|
prove him a most worthy descendant of
the sage Ilebrew King Menelik cl:nmsr
as ancestor,—if indeed more proofs

KING MENELIK IL

were necessary than the statesmanlike
way in which he has dealt with jealous
diplomats, and the martial skill with
which, at Adua in *96, he defeated the
flower of the [tallan army and won
from Italy an honorable truce.

Whether or not the clalm of Menellk
that he is lineally descended from n
son supposed to have been Lorn to the
Queen of Sheba and King Solomon of
old is true, and there Is no real reason
to doubt it, It is certain that in race
type Abyssinlans plainly resemble the
cons of Israel, crossed and modificd
with Coptle, Hamite and Ethiopian
blood, and to this day cling closely as
the most orthodox Hebrew to some of
the dearest Israelitish tenets, notably
In their antipathy to pork and to other
meat not bled before dead, to obser-
vance of the Sabbath and the rite of
cireumeision. And this notwithstand-
ing that the Abyssinlans have been
Christlans since the fourth century of
this era, when, only eight years after
the great Constantine decreed the
recognition of Christianity by the state,
a proselyting monk came among them
with faith so strong, heart so pure, and
eloguence so irresistible, that single
handed he accomplished the conversion
of the Abyssinian race.

0ld Fashlomed Bréakfast.
How dear to my heart is that scene of

my childhood
Which fond recollection recalleth to
view ;
The damask-clad board with its lavishly
piled food,
Delectable fare my young appetite
know,
The thick. juicy beefsteak, the omelette
by it,
The crisp, fried potatoes, seductively
brown,
The rampart of toast with the marma-
lade nigh it—
Ambrosial breakfast, where now thy
renown?
The old-fashioned breakfast, our fore-

fathers' breakfast,
The long-ago breakfast of vanished re-
pown,

Those rich-tinted waffles, how toothsome
and tender,
Their dimpled delights on those morn-
ings of yore;
How oft to their delicate charms I'd sur-
render,
How sweet the libation I'd over them
pour.
How calm the content that would softly
enfold me,
As each melting mouthful slipped lus-
ciously down.
And how I'd have sorrowed had any one
told me .
That opulent breakfast would lose its
renown.
The old-fashioned breakfast, our
[athers’ breakfast,
The long-ago breakfast of vanished re-
nown.

fore-

How blésk is tiis modern tepest of the

morning,
It difereth far from the feast of my
dream,
That succulent fern the bare table adorn-
© ing,
I yearn to devour with sugar and

cream.
I'm weary of hay, predigested and shred-
ded

On health-giving sawdust I look with
a frown,
The pangs of dyspepsia are less to be
dreaded—
Oh, bring back the breakfast of ancient
renown ;

The old-fashioned breakfast, the dear,
deadly breakfast,
The long-ago breakfast of vanished re-
nown.

But is there no hope? Must I ever con-

tinue
On flakes of dried science to mnourish
my brain?
While “vigor” and “force” feed my mus
cle and sinew,
My poor, patient palate petitions in
vain, .
Dear meal of my youth, with what rap-
ture 1'd hail thee, .
Could 1 but before thy abundance sit
down !
With keenest enjoyment I'd haste to as-
sail thee, -
Thou memorial breakfast of blessed re-
nown ;

The old-fashioned breakfast, our fore-
fathers’ breakfast, . {
The long-ago breakfast of vanished re-
nown.
—Richmond News-Leader.,

Costs Something.

“There's no use talking about it—a
chronle disease is mn expeunsive thing
to have"

“That dependds.
anything.”

“What's your trouble!™

“Kleptomania."—Cleveland Leader.

Mine never cost me

Tempting Fate, ;
“What is vour line of work? I cun
see plainly that you are due for a
breakdown.”
“I guess you're right, doe. I've just
written my 400th motor novel.”—St

latest addition to the carpenter's kit

Louls Post-Dispatch.

| six weeks.

‘o!d, would not get out of Byers Brs.'

A total of 4,654 children are en-
rolled in the public schools of Wells
County.

John Hamilton, of Laverty Center,
Wells County, is still clinging to his
straw hat and says he will wear it un-
til Bryan is elected to the presi-
dency. :

Prof. A. H. Veazey, formerly of the
Coesse schools, igw taking a medical
course in Chicago, has been appointed

to a position in the Chicago Health
Department.

Suit has been filed at Warsaw to

itor, to return to the county treasury

Mary Spurgin, who was granted a
divorce from her hushand, Frank Spur-
gin, in the Bartholomew Cireuit Court
recently, wad married to Alonzo Spur-
gin, her husband’'s brother, in Colum-
bus the following day.

Elmer Baughart has filed suit at
Warsaw demanding $2,000 damages
from William MeNamara alleging that
the latter's automobile frightened
Baughart’'s horse and caused a run-
away in which Baughart was painfully
hurt.

George Morris and Thomas Botts
were crushed to death near Shelby-
ville while pulling props in Miami
mine No. 1. The slate fall was so
heavy that workmen were five hours
recovering the bodies. Morris' wife
and children are on their way from
England to Seeleyville, DBotts was
married.

A pocket knife saved the life o7 May-
nard Hine, a young farmer, who was
buried under a bank of gravel near
Auburn. He was loading gravel into |
2 wagon when a large bank caved in
on him. He managed to get hold of
his knife and dug his way to safety.
His right leg was broken and he was
seriously bruised.

Ethel Logsdon, 17 years old, jumped
from a third story window at the Well-
ington Hotel in Evansville and will
probably die from injuries received.
The girl was employed as a waltress.
One of the men boarding at the hotel
attempted to enter her room at night
about 10 o'clock, and when the girl
saw the door breaking she jumped
from the window. The intruder has
escaped. :

John B. W. Davison, a wealthy sa-
loon keeper of Muncie, has been sued
for divorce by Mrs. Elizabeth Davison,
who asks $10,000 cash alimony, saying
Bker husband is worth many titnes that
sum, The wife charges neglect and
other forms of cruel treatment, among
these her- husband’s failures to take
her to places of public entertainment.
The couple, who are well known, have
been married thirty-five years.

Out-of-town distributors of samples
and advertising matter will face a fine
of from $10 to $50 when they come to
Alexandria unless they comply with
the terms of a newly-enacted city or-
dinance which fixes an almost prohib-
itive license for this class of work.
The fees range from $5 a day to $250
a year, and it is considered likely that
the house-to-house method of distrib-
uting advertising matter, especially
from other citieg, will be stopped. The
ordinance does not apply to distribut-
ors who reside or have an office In
Alexandria.

Edward Clark, of Shelbyville, has
been bothered with chicken thieves for
several weeks, and he hit upon a plan
which has probably ended it. A few
days ago he obtained a stick of dyna
mite, which he placed under a small
peach tree, the rvosting place of sev-
eral chickens. Two iron pegs were
driven in the ground and a crowbar
was lald across the pegs. Strings
were attached in such a way that when
touched the crowbar weould fall, strike
a small cap and ignite the stick of
dynamite. This was done an evening
or two ago, and many feathers were
found under the tree, which showed
that a thief had entered and got hold
of a chicken when the trap worked. It
is thought that Clark will have no
more trouble with thieves.

John Howarth, of Columbus, is be-
lieved to be the oldest house painter
in the State. He celebrated his eighty-
second birthday anniversary recently
and is as active as a man twenty-five
years younger. His son, Prof. ira W.
Howarth, is a member of the faculty
of Chicago University, and is away on
leave of absence for a year to 4l an
appointment from the Governor of Illi-
nois as secretary of the newly created

educational commisison there. Profes- |

sor Howarth decided to come over
from Springfield and surprise his
father on his birthday. When he ar-
rived in Columbus he learned that the
aged man was painting a house for
John Clark at Nashville, Brown Coun-
ty. The painter was called home to af-
tend the festivities arranged in honor
of his birthday. He hurried therough
the day’s program and went biek to
Brown County to finish painting the
house.

While boring a well at the County
Infirmary near Madison, a strong fiow
of gas was struck at a dept of 88
feet, causing a suspension of epera-
tions. When lighted, flames shot up
eight feet.

Louis Rall received word recently ot
the drowning of his brother, Otto Ralil,
formerly of Terre Haute, while fishing
at Montevidio, Minn. The message
gave no details. Rail was a member
of the police force when he lived in
Terre Haute.

Roy Smelser, a farmer youth of 18,
held at Rushville on the charge of
making counterfeit money, tells the
police he was doing it “for the fun of
teh thing.” Roy has made a number
of clever inventions. The bogus coin
consists of nickels and quarters.

Milton Speicher, farmer near War
saw, raised 4,500 bushels of onions
this year, and sold them at an aver-
age price of 34 cents a bushel. The
Baltimore & Ohlo Railroad Cowmpany
has sent a switch engine to the north
part of the county to care for the
heavy shipments of onions.

The Milan factory of the J. Willer
Canning Company, of Cincinnatl, has
closed. It had been in operation about
The failure of the tomato
crop, as well as olner crops, is the
cause of the shutdown,

Because Earl Easterday, 12 yeus

pozltry bhouse in Logansport when or-
dared, but danced around and teunteg
Charles Stout, the manager, the latier
picked up the youth and threw him out
the door. The lad landed on the
ground, and his collar bone was broken

LA & & & & & & X

Ed Hagan, who conducted a barber
shop in Fort Wayne, left last week and
in a note says that gambling hed put
him down and out.

Dr. John B.- Harper, one of thes old-
est physicians in Southern Indiana,
died at his home near Evansville, aged

82 vears. He was born in Cincinnati,
Ohio.

A passenger car on the Northwest-
ern traction line was knotked off the
track by a Vandalia freight train at
Frankfort. Many passeugers were
thrown into a panic, but none was in-
jured.

John J. Godfrey and Miss Edith M.
Beckes were married at Fort Wayne
a few davs azo.
son of the late John Godfrey, the last
prince of the Maimi tribe of Indians.
He attended the Carlisle Indian
school and is now employed in the
mw‘m mills in Fort Wayne.

The Massy coal mines, seven miles
south of Petersburg, opened last week
after a shutdown since March, caused

by the backwater of the Patoka river
“caving” the roof. The now vein is
seven feer and nine inches thick. The
mine is owned by the Peacock Coal
Company of Indianapolis.

The safe in the Shirley State Bank,

of the fire practically sealed the door.

Mrs. Anna Parker, a widow, aged 48
years, is in 2 critical condition at her
home in Greensburg as a result of eat-
ing poisoned candy. She received a
box of fancy candy, postmarked Indi-
anapolis, which contained
pieces of chocolate. Shortly
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block to be erected

strances circulated in Brazil, two more
saloons closed their doors, their H-
censes having expired. This reduces
the original number of saloons from
forty-six to fifteen, and two more will
close this month.

While tending a kettle in the back
yard of her home in Oakland City,
Miss May Schenck allowed her dress
to catch fire. She ran screaming
around the house, but her sister's
presence of mind saved her life. The

While conversing
and remarking how well he felt,
brosia Light, aged 58, a well-known
contractor of Evansville, fell dead. He
had just eaten a hearty meal,

Suit for $1,000 damages has been
brought by Dr. and Mrs. D. F.
dolph, of Waldron, against the Wal-
dron Natural Gas Company. The com-
plaint filed stetes tant the
are the owners of shade trees in front
of their property and six of them have
been killed and the water on theh
place injured by escaping gas fro:a tha

:

!

Stout has been arrested. lplpea of the company. ;
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