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Chap. XV.Sweet. Foot Dolly.
"Trender." said Duke unexpectedly after

a silence the next morning, as we loitered
after breakfast, "pay attention to one

thing. I don't ask you for a fragment of

your past history, and I don't want to henr
anything about it. You'll say, as yet j'ou
haven't offered me your confidence, and

quite right, too, on the top of our short
acquaintance. But don't ever offer it to

me, you understand? Our friendship starts
from sunrise, morning by morning, and
lasts the day. I don't mean it shall be the
less true for that; I have a theory, that's
all."
"What is it. Straw?"
"Sufficient for the day, it's called. Provi¬

dence has elected to give us, not one exist-
encev. but so many or few. each linked to
the *ext by an insensibility.that's only
a temporary sitting, down to rest and re¬

coup outside the bourne.and intercalated
as a whole between appropriate limits."

"I don't quite understand."
"Wait a bit. Each of these existences

has its birth and death, and should be
judged apart from the others: each is pro¬
nounced upon in succession.like the beads
in a rosary.by one's familiar spirit.
heaven's representative.and its minutes
pigeon-tooled and docketed above there.
When the chain of evidence, for or against,
is complete, up these links are gathered
In' a heap and weighed in both sides of
tbe balance."

"It sounds more plausible than it is,
I think." said I, with frank discourtesy,
'.The acts of one day may influence thosw
of the next.or interminably."
"That's your lookout; but they needn't

necessarily. With each new birth comes
a new capacity for looking at things in
their right proportions."
"How far do you push your theory?"
"As far as you like. I'd have, all the

world over, a daily revival of systems."
"Government.law?"
"Certainly. Of everything."
"Then justice, Injustice, vindlctlveness,

**»ti all revive, too."
recalled; they don't re¬

vive."
"But must a criminal, for instance, be

allowed to escape because they have failed
to catch him the day he did the deed?"
"That's exactly it. It makes no differ¬

ence. He couldn't atone here for an act
committed by him during another exist¬
ence. But that particular minute goes
pretty red into its pigeon-hole, you rn/y
De sure."

"OJi, it's wild nonsense," I lfughed.
"You can't possibly be consistent..
"Can't I? Look here. Yq>' are my

friend yesterday and';to-day aid always, I
hope. I judge you daily Jn' your merits,
yet, for all I know, yor may have com¬
mitted murder in one of your past ex¬
istences?"
The blood went back upon my heart.

Then a great lorging awoke in me to tell
all to this seL'reliant soul and gain com¬
fort of my sorrow. But where was the
good In tip broad face of his theory?
"WelJ ' I said, with a sigh, "I've done

things at least I bitterly repent of."
"i'Sat's the conventional way of looking

a' it. Repentence in this wont avail a
firmer existence. Past days of mine have
iad their troubles, no doubt, but this day I
»ave before'nfe unclouded and to do what
I like with."
"Well, what shall we do with It?" said I.

"I hand it over to you to make it a happi¬
ness for me. I dare say we shall find plen¬
ty of sorrows between sunrise and evening
to give it a melancholy charm."
"Rubbish!" cried my friend. 'ICant,

cant, cant, ever to suppose that sorrow is
necessary to happiness! Don't believe the
bilious Jacqueses of Arden, who can im¬
agine no heaven that Isn't dashed with

grievances. We mortals, I tell you, have
an infinite capacity for delight; given
health, spiritualty and bodily, we could
dance in the sunbeams for eternity and
never roach a surfeit of pleasure."
"Duke," said I."may I call you Duke?"
"Of course."
"It puzzles me where you got.I don't

mean offence.only I can't help wonder¬
ing"
"How I come to have original thoughts

and a grammatical manner of speech? Look
here" he held up his stained fingers.
"aren't these the hands of a man of let¬
ters?"
"And a man of action," I said, with a

laugh. "But"
"It's no use, Rennv, I can't look further

back than this morning."
"You can recall, you know. You don't

dens* each existence that capacity?"
"Perhaps I could; but to what advan¬

tage? To shovel up a whole graveyard of
sleeping remembrances to find the seed of
one dead nettle that thrusts its head
through? No, thank you. Besides, if it
comes to that, I might put the same ques¬
tion to you."
"Oh, I can easily answer it. I get all my

way of speaking from my father first, and,
secondly, because I love books."
He looked at me oddly.
"You're a modest chicken," he said.

"But I should like to meet your father."
I could no-t echo his wish.
"Still," he went on, "I will tell you,

there was a little inexperience of mankind
in your wonder. I think.I don't fefer to
myself, of course.that no man in the world
is more interesting to talk with than the
skilled mechanic who has an individuality
and a power of expressing it in words. He
is necessarily a nnyi of cultivation, and an
'h' more or less in his vocabulary is purely
an accident of his surroundings."
At this moment Mr. Cringle tapped at

the door and walked into t'he room.
"I hope I see you ro-bust. gentlemen?

And how do you like this village of ours,
Mr. Trender?"
"It's dirty after Winton," said I.
"Ah," he said, condescendingly; 4the

clash of such enormous forces mufi' natu¬
rally rise some dust. It's a jvoUd thing,
sir, to contribit one's peck .t>~ the total. I
feel it in my little Qf/ner here."
"Why," said J. "You surprise me, Mr.

Cringle. /hi only an ignorant country
lad, of Rfurse; but it seems to me you are
quite x remarkable figure."
Hf gave an extra twist to his mustache

sua sniggereA comfortably. "Well," he
said, "it is not for me to contradict you.
eh, Mr. Straw?"
"Certainly not," said Duke; "why, you

are famous for your deeds."
"Very good, Mr. Straw, and perhaps, as

you kindly mean it in the double sense.
It's a fact, sir," he said, turning to me

again, "that my dockiments is proverbial
with the profession for correctness of
character. You mightn't think it, but it
wants some knowledge of the law's mazes
to turn a rough draft into a hold-fast agree¬
ment or Indenture."
"And you can do that,?"
"I flatter myself, Mr. Trender, that it'll

want a microseoptlc eye to find flaws in my
phraseology.vide testimonials."
He thrust back his head and expanded

his chest, as if he had just risen from a

very deep pool erf argumeat, and waved
off the subject majestically.
"But I'm overlooking my errand." said

he. "The young lady, as has called before,
Mr. Straw, rung me down just now for a

message to you."
"Oh, what was it?"
"She wanted to know if you was game for

a walk and she'd be waiting under the
market till half after 9."
"Very well," and Mr. Cringle teok him¬

self off. r

"It's Dolly Mellison," said Duke to me.
"We often go for a Sunday tramp to-

"Well, don't stop for me, If you -want
to go."
"We'll both go.why not?"
"Oh, not for anything. Fancy my In¬

truding myself on her."
"I'll answer she'll not object," said my

companion^ and again I was half-conscious
of something unusual in his tone.
"But you might," said I.
"Not a bit of It. Why should I? We're

not betrothed, you know."
He answered with a laugh, and pointed or

seemecj to point at his twisted lower limbs.
"You wouldn't believe me, would you, If 1
told you she expects you*?" he said.
"No, I shouldn't. Why, she can't even

know we're living together."
"Don't she? Bless you. Renny, for an

innocent! Do come. It'll give her pleas¬
ure."
"Oh, very well," said I, "If you put It in

that way."
What a blind fool I was! And yet I had

studied in the same school that my friend
had.
We found Dolly standing under the piazza

of Covent Garden market. She made no
movement towafd us until we were close
upon her, and then she greeted us with a

shy wriggle and a little blush, as if she
were a child tendering a posy of sweets
briar flowers to each of us. She was very
daintily dressed, with a fur tippet about
her throat, and looked as pretty as a
young Hebe.not of the meadows, but of
the fragrant compound she stood near.
"Oh," she s*id, "I didn't suppose you

would come, Mr. Trerider."
"ThereI" I cried to Duke, with perfect

good nature. "I told you I should be in
the way."
"Nonsense!" he said. "Miss Mellison

didn't mean it like that, did you Dollv?"
"Didn't I? You see how ho ". for

me, Mr. Trender." aY cW ;£iV
from him. wit}1 j rosy pout.
"Come.'" I cried gayly. "I'll risk it. I

ftfUVe believe you've the heart to be cruel,
Miss Mellisc*i."
"Thank you for the surname, and also

for telling me I'm heartless."
"You can't be that as long as mine goes

a-begging," I said, impudently.
She peeped up at me roguishly from

under her long lashes and shook her head.
"Come," said Duke, impatiently; "what

are we going to do? Don!t let's stand
chattering here all day."

"I'll tell you," I cried, in a sudden reck¬
less flush of extravagance. "Aren't there
pretty places along the Thames one can
get to from here?"
"Oh, plenty," said Duke, dryly, "if one

goes by train."
"Then let's go and make a pleasant

water party of it."
He shook his head with a set of the lips.
"Those are rare treats,' 'he said. "Our

sort can't afford such jinks except after a
deal of saving."
"I don't want you to," said I. "It's my

business, and you're to come as my guest."
"Oh, nonsense," he said, sharply; "we

can't do that."
"Please speak for yourself, -Mr. Straw,"

said Dolly. I had noticed her eyes shine at
the mere prospect. "If Mr. Trender is so
kind as to offer, and can afford it. I'm sure.
I, for one, don't intend to disappoint him."
"Can he afford it," said Duke, doggedly.
"I shouldn't propose it if I couldn't," said

I, very much on the high horse. I was feel¬
ing the dignity of property and greatly re¬
sented this cold-watering of my enthu¬
siasm.
"Of course you wouldn't," said Dolly. "I

wonder at you, Mr. Straw, for being so in¬
sulting."
"Very well," said Duke. "I meant it for

the best; but let's be off". I'm for a shallop
in Arcady, with Pleasure in a pork-pie hat
(it's very pretty, Dolly) at the helm."
We went down to Richmond by train, and

Duke.good fellow that he was.made a
merry company of us. If he felt any sore-

BOWS TO THE FRONT" THE EDICT. I THE WOMEN OF THE WORLD.

The bow which erstwhile spread its loops
across the back of milady's collar has
c hanged its position. Nowadays It occupies
s 11 the available space below her chin. It
Is planted firmly in front and extends far
out cn to the shoulders. In the back the
collars are unadorned.
The collars are of various materials. They

have one feature in common; namely, that
they are not like the gown they accompany.
On frocks of cloth they are of satin ribbon,
grid they look like magnified double "bow"
cravats. They do not have ends, but are of
two loops on each side of a knot, which
fa fastened down with a buckle.

HER MATRIMONIAL, VIEW.

She Is a little ma!d<-n of four veers with
an unbounded admiration for her b!g boy
cousin. She had evidently heard and pon¬

dered upon certain conversations of her el¬

ders, with a result for which /they were

wholly unprepared. There were guests at
dinner and there'came a sudden lull in
the give-and-take of friendly badinage,
when quickly the childish voice piped up:
"Mamma, I really think I had better marry
Jack. Yott see, I know him, and It will be
uXer."

On frocks of silk, chiffon and mousseiine
de sole are used. The loops In these are verylarge, indeed. A couple of yards of the filmy
stuff ar* tied Into a great butterfly bow
beneath the chin. The buckles worn with
these are dainty jewelled affairs, while
those which accompany the satin collars are
severe ones of silver'or gold.
Another novelty iu collars Is the lacc

Medici or Elizabethan ruff, which In the
back rises up to meet the hair, while it
dwindles to a tiny lace frill in front. Rather
heavy varieties of lace ore used for these
ruffs, in order to give them the necessary
stiffness. Even. then thoy need wire to
iold them In position in the back.

BLISSFULLY UNCONSCIOUS.
A well-known New York lawyer tells that

on one occasion he had taken his seat In
the elevator of a large building down town
whop a lady stepped in. Owing to the elec¬
tric light apparatus being out of order
the elevator was quite dark, and the new
comer, supposing that she was the sole oc¬
cupant. calmly sat down.on the lawyer'slap. Of course he expected her to get upimmediately and murmur a confused apolo¬
gy, but nothing of the sort occurred. He
was wearing a heavy Winter ulster, which
made a comfortable, soft seat, and the ladyrode up several stories and finally got out
without ever discovering her mistake.

They'Shine as Embezzlers and
Inventors, and Are Promi¬

nent in Other Lines.

They Have also Invented a New
Method of Entertainment, and

Have Found New Stars.

In these days of embezellng postmistresses
the story of Mrs. Annie Morton, of West
Newfield, Me., is an interesting one. Mrs.
Morton was the assistant of the post¬
master in the town, and as the duties of
the position were few that gentleman left
all his dntiep, except the signing of impor¬
tant documents and the drawing of his sal¬
ary, to her. Mrs. Morton is pretty and she
has a pretty woman's fondness for finery.
Therein preachers may find the cause of her
downfall. She resorted to many devices to
add to the income allowed her by the Gov¬
ernment. She set fire to some of the con¬
tents of the post office in order to recover

damages for personal property which she had
carefully remoVfed beforehand. Of course,
she did not allow much money to leave the
office through the mails. She started ani¬
mated correspondences with various per¬
sons whom she regarded as charitably dis¬
posed and likely to be lenders. With the
proceeds ahe attained that degree of ele¬
gance In dressing which made her the pride
of West Newfield. And now she is being
tried before officers of the United States,
and all for her laudable effort to keep
abreast of the style. /

To the women of the Mehoken Club of
Chicago the gratitude of the community is
due for a new method of amusing the femi¬
nine world. They call it a "celebrity
party," and it consists of gazing scarchiug-
ly upon the photographs of prominent men.
This is the way the Menoken Club women

managed their entertanment: After tho
usual interchange of compliments on Spring
millinery the women were arranged in cir-
cle^ of ten. Each circle was provided with
a photograph marked No. 1, the name of
the picture being marked on the score card.
So the game progressed to Mo. 20. The
competitors marked what they conceived to

ncss over his rebuff he hid it out of sight
mo3t effectually.

It was early in November.a beautiful,
sparkling morning; and though, of course,
too late in the year for the bulk of holi¬
day makers, the river yet bore a fairish
sprinkling of pleasure craft on -its^sllvery
stretclies".
We wore neither of us great oarsmen and

at first made but poor way, owing to a ten¬
dency Duke of the iron sinews showed to
pulling me completely round. But present¬
ly we got into a more presentable swing
and fore-reaclicd even upon a skiff or two
whose occupants had treated us to some
good-humored chaff upon our starting.
Teddington lock and weir were a sore

trial to us; but, once through one peril and
by the other, we fell to leisurely work up
the long preen reach beyond, and lapsed
into full enjoyment of our holiday.
"Woa!" cried Duke. "Tills pulling is

harder than pulling pr/ofs, Renny. Let's
stop by the bank and rest a bit."
AVe ran the boat's nose aground, fastened

her painter to a stump and settled down
for a talk.
"Enjoyingryourself, Dolly?" asked Duke,

mopping his forehead.
"Yes, of course.thanks to Mr. Trender."
"This is a fine variety on our walks, isn't

it?" 4

"Oh, they're jolly enough when you're in
a good temper."
"Am I not always?"
"Oh, I don't know. Sometimes you say

things I don't understand."
"See there. Renny." cried Duke, "If I ex¬

press myself badly she calls me cross."
"It isn't that," said the girl. "I know

I'm Ignorant and you're clever, but you
seem to read me and then say things out of
yourself that have nothing to do with me.

just as if I were a book, and you a.what
do they call it?.cricket or something."
We both laughed aloud.
"Oh. Dolly," said Duke, "what pretty Imp

taught you satire? You can't have pricked
it out of Ripley's pamphlets with you nee¬
dle. Are you a book, too, Air. Tr.ender?"
"Oh. no! He talks what I can under¬

stand."
"Better and better! But take comfort,

Renny; you're downed in sweet company."
"Hush." said Dolly; "it's Sunday."
She dabbled her slender hand in the water

and drew it out quickly.
"Oh," she cried, "it's co'.d. I hope we

sha'n't he upset. Can you swim, Mr. Tren¬
der?"
"Yes, like a duck."
"That's a comfort, if I fall in. Mr. Straw,

here, can't."
"I'm built top-heavy," said Duke, "but

I'd try to save you, Dolly."
The girl's eyes shone v h a momentary

remorseful pity.
"I know you would," she said, softly;

"you aren't one to think about yourself,
Duke. How I wish I sould swim! I don't
believe there can be cnything in the world
like getting that medal they give you for
saving people from drowning. Have yoji

Dolly Mellison, "Sweet, Poor Dolly."
An- innocent, sweet-tempered girl, who

comes into prominence With Duke. She
strangely affects the cripple's life and vi¬
tally concerns more than one other charac¬
ter in the story.
ever saved any one, Mr. Trender?"
Oh, gentle hand to deal so cruel a stroke!

For a moment my smoldering sense of guilt
flamed up blood-red.
"No, no," I said, with a forced laugh.

"I'm not like Duke. I do think of myself,
I'm afraid."
We lapsed into silence, out of which

came Dolly's voice presently, murmuring a

queer little doggerel song that seemed apt
to her childish nature:
" 'Who owns that house on yonder hill?'
Said the false black knight to the pretty

little child on the road.
'It's my father's and mine,'
Said the pretty little child scarce seven

years old.
" 'Will you let me in?'
Said the false black knight to the pretty

little child on the road.
'Oh, no; not a step,'
Said the pretty little child scarce seven

years old.

be the names of the pictured gentlemen on

their score cards and the woman who made
the lagest number of correct guesses won

the prize.

Mrs. John Miller's name should be blessed
by every one who expects ever to be in a

fire. Mrs. Miller has invented a cap which
enables Its wearer to walk through fire and
smoke without much inconvenience^ The
"fireman's cap," as it is called, though any
one can use It, is made of fine strips of
asbestos conformed to the shape of the
head. It is held fast in place by a-rubber
baud, making It absolutely air tight. Its
weight is only sixteen ounces, and it is so

constructed as to enable a person to carry
it on the arm without inconvenience. There
is a strip of mica before the eyes so no in¬
convenience is suffered in this respect. A
silk sponge, through which no smoke can

possibly enter, but which permits the in¬
gress of air in plentiful quantities, fills an

aperture for the mouth, and when properly
adjusted the cap Is so simple that its effi¬
cacy is apparent at a glance.

Mrs. Felton, of Georgia, Is a woman who
considers that the whole duty of the politi¬
cian's wife is not comprised in the giving
of afternoon teas. Her husband, who is
seventy years old, is contesting the seat cf
Judge Maddox, in the House of Representa-
tires. She is forty, and bright, adroit and
forceful. So far she has done all thfe work
In preparing her husband's side of the case
in the contest, and those who have exam-

ined the papers and the evidence declare
that they have been more ably prepared
than those in any other contest during the
session, A woman who can do politicalwork so well is able to represent a district.

Mrs. Fleming, of Harvard Observatory,
has been star-gazing to excellent purpose.
She has discovered four of the fourteen
new stars discovered in the last three hun¬
dred years. Her contributions to astro¬
nomical knowledge consists in locating
stars in the constellations of Perseus, Nor¬
ma, Carina and Centaurus.

Of great riches there Is no real use, ex¬
cept R be In the distribution; the rest is
but conceit.

y'T,he» 1 wish you deaf and dumb,'
Said the fajso black knight to the pretty

little child on the road.
'And I wish you the same with a blister
o .1 ii your tongue!"
Said the pretty little child scarce seven

years old."
d,d you Iearu that?','

said Duke, with a laugh, as Dolly oeased,
river

drcaming out upon the shining
t know -vou were listening.what

MSfMLT'" *. «

. Nrhere J'ou Pick it up?"
thii.i- ^ f know. .Mother used to sing It, I
Am' v,ilGn 1 was a little girl."

e .must question lier," said I.
Mother's dead," said Dolly.

I con Id have bitten out my tongue What
a floundering fool I was!
*r!tUlle again exerted himself to put mat-

. <r» .
a comfortable footing.

ho- °i k ailid 1 art> botb orphans," said
he, babes in old Itipley's wood."

broke in
am tiie remoi'se'ess ruffian," I

Look-'' t Y?1! dld0't kn°w, of course,
i-ook at that girl on the bank, with the

horse.
G' mlght be ricl,nS a hobby-

s£e a beauty," said Dolly, en¬

viously. Her own subscribing to the out¬
rageous fashion then fortunately in its de¬
cay was limited to her slender means, and
the necessities of her work.

her?""saidni.t m<?an to "say you admire

"Don't I, Mr. Trender? Just as she'd
admire me if I was dressed like that "

n«n £en forbld. Dolly. I wont call you
Dolly if you call me Mr. Trender."

,?nt-y0U' now? Upon my word, you've
got the impudence of twenty "

"w/plS.'Sr'Vffi^rr'i1 " """ a

town r»i,"lP\8! Kingston, a cockney
rov. n we all fought shv of, and on hv
grassy reaches as far as' Hampton Bridge
where we disembarked. litre was a pleas¬
ant waterside inn, with a lawn sIopIm
down to the embankment, and, sitting in
its long co(fee room, we made a hefrtv
dinner and a merry company. Dolly was
flushed and happy as a young naiad when
^ve returned to our boat, and she riDp'ed
with laughter and sweetness There ?s no

n.® 'hat even the tender Hebes of life
improve upon their dainty selves after a

tiou.
surety of healthy diges-

Ghap. XVI..-A Fateful Accident.
We loitered on the river till the short

day was threatening dusk, and then we
weie still no further on our homeward
Tanttioan m hal!f ^mile short of Kingston.

tt.1® cold wind, moreover, was begin¬
ning to whine and scratch over the sur¬
face of the water, and Dolly pulled her

UPP,et. closer about her bosom, feeling
chilled and inclined to silence.

( opie, said Duke, "we must put our

fock be'fore^dirk°" W* get into thp

Hi?
go through!it6?"" Weedy d00rS" Must v''°

"I'm afraid so," said Duke; "but," he

w5if'r,m e:fiiy. "don't you be nervous.
Me 11 run you down and through before

^ount slowly/® C°Unt a hundrcd-if you

She sunk back in her seat with a frieht-

ffDhl h?q and, gasped ^e rudder lines as

ti Thl h V.i°nJy couid fhe hold on t0 safe¬
ty. The dusk dropped about us as we pulled
vwh 1a 1 5s we mi£ht. and presently we

brpkSfromedthePg?rLearlrig * stra^led sob

.,+h?hU.'<nald D"ke, pausing for a moment,
this vv ill ne\er do, Dolly. Why, you can't

you?
w two such knights to protect

, ''I/?11'' help it," said the poor child, fair¬
ly crying now. "You don't know anything
about the river, either of you? aud a d
mayn't I get out and walk?"

U

very well. One of us will go with vou
while the other pulls the boat down. 6nlv
nL^nUSt 5et a^oss first. Steady, now,
Kenny, and cheer up Doll, and put h^r
nose to the shore opposite "

had drifted some little distance since
hist easy d and a dull booming, that

was in our ears at the time, had increased
to a_ considerable roar.

, 7,?Ive way!" cried Duke; turn her, Dol¬
ly .

The girl tugged at the right line, gave a
gasp, dropped everything, scrambled to her
feet, and screamed in a dreadful voice-.
We are going over the weir!"
'Sit down!" shouted Duke. "Pull, Rennv

like a madman.
¦y'

He shipped his oar, forced the girl into a
sitting posture and clutched the inner line
all in a moment. His promptitude saved
us. I fought at the water with my teeth
set; the boats nose plunged into tlie bank
" h.f s.hock that sent us two sprawling
? boats stern swung round dizzily.
But before she could cast adrift again I
was on my knees and seized at a projecting
root with a grasp like Quasimodo's.
"Hold on!" cried Duke, "till I come ta.

now "
S 811 Dolly; you're quite safe

He crawled to me and grasped the root
in his more powerful hands.
"Now," he said, "you take the painter

nn£ .t and drag us higher, out of the
P«ll of the water, f'll help you the best I

I complied, and presently the boat was
drawn to a point so far above as to leave
a wide margin for safety.
We took our seats to pull across, with a

look at one another of conscious guilt
Dolly sat quite silent and pale, though she
shivered a little.

FOR HOUSEWIVES.
Keep your temper. It Is worth more to

you than to any one else.
Door plaites can be cleaned by rubbing

with a cloth wet with ammonia and water.
Don't upset the whole house at once. It

would make it inconvenient for your fune¬
ral.
Don't go looking like a witch. With fa¬

cilities for divorce on every side, it isn't
safe.
Don't neglect the meals. You can't work

well on an empty stomach, nor drive an

engine without fuel.
Before papering a wall that has been

whitewashed, wash" the walls off with a
cloth wet In vinegar or strong saleratus
water.
Don't worry. "Care killed the cat."

Plan the work In advance. A campaign
well laid out is half the battle. Use
method; your head is a very good thing to
save your heels.
In cleaning cellar and garret remember

that old woollens invite the presence of
moths, who will not hesitate to attack
your best clothes en route. Make a grand
holacaust of useless treasures, that the
evilly disposed microbe may find no place
for the sole of his foot.
To make whitewash for celiir put two

quarts unslaked lime in a pail, and pour
over it two or three quarts of boiling
water. Cover. When cold add enough cold
water to make It about the consistency of
cream,, half-cup of salt and a little blu¬
ing. Apply with a whitewash brush or

old broom. Lime is a great purifier.
Before the campaign opens lay in a stock

of tacks, stove polish, furniture polish,
carpet thread, brushes large and small,
cotton and flannel cleaning cloths galore!
rattans for beating dust from furniture,
lime for whitewash, household ammonia
sapolio, soap, chamois skin, sweet oil and
rottenstone,. whiting, and above all patience
ad Infinitum.
Linseed oil and turpentine in equal parts

well mixed and applied in small quantities
with a soft piece of cotton will restore de¬
faced varnish. Repeat several times if

necessary, then wipe the mixture entirely

"We didn't Know the river, and that's a
fact," whispered Duke to me. "Of course
we ought to have remembered the lock's
the other side."
We pulled straight across; then Duke

said: "Here's the shore, Dolly. Now, you
and Trender get out, and I'll take the
boat on."
"By yourself? No, I wont. I feel safe

with you."
I felt the prick of a small dagger of.

jealousy, I was going to say, but that
seems ridiculous.
"Very well." he answered gently. "We'll

all go on together. There's really no dan¬
ger now we know what we're about; but
never stand up in a boat, Dolly, however
frightened you may be."
She said, "No, Duke," In a poor, little

quaking voice.
Ills tone of confidence was premature, as

events showed, though 1 was the gainer,
in one way, by Dolly's first rejection of my
escort
We pulled into the lock cutting without

further mishap, though the girl shrunk and
blenched as we slid past, at a safe dis¬
tance, the oblique comb of the weir. In
the deep dusk it seemed lashing itself into
a roar of baffled fury over our escape.

It was some minutes before the lock-
keeper answered to our ringing calls, and
then the sluices had to be raised and the
lock filled from our side. The clash and
thunder of the hidden water as it fell into
the_j)it below sounded dismal enough in
the darkness, and must, 1 knew, be dinning
fresh terror into the heart of our already
stricken naiad. But the hollow noise died
off in due course, the creaking gatt> lum¬
bered open and we floated with a sigh of
relief into the weltering pool be3'ond.
The sluices rattled down behind us, the

keeper walked round to the further gate,
and his figure appeared standing out
against the sky, toiling with bent back at
tlie levers. Suddenly i, who had been pull¬
ing bow, felt myself tilting over in a
curious manner.
"Hullo!" I cried. "What's up with the

boat?"
In one moment I heard a loud shout come

from the man at the gates, and saw Dolly,
despite her warning, stand hurriedfly lip
and Duke made a wild clutch at her; the
next, the skiff reeled under me ami I was
spun, kicking and struggling, into the
water.
An accident, common enough and bad

enough to those who know little of Thames
craft, had befallen us. We had got the
boat's stern jammed upon a side beam of
the lock, so that her nose dropped with the
sinking water. ^

I rose at once in a black swirl. The
skiff, jerked by our unceremonious exit,
floated unharmed in the lock, but she
floated empty. Iiisen to the surface, how¬
ever, almost with me, Duke's dark head
emerged close by 'her, so that with one
frantic leap upward he was able to reach,
her thwarts, to which he clung.
"Dolly!" he gasped."DoMy!"
I had seen her before he'could cry out

again, had seized and was struggling with
her.
"Don't hold me!" I cried; "let me go,

Dolly, and I'll save you."
She was quite beyond reason, deaf to

anything but the despairing call of life.
In another instant, I knew, we should
both go under and be dragged into the rush
of the sluices. My lungs pumped like pis¬
tons, as, seeing the uselessnes.s of trying
to unclasp her hands. I fought to throw
myself and her toward ithe side of the lock
nearest. It was touch and go at the best.
The water was bubbling in my mouth,
when I felt a great iron hook whipped Into
the collar of my coat and we were both
hauled to the side.
"Hold on there, mat*," cried the lock-

keeper, "while I get your boat under."
I had caught at a dangling loop of chain;

but even so the weight of my almost sense¬
less burden threatened to drag me down.
"Be quick!" I gasped. "I'm pretty near

spent."
With the same grapnel he caught and

towed the boat, Duke still hanging to !t. to
where I clung, and leaped down himself
into it.
"Now." he said, "get a leg over and

you're right."
It was a struggle even then, for Dolly

would not let me out of her agonized
clutch. not till we could lay her, white as
a storm-beaten lily, on the bottom boards.
Then we turned and seized Duke over the
thwarts and he tumbled In and lay in a
heap, quite exhausted.
His mind relieved, our preserver took off

his cap, scratched his forehead and spat
into the water.
"I've known a many wanting your luck."

he said, gruffly. "What made you do it,
now?"
Judging our ignorance to be by no means

common property, I said: "Ah, what?" in
the tone that suggests acquiescence, or
wonder, or even a secret reason for the
catastrophe, just as one's hearers may
agree to accept It, and asked him if he had
a fire handy.
"There's a bright one burning inside," he

said. "You're welcome to It."
He punted the boat to a shallow flight of

steps, oozy with slime, that led to the^bank
above, where his cottage was.
"We'll carry the gal to it," said he. "See

If she can move herself."
I bent down over the prostrate figure. It

looked curiously youthful and slender in
its soaked and clinging garments.
"Dolly." I whispered, '"there's a fire

above. Will you let me carry you to it?"
I thought my voice might not penetrate

to her dulled senses, but to my wonder she
put her arms round my neck Immediately.
"Yes," she moaned, "I'm so cold. Take

me to the warmth or I shall die."
We lifted her out between us and carried

her Into the house kitchen. There a good¬
ly blaze went coiling up the chimney and
the sight was reviving in itself.
"Shall we leave you here alone a bit?"

said I, "to rest and recover? There's to be
no more of the river for us. We'll walk the
distance tihat remains."

STUDYING AT THIRTY-SIX YEARS.

Lydla Blackburn, of Chicago, was first
seized with the desire for learning when
she was thirty-five years old and the
mother of a boy of eighteen. She is a

colored woman, and now at the age of
thirty-six she enjoys the distinction of
being the oldest pupil in the public day
schools of the Windy/City. She was born
in Kentucky, and lived there until 1879,
when she moved to Indianapolis. She had
already married, and the thought ,of going

I
to school did no> occur to her. But when
she came to Chicago the intellectual influ¬
ence of the city began to stir in her, and
a year ago she entered the night school.
When the night school ^session ended

Mrs. Blackburn could not bear to give up
study, however, and applied for permission
to attend the day school. This was

granted her. and she is now in the fourth
grade. Besides attending school, Mrs.
Blackburn kee$s house cosily, and in the
evening she n'nd her son study together.

Shoe cabinets of fine wood and glass are

constantly gaining favor. The increasing
demand for ^hoes of many sorts makes some
su,cii device essential, and dealers have had
the wisdom to convert the necessity into a
decorative object.

She gave me a quick glance, full of a
pathetic gratitude, and whispered: "Yes;
I'd better be alone."
"And if you take my advice," said our

host, "you'll strip off them drownded pettl-
cuts and wrap yourself in a blanket I'll
bring you while they're a-drying; wait,
while I fetch it."
A'g he went out Dolly beckoned me quick¬ly to her.
"I heari;l you tell me to leave go," she

said, hurriedly, in a low voice, "but I
couldn't.Renny, I couldn't; and you saved
my life."
Iier lips were trembling and her eyesfull of tears. She clasped her hands and

held them entreatlngly toward me.
A gust of some strange feeling.someyearning sense of protection toward thia

pretty, lovable child.flooded my heart.
"You poor little thing!" I whispered, in

a pitying voice, and, taking her two hands
in one of mine, I passed my other arm
round her.
Then she lifted her face eagerly, and I

bent and softly dropped a kiss' on her
warm, wet lips.
The moment I had done It I felt theshame of my action.
"There, dear, forgive me," I said. "Like

you, Dolly, I couldn't let go sit once," and
our friend returning just then with theblanket, we left the girl to herself andstepped outside.
A queer exultant feeling was on me.a

sense as of the lightening 0f some overbur¬dening oppression. "A life for a life."Why should the words ring triumphantlyIn my brain 1 might earn for my breasta cuirass of meda'ls such as Dollv had de¬sired, and what would their weight be as«et m the scale against the one existencehad terminated?
+.J.,t;rhraf's }} was not that. Perhaps it wasthat I felt myself for the first tftae innathev-t0,w ,7U,h * yearning human lym-

* i
Its tender neighborhood taughtSw Ji bre®Jh ,t0 reaP°et and stand 'bvwhat was nobtle in myself, and not to leta single morbid Impulse forever color anddebase my free personality. The shadowthat must of course remain with me al-v,ays, I would not have away, but would

m* t
it; ceased to dominate my soul'sbirthright of independence.There was in my heart no love for Dollv-no passion of that affinity that draws

Th^U woa. i
rhe destiny that is human,.here was only the pitying protectivepvw/V Y camf' to man through tiie angelsami, hu its sensual surrender, marked theirtln»H^m.d Vlnlty; If *'as »*w to me^thiatingling sense of giving, where before ToniLt80 « n
dninl1 'humility. New but

To rtfe^nr? other'-s torturing rapture.
. 3, end, without one thought of wiverKg- siWifv?6 the

Suddenly 1 remembered, with a remorse.

*rLSit £};
" 1 cried. "come out and let's sen,"'e can ,rl° for a «*«*. You'll get thafrost In your lungs sitting there."

*V>" .S'^s,o'
. .^AiSike'V said our host laconically
nf if/ p r'00r felIow-. "and enough

r,
make your hair curl."

ns w'e him into the houseS*?. ";?s made to swallow at a gtilnthree finger-breadths in a tumbler ofthetaw spirit. Then, after a time, the coloi
to'hlsJ limbs!' hiS Cb0ekS' the re3tored nervei
At ttiat our kindly bost made us strl'n

cftnid^n? i,ng us w'ith what coverings hacould produce, set us and our soaked be¬longings before n second fire in his little
oin mi. ;1IU .°n,,y -left US when summonedhniVil^ £? hiTS, ''"siness. As the door closedbehind him Duke turned to me. A sort ofpatient sorrow was on his face-an expres-cLiid aof°LHren/ncilltir0n of some frvore<i
better fancy.I cannot express it

"Doll TrYed '^er ln?" he Sald QuletJy-
"Where is she?"
"Baking before the kitchen Are. She'llbe ready before we are."
"Well.J had no right. What a chanter

wiw?1 P^' T'ieu 1,e turned upon man it a a sudden clap of Jlerceneas. "Wh?did you ever propose this trip? I tried t«n?ooU'a e-/.°5' nnrl you miRht have known Iwas an idiot on the 'water."
"My good l#uke," I answered, with a cool,ness that covered a tine glow of heatthat don t sound very gracious. I meantit for a pleasure party, of course. Acci'

ym knnw ,,t matters under human control,
lie struck his knee savagely.these0"'"' he mUttered' "or 1 shouldn't have

!lrp jn. ® moment the sweetness cameilnVpS 8 facc' 'ind he cried with a smile,liajf humorous and all pathetic: *

Here s the value of my Philosophy. I'mno more consistent than a Ripley pamphletT^or?'« ia <luarter1 80 amusing. But.oh, ifI (had only learned to swim!"

To be continued to-morrow. This storybegan in the Journal April 27.

A Supplement of the Journal
containing the first seven chap¬
ters of " The IMill of Silence '

will be mailled to any address
upon receipt of a two cent
stamp.

CHIFFON.
A new and popular style of eveningsleeve is made of tulle, In a succession offlounces made bouffant by a lining of silk.
Embroidered fropt breadths are seen

upon some recent Paris gowns. It is pre¬dicted that they are the forerunners oftrimmed skirts.
Black satin and gauze sparkling withdiamond spangles and further adornedwith a garniture of roses partly rested in

a mass of the gauze, makes a fetching cos¬
tume recently brought from the other side.
Some few Summer gowns show small

flounces at the hem, w^hlch are made to
take scalloped lines and are trimmed with
narrow black band of velvet ribbon.
A novelty recently seen is a tracing o!

steel or jet. beads down each seam of a
white satin skirt.
Red has almost entirely disappeared from

gowns for evening wear, but is in higlf
favor for costumes designed for the street,
most of which show a hint of crimson
somewhere In the make-up.

CHOCOLATE CAKE.
For this cake are l-equlred two cups of

loaf sugar rolled fine, three-quarters of a
pound of butter, one cup of milk, five
eggs, one-quarter of a pound of sweet
chocolate, three cups of flour and one and
a half teaspoonfuls of baking powder.
Mix In the usual order, flnly grate the

chocolate and beat it into the batter before
adding the flour. Bake In layers.
For the filling mix one pound of sugar

with one gill of water, and add to thewhites of three eggs beaten stiff. Grate
one-quarter of a pound of sweet chocolate
and stir In well, then boll until the mixture
thickens, stirring all the time. After re¬
moving the pan from the fire, beat in on*
grated cocoanut, and add vanilla to tast6.

BIBLICAL. LOBE

She and he were witnessing a thrilling
melodrama, the third act of which the pro¬
gramme called "Jacob and Esau."
"What does that mean, anyhow?" be

asked.
"Whv, you know," she said, vagnely

"that in the Bible about the mess of potasV


