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injured and wrathtul glances from my
fellow voyagers, that I finally aban-

cumbed to the glare, heat and general
stufiness of the salon.

Too sluggish to give more than half
attention to the book 1 was reading, 1
ensconced myself comfortably in a cor-
ner, with cushions at my back and an
incandescent light directly aver my
head, and proceeded in a desultory
fashion to inspect my traveling com-
panions. Some, like myself, were pre-
tending to read. Some were dozing,
and a few were simply sitting—waiting
for svmething to happen. It occurred
to me that the only passengers who
were not distinctly bored, were a group
of six or seven gathered about the pi-
apo. When I looked closer and per-
celved who were in that group | did
not wonder. A man with a gray beard
was sitiing on the stool. Near him
stood a beautiful young girl with a vio-
Hn. She had been playing the inter-
mezzo from Cavalleria Rusticana, rath-
er well | also recogrized some young
men, who were returning bome afler a
year or two's study of music in Paris

and Berlin, They hiad been honoring
one another with varlous exhibitions
of skill, but just then were engaged in
chaffing the gray beard.

“Ah, do sing for us'” exclaimed the
youpg girl, with extravagant emphasis,
“] am sure you have ta!'nt, I can tell
it by the noble line of your brow.” Her
beautiful eyes when turned on the old-
er man, were very pleading, but behind
his back she gave the youngsters a
killing wink. And they were hugely
flattered by this dit of by-play, and at
once began vieing with each other im
elaborate efforts to cajole the stranger.

Finally, to my surprise, he did sing.
He gave them a queer, outlandish song,
in a cracked and quavering voice. They

pretended to be in raptures. And the

more they urged, the more he sang—
simple hearted and obliging.

This little farce continued through-
out the voyage. Not content whth
amusing themselves at the expense of
the feeble old singer, these young hu-
morists sought to enlarge his audience.
I heard one little girl rush up to her
parents and say—"Oh% we are having
guch fun! We tell him his songs are
tovely, and then we look at each other
and laugh!” This child was a mere
infant, and her fond mother smiled ad -
miringly upon her, and then glanced
proudly over her little curly head at
me.

Toward the close of the trip, the last
day out, in fact, the lovely violinist
proposed that he give a concert for the
benefit of the crew. In reply to his
suggestion that she joln him in the
programme, she sald that she would
pot dream of matching her poor talent
with his! Tbus ssying she turned her
back, and glanced significantly at the
others present. Smiles of sympathy
greeted her 8he was very beautiful.

I smliled too. At last I began to smile,
and then my smile broadened into a
laugh, and 1 choked, and had to lrave
the room. ] returned just in time to
uear that old fool- | beg your pardon - -
that most amiable clown, copsent to
give the concert.

Ag he did so, 2 grave child In brown,
who had been all alone but a silent ob-
server like myself, left her seat and
same hurriedly to his side. She lookeidl
ap at him with gentle determination.
‘No, don't give the concert,” she said,
‘the people are all thinking about
landing, and won't listen. It would
simply be kindness thrown away.”

“You don't like to bear me sing?" l

“Not now,” she answered, bravely
meeting his gaze. Then she added,
zlancing at the others with a half smile
that bespoke her less the child than I
had fancied: "“We are a very egotisti-
*al set, you know, and are little inter-
ssted in anybody's talents but our
>wn.” '

The man’s eyes flashed with a sud-
len resolution; but the next instant.
ae simpered fatuously, and said: *I
will sing to-night. I will sing just one
song, and it shall be for you'! Now I
must go—and shave.” ‘

They all laughed. And the girl in
prown flushed painfully—he ought to'
have taken her kindly hint, instead of’
which he was rendering her ridiculous! j
I smiled; at least I commenced to
smile, but it ended In a laugh.

That evening he was late in joining.
:hem; but when he did enter the salon,
he sirode straightway to the piano—
took his seat—and commanded their
wttention by one, sweeping, masterful
shord.

What was this? The lovely violinist
lorgot to solicit appreciative glances
from the assembly,

A graceful, rippding prelude, and then
nis magnificent volce burst forth in
111 its fullness. They were amazed—
stunned! They forgot where they were
—where they had been, where they
were going—in the one overwhelming}
tonsciousnass of that superb voice!

Leaving the piano, he bowed low to
the little lady in brown. He was
shaved; they recognized s
the famous baritone.

‘This time I di. not even begin to
smile, I laughed from the outset.

You see I had always claimed that
my friend was as great an actor, as
musician, This trip proved it. He had
boarded the Lucania too late to have]
nis name entered on the passenger Hst.
And he vowed he would enjoy the free-
fom of his vocation, and his barbarous
veard, up to the day of landing in New
York,

"Brown” had the yleunre af hnrlng
the opou fmm ® ho L

SINGER’S RUSE

It was-one of mase cold rainy days,
Everybody knows what tha! means on
shipboard: the deserted decks flooded
with water and the saloon ecrowded
with lstless and unhappy passengers.
Each time 1 thrust my nose cutside, a
flerce gust of rain and fog tore the
door from my grasp. Invoking such

doned all hope of fresh air, and soc-

ing & long heiithr L . }mr madesty s 0X- .

Tom.
“If it's anythiak Hke the larst three
you've ‘ad, you'd better git it away,
replied Dick, sulkily.
“Have you heard of Stephen Brockle-
herst, who lives at 136 High st?”

“No, I ain™t, What i3 he?’

*‘Five years ago he was a poor tele-
graph clerk and be married a lady
telegraph clerk. The lady's uncle
took it into his hetd to die and .eave
$1060,000 to his nlece, and Stephen Broc-
klehurst i{s now a private gentleman
living on his wife's legacy.”

**And does the gent keep much of 'is
'ard earned money at ‘ome?” asked
Dick, eagerly. '

““No. but he has a check book, and
that Is just ws good.”

**Not unless we can persuade him to
sign a check piyablé to us.”

**That is just what I intend that he
shall do.”

*How ?”

“*Well, his wife has a little dog, of
which she is very fond. We must first
steal that dog, and then—"

Three days later, as Mr. Stephen
Brocklehurst was leaving his home af-
ter breakfast, he was met by “Gentle-
man"” Tom, who stopped him and said:
“Can you tell me where Mr. Brockle-
hurst lives?”

'l am Stephen Brocklehurst,”
the reply.

**How fortunate' I have found a
dog which corresponds to the descrip-
tton of the toy terrier which you have
advertised as lost.”

**That is good news. |
you well, {f—-"

I want no reward, sir. | am not
rich, but 1 am rather proud. and you
may have the dog with pleasure, if it
{s yours. Will you come to my house
and see it?”
**Thanks; 1 will.”
Stephen Brocklehurst and ‘“Gentle-
man” Tom then walked down a street
leading to a lower class district, enter-
ed a house, and there, sure enough, was
the lost toy terrier. Btephen stooped
to pick up the delighted little animal;
then, to his astonishment, he was sud-
denly seized by four strong arms. Be-
fore he could offer the slightest resist-
ance he was bound hand and foot, and
a gag was securely tied over his mouth.
**One ‘arf o the job's over,” said
Dick.

**Couldn't have been done better,”
sald Tom: “loosen the gag a little.”
Dick did as directed, and then Tom,
addressing Mr. Brocklehurst, said:
“We are badly in want of $2,600. If
you will sign a check for that smount,
we will let you go. Otherwise—well,
we are desperate men In desperate cir-
cumstances.”

Stephen Brocklehurst flushed angri-
ly, but, calming himself, he said, quite
coolly: *“I'm sorry, but my check book
is at home.”

*“That is immaterial. -1 will feteh {t
for you. Write a note to your wife,
asking her to send it on.”

“I’ll be hanged if I do!"

“Very well, then. We will leave you
here until you change your mind.
Your hands shall be free, so that you
may summon us by ringing this bell,
but you must pardon us for tightening
the gag and strapping you more Bge-
curely to this rather uncomfortable
bed."’

The two rogues then left the room.
As souon as they had gone Stephen
Brockiehurst pulled out a note book,
and on one page rapidly scribbled the
following hieroglyphics:
Explanation.

Send e — . ™ ..

police e — e —  —

was

I will reward

— e —— e e

['m .
imprisoned

there
He then put the note book in his
pocket. He had only been left alone
about three minutes when he called to
his jallers.

“I might as well give way,”
“bring me pen and ink.”
“Now let me have some paper—but,
no, perhaps a leaf out of my packet
book will be better.”

Stephen pulled out his notebook, and
on the reverse side of the sheet on
which he had previously scribbled the
dots and dashes, he wrote:

“Dear Maud—I1 have forgotten my
checkbook. Please send it per bearer,
You will find it in my desk. Yours in
baste, Stephen.”
Tom then went to Stephen’'s resi-
dence, while Drick remained on guard.
Mrs. Brocklehurst fead the note, and,
without the least suspicion, went up-
stairs to fetch the checkbook. Not un-
til then did she observe the hierogly-
phics on the other side of the sheet of
paper.

As previously explained, Mr. and Mrs,
Brocklehurst were ex-telegraph clerks,
The hleroglyphics were words written
according to the telegraphic system of
dots and dashes. It was a message,
~nd it read:

“Send police to 24 Blank st. I'm im-
(isoned there.”

Mrs. Brocklehurst did her best to
vtrol her feelings, and she gave di-
.ections to a servant, who left the
wouse by a back door, In order to
zain time, she begged her visitor to
wait a few minutes while she wrote a
letter to hey hushand. The letter was
full of meaningless nothings, for she
knew the bearer would open it as soon
ag he left the house.

‘At last the letter was finished, and
unsuspicious Tom hagtened to Blank
st. Stephen was then commanded to
make out the check,

As bhe was filling in the blanks, he
was interrupted by a loud hammering
on the front door.

The door was forced apen, four po-
licomen entered, ancl Tom and

were arvested,

There is nothing further of interest
to add o0 this trye story, except that
Messrs. Tom and Dick are now spend-
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“I've got an ides,” said “Gentleman® |

| Her Brother.”

| wasted on a Dbrother,
ter, It is e if he were 2 mirror into

‘found to be reffeciis

Jeorge was nine years ol@ and Lulu
was eleven when the little town where

attacked by the Sioux Indianms.

The Indians spared no one. Even
Dutch Charley’s houge was burned and
all his family killed although he had
been a great friend of the Sioux. The
only house left was that of Judge
Waldron, the father of these two chil-
dren. This house was bullt right into
a hill, and the Judge had forty Spring-
field rifles and plenty of ammuiition

So when the Sloux after setting on
fire all the others drew near to his
house, with terrible war ecries, the
Judge made ready to defand it. He
sent George and Lulu with the two-
vear-old baby, Gusslie, up-stairs. To
the two eldest children he gave some
plain directions.

The first direction was to put baby
Gussie carefully between two feather
beds '§c she would not hear the terrible
cries of the Indians. or the sound of
the guns. Perhaps he had another rea-
son for putting her there. Bullets
will not easily penetrate anythihg sc
soft as a feather bed. and she would
be safe there. So George and Lalun
tucked her carefully between the
feather beds, leuving a brenthlng‘ holo
for her.

“Try and keep her sti]l,” said
mamma. She was quite paleg, but she
spoke quletly. “We will all do our

best and perbaps the troops may
come.”

“All right, mother,” replied Georgo
cheerfully.

Then they followed the other direc-
tion—to take their places by one of
the loop holes with thelr rifles in hand.
For this boy and girl could use a rifie
ag well as thelr father and mother.
Their brave hearte beat fast, but they
held their rifies steadily, The sav-
age cries drew nearer.

“L.,ulu,” said their father, “you and
Georgle must alm carefully, but do
not fire untii you hear us do so.”

“Yes, papa,” answered Lulu. They
could see far off over the hills some-

of Indians coming.
But all at once it grew sirangely
silent. Not a war-whoup was heard.
What had happened? Were the Sloux'!
retreating, or only making believe re-
treat. 8o as to throw them off thair
guard? There was a brief moment of
great anxlety. and then Lulu's quick
ear caught the sound of hoof-beats un-
like those of the Indian ponies,
“Georgle,” she whispered, “I do not
see the Sioux. Can it be those wero
troops on the hill?™ But befors
George could answer a bugle rang out,
there was the soft thunder of swift-
coming-horses and the flashing of
Ubited States cavalry sahbres!
As a shrill bugle peal rang in at
the quickly-opened door Baby Gussie
spoke. “Gusaie likes the nest,” she
said, “and Gussie likes the horses, but
she loves the bugle.”
That nignt they all slept at the
fort. When the Judge went to look for
his home the next morning the house
was in ashes, but to show that they
were friendly to the family, the S8ioux
had set the furniture safely outside.
This was in 1862, and when Mra,
‘Waldron died recently, the BSioux
mourned for her after their fashion,
and the other day as her busband
passed by the door of his parlor he
saw a squaw called Black Hawk stand-
ing before her portrait and talking to
it. No member of this family has
ever spoken an untrue word to an In-
dien, and perhaps this is a reason for
the friendliness shown by the Sioux.

A Novel Team.
Little M'-_ Clementine Rackliffe, a
thirteen-year-old gir}, of Corunna, Me.,
is the pride of Rackliffe farm and of
the whole town as she drives about
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with a team of pet lambs. The well.
trained little animals who mind Miss
Clementine's lines are but little more
than a year old. They appear to have
quite as much fun as does their driver,

Making Lovers of Brothers. 4

‘Gain your brother's confidence, my |
dear girl, else you will have no in-
filuence over him,”” writes Ruth Ash-
more, of “A Sister’s Influence Over
“Force yourself to be
interested in whatever he tells yoiwn|
Let no escort be as charming to you as
he is. Make him find pleasure in the
same soclety that you do, and it for
aome reason he finds it tiresome, then
arrange to go in another set, but al-
ways a good one, which he will appre-
ciate and in which he will be appre-
ciated.

“It you have any accomplishments
urge your brother to be a student with
you. If you are a good planist never
refuse to play the tune he lkes, and if]
you can induce him to tgke up the vio-
1in or mandolin, 6 even the banjo, 80 |

be companions in melody a3 in itle.

“Ndver forget how much a iaan, and
especially a young man, liles to be re-
membered. The tiny token on his
birthday, the remembrance bn the hol«
1day, the little letter of congratulation
sent when he has sueceeded either in
his studles or in the business world-
none of the smyllk pleasures of life s
A brother is
veory often th& repraduction of his siB«}

‘which, when

A xew nights Iater Htile Mlsal
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they lived in the far Northwest was

{1 aside the covering.

thing that looked like hundreds more:

much the better, for then you two may{ ?

Among the privates, ..« .
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Ap ingenious baehalma gm. sﬁtm SRS
with ths Yappy mmy oftarningw p - -
stumbling blosk juto & stepping wiape, | -
‘has invented a new couch which; aglle § -
from solving s perplexing proklem in |
housekesping, is » ganuine Toxury. The § -
great advantsge about the couddh ingd
that anybody who owns a irunk om §
have one.

Now no hourekeoper will deny | 3 A% ysars,
ordinarily sn empty trunk is & ha
thing to nnﬂ & Dlace for It mildews.
in the cellar, warps in the garret, is |
always m the way in a closat, and
takes & man io handle it w&erever
it 1a.

This gl has gevoral trunks. Wheu
she retursed from the country last i&ll, :
instead of storing them, she put them
{n a corner af her den. Then she thyewr |
some soft mats and a big cover over
them, and over all & few brﬂiigpt
lounge pillows. Now sghe has a bil~ [he
lowy, cosey corner which makex her |
the envy of all her uninitiated callers,
AS proof of this every one of her really
intimate friends have copied ihe idea,
and a certain young wan whom she
knows has metamorphosed his lone
weo box into a comfortable window
seat In the same manner. The falr
inventor herself says there iz a mul-
tiple usefulnesa in her innovation.

“Befare the trunks wera there,” ghe
explained, indicating the inviting heap
in the corner of the window, “the placs -
looked so empty that I was ashamed |
of it. There wasn't room {Or A regu-
lar ready made couch, and I couldn't
afford to have one buflt to order Jjuat .
to fit that cubbyhole.” ,

“Looks fine,” Interposed a scholafly
looking girl with suburn hair and &
treckled face, “but say, Madge, how in .
the world did you arrange for one vmh
8 bulging top?” ‘ ,

“Why I turned it over on m :ida,” g
sald Madge. “Isn't that all right? :
Look hers,” she went on, as she tossed |
“Once I had my {1
closets and buresu drawers a0 full that
all my clothes were jammed together §
- pellmell, but how here 1a all this addl. .
tional space. And then, too, evary-
thing here ig safe under laock and key,
, You gee that little huamp down by the
;wall? ‘Well, that's where 1 keep my
correunondence. you know there are
some letters you want to save, prlutg
letters, you know—that is, —er—Iat- | Bradte
-ters—oh, you mngedn’t lmlla-v:;om R
home, of course!” )

“It certainly is & convenient way of -
relieving the congestion of fiat houie
elossts,” broke in her obligiig friend,
| “Well, T guess it is!" exclatmed ‘the "
bachelor glrl, xomewhat reliaved, “and -
don't you remember the night we had .
Amy and Sue down from college for
our ‘stag’ party? Why; I never slept |
sounder in all my lite thun 1 dlﬁ mht
fon this heap.” :

"Thut'u just what :he m& next ‘
morning,” the other vnnchbd, "'uo ig
must ba true. xlrm” ‘

sided cisewhere, imt slr...“.
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Kew ltuup for ‘Vlrgln bium\.

Here's's new stamp for the . :
tors., It will pay postage fn : ‘Vlrgx
Islands (British West Indies) and

marks the resumption of tho llmltl

1880, Since ﬂxe yeur mentione g
Virgin Island stamps have beex o
general serles jsmued for the W)
Leeward _group. Cee

Boyal Davotees of Qutdoor. Bpm-,.
The King and Queen of Italy Iem q
very simple life, King Humbert 1s.an{
early riser, and takes some. exercise j
before breakfast, He eats very lght
food—a small roast s little ‘wine wdd i
ice water bxing the customary mehu; }-
Afier the noon meal the royal: pais
take a short nap, and st fouf o'cloc
in the afiernoon thay take & Inn“ :
drive.

hold, economy and ortler
watchwords.  Eight ‘o'clovk |
evening s diimer. t
Afteyward the Kia i -

or listens to- private mnltntlbm«; tnd;;
he retires prompily at midnights -
The Quesn is devoted to um '
climbing - The IHallan Alpine associas
tion has pald tribute to her courage i
this direction by @ ectmg hey' sn ’hnn
orary member.

Tives Baron Peezoe, wltoae family h
for years furnished guides Zor the z'ny
‘Alpine tourists. . Thé Queen often. If
1n. the vills of the Baron, who i nowl. 5
her gniigs and-Whose: tather died' 0

- -'LF"

She {8 very fqm’( of the solﬂie
On many occaslons. she invites officera
of thé army to her conrt, and ofder

the -Hatribition 6f ‘¥ine aml

Humbert.d
his. iﬂh"
From,.
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