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"YOU CAME TO TEA." 

In spite of Fate Invincible, 
•Of lack of wii. «,nii lai;k of gold 

* Of picture* th«t top Cheaply Mil, 
Or pictures nev«r sold. 

Oh. yet, when 1 a m old and j ray . 
If old and gray I live to be, 

I shall recall ojie happy day, 
The day you came to tea! 

That tea w a s strong, for all my hoard. 
Some half a pound, two shil l ing tea, 

Into the teapot had been poured— 
Only the milk—ah, me! 

So pallid, comfort less a stream. 
Into your cup I saw It glide. 

For a true Jug of country cream 
. I felt I would nave died' 

But with the cake I was content. 
Its r ichness no one could mistake, 

For iny whole Btore the slave had spent 
o n a superior cake. 

T w i s all in layers, almonded. 
And crowned with white and-rosy Ice; 

"What a delightful cake' - ' you Said. 
"But, please, a smaller slice!" 

£ flushed and stammered. I suspect 
A pound I'd cut you unaware. 

Dn what 1 did co*Ud I reflect 
When you were Bitting thereT 

That revel, ah. how soon 'twas 0V1 
How swiftly came the moment % • 

After my jruests I shut the door. 
1 mounted to m> den. 

Th«-n down I sat beside the wall. 
And. frellng douUful and amazed, 

I strove your a a e n t to recall 
As at your chair 1 gazed, 

I heard your soft laugh evho through 
The dingy room grow.i d?ar to me, 

Where nuw was si lence and 1 knew 
That you had been to tea. 

' —Punea. 

THE SHADOW OF A HAND. 

Business called me to Dieppe in the 
summer of 1846. The cashier of oae 
of the largest banks la New 
York had absconded with the funds oil 
the Institution, and I had followed his 
traeka Late at the close of the four
teenth of August 1 reached my destin
ation and immediately repaired to my 
hotel. The first note of the cock awoke 
me. The town clock struck four. 
I resolved to take a look at the city 
34. daybreak/ 

1 was astonished, on reaching the 
street, to see It full of people rushing 
tn a ceaseless tide in one direction. 
Wondering what the attraction could 
be. 1 followed the ever increasing 
srowd surging down the Rue Grande. 
At the foot of the street was a large 
>pen square, where the crowd formed 
% perfect Jam. From a platform at 
Lhe opposite side 1 distinguished dark 
>uillnes that froze the blood in my 
reins. It was the guillotine. It was 
not long until a bell tolled a doleful 
death clangor, and the tumbrel wlti. 
&e condemned slowly approached. 
The executioner addressed himself 
daftly to his task, and in a few mo
ments all was over. 

"Who was the man. and why was 
be executed?" I inquired of a police 
asent at my side He looked at me 
with astonishment and said: 

"Indeed, sir, It was Jacques Rey-
aaUld." 

Mv curiosity was excited, and be
fore I left Dieppe I had gathered all 
the details of the life and crimes of 
Che dead man. 

No longer than four monfhs before 
there lived in the Rue ties Armes a, 
huckster named Morris, who was hon
estly but frugally supporting himself 
his wife and ahlld from the profits of 
his trade 

"I should relish some oysters to
day." said Madame Morris aa her hus
band entered one Sunday, 

"I fear It Is too late, my dear. It ' i 
a quarter past 9 o'clock " 

Justine thought that ihe shop at 
the corner might be open " 

"Send her, then. The truth is, I am 
rjaysplf as hungry aa a wolf " 

The servant took a basket to get the 
oysters and left the door partly open 
to save her masber the trouble of un
locking It when she returned. The 
ahop at which she was to get the oys
ters was locked, and Justine '"went 
down the Rue Grande to procure them 
elsewhere. If possible. She had been 
absent three quarters of an hour. To 
her surprise. Justine found the house 
locked. She thought the wind had 
blown the door abut, and she tried the, 
knob. "They must have retired 

Con's room when the door of tae sam# 
suddenly opened, and my employer 
»te!>»ed out The muru«rer bsurled 
himself upon Mm. and pressed his 
hand upon bis month to present out
cry. I noticed that the villain had 
jnly three fingers <m his left hand. I 
ran upstairs again and entered the 
rirl 's chamber. Marie was not there, 
but the child was fast asleep. I took 
it in my arms and ran up on the roaf." 

In the faubourg of Dieppe, in a 
rather obscure house, all alone with 
a servant girl, resided a woman named 
Beaumaurioe. She was the widow of 
an army officer and distinguished for 
ereat firmness of character. The ex-
?iteinent throughout the city had not 
teen able to disturb her composure, 
iespite the tact that she was corupar-
itively unprotected. 

On the thirtieth of April, at about 
to o'clock, Madame Beaum&urlce, who 
had all the day suffered from a pain-
'ul headache, entered her boudoir. 
She was very tired and sat down in a 
large easy chair to rest herself. Op-
josite her «tood her dressing case, 
whose cu. t i . to extended down to the 
loor. Back of her, upon a small table, 
stood the lamp. The lady had begun 
.0 disrobe herself when she^noticed 
something that made her heart s<op 
seating. On the floor she described the 
ihadow of a man's hand. The hand 
and but three fingers. 

The murderer was concealed within 
' ter dresser. After a short ilelibera-
I Jon she aprpoached the door and ca.ll-
I Mi the servant 

"Marie," said she. "do you know 
where M. Bernard lives?" 

"Very well, my lady." 
I "I forgot that I shall have to pay 

S00 francs to-morrow morning. You 
must go Immediately and get the 
Money. To Insure your getting the 
oank notes from M. Bernard I will 
write you a note" 

•'Dear • Bernard,—The murderer of 
the Rue des Armes and <he Rue Grel-
lard Is in my house. Bring the gen
darmes and take him. 

I "HELEN BEAUMAURICE." 
She handed the servant the note 

and sent her away. She then sat 
down and waited. Yes. a full hour 
the lady sat in her room, within 
whose shadow of the hand, apparent 
now and then, was the only evidence 
of the presence of the murderer. When 
finally the gendarmes arrived, Jacques 
Retynauld was taken prisoner^ 

Driftwood PeU'a H-e»k or l.iaok. 
While splitting wood near his boat 

house at the foot of Loughboroouogh 
avenue the other afternoon "Drift
wood Pete" made a lucky stroke of 
the ax, which put him in possession 
of nearly $400 in gold. He was pound
ing away at a hollow log. when the 
3JL cut through and struck against 
some metallic substance, which proved 
to be an iron pot tightly sealed. With 
eager haste he broke the top, and to 
his delight gold coins came' rolling 
out Upon counting the coins the find 
imoutiled to $400. The pot had been 
Incased in the log apparently for a 
great number of years, and Is thought 
to have been hidden in the tree dur
ing the war. Where the tree came 
from will probably never be known. 
It had been felled somewhere up the 
river, and drifted along with the cur
rent to yield its treasure to '.'Drift
wood Pete." "Driftwood Pete" baa 
earned a livelihood all his lite by 
caitching driftwood and other floating 
articles on the Mississippi river dur
ing the summer months. It was sev
eral months ago that he caught the 
log which contained the pot of goJd, 
and it had Iain near is cabin until he 
started to split It up for flrewood.-
St. Louis Olobe-Democrat 
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IN »EAR OLD IRELAND. 

They nude her crave tn Erin's isle; 
They dug it d*tSt *B<J deep 

That she wltn ueVr a thought, the K-hila 
May through the ages sloop. 

With grassy sai's they !,apj«o>! u up. 
And wauditing winds aiow 

The daisy and the buttercup 
Are hiao|ains «u> It now. 

The field* and (arms around »Ye lair. 
And every morn in spring 

The redbreast and the chaffinch there 
Their ma turn chant* and sing. 

The yarlin, perched, repeats Ms rhyme, 
The purple violets blow, 

The primrose poppa, and there, in time, 
The ahamrork green will grow. 

The dew at dawn ttapearb the grass. 
The wild Bowers o'er U war*. 

And barefoot children when the; pasa 
Say, 'There's poor Mark's grave." 

God bless the wild Bower and the weed 
And all the blooms that shins; 

Poor Mary's grate it is indeed. 
Her humble grave and mine. 

Tor all ray hopes lie buried there. 
The dreams I dreamt when the 

With blushes made the whole world fair 
And life a Joy for me. 

And now my only comfort's this: 
When soft airs round roe blow 

Soul currents from some land of bliss 
Make me, thank God, to kuow 

<̂  
The crave wa» never dag »o deep 

But love could understand. 
Though one wakes here and one'* asleep 

In dear old Ireland. 
—ilotes Tcggart in Boatoa mot. 
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Lit t le Demetr ius 
And Mi l t iades. 
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It was only 3 o'clock tn the afte*v 
noon, but so thick were the driving 
elands that It was almost dark. Tlw 
wind blew fiercely, a»d wav«s dashed 
against the mole In PlneiiB, and the 
water ""Sew over the smooth pavement 
and made It look Ilk© a sea. The light
houses on the t\v© points at the en
trance to the harbor already showed 
their red and green flresu At their 
bases foam dashed white and high, 
like drifted snow. 

The high point of land stood darkly 
against thedarkeulngHky.aud the ships 
at ancbor tn the bay appeared to try 
to loosen their chains to fly from dan
ger. Back from Piraeus loomed a Una 
of bills, one of them crowned with the 

T h e I r i sh Poatfeajr. 

One who In his boyhood days acted 
In the capacity of a rural postboy In 

; the old country contributes the follow. 
j lng to a recent Issue of The Irish 
1 World. He Bays: 

While the boys and girls who have 
1 emigrated as a rule correspond wlth-

thelr people pretty regularly their par-
• ents are continually on the qui vivo for 

letters, and the letters cannot come too 
often to suit them. But of course there 
are some who write only at long Inter
vals and again a few who. It is pre
sumed, have met misfortunes and 
won't write until their tide turns, 
which perhaps never occurs. I have 
seen some pathetic cases, notably that 

', of the poor old father whose boy in a 
tit of waywardness "took the shilling" 
and, poor fellow, saw his folly and lost 
heart to write home. ___ 
Eager watches by the highway, where it threads 

an Irish rale. 
As the dual stained rural postboy is approaching 

with the mail. 

"THE SEA IS ANGltV TODAV. 

Acropolis, while below and around lis 
feet gleamed the unwonted lights of i 
Athens, seen 

the *rcWp^ago $ * 'Jaoorf iriiuV ttt*w 
*»ra*rt and t f t » J | f ^ M i t o m g j * 
feeach a w * dasgjswwia. Tfctuttp.TSi* 
oon of sanoy beach *a* niUTtt#^/to>^ 
tod maw? t*et*ing, AlUtiidiea -mm 
farther and farther toward tb« jnijlat i s 
puwult <*f the aittell* lie fomfa io«M$*? 
«ot that it was pa*t,fbj& J*w» for iftf 
turn of ttte tide, Tm fftotl t l¥ tm 
reach the sheltered beach, a»d bftiww 
all unconsetoaa ol* hla danger tmttl h* 
found that a wave bifotoe #ver hla $m* 

Then he atarted and ran aa hta feet 
had never run before, D*n% nwWt a* 
thpy were, the \vav«s were awrittei?, 
and the socks were so h)ih that %$&§ 
not even try to acate then). Mi» ottfj 
aafisty 0 Jn rapid flight It* h& «o»t|i 
only reach the shelving place where fc# 
iiad TOIBC down! Ste Hftarew tWQr 
hla basket of sheila and tan, bttt <h« 
tide rose faster, and the *rater hJ»d$r> 
ed his progreas. Then ho stepped tjito 
a sunken place between two rocks and 
sweat down, atrifclng jda b«ul at the 
aame time against a lagged point, JBTjp. 
lay still then, and tat- water rolled 
over Win. 

tittle Demetrius on the hill had *m» 
all this and aunoat «ajL«pon.-a8.^|l» 
friend had fallen vrm thOW^wading up 
to his waist t» resene Mtitjadea. B'W 
the^wafe* *wWed over flw unt.'bi 
bay, and he was Uidry—hm^mt |Sf ^ 
-Hind at la»f DemotriHs, too, lib' «th% 
with his amis around Mllttadeis, |U$hr 
dark eyea closed and tbelf i?»r)i Jjaa^. 
Ing with the water, • * - . . , ' 

At this, moment one of thoae fiaWni 
boats peculiar to that wjimtry taweflly* 
ing around the point «• W purtu€d W 
all the furlea, and sh^rounded to nii-
dpr the aheltcr of the nronibnti&agfriijsl 
the dc«p, amooth • watet* v Otte wail 
•prang Into the water with a Hf taw 
bis teeth and with a f e w vlgoroua 
atrokea reached a point *here he-'^ltt: 
wade. He ttarted toward the 3agg«dl 
rocks to make the H»o fas t fh«n h?f 
gave a great cry and hastily paMh% 
the bight of the w)neovei»tl|efot#thi^ 
had often been used fo r tW aaWiepttirt 
poae before he stooped" an î:'jfj$i& Urn 
two boys out of the watejv «*0*|»tainl 
Cantalnl Come qulekj .^'..Dt'Kai^ti' 
3Uttle Pltoltrl ia droypedt »M m l i 

m 

IdHtlftdoa, the wWow's gone" Bttt f ^ 
minutes paaged, before ,th^t#d•• Mtfij 

„. _ „ fltfnlirb'rtw^n thTgtuti | ^«»*n the 0»Wng hOft M t f ^ 
of rain. The long, low plain between ' t 0 ^ ^ ™*h: ***-^^S^^S 

H o w K h e l r . . » ^ :V r ' toddwwd by h u Athens and PUvna, looked dark and P»u«U?to^eo to *&&?,.£fatX% horn's disr^rdant brav! drowned to.Hfe, . . ..;» ...5} , ; » 
dismal and forbidding, j J ^ ^ ^ i ^ ^ ^ u ^ 

, ,M , , , , , , At least It seemed so to the little« T**%°^£? ^ ^ M ^ M & M ^ 
in this peaces ivied cottsg. now an anxlou. ^ ^ w n o fl,asp{,d ft , n m p p o g t Q n m , ^^*^f^M^3W^m 

mole at Plncus to keep from being ****** B ^ « ' ^ f e ^ ^ f ^ * P | ^ 
blown down by the fierce gusta of ^ ! ! ^ ^ ^ ^ 3 t - l S ! S ! ^ ^ ' 
wind. No one was la slgbt hut the pa-. ?aetr™)l-u!'' 1**^*^? -WMy^MW 

Ah. it seems the •weetcs't music to erpecunt gtoomy. and altogether tbe acene waa 
hearts today 1 

mother waits 
Tidings from her diar bouchal who em^grattd to 

the States, 
kindly But the postboy leaves no letter, and (hi 

aomethinv wm» with Jim." manner of most orientals. Snugly hid- ™,,* ,L„ „ , r £ ^ ^ ^ ^ S c 2 

Her. a winsome country dau-sl. Ulpp.n, , i ghUy d f J f ^ « d ° ° n ™ f ' ^ . ^ ^ ^ ^^L^S^S^SSm 
onthensth: ed f rom the fu ry of t h e ga le . M^mTf^nA^L^^tt^1^^-

dewy meadow, from her home T h e s e boys. llUUg tp t h e l a m p p o i t l^ Zj^t^^^^M 
with all their strength and strained %**$L& ^ ^ . ^ j g ^ ^ ^ ? 
their eyes out toward \he open sea l>e- r ^ * J.+>M%* ••'Limujtiu t'Juu^t- '-• **T«w-
tween the lighthouses At thoir feet i After awhile Mntladea' forced hla 
tween the lighthouses. At thoii feet ^ ^ . j , ^ m ̂  ^m0-^JU^^j^. 

on the path: 
She has crossed the 

beyond the rath 
As the ndsaive from New Zealand *ncath ber man-

tie disappears 
There la pleasure in her blushes, vanished all bar 

doubts and (cars. 

Rrtt intml the Oorapfrmens. 
One seldom hears a story mora 

piquantly flavored with the real old 
New En-glaud humor tham that told 
about Uncle Gideon Goodwin, who, 
eighty years ago, was one of the char
acters of the town. At that time (he 
Methodiat8 used to gather at the 
houses Co hold their prayer meetings 
and as Gideon was a devout worship
per of that creed he waa a regular at
tendant One night the meeting waa 
held at the house of Harlow Harden, 

» ^ •*.-.—• ~~.v< . ™, and Gideon was there. In those daya 
fliouKht JusUne,"lndlgnani that they eicitament ran high, and just as ' the 
bad locked her out 

In her anxiety she related her trou
bles to several passers by. The police 
w«-re sent fdr and the door was 
forced. Tire hall was dark. One of 
the gendarmes stumbled over an ob
ject He stooped down, and his hand 
touched something wet A light was 
procured, and a terrible scene waa 
revealed. Poor Morris lay In the hall 
with his throat cu t The whole floor 
was covered wifch. blood In the little 
room lay his wife, with a horrible 
wound across her throat The assassin 
bad not even spffed the infant tn the 
cradle. The pewa* little creature had 
met the same fate aa his parents. The 
bouse was flacked.' 

Eights days aDter the crime several 
men were passing along the Rue Grel-
lard/ Suddenly'*, man clad tn nothing 
but his shirt appeared on a roof carry
ing a chjld in his arms and crying, 
"Murder, ;murder!" A rush waa made 
tor the door, but i t was' found to be 
locked" taSa within. A few crashing 
blows'a&ntoed to break i t . and a man 
ran upstairs. In the fore ball, a t the 
heaif! of the stairs, a liraa was found 
with his thsreat*dut H e was dead. In 
the chamber a wxwfsvn wa# fotmd dang
ling out of bed with a «imilar>wound\, 
and in the kltcben lay the aervant 
girl, disposed of In like mariner. It 
WHS undoubtedly the Work of ;thftaama 
oerson that had otfmmiftecl tbe crime 
tn the Rue des Armes. 

The young man who had been seen 
on the roof gave this testimony: 

"My name it Pierre Dulac. I am a 
watchmaker. For two • spurs I have 
been employed in t h e , bouse of the 
murdered Manton, whose family oon-
alsted of his wife, a child, and a ser 

, enthusiasm of the assemblage waa 
wrought to the highest pitch. Uncle 
Harden, as he was always called, arose 
to his feet and lifting up his hand, 
shouted in a voice full of fervor: 
"Glory to Gideon!" Hardly had the 
chorus of aniens which Utta utterajoce 

stood a basket of sbolls such as are i 
cast up along tbe shore. ' 

Tbo ehlor boy waa about tu years oW 
and the younger S. Their •sturdy', , 
bronzed legs were bare, and no hats 
covered their shining black carls. 

"Truly. Demetrius, tbe sea Is angry 
today. It wns like that when' pnpa 
went away, when he never came back," 
said the elder boy. 

"Yes, and mamma is afraid today," 
answered the smaller one in shrill 
tones, which were clear and distinct In ' 
spite of the storm, "and Uie captain of 
the Heracles canto and aTsked papa 'to 
go with him and said the fishing would! i 
be good, but mamma told him to atay j 
at home, for the sea monsters who eat 

, the sailors were hungry today." 
| "My mother said tbe game, but I am 
old and go to school, and I Jcnow there 
are no sea monsters and that it is the 
wind that, makes the waves, and the 
wind is Just air in motion. All thoae j , 
stories are just 61d fables. I don/t b«* ' 
Ueve them. Let ua leave here and 
climb over the point where we can «ee 
the boats, and perhaps we canVflnd 

called forth died .way. whS G o o d X °" ** !& * " D W *"" «v« * droop,B8 flguw «ome more shells there: When I grow 
who thontght that the praise was 
meant for htm, and was bound to re
turn the compliment, jumped and 
said: "(ilory to you, too. Uncle Har
den!" That broke up the meeting, 
Tbe solemnity of the occasion, so 
thoroughly shaken, could not be re
stored and there was £ speedy ad
journment 

' 'I 
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sorrow means. 
There day \>y day lie sadly walta, still never a 

word from Joe, 
Who loft the little happy home and 'listed yesrs 

ago. 

H»PPy day for this good woman wl»o ha| mourn^l 
a husband's loss 

Since he left her side to wander 'neath the fsroff 
Southern Cross. 

"I await you and the children," this tho welcome 
letter says. < 

Soon they'll hold a glad reunion and forget past 
troubled days. 

• • * • # • * • 

Peace once more alonjr the highway, undisturbed 
by braying horn; 

Clear and sweet tbe lark la singing o'er the, flelda 
of waving corn. —̂  

e x c e p t i o n s to - t h i s ro le , and t h e s e e x - scattered all the patient watchers; they can only 
cepttons are -those men and women ahope and pray 
Who t a k e up b i c y c l i n g as a m e a n s Of That kind heaven will waft • bleating to their 
recovering and conserving their < * * « • o n c > far ***>'• 
health. These people practice the ex- Treaton. ^__ 
erctee temperately and modestly; . 
they are to be met with in the bywaya T * ' >*••»•** c«.««it*»a o* Ireland. 
rather than upon the highway; they Tbe wealth of Ireland is slowly on 
do not seek to acquire speed, and they the Increase in commerce and among 
unite with the physical delights of the the middle classes, but In all that re-
exercise the keen appreciation of those 
beauties of nature which are present
ed in tbe course of their excursions 
into the country.—Chicago Record. 

„. . . . . . metrluai B»einetrina, conje bftcli tPWJS 
TU very plain this old man knows whst bitter Digger, I am g o i n g tO Sea OD JOttg VOy- ^| f i don ' t d i« l " $~ 1 

9 ° r r o w m p a m - """" ' k MM fltitterto* ot the' *j*Ud* 
there waa and a heaving of tbe labor-

. . M , . , - , . , &K «faegt, aitta then Itttfr pA^ t fp i r 
want to die in my bed, on planks, aa ggjflV ';•••• ' *~ \ \ \ * 
my grandfather said. The captain of , „ t V0id y o u , w 0 „ l d never die l a bed; 

ages." 
"So am I," answered little Demetri

us. "I want to be an admiral. I don't 

The Bicycle) Mnnin. 
The medical journals are discussing 

the Interesting subject of bicycling 
and they agree that when a man once 
falls a victim to the bicycle mania ha 
does not recover until the period of 
three years has elapsed. There are 

his boat, and now sometimes the cap
tains let me go out fishing with them, 
when, it i s fine. I've never been out in 
a storm. You know I have to gather 
shells for my mother io polish and 
iell,»' 

Ted, I know, and I'll always help 

- 4nH»4v«fe$!t$$ N tg j dW** 
J< ^Mlt* If|ajrtpfc*v 

bites to tbe bind it Is plain declining. 
Pauperism is steadily growing, though 
population Is still Wiug reduced; tbe in
come tax on land 1» gradually falling 

-off; tbe area of agriculture of all kinds D*an-8tknley smd C*l is le. 
"When Cariyle was alwut aljc, being i s httrlnbing, husbandry in many dls-

left alone in -toe house one winter's trlc'ts Is*not nearly so good as it was, 
^ day, an old man came to ithe door to say before 1879, especially as to plant-

. ^ g t r i T i slept " ^ " a T a t t i c cham- «** f o r "T^1?*£ *%*" J*£* *%L L°& "J*****1. * * • • " « • a n f l ? e ^ r e M s a f 

her. Next to m* inept the sonan t girl • » * a™ ^ ^J^ %P*'Jfii ^ ! farming animals; capital has lone ago 
who usually had tbe child with her. *>y bade tbe .man wait while he b e e n av^ilng the- Irish soil. It could 
I t was about 2 o'clock in the morning d r i * F ? l

1
a f o r a \ l t t ^ , ^ . ^ j f i ® 8 ! ^ . n o t - l n d e e d ' h a v e b«en otherwise, the 

when 1 awoke, feeling very tbiraty. »% ̂ t Jhe m i ^ t get " ^ W Y - p i g I r l s h , a n d 8 T 8 t e m b e l n g w h a t i t l g # „ 
^ y water p i t che r ^as empty, and I £ * i f ^ ™ ' ^ t Z S f f Z I -ndon Portnightiy Befiew. 

"And," said Carlyle. "I never knew- r *— 
till bhen what the joy of Heaven waa The Galway i?«ls. 
like." When the rector of Chelsea Gaelic fels will be held, in Spiddai. 
told t*6 st t^> r ^ ^ i ^ t J ^ f ^ l Oaiway, July 30 under the natronage 

started to gjet a fresh supply, but be
fore I had time to descend the first 
flight of stairs I saw a man sneaking 
ftp the lower flight 

"Being vary x^gftniis, the* murder;.in 
the Rue debt Amea'bad so atWsaed my 
facultiea that, when I saw this man, I 
was positively uoabie t o move band 
of foot . T h e atranger had nearly 
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Boys •bould not forget that they arc 
walking ponograph.. ,Everythbag • 

aawPatrraad 

you till X grow blg,'^ 

which waa really a promontory, began.,^. 
to. «row difficult, and the.Jboya jfound * 
better use" for their breath tban worda, 
and they straggled along: but, sturdy 
youngsters as they were, they 
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mounted it and "descended on tbe other 
side enough to be somewhat sheltered 
from the wind. The rain bad ceased to 
pelt their bare beads. 'There tbey reat-
«d a whiles when Miltiades said: 

"Demetrius, yon atay hem I wi l | *o 
down along the beach. The tide Is out, 
and tbe wind blows joifshore, so. that I 
may find some pretty shells." 

"I'll go, too," said the little one** 
"No, yon stay here and wateb for the, 

Heracles. I won't be long. The tidej 
Will turn soon now." .-..*'" 

Saying that, Miltiades seized the bas
ket and emptied all the shells i t con
tained out on the wet grass and, laugh* 
Ing, said a s he started" a way: ' "•r:'V't 

"Now you witt have to stay there tiU 
I come. Take good care of my ih*Us." 

•nded down the ateep bill 
Ut the xpekr abor* wfaJck 
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