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A Y. A. ATT0U1T1MD
OOOMBLOBITIIAW,

POTTOiM. N.Y.

Swift, Fuller & Cubley,
Xno. H B n n . Sao. W. Imiaa.

raiKK L. OHM.IT.
Anouisxt AHD .ooynaBLOu-AT-LAir,

Cnowlet Blook, - - • FOIPDAH, Hair You.
Honar lo Loan. ,'

Howard E. Thompson, *S°E£
JPOBPAK. Kiw Tom». \

C~ C For r is AnounTAn> '• o. re rns , oomniu»Ati>Aw.
IvW Blook, Potadam, N. Y. Money Loaned
•BioodMcnrltrMtMTWcmi

tuther E. Ellison,
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Panton/lTY.

J. R. Sturtevant, M.D. £2
Albion Homo . otadam l i t Saturday each:
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Month,

W . 0 . Daniels, ~ OQBSaLoaiTiair.
fABiaarntta, K. Y.

Dr. J. S. McKay,
OJjjotat B«aldano» Xo. M Xuket Stntt, W+

Dr. X.A. Pease,
OBoe Oor. Main and Froneot Bta., Norwood,
N.Y. OffloeHounatol2a.m., l t o j a n d T
to »p.m. TreatmentbrBeotrlcltTaflptclaltT

E. E: Weagant.) D. D, S.,
D l

E. V. Deans, D. D. S.

J. A. Sheldon, D. D. S.,,

Potsdam Red Sandstone Co.

Watson & Seger;

g&W^
Batchelder & Sons,

M. M. Corbin,
•, Wall

Sanitarium for Women
Fullr equipped with all Modem 'to,
for the m o m e n t of Dtosawi ot Woman.
Utabmhed 1W7.,

Da. S. «. BKOWlf,
U Knoi-Street, .< CMnBimnnw. H. T.

CHARLES A. OWENS.
TUNER OF PIANOS i 0R6ANS1.

BvuBnt f , KMUUTXM. MM Voiom*.
I T « T wwwrtljr wUdk yonr orden.

24Chuti«tSt.i Pittdai,N.Y.
Olden mar M left at O.A.Taoipe'aJewalqr K m .

Pure Whiskey
LYNCH*S

NEWPORT
CLUB

' »
Pure 7-year-old Rye,

EXTRA SPECIAL WHISKY
AcknpVrledfed by th« bwt JudcM tor Ms

•squ ls i t * Vte

13.20 for 4
All boxM u a •hipped without muki

•o th»t no on* will know (he eontentt,
B*nd now for trial ordar—not satisfied

- Money bMk. Address

J. W. LYNCH & CO.,
4 Johnson How Blook,

Ocdenaburs, - Now York.
Be(««Me Satlonal Bun*.

«ke *kon Cm !• nU*Ue.-ai>.

THIS

REMEDY
j fa Bute. To

am .

CATARRH

Etji Grill Bill

TdfiSlSaKS
I&SCOLD'HHEAD

sS&^y^^i^1S'.wb^k!

• 'Every b i t e a
pleasure when the
bread is made from

WISE KIND
FLOUR

The nutty v flavor, IO
delightful to anticipate,
makes every meal a long-
remembered pleasure.

Watched by experi-
enced millers, -ground by
modern machinery, the
vitality and nutriment of
the wheat retained, make
Wise King Flour a source
of health in brain and
muscle.

Always uniform; never
disappoints the bread
maker .-

Your grocer sells it.

. BUI, Bell & Coi
Manufacturers

OgdeusburK, N. Y.

ARE YOU LOOKING
FOR1 A

SAFE INVESTMENT
FOR YOUR MONEY?

Than la nothing safer than Bed Kitato.
I hare Uk«n the aganov for Wood, Hw-
mon & Oo.Si Brooklyn Properties, one of
the lexgMt »nd molt Boooowtnl In the'
worM. '.

A 8KAIX PAYMENT DOWN *nd
SmtU Monthly PijraunU eeoaree for 70a
the Beet Bed BeUte in the United SUtw.

Ansng tbs Advantagts Art:
, 1st—A free deed to your

family in case of death.
2nd — A non - forfeiture

clause in case of sickness.
3rd—A Free Trip, to New

York and return for inspection.
I have made a Penonel inspection of

thl» property and it strike* me as, being
One of the Beit Investment* ever platted
within the-reaon-of thrpera'<n'of moderate
means. For farther partlonlars,m«p«,eto.
oall on or addres*

P. B. TIHERMAN,
BIALS STRUT, : POTSDAM, N. Y.

ALUMINUM

Cooking Utensils.
I am agent for this County

for the Celebrated Aluminum
Ware made in Pittsburgh.which
is fast displacing all other kinds
oi Cooking Utensils.

They are Very Light
in weight.

Absolutely Clean an^
Wholesome.

Will cook food more
perfectly, Wear Longer
and are Cheaper and
Better than others.

I will make a house to house
.canvass of Potsdam, but if there
are any who want to see this
ware drop me a postal and 1
will call at once. 22ti

J. F. i
Lock Box 257, Potsdath, N. Y.

H. L Bradish,

MERCHANT TAILOR
Over Ball's Shoe Store

T H E LIGHT1 THAT FAILED
"Rudyctrd Kipling

"brlnptrqg you before the public." u e
panted because of the seven flights of
stairs.,

Dick glanced at Torpenhow, whose
left eyelid lay tor a moment dead on
his cheek.

"1 shan't, forget." said Dick, every
instinct of defense roused In bun.
"You've paid me so well that I couldn't,
you know. By the1 way! when I am
[Settled In tills place I should like to
send and" get my sketches. There must
be nearly 1130 of them with you."

"That is—ef-ls what I came tospeak
about. 1 fear we can't allow it exact-
ly, Mr. Heldar. In the absence of any
specified agreement tbe. sketches are
our property, of course." ..,

"Do 'you mean to say that you are
going to keep them?"

"Yes, and we hope to have your help,
on your own terms, Mr. Heldar, to as-
sist us in arranging a little exhibition
which, backed by our name and the In-
fluence we naturally command among
the press, should be of material serv-
ice to you. Sketches such as yours"—

"Belong to me. You engaged me by
•wire, you paid me tbe lowest rates you
dared. -You can't mean to keep them!
Why, man, they're all I've got In the
world!"
'Torpenhow watched Dick's face and

whistled;_J)lck walked up and down,
thinking. He saw the whole of his
little stock In trade, the first weapon
of his equipment, annexed at the out-
set of his campaign by an elderly gen-
tleman whose name Dick had not
caught aright, who said that he rep-
resented, a syndicate, whl?b was a
thing for which Dick bad not the least
reverence. The Injustice of the pro-
ceedings did not much move him. He
bad seen the strong hand prevail too
often in other places to be squeamish
over the moral aspects of right and
wrong. But he ardently deslred-the
blood of the gentleman In the-frock

all rignt, Torp v •
"Yea; 147 of them. Well. I roust say,

Dlcli, you've begun well."
"He was Interfering with me. It

only meant a few pounds to him, but
it was everything to me. I don't think
he'll bring an action. I gave him some
medical advice gratis about the state
of bla body.' -It was cheap at the little
flurry it coBt him. Now, let's look."

Two minutes later Dick bad thrown
himself down on the floor and was
deep in the portfolio, chuckling loving-
ly as he turned the drawings over and
thought of the price at which they had
been bought.

The afternoon was well advanced
when Torpenhow came to the door and
saw Dick dancing" a.wild saraband nn-
der the skylight. - '

"I builded- better than I kpew, Torp,"
lie said without stopping the1, dance.
['"They're good!' They're very good!
They'll go like flame! I shall have an
exhibition of them on my own brazen
hook. And that man would have cheat-
ed' me out of it!. Do you know that
I'm sorry now that I didn't actually bit
him?" . ,

"Go out," said'Torpenhow, "go'out
and pray to be delivered from'the Bin
of arrogance, which you never will be,,.
Bring your things up from whatever
place you're staying In and we'll try to
make this barn a little more ship-
shape."

"And then—oh, then," said Dick, still
capering, '"we will spoil the Egyp-
tians!"

CHAPTER IV. „
The wolf cub at even lay hid In the corn

When the smoke of tbe cooking hung
gray; —- *

Be knew where "the doe made a couch {ot-
her fawn.

And he looked to his strength tor hla
prey.

But the moon swept the amoke wreatha
away.

And be turned from his meal In the Til'

how knew-well for the beginning of
strife,

"Forgive me, sir, but yon have no-
no younger man who can arrange this
business with me?".

"I apeak for the syndicate. I see no
hid t "

X., and how doe* success
taster" said Torpenhow
some three months later.
He had Just returned to

chambers after a holiday in the conn
try.

reason for a third party t o " - "Good," said Dick as he sat licking
"You will in a minute. Be good his i l p g before ttae easel in the studio,

enough to give back my sketches." | «j w a a t more—heaps more. The lean
The man stared blankly at Dick and ye ars have passed, and I approve of

then at Torpenhow, who was leaning thepe fat ones."
against the wall. He was not used ..ge careful, o ld man. That way lies
to ex-employees who ordered him to had work."
be good enough to do things. | Torpenbow was sprawling in a long

"Yes, it Is rather a cold blooded c h a l r i w i t l l a g m a U I o x terrier asleep
steal," said Torpenhow critically, "but o n his chest, while Dick was preparing
I'm afraid, • I am very much afraid, a canvas. A dais, a background and
you've struck the wrong man. Be care- „ l a y flgu» w e r e the o n l y flxed objects
ful, Dick... Remember, this isn't thk l n tbe p l a c e . T h e y mse f r o m a w r M k
Sudan.' I o f oddments that began with felt cov-

"Conslderlng what services the syn- ered water bottles, belts and regimen-
dlcate has done yon ln patting your talhadgesand ended With a small bale
name before the world"- •- •• o^8econanBna-anlformaand*.a stand of

This was not a fortunate remark. It mixed arms. The mark of muddy feet
reminded Dick of certain vagrant years o n the dais showed that a military mod-
lived out In loneliness and strife and e l had Just gone', away. The watery
unsatisfied desires. The memory did autumn sunlight was,failing, and shad-
not contrast well with the prosperous o w g s a { m the corners of the studio.'
gentleman who proposcd^to enjoy the "Yes," said Dick deliberately, "I like
fruit of those years. i the power; I like the fun;-1 like tbe

"I don't know quite what to do with fUss, and, above all, I like the money,
yon." began Dick meditatively. . "Of i a i m o s t like the people who make the
course you're a thief, and you ougb.1 t a s s a n f l p a y t b e . money-almost But
to be half killed, DUt ln yonr case you'd they're a queer gang—an amazingly
probably die. I don't want yoUj dead queer sang!"
on this floor, and, besides, it's unlucky | "They have been good enough to you,
Just as one's moving in. Don't hit, at any rate. That tin pot exhibition of
sir. You'll only excite yourself." He your sketches must have paid. Did
put one hand on the man's forearm and you see that the papers called it the
the other down the plump body be- j 'wild Work Show?'"
ncath the coat "My goodness," said | "Never mind. I sold every shred of
he to Torpenhow, "and this gray oaf canvas I wanted to, and on my word, I
dares to be a thief! I have seen an believe it was because they believed I
Esneh camel driver have the black w a 8 a self taught flagstone artist I
hide taken on" his body fa strips for should have got better prices if I.had
stealing half a pound of wet dates, and worked my things on wool or scratched
he was as tough as whipcord. This them on camel bone Instead of using
thing's soft all over—like a woman." m e r e black awl white and color. Verily.

There are few things more poignant- they are a queer gang, these people.
fcr humiliating than being handled by a • Limited isn't tbe word to describe
man who does not Intend to strike. p m - j m c t B fellow the other day who
The head of the syndicate began to told me that It was Impossible that
breathe heavily. Dick walked around shadows on white sand should be blue
him, pavfIng him as a cat paws a soft —ultramarine—as they are. I found out
hearth rug. Then he traced with his iatPr that that man had been as far as
forefinger the leaden pouches under- Brighton beach, but he knew all about
ncnth the eyes and shook his head. art, confound him. He gave me a lec-
"Yon were going to steal my things— ture on It, and recommended me to go
mine, mine, mine! —you, who don't to school to learn technique. I wonder
know when you may dtel Write a note What old Kami would have, said to
to your office—you say you're the head that."
of it—and order them to give Torpen-1 • "whsn were yorf- under Kami, man
how, -my sketches—every one of them. -of extraordinary beginnings?"
Waft a minute—your hand's shaking. | «j studied with him for two years in
Now!" Ho thrust a poeketbook. before pflrls. He taught by personal magnet-
hlm. The. note was written. . I ism. AH ho ever>sald was,'Continues,

Torpenhow took It and departed m B g enfnnts,' and you bad to make the
without a word, "while Dick walked b e s t y o u c a i a o f that, He had a divine
round and round the spellbound cap-
tive, giving him such advice as he con-
ceived best for the welfare of his soul.
When Torpenhow returned with a gi-
gantic portfolio, he heard Dick say, al-
most soothingly: "Now, I hope this wilt
be a lesson to you, and If yon worry me
when I have settled down to work with
any nonsehte about actions for assault,
believe me, I'll catch you and manhan-
dle you, and you'll die. Ton haven't
very long to live anyhow. Go—get
out!"

touch, and he knew something about
»jolor. Kami used to dream color. I
swear lie cduld never have seen the
genuine article, but he evolved it, and
It was good." ' „

"Recollect some of those views in the
Sudan!" said Torpenhow, wfth a pro-
Voklug drawl. • /

Dick squirmed In bis place." "Don't
It makes me want to get out there
again. What color that was! Opal and

I umber and amber and claret and brick
red and sulphur—cockatoo crest sul-

The man-departed, staggering and phur—against' brown, with a nigger
dazed. Dick drew a long breath. biack rock sticking up in the middle of
"Phew! What a lawless lot these peo- I t ^ „„,} a decorative fries*of camels
pie are! The first thing a poor orphan festooning ln front of a pure pale tur-
meets Is gang robbery, organized bur- qU o i s e sky." He began to walk up and
glary! Think of the hideous blackness down. ''And yet, you know, If you try
ot that man's mind! Are my sketches . to sive these people the thing as God

gave it Keyea cioWn to tneir compreueu-
slon and according to the powers he
haB given you"-/-

"Modest man! Go on."
"Half a dozen epicene young pagans

who haven't even been to Algiers will
tell you, first, that your, notion Is bor-
rowed and, secondly, that it isn't art."

"This cornea of my leaving town for
a month. Dickie, you've been prome-
nuding among the toyshops and hear
ing people talk."

"I couldn't help It," said Dick pen!'
tentlyl "You weren't here, and It was
lsnely these long evenings, A man can'l
work forever."

"A man might have gone to a pub
and got decently drunk."

"I wish I had, but I foregathered
with some men of sorts. They said
they were artists, and Lk«ev*;,some of
them could draw, but they wouldn't
draw. Thoy gave me tea—tea- at 6 in
the afternoon!—and talkpd' about art
and the sfate of their souls, as If their

-souls mattered. I've heard more about/
ait and seen less of her la the last six
months tlia£i in the whole of my life.
Do you remember Cassavettl, who
worked for some continental syndicate
out with the, desert column? He was a
(regular Christmas tree of contraptions
when he took the field in full flg, with
his water bottle, lanyard, revolver,
writing case, housewife, gig lamps and
tbe Lord knows what ali. He used to
fiddle about with 'em and show us how
they workfd, but he never seemed to
Co much except fudge his reports from
the Nilghai* See?" '•"', /.

"Dear old >>llghaiJb_He'B in town, fat-
ter than ever. He ought to be up here
this evening. I see tbe comparison per-
fectly. You should have kept clear of
all that man millinery. Serves you
right, and I hope It will unsettle your
mind."

"It won't It has taught me what art
—holyj sacred art—means."
>' "You've learned something while'I'ye

Jbeejj. away.... What is art?"
"Give 'em what you know, and when

you've done It once do It again." Dick
dragged forward a canvas laid face to
the wall. Here's a sample of reol art.
It's .going to be d facsimile reproduc-
tion for a weekly. I called it 'His Last
Shot.' It's worked up from the little
water color I made outside El Maghrib.
Well, I lured my model, a beautiful
rifleman, up here with drink. I drored
him, and I redrored him, and I tre-
drored him, and I made him a flushed,
disheveled, bedeviled scalawag, with
his helmet at.the back of his bead and
the living fear of death in his exe..aod
the blood oozing ont of a cut over his
ankle bone. He wasn't pretty, but he
was all soldier and very much man."

"Once more, modest child!"
Dick laughed. "Well, it's only to you

I'm talking. I did him Just as well as
I knew how, making allowance for the
silckness of oils. Then the art manager
of that abandoned paper said that his
subscribers wouldn't like i t It, was
brutal and coarse and violent—man be-
irig naturally gentle when He's fighting;
for his life. They wanted something
more restful, with a little more color.
I could have said a good deal, but you
might as well talk to a sheep as an art
manager. I took my 'Last Shot' back.
Behold the result! I put him into a
lovely red coat without a speck on it.
That's art. I polished his boots. Ob-
serve the high light on the toe. That's
art I cleaned his rifle—rifles are al-
ways clean on service—because that is
art. I pipeclayed bis helmet. Pipeclay
Is always used on active service and is
Indispensable to art. I shaved his chin,
I washed bis hands ahd gave him an
air of fatted peace. Result, military
tailor's pattern plate. Price, thank
heaven, twice as much as for. the first
which was moderately decent" '

"And do you suppose you're going to
give that thing out as your work?1'

"Why not? I did It. Alone I dld.it In
the Interests of sacred, borne bren art
and Dicken8on's Weekly." I

Torpenhow smoked In* sllenee-^or
awhile. Then came the verdict deliv-
ered from rolling clouds: "If you were
only a mass of blathering vanity, Dick,
I wouldn't mind. I'd let you go to the
deuce on your own mahlstlck. But
when I consider what you are to me,
nnd when I find that to vanity you add
the twopenny halfpenny pique of a
twelve-year-old girl, then I bestir my-
self in your behalf. Thus!"

The canvas ripped as Torpcnhow's
boated foot shot through it, and the
terrier Jumped down, thinking rats
were about.

"If you have any bad language to
use. use i t You have not. I continue.
You are an idiot because no man born
of woman Is strong enough to take lib-
erties with his public, even though they
be, which they ain't, all you say they
are."

"But they don't know any better.
What can you expect from creatures
born and bred In this light?" Dick
pointed to the yellow fog. "If they
want furniture'"polish, let them have
furniture polish so long as they pay
for I t They are only men and women.
You talk as though they were gods."

"That sounds very fine, but it has
nothing to do with the case. They are
the people you have to work for,
whether you like it or not. They are
your masters. Don't be deceived, Dick-
ie. You aren't strong enough to trifle
with them, or with yourself, which is
more important Moreover—come back,
Blnkle-that red daub isn't going any-
where. Unless you take precious good
care you will fall under tho damnation
of the checkbookf'and .thai*»worse than
death. You will get drunk-you're half
drunk already—on easily* acquired mon-
ey, ifpr, that money ana your own In-
fernal vanity you are willing to delib-
erately turn out bad work. You'll do
quite enough bad work without know-
ing i t And, Dickie, as 1 love you and
as I know you love me, I am not going
to let you cut off youf nose to spite
yonr face for all the gold in England.
•That's settled. Now swear."

"Don't know," sold Dick. "I'vebeen
trying to niake' myself angry, but I
can't;; you're so abominably reasona-
ble. There will be a row on Dlcken-

•son's weekly. I rancy." ./ •
"Whyjthe Dickenaon do you want to

work on a wieekly paper? It's slow
bleeding of power."

'It brings In the.very desirable (iol-
Iars," said Dick, his hands in his pock-
ets. ' /

T,orpenhow watched him wlth-htrge
contempt. "Why, I thought It was a
man," said be. "It's a child." I

"No, It isn't," said Dick, -\yheeHiig
quickly. "You've no notion what the
certainty of cash means to a man- who
has always wanted it badly. Nothing
will pay me. for some of my life's
joys; and that Chinese plgboat, for in-
stante, when we eat bread and Jam for.
every meal because Ho Wang wouldn't
allow us 'anything better, and It all
tasted of pig—Chinese pig. I've work;
ed for this, I've sweated and I've starv-
ed for this, line on line and month aft-
er month, and now I've got it I am,
going to make the most of It w.hlle It
lasts. Let1 them pay. They've no
knowledge." '

"What does your majesty please to
want? You can't smoke more than
you do, you won't drink, you're a gross
feeder and you dress in the dark, by
the look of you. You wouldn't keep a
horse tbe other day when I suggested,
because, you said, it might fall lame,
and whenever you cross the street you
take a hansom. Even you are not fool-
ish enough to suppose that theaters
and all the live things you can buy
thereabout mean life. What earthly
need have you for money?" '

"Ifs there, bless its golden hearj,"
said Dick.. "It's there all the time.
Providence has sent me nuts.-while I
have teeth to. crack 'em with; I haven't
yet found the nut I wish to crack, but
I'm keeping my teeth filled. Perhaps
some day you and I will go for a walk
round the wide earth."

"With no work to do, nobody to wor-
ry us and nobody to compete with, you
would be unfit, to speak -to in' a week.
Besides, I shouldn't^gb. I don't care
to profit i>y the price of a man's soul -
tor that's whatl.lt would mean. Dick,
•It'sno use arguing. You're a fool."

"Don't see it! When 1 was on that
Chinese plgboat, our captain got enor-
mous'credit Tor snving about 25,000
very seasick little pigs, when our old
tramp of a steamer, fell foul of a tim-
ber junk. Now, taking those pigs as a
parallel"—.
1 "Oh, confound your parallels! When-
ever I try to Improve your souf^
always drag In some irrelevant anec-
dote from your verj shady past Figs
aren't .the British public. Credit on
the high seas Isn't credit here, and self
respect Is' self respect all the world
over.--Go- out for a walk and try to
catch some self respect. And, I say, If
the Nllghai domes up this evening can
I show him your diggings?"

"Surely;—^You'll be asking whether
you mnst knock at my door next" And
Dick departed to take counsel with
himself in the rapidly gathering Lon-
don fog.

Half an hour after he had left, the
Nllghai labored up the staircase. He

"I batlr mvelf in your hehdlf. Thtul"
was the chlefest as he was the hugest
of the war correspondents, and his ex-
periences dated from the birth of the
needle gun. Saving only his ally,
Keneu the Grea.t War Eagle, there was
no man mightier In the craft than he,
and he always opened his conversation
with the news that there would he
trouble In the Balkans In the spring.
Torpenhow laughed as he entered.

"Never mind the trouble in the Bal-
kans. Those little stt.res are always
screeching. You've heard about Dick's
luck?"

"Yes. He has-been" called up to no-
toriety, hasn't he? I hope you keep
him properly humble. He wants sup-
pressing from time to time."

"He does. He's beginning to take
liberties with.what he thinks is his
reputation..'*-4' -..

"Already? By Jove, he has cheek!
I don't know about bis reputation, but
he'll come a cropper If he tries that
sort of thing." I

"So I told him. I don't think he be-
lieves i t "

"They never do when they first start
off., What's that wreck on the ground
there?"

"Specimen of his latest Impertinence."
Torpenhow thrust the torn edges of
the canvas together and showed the
well groomed picture to the NUgbal,'
who looked at it for a moment and
then whistled. • *

- "It's a chromo," said he—"a chromo
Utholeomarxarine fake!' What DO*

sesaea mm toaouf AIIUyet now tuor-
oughly lie hn» caught the note that
catches a public who think .with their
boots and read with their elbows! The
cold blooded Insolence of the' wolic ul-
most. saves It. But he mustn't (jo OH
with this. Ilusn't be beeii praised and
cockered up'-too much? 1'ou know
these peopjle-here have no sense of pro-
portion. -They'll catch liim a sei-ond
Detallle" and a"' third hand Meisspnier
while his fasiil9(i lasts, it's windy diet
fop a colt." I , ' '

I don't'think i t affects Dick much.
Yoii might as' well call a young wolf n
lion aud.expect him to take the compli-
ment in /exchange for a shin bono.
Dick'ssbul Is In the bank. He's work-
Ing for cash." • «,

"Now he has thrown up war work I
suppose he doesu't see that the obliga-
tions Of the service are just the same;
only tbe proprietors are changed."

''How should he know? He thinks
he is his own master."

"Does he? I could undeceive him for
hi.3 good If there's any virtue in print1.
He wants the whiplash."

"Lay it on with science, then. I'd
Hay him myself, but I like him too
much."

"I've no scruples. He had the audac-
ity to try to' cut me out with a woman
at Cairo once. I forgot that, but I re-
member now."

"Did he cut you out?"
"You'll see when I have dealt with

him; but, after all, what's the good?
Leave him alone, and he'll come home.
If be has any stuff in him, dragging or
wagging his tall behind him. There's
more in a week of life thanjri a lively
weekly. None the less, I'll slate him.
I'll slate him ponderously in the Cata-
clysm." .

"Good luck to you! But I fancy
nothing short of a crowbar would make
Dick wince. His soul seems to have
been fired before we came across him.
He's Intensely suspicious and utterly
lawless."

"flatter of temper," said the Nllghai.
"Ifs~the same with horses. Some you
wollop and they work; some you wol-
lop and they jibe, and some you wollop
and they go out for a walk with their
hands In their pockets."

"That's exactly what Dick has done,"
sold Torpenhow. ."Walt till he cornea
back. In the meantime you can begin
your slating here. 'I'll show you some
of bis last and worst work in his stu-
dio." • *

Dick had instinctively sought run-
-ning -water for a comfort to his mood
of mind. He was leaning over the em-
hankjnejtit_wall, watching the rush of
the Thames through the arches of
Westminster bridge: He ftga'i by
thinking of Torpenbqx^aa^lce, but,
as of custom, losUMmself in the study
of the faces flocking by. Some had
death written on their features, and
Dick marveled that they could laugh.
Others, clumsy nnd ooarse built for tbe
most part, were alight' with love; oth-
ers were merely drawn and lined with
work, but there was something, pick

-knew, to be made out of them all. *'
The poor at least should suffer that

he might learn,, and the rich should
pay forathe output of his learning.
Thus his credit In th? world and his
cash balance at the bank would be In-
creased. So much tbe better for him.
He had suffered. Now be would take
toll of the tils of others.

The fog was driven apart for a mo-
ment and the sun shone, a blood red
wafer, on the water. Dick watched
the spot till he heard the voice of the
tide between the piers die "down like
the wash of the sea at low tide. A girl-
hard pressed by her lover shouted
shamelessly, ""Ah, get jiWay, you
beast!" and a shift of the same wind
that had opened tbe fog drove across
Dick's face the black smoke of a river
steamer At her berth below the wall.
He was blinded for the moment, then
spun round and found himself face to
face with—Malsie.

There was no mistaking. The years
had turned- the child to a woman, but
they had not altered the dark gray
eyes, tae'tfiin^ scarlet Hps or the firmly
modeled mouth and chin, and, that all
should be as It was of old, she wore a
closely fitting gray dress.

Since the human soul Is Infinite and
not in the least under Its own com-
mand, Dick, advancing, said, "Hello!"
after the manner of schoolboys, and
Malsie answered, "Oh,. Dick, is._that
you?" Then, against his will, and be-
fore the brain, newly released from
considerations of the cash balance, had
time to dictate to the nerves, every
pulse In Dick's body throbbed;furious-
ly and his palate dried In his mouth.
The fog shut down again, and Malsle's
face was pearl white through it. No
word m spoken, but Dick fell Into
step at her Bide, and the two paced t ie
embankment together, keeping step as
perfectly as In their afternoon excur-
sions to the mud fiats. Then1 Dick, a
little hoarsely:

"What has happened to Amomma?"
"He died, Dick. Not' cartridges; over-

eating. He was always gree*dy. Isn't
It funny?"

"Yes. No. Do you mean Amomma?"
"Ye-es. No. This. Where have you

Itching Skin
Durtreti by day and night—
That's the complaint of those *

are so unfortunate as to be: afflicted
with Eczema or Salt Rheum—and out-
ward applications do not core.
They can't.

The source of the trouble i» in the
blood—make that pure and this'•oak
ing, burning, itching skin disease will
disappear. . f

"I wai taken with «n Itching in my
armi which proved very dliagfeeable. 1
concluded It was salt rheum and bought a
bottle of Hood's Sarsaparllla.. In two days
after I betan taking it I lelt better and it
was Myqng;..jbefore I wa« cured. Have
never had any skin dtaeaie since." l ias.
Is*, ft. WABB, Core Point, Md.
Hood's Sarsaparilla

and Pills
rid (he blood oi all impurities and cue
«11 eruptions.

come from?"
'Over there.'.' Dick pointed east-

ward thfough the f'ogj" "And you?"
- "Oh, I'm in the north—the black
north, across nil the park, I am very
busy."

"What do you do?"
"I paint. That's all I have to do."
"Why, what's happened? You had

three hundred a year."
"I have that still. I am painting;

that's all." . '
"Areyou alone, then?" " ~~~~'
"There's a girl living with me. Don't

walk so fast, Dick. You're out of step."
"Then yon noticed It too?"
"Of course. You're always out of

step."
"So I <am. I'm sorry. You went on

with the painting?"
'Of course. I said I should. I was

at the Sladc, then at Morton's. In S t
John's Wood, the big studio^ then 1
pepper potted—I mean I went, to the
National—and. now I'm working under
Kami." K-

"But Kami is in Paris surely." "~
"No; he has bis teaching studio at

Yltry-sur-Marne. I work with him In
the summer, and I live in London In
the winter. I'm a householder."

"Do you: sell much?"
"Now and again, >but. not, often.

There (s my bus. I must take It or
lose half an hour. Goodby, Dick."

"Goodby, Malsie. Won't you tell me •
where you live? I must see you again,
and1 perhaps J could help .you. I paint
'a Utitle myself." ") " .

'I may be In the park tomorrow if
there is no working light. I walk from
the Marble arch down and back again.
That is my little excursion. But, of
course, I "sh'atT'see you again." She
stepped Into the omnibus and was
swallowed up by the fog.

"Well—I—am 4^—d!" said Dick, and
returned to his chambers.

Torpenhow and the Nllghai found
him sitting bn the steps of the studio
door, repeating the phrase with awful
gravity.

"You'll be worse off when I've done'
with you," said the Nllghai, upheav-
ing his bulk from behind Torpenhow's
shoulder and waving a sheaf of balf
dry manuscript. "Dick; it Is of com-
mon report that you are suffering from
swelled head." - '

"Hello, Nllghai! Back again? How
are the Balkans and all the little Bal.
kans? One side of your face Is out of
drawing, as usual."

"Never mind, that. I am commis-
sioned to-smite you in print. Torpen-
how refuses from false delicacy. _.l'.v»
been overhauling the potboilers in your
studio.' They are simply disgraceful."

"Oho! That'* it, is It? If you think
you can slate me, you're wrong. . You
can only describe, and you need as
much room to turn, in on paper as a P.
and O. cargo boat But continue, and

<be swift I'm going to bed."
"H'm, h'm, b'ml The first part only

deals with your pictures. Here's the
peroration: 'For work done without
conviction, for power wasted on trlvi-.
alitles, for labor expended'with levity
for the deliberate purpose of winning
the'easy applause of a fashion driven
public"—

"Thaf s 'His Last Shot,' second edi-
tion. Goon.'1

—" 'public, there remains but' one
end—the oblivion that Is preceded by
toleration and cenotaphed with con-
tempt From that fate Mr. Heldar has
yet to prove himself out ..of danger.'"

"Wow; wow, wow, wow!" said Dick
profanely. "It's a clumsy ending and
vile journalese, but It's quite true. And
yet"—he sprang to his feet and snatch-
ed at the manuscript—"you scarred, de-
boshed,-battered old gladiator!" You're
sent out when a war begins to minister
to tbe blind, brutal British public's
bestial thirst for blood. They have no
arenas now, but they must have Bpeclnl
correspondents. You're a .fat gladiator
who comes up through a trapdoor and
talks of what he's seen. You stand on
precisely the same level as an energetic
bishop, an affable nctress, a -devastat-
ing cyclone or—mine own sweet self.
And you presume to lecture me about
my work!. Nilghai, If it were worth
while I'd caricature you in four, pa-
pers."

The Nllghal winced* He had not
thought of this.

"As it is, I shall take this stuff and
tear it small—so!" The manuscript
.fluttered in slips down the dark well of
the staircase. "Go home, Nllghai;" said
Dick. "Go home to your lonely little
bed, and leave me In peace. I am
about to turn in till tomorrow."

"Why, it isn't 7 yet!" said Torpen-
how, with amazement

"It shall be 2 In the morning, If I
choose," said Dick", backing to the stu-
dlo door. "I go to grapple with a' se'ri-'
ous crisis, and I shan't want any dln-
ner«'\

The door shut and was-locked.
"What can you do with a innn like

that?" said the Nilghai.
"Leave him alone. He's as mad as

a hatter."
At 11 there was kicking on the stu- -

dlo door. "Is the Nllghai with you
still?" said a voice from within. "Then
tell him he might have condensed the
whole of his lumbering nonsense into
an epigram, ^Only the free are^bond,

"ana only the bond are free.'-»feU him
he's an Idiot, Torp, and tell film I'm
another."

"AH right. Come out and have sup-
per. You're smoking on aa empty
stomach." ' ' r -

There was no answer, ..
[TO BK COHTIHOED.]

Proof that the people of Wales and
the people of Brittany, In France, come
from the same parent stock is given ev-
ery autumn when Breton boys go over
to England to sell onions from their'
home fields. In Cornwall and Wales
their native speech 1B readily under-
stood. 'Armorlcan, the old language of
Brittany, the ancient' Corn'.sh and
Welsh—nnd for that matter Erse and
Gaelic—are all closely allied language^,
members ofr th< Celtic group. Breton
and Welsh arc very much alike.
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