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we are to oﬁrvngtninst
all,” enid the ticket sefler, “it will be
on Wednesday night st this time; this

Eastern wii beve lttle
trouble in y. I think I
nw’wf%mmm'
“g ing o ednesday night.”

mmﬁosntinyshp,'
thought Carlisle, wildly, “there is mo

chned. & stock of supplies which should
last him far beyond the time for the
train to arrive. ‘
He had little fear of the. weather, for

sealskin overcoat would amply
Proteet hi

At the juncture of the mountain road
and the road to Hadley thera was a
How in a pile of rocks, which
discovered during his ramblings
quite by chanoe. Thm!;gtaca had served
htm well on several occasions when he
hu}vbgm forced to find a retreat quick-
1y. Neither the villagers nor the Pawnees
to know of its existence, he soon
discovered, and therefore in it he felt
from both alike,

With Clifford Carlisle, his own safety

the utmost importanes to him;
ke would never facs danger when there
was s way to avoid it. Therefore ha
hied himself to his place of concealment
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He knew, too, that if he fell into their
hands after that length of time they
would be pretty apt to wreak their
vengeance upon him, :

From his place of concealment he
knew that he could easily reach the de-
pot when he heard the welcome whistle
oth.h. locomotive from afar off,

® Was well enough acquainted with
the to know that they would
not attempt {o interfers with the i
for they steod too much in fear of the
big, mg engines, that had once upea

& timde swept over a score of them who
}’:Iusod to stand off from the track as
it a

He knew that Florice Austin must
vered ere this that he had not
caugllt the train; but, as he had not
returned to Barrison Hall, no doubt she
suppesed he must have gone over to
Stgrr‘.kamtotryt.ogetanmn' from

Thus he settled the matter and dis
missed the subject from hig thoughts.
There was only one thing that troubled
his conecience, and that was the fate
little Norine had met with at the hands
of Chowsky. During the lonely hours
holgminh'.pheeotconcedmmhe
could think of nothing else.

In those hours he learned a startling
truth, and that was, that he cared for
Norine—ay, cared for her a thousand
times more than he had pos-
sible that he could ever care for anyoune
save himself.

The eventful Wednesday night rolled
around, and Clifford Carlisle waitad
with all the impatience imaginable for
the welcome whistie of the train, He
was glad to think that it would eomse
and go ere the raid of the Pawnees
would take place; perhaps that wad the
vam thing that they were waiting for.

wondered that that solution ef the
mystery had not oceurred to him before;

While these thoughts were drifting
through his mind, quite a thrilling scene
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id plans m.laca.rry How
knew what the n:Y> moment

to bring forth.

deeply was he engrossed with his

thoughts that for a brief instant
the :

walking, as they were, in
shadow of the _trees; the re-
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he made a misstep and fell
to the !

not rise quickly to his feet,
supposed he would do, and
when she reached his side and bent over
him a moan of intense pain, which he
vainly endeavored to repress, broke
from his lips.

“Ob, Joe! Joe! what is the matter?
Are you hurt?” piteously cried Norine,
throwing herself down on her knees be-
side him.

“I am afraid [—I have spraimed my
ankle,” he whispered; “but it is nothing,
Norine, ing.”

“Nothing!” exclaimed the girl in the
greatest terror. “Oh, Joe! haw can you
walk and further if—if your amkle is

ined:?”

e took her tremblirg hand "n his,

“I am afraid I canmot, little one,” bLe
-id,Wiﬁxalmwtswbmhisvoioe,“but
let me tell you what you must de, Nor-
ine. You must go on to the vi
withowt me. Tell them, if you find any
ore, what has happened me; if you ean
get no one to—to come to me, ocome
back yourself, little Norine.”

She was too excited to notice how
strangely his sentence was worded then,
but it all came back to her afterward.

In vain she begged to stay by bhim,
but Joe made her understand presently
that the plan he suggested was best,
and the only feasible one. So, Trying
ber tears, Norine set off bravely on her
mission to summon_assistance for him.

Joe was suffering far more than he
bad intimated to Norine; the world
seemed to grow dark around him; fe
feared s 1<t Lour had come—uthat he

i
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was dyine.
Meanw! ' “irine sped . rapidly or-
wanrd, sw.i..; nearing the bend in the

road wher: were the hugs pile of rocks
that she Lad regarded eo curiously
many and many a time. 3t last <he
was abreast of them, and then suddeuly
in the clear, bl&t moonlight she saw a
dark figure. next instant Norine
bad failen senceless in the path, and
kmew no mwore.
CHAPTER XXXVI.

Norine had made the fatal mistake of
believing the dark figure which sudden-
‘¥ loomed up before her to be a 4wance,
while in matter of fact it was ionas oth-
er than Clifford Carlisle,

He had ventured forth fromn his pince
of concealment to stretch nis cramped
limbe, and the first object he heheld was
a woman burrying down the mcuntain
path.

Omne ghunce, and an exclamatinn of the
most intense amazement Lrikxe from his
astonished lips:

“Norine, by all that's wonderful!”

He instantly divined that she had just
manle her escape from ths Pawnees.

“Well, mow, if thés isa’t a piece of
luck!” he ejacuiated, springing btoward
ber, his handsome, evil face lighting up
with dedight. “Norine will be just in
time to tuke the train with me”

Before Le had time to call to her, he
mw her halt quickly, then drop sudiden-
by down in the path.

“Confound it!” he muttered. “She hLas
fainted, I do believe.”

As soon as he reached her sida he
found that his summise was correct.

“Of course, I frightered her,” he mut-
tered. “I suppose ifis little wondsr, A
pretty fix I would be in, to
be surs, if the train came along
sciousnmess. By George! there’s luck in
this opportune enconunter. Norine is far
too beautiful to pass the rest of her days
on thesc wild western plains. I'll trans-
plant her to the gay metropolis, and Pll
warrant there “won’t be a beauty in
Gotham who can compare with my little
western wild fiower. I'1l——”

But here his soliloquy was suddenly
cut short by the loud, shrill, earsplitting
screech of the eastward-bound express
whistle, resounding far over the plains
and dying away over the mountain.

“The train at last!” he cried, with
wild emthusiasm.

“Come, Norine!” he cried, catching the
slight figure up in his stalwart arms.
“I haven’t time to attempt to restore
you to consciousness new; when next
you open your bonny eyes, it will be
far away from Hadley.”

Louder and more shrill sounded the
wiristle of the far-off train, as it thun-
dered over the frozen rails.

Clifford Carlisle knew that it would
reach the station now quite as soon as
ke could; he had not one moment to lose.

Down the mountain road he ran
swiftly, though the burden which he car-
ried was no light one. ,

For & moment he paused to see if the
coast was clear; he had no wish to en-
counter anyone, for take Norine abeard
of that train he would. he told himself,
ne matter what occurred: but he trusted
to the darkness and the excitement to
escape attention.

He more than suspected that Florice
‘Austins would taoke that identieal traim,
but ft would be a very easy matter for
him to come in contact with her by

boanding a different car.

He would not buy an extra ticket

for Norine, thus being obliged to step
up to the ticket seller’s window, but
would pay for her on the train.

Thus he led the difficulties of the
earrying out of his dastardly scheme, one
by one, as they presented themseh. ves.

i the depot, he cautiously
crept around to the other side of the
puffing train, and was just about to
board it with the still m:com;ﬂ;ﬁm
of Norine clasped closely in his arms,
when a heavy hand was laid on bis shoul-
der, and a deep, husky voice, trembling
with mighty passion, exclaimed, hoarsely:

“So I have caught you at last, my
fine fellow! What or whom have you
there 1”

Before he could collect himself to
utter a word, or, in fact, to gather his
scattered senses, he was hurled backward
by a heavy blow and the girl grasped
frcm his hold. .

The instant he had heard the voice,
even ere he had beheld his face, he kngw
that he was standing face to face with
Daniel Gordon—Norine’s grandfather—
and that he need expect little mercy
from him.

As Mr. Gordon spoke he threw off the
heavy cloak which was wrapped about
the slender form and: held a lantern
down close to her face.

“Yes, it is Norine—my little Norine!”
he cried, with intense excitement, “and
she is dead! Great God!—my little
Norine is dead!” he wailed.

“She has only fainted,” responded
Clifford Carlisle, coolly, adding: “Now
that she has passed—even though forei-
bly—from my care to yours, I leave her
to you.”

He was about to spring upon the train,
but, quick as a flash, the sturdy old
man intercepted him.

“Stop!” thundered the old blacksmith
in a voice which made Clifford Carlisle’s
heart quail in spite of his nonchalent
bravado. “Norine has been away from
our home two days. Have you made
the girl your wife?”

“She has not been »

3} P ,jou I0 sal —aw JSmsuUy,,
exasperated old man, grasping Carlisle
by the throat and hold him there in a
grasp of steel. “Is Norine your wife, or
not "’

“No:” spluttered Carlisle, struggling
furiously to free himself from that her.
culean hold, and at the same time re-
cover his breath, which his antagonist
was nearly shaking out of his body.

“Then' you don’t board this train to-
might!” roared Daniel Gordon. ¢ You
shall come back to the village with me,
and there answer me for what vou have
done.” .

In vain Clifford Carlisle attempted to
expostulate; he might as well have en-
deavored to reason with an enraged lion
of the forest. Daniel Gordon did not even
hear him.

The heart almost stood still in Clit-
fqrd‘s bosom when ancther voice fell upon
his ear—the voice of Florice Austin,

crying:
“lI am convinced beyond all doubt now
of this man’s duplicity; he was fleein

with another. Now he shall feul the
vengeance of the woman whom he was
duping. Bring him lack to the village,
good Mr. Gorden. Tt will he my turn
when you have done with him.”

“Florice!” exclaime! (lifjord Carlisle,
in intense agitation: “f can expiain all
this to your satis{action if vou will but
allow me to do so—if you will only
listen for one moment to my side of the
story.”

She laughted a hard, bitter laugh.

“What my eyes behold, that I shall
believe!” she cried. “\%; can make a
fool of Florice no longer. Listen, every-
body!” she cried, raising her voice to a
sirill, high key; “I denounce Clifford
Carlisle as the worst of frauds! I saw
him force Mrs. Barrison. on her death-
bed, to sign that will which he offers to
the world as the pgenuine article. My
price of silence was that he should make
me his wife, sharing with me the ill-
gotten fortune. Ay, and worse! He sys-
tematically swindled the old lady out
of money for years, pretending that he
invested it in a gold mine for her in
Arizona, but the gold mine had no ex-
istence save in his own brain. Ay! and
his rascality does not even end there,”
she went on, with growing rage; ‘“our
handsome, dapper gentleman is a Ligh-
wayman as well!”

“Florice!” cried Clifford Carlisle, livid

wilth terror, “you are mad!' Say no
more, if you expect me to fulfil my

pledge of marrying you. You will bit-
terly gue all these tales vou are telling
about me. Can you rotf realize that?
I never thought that it would be you
who would try to ruin me.”

Again she laughed that horrible. bitter
laugh that made the blood run cold im
his veins as he answered:

“Marry you! Why, I woull as soon
think of throwing myvself Lefore this
tra.n. I shall never marry a man who
would deceive me—ay! and willtully de-
sert me for another. I can hate a thou-
sandfold more bitterly than I ean love,
and this I say to you, Clifford Carlisle:
I am your mortal foe, and all I want is
revenge—and I have it in this hour.

“It was he,” she wildly continued,
“who made away with the young express
agent for the money he had with him. I
was an evewitness to it; I followed him
that night because I was suspicious that
he Intended visiting some village maid,

|

erowd which had gathered was i
they would have hanged hxmm
 mearest tree but for the stern decision
of Daniel Gordon that he must be taken
to tle village and the truth of the
man’s assertions eclearly proved.

This was accordingly done, a jerring
Femwd following, i

It was not until Xorine was taken to
the tovn hall and they had worked over

for some time that consciousness
Was restored to her.

Who shall attempt te describe the
excitement that followed when she told
of the safety of Joe Braimard from
_da'abh, but of the accident he had met
w,_u&:}mt he lay on the mountain

in ] test pain awaiting help,
ch was to him without
an instant’s

Norine was as much amazed as any
of them when she was told of the at-
tempted abduction, and ske thanked
Heaven indeed for the timely interfer-
ence through which she had been se
mercifully saved.

Finding that fate had closed in around
him, and his wicked career was brought
to an untimely end, Clifford Carlisle con-
fessed everything from the forging of
the Barrison will to the attempt to
make away with the young express
agent—for the thirty thousand dollars
in cash which he had about him—and
promising to make full restitution if
they would but set him free and leb him
g0 his ‘way.

It was Joe who pleaded for the man
who tried his best to be his slayer.

“All is well that ends well,” said
Joe, “and since little Norine has prom-
ised to marry me at once, I can feel no
resentment against even this man. [
say, let him go, if he will promise nev-
er to come near the wes®rn plains
again.”

Very reluctantiy the villagers consent-
ed, and a hooting, jeering men followed
the dandy of other days to the train to
see him safely away from their locality.

Foremost among them was Florice
Austin, and her face was the last he saw
as he crept aboard the train aml the ex-
press moved eastward toward the ris-
ing sun.

Norine kept faithfully her promise to
Joe. In the hours of her peril she had
learned his true worth, and that his
was a heart of gold—not one of tinsel.

And the love that awakened in her
heart for noble, heroic Joe. she knew to
be the true love of her soul, and she re-
alized that it had been only the glamor
of infatuation which she had experienc-
ed for the handsome, debonair stranger
who had come into their midst.

The amazement cf Norine on learning
of the relationship between Mrs. Barri-
son, the deceased, and herself was great
—and greater still was her surprise to
find herself the possessor of the great
wealth that was hers through her poar
Young mother who had been so cruelly
disinherited long years ago.

Daniel Gordon lived long enough, as
did his good old wife, to see their darl-
ing wedded to the man of their choice,
and it is safe to say that not a jollier
wedding ever took place in the far west.

Soon after Joe purchased the Great
Bear Gold Mine for Norine, and to-day
vou read in the daily papers of our little
heroine being worth many milliens; and
you also read how good she is to the.
poor, how beautiful she is, how loved
and admired—mnay, idolized—by all with
whom she comes in contact: and. know-
ing her as you do, dear reader, vou do
not wonder at it, knowing how you have
come to love her yvourself, from the first
moment vou saw those dear, dainty lit-
tie hands accomplish  the wonderful
feat of fashioning a real horseshoe.

There was never a more adoring hus-
band than Joe: but while he clasps his
dearly-won darling in his arms, strain-
ing her to Lis heart as he covers her
blushing face with kisses, he ighispers,;
teasing%y, ofttimes:

‘“They say you were false, but I still
believed you true; your're my own bon-
ny, sweet Norine.”

THE END.

-~

TAKING CENSUS OF MEXICO.

President Diaz and Other Men of
Prominence Will Help in the Work.

The central committee on census
work appointed by the local author-
ities to draw plans for the taking of
the census in the Federal district has
completed arrangements for making

an accurate estimate of the inhabi-
tants of the capital and outlying
towns and i.as decided to appoin:

prominent persons in every town to
take down the names of residents
personally to preclude the possibilityl
of any names being leit off the lists. |

In former vears it has been the ex-

perience of census takers that a large
majority of the natives refused to give
the names of all the members of their
household for fear that they might
be recruited in the army. The Gov-
ernment has decided to appsint prom-
inent persons as census takers in or-
der that the actual number of inhabi-
tants of the republic may be secured
within a close marzin of accuracy.

President Diaz will personally take
the census of the block on the north
side of Calle de Cadena, whers he
lives; members of the Cabinet will
perform a similar duty in their re-
spective neighborhoods; the Arch-
bishop of Mexico will take the census
of population in his own quarters and
an efiort will 'be made to have all
prominent citizens accept the oppoint-
ment for their neighborhoods gener-
ally in order that confidence may be
inspired among the natives and the
i s may be as accurate as pos-
sible.

But in interior Mexico an uphill
task is in store for the authorities,
as ‘éle majority is bent upon thwart-
ing the census work, being formed of
illiterate peons and farm laborers
who are still afraid of compulsory
military service.—From the Mexican
Herald.

HIS OCCUPATION.
{Louisviile Cour.cz-gournal.)
“He had a good business, but he lost
”

o
“Did he drink?”
“No; but he was too busy being a
prominent citizen to attend to anything
else.”

A Happy Mother’s Letter

Tells How She Brought Her
Sick Daughter Back to
Health,

“My dzughter enjoyed a vigorous and
happy chi "’ writes Mrs. Kugene
Jardine, from S} ’s Point. “Being
an only child, our anxieties were great,
when just at her approach upon woman-
hood her strength failed and her mind
became somewhat depressed. Her appe-
tite became so variable that no effort L
could make to supply variety and
changes of diet would induce her to
take comfortable meals. I never saw
a girl tire out so quickly—she had noth-
ing to fall back upon, no resistance at
ell. Her natural functions were
and her color was blanched. It looked
like pernmicious anaemia until I found
how quickly Ferrozone was buildi up
her blood. Even the first sign of red-
ness in her cheeks, and the improved in-
terest she began to take in things, gave
us ccurage. This improvement was only
the beginning of good that Ferrozone
started. Jennie’s appetite improved, and
her daughter’s case proves Ferrozone
the best tonic treatment for growing
girls. It restored Jennie’s health when
we were almost in despair, and I hope
many other mothers will see their girls
use it, too.”

It’s from twelve to twenty that every
girl needs iron for her blood—a bracing
tonie to keep her vitality high—all she
requires is combined scientifically in
Ferrozone; try it, one or two tablets
with meals; 50c per box, or The Catarrh-
vzene Uo., Kingston, Ont.

DR. BUDIN

Honored by France for S.ving the
Lives of 5,000 Babies.

This one man saved the lives of 5,000
babies in Paris, France. alone during
1908. Then he died. Though dead, it
may be said that he is still saving
lives, over 2,000 children of Paris, dur-
ing the first five months of 1909, ow-
ing their lives to him.

He said: “To instruct the children
is good, but to instruct r.others is
the most important of all educational
work, for what’s the use of having
schools for children when the children
die because of the ignorance of their
mothers®" '

Prof. Pierre Budin said this; then
he went to work. He inaugurated in
Paris a ‘‘school for mothers.” Being
a physician himself, he headed a
small body of volunteer doctors who
agreed to give part of their time each
week to the cause of saving the lives
of babies—that is, children from birth
to the age of two vears. That was ten
vears ago. First there was only one
small bureau. Here, each day, two
or three practitioners (the doctors
taking turn about) had “office hours,”
and mothers were invited to bring their
babies for examination and treatment.

v came in droves. Infants were
weighed, their little ailments wers
diagnosed and remedies prescribed.

But that was only a very small part
of the work.

While babies were cared for in this
manner, the mothers were instructed
in the art of caring for their own.
When baby acted in this way, it
meant so and so. When it had colic,
do this or that. Hold baby in this
manner; never the other way. Feed
it on this food or that. Take it out
in the open. In fact, mothers were
tanght the thousands and one little
details of the proper care for babies.

This opened up another channel for
doing good. Proper food bei half
the battle with babies, and milk be-
ing the principal commodity of food,
pure milk was urged as an absolute
necessity for the little ones.

In ten years the death rate of babies
between the ages mentioned has drop-
ped from about 10,000 per year to not
more than 5,000.

The mothers’ schools are now in all

the principal cities of France, and in |.

every instance the result has been
akout the ratio shown by the Paris
tigvres.

A monument is now building in
Faris to the memory of Dr. Budin.
Ex Fresident Loubet, Dr. Henri de
Rothschild and other notables are
lenders in the movement.

>

Mending Men’s Clothes.
(Mary Evans.)

Lots of little things may be done to
make a man’s garments last longer and
look better than if he has no woman-
kind to care for him and his wardrobe.
A man’s clothes are expensive and usual-
ly well made. but the best tailoring in
the world can't prevent buttons coming
off or coats wearing shiny at the seams.

Now, every man has a theory about

the way a button shotld be sewn on.
He krnows it shouid have a “neck,” and
nothing will persuade him that his wo-
manfolk share this knowledge. He is
therefore firmly convinced that if he
sewed the buttons on they would never
come off. He wouldn’t believe it if you
told him that the fault lay not in omit-
ting to give the button a “neck,” but in
neglecting to finish it off properly after
the neck had teen twisted. At least half
a dozen firm stitches are needed to do
this well.

Tt trousers fray at tne edge and it is
necessary to turn up a slightly deeper
hein, open the hem out all around, brush
it and soap it on the wrong side. This
makes it set well, giving it a firm ironed
apearance. Of course, it is necessary
after slip stitching the hem to press
on the wrong side with a damp cloth be-
tween the cloth and the iron.

COLD TEA FOR BLACK SUITS.

Shiny seams and shoulders must be
sponged gently with warm water to
which a little ammonia has been added.
Sponging with cold tea will do wonders
toward restoring a black suit. Inking
the seams is a time honored method
whiclh cannot be recommended. as the
ink is apt to leave stains and noticeable
marks.

When putting away clothes brush
them thoroughly and hang thegm out in
the sun for eight hours. Repeat the
bruching process. The ohject of expos-
inx them to the sunlight is to cause any
moth eggs in the fabrie to hutch, and
then the young caterpillars are easily

B f-yom'blevto;make
without breaking an old one.

a record

dislodged by the second brushing. Hav-
ing done this, put the suit, or whatever
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not so well defined, lies in just these
little things, which make all the differ-
ence between a comfortable, happy man
and a neglected one.

THE SONG OF THE NIGHT FLYER.

thunder of its roar.

My eye a blazing meteor is, and sees
what lies before.

I carry a volcanic flame within my bow-
els of steel,

A pent-up majesty of might within wy
breast I feel.

I do not stop to eat or drink; I do these
as I go;

In lakes whose bottoms and sides are
iron I quench my thirst below.

With mouth aflame I seize my foed and
roar with savage glee

Wten it is quality number one, for then
it just suits me.

| When I am fed a glory red I throw up-
on the skv;

And on my cloud, white as a shroud, I
see that glory die.

I glare upon strong strands of steel,
froh them I echoes wring,
And proud are they to be my slaves
and own me as their king.
Bright signals fall before my glance,
they feel its mighty power,
And the stars fade out and slink away
behind my meteor shower.
My guards stand all along the line in
uniforms of blue

And green and white and blood-red light
to see me safely through.

I carry the power of light and death;
I'm a god of weal and woe,

As o’er the blazing lines of steel omni-
potent I go.

I leap within deep caverns dark that
man has made of me.

And the earth a-tremble quakes with
fear as my midnight revelry.

I shoot from the bores of tunnels glum
like a shot from a mighty gun,

And my aim is trye as I fly to greet t
irst beam {of the sun.

And old Father ®ime keeps close to me

with every turn of wheel,

I'm a thoroughbred in steel.
—John Clousten.

SPRING BLOOD
IS BAD BLOOD

How to Get New Health and New
Strength in the Spring.

Even the most robust find the winter
months trying on their health. Confine-
ment indoors in often over-heated end
nearly always badly veantilated rooms—
in the heme, the office, the shops and
the school—taxes the vitality of even
the strongest. The blood becomes thin
and watery, or clogged with impurities.

metimes you get up in the morning
just as tired as when you went to bed
Some people have headaches and =

feeling of languor; others are low
ited and nervous; still others have pgm-
ples and ekin eruptions. These are all
i that the blood is out

with a medicine that gallops through
your system, and is sure to leave
weaker still. What you need to give
you health and etrength in the spring
}isa tonic medicine, and the one always
reliablea tonic and blood-builder is Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills. These pills not
only banish spring guard
against the more serious ailments that
follow, such as anaemia nervous de-
Hility, indigestion, rheumatism, and
other diseases due to bad blood. Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills actually make new,
rich blood, which etrengthens every
nerve, every organ and every part of
the body. Try this medicine this spring
and you will have strength and energy
to resist the torrid heat of the coming
summer. .

Mr. Geo. W. Johnson, Hemford, N. . &
says: “A couple of years ago when I
came home from a lumbering camp
where I had been employed my blood
was in such a condition that my whole
bedy breke out in boils—some six or
eight in a nest. These were so painful
that I was confined to the house and
for three months was treated by my
family doetor. I got no better; in faet
the sores began to eat into my flesh,
and at times were so offensive that Y
refused to sit at the table with my fam-
ily. A friend asked me one day why I
did not give Dr. Williame’ Pink Pills
a trial, and decided to do so. I got
&ix boxes and before they were all gone
the eores began to disappear and my
system was much strengthened. I com-
tinued using the pills until I had takem
twelve boxes, when every boil and sore
had disappeared, and I have since en-
joyed the very best of health.”

Sold by all medicine dealers or
mail at 50 cents a box or six boxes for
8250 from The Dr. Williams Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

WONDERFUL CAVERN.
(Chicago News.)

“That cavern seems’to  be ;);)pul-
with the womana visitors,” remarked the

stranger.

“Yes,” responded the guide. “Is has
such a wdnd-rful echo. Every once in a
while ome o: the women siands on s
ledge of rock and shouts: ‘Is my hat om
straight?

“And the echo responds?”

“Yes, the echo answers: ‘It is, mad
am, it is!**
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L own the lightning of the storm, the

As I fly and thunder o’er my course;
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