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- “Alas. yes,” saye the father, sadly.
And now I have to teil you of poor
Two mornings after the duel
received news of her frcm her
It wae bad news. The agony
Which she hag undergone had proved
too much for the poor child, and she
her reason. Yes, the pretty,
L girl we had crowned queen
Of our simple feteg had gone mad!”
4 &igh of sympathy breaks from
and Lady Rookwell.
was not violent., they wrote.
what is called melancholy-mad.
Welancholia’ is the right word, is it
Bot? All her mind was set upon the
trouble she had gone through. and all
her thoughts were of milord—the map
Who had rescued her. In her madness
she had conceived tue idea that what
he had dome on her behalf he had
.done from love of her. and she grew
to regard herself as his'bgtrothed. Her
. friends. who had her in cnarge, strove
‘&ently to disabuse her mind of this
' delusion, but she clung to it with tne
tenacity of the insane. She would sit
hours, silent and rapt, murmuring
"bis name: them she would beg for
materialg, and write long let-
‘ters to him. Poor girl! Milord did wha-
8ay other noble-hearted-man would
ve done: he humored her. and.
while striving to dispel the hallucina-
tion, wrote her kindly, brotherly let-
ters In response to hers. It was kindly
meant. but it was unwise; they but
served to fan the flame and keep the
tdea alive. and one cay she fled from
Aletto on foot. and came here to seek
him He had returned to England oy
t time, and all that we could do,
short of keeping her in bends, did net
prevent her from following him. Mi-
lord’s generosity had provided a suffi-
efent income for her, and thus, harm-
lesg but restless. ghe wandered from
city to city in eearch of him. Milord
wrote to her at last, promising that, if
she would return home. he would
€ome and see her. and with tais. and
the writing of many ietters to Bim,
she was content.

“The months passed: the poor
child would come backward and for-
‘ward from the great cities to Casal-
fna. her home. Her father died, and
left her his wealth. and we all hoped
'that she would recover her reason
‘and forget milord. when Heaven or-

~dained that a mountain torrent should Y

-eompel milord to revisit this spot and
imeet her. What happened vou all
kmow, This is the truth. and all the
'truth,” he adds, with simple, impres-
sive dignity.

TRhere is a dead silence; then Lady1

Rookwell bends over Lord Delamere’'s
hand with tears in her eyes.
“Will you ever forgive

dear?” ghe murmure.

. “Yes—yes!” he says eagerly; “there
is nothipg to forgive. It is a miserable
story, i ft aot? Forgive! It is I who
ought to plead for forgiveness! Had
I acted as I snould have done, and
told my darling all the father has now
told you, this would not have happen-
ed. But I shrunk from it, ‘and put it
from me day by day, until it became
fmpcsesible to teil her. Mine is the
blame!” ' ‘

“No! no! Mine!” eaye a horse voice
from the shadow.

Hector turns his eyes with a sad
smile, and slowly, painfully, holde out
his hand to him.

“Blyte!” he says, “this Is hard up-
on you, but it was best that you
should know what really cccurred.
Don’t fret and worry over what has
happened. We are all human, and you
acted according to your lights. Will
you take my hand in token that all
fll-feeling between us is past amd bur-
led?”

Sir Frederic comes forward slowly,
with his haggard face and mournful
eyes, and takes the thin, wasted hand.
For a moment his emotion is too
sétrong to allow him to speak; then,
with an effort, he says:

“Delamere, I do not ask you to for-
give me. You have acted like a man
all through this bitter business, and I
have behaved like a cur!'™

“No, no!”™

“That thought will prove sufficient
punishment for me. If you can forgive
me, if {n time you can bring yourself
to think that I am worthy to be your
friend, prove your forgiveness by giv-
ing me some chance of atonement.
Let me be of some service to you, and
I will thank you with gratitude of a
remorseful man who sees some chance
of retrieving himself. Delamere, is
there nothing, nothinz Ican do?” he
breaks in with dull despair.

There is silence ror a moment, then
the sick man says, solemnly:

“Yes; be a friend to her,” and his
eyes turn lovingly to Signa. “‘If—if
anything should happen, be that
friend which all who are in need re-
quire. See now! I place her wel-

us, my

fare in your hands. I leave her |
woridly affairs in your charge. More |

—I take you at your word, you see!—
will you go and look up my steward,
and see that things are going om
right? I leave everything im your
hands—my friend!”

Gently, .almost sweetly, his voice
drops at the last words, and Sir Fre1_1-
eric, with the tears running down his
face, clasps the hand in both of his,
and with an imploring glance at Sig-
na, tarns and silently goes out.

“Theére goes one whose generous
mind rfsen from the mist of jealousy
and sel? love, shines out in the clear
light of true repentance,” says the
mil® voice of the father. “My sonm,,
you did well to forgive and trust
him. You have won a friend who
will' be constant till death.”

“J—know it,” breathes Hector, feeb-
ly. “Str Frederic,hgeda h:atretmp(:t
gold; he was sorely an -
ed, and was misled. Through the

whole miserable business he has act-

ke an honorable man, impelled
mistaken sense of duty to him-
e my here. n,hld

to forgive s eme, Sigma.”

—e |

—J

She does not speak, but her hznd
Dresses his, and ke is satisftied. )

Then the doctor comes forward and
looks at his Datient rather grimly.

“Humph'” he says. “This has last-
ed long enough, Father Sebastion.” .

The father rises and lays his hand
upon the hot forehead, and with a sol-
émn “Good-night. my son,” goes out.
Lady Rookwell and Laura each press
the gentle hand, and follow, but Signa
neither moves nor looks up, but re-
mains faithfully, lovingly, at his side.

“Heavens! how we have
that nobie fellow,” sobs her ladyship,
as she sinks into a chair in the par-
lor below. He has behaved like a
hero.”

“Like an honest English gentleman,
my lady,” murmured the priest,sadly.

“Yes, that is better, Father Sebast-
fan,” says. the oid lady, “and all the
time we in England were villifying
him! This is a cruel world.”

“Have you lived so long and but
just discovered that?” he says, with a
sad smile.

“'And now what will be the end of
it?” she sobs. *“He will die, and she
my poor Signa will not be long after
him! Laura, my heart is breaking!
In all my ilife | have never met with
such sorrow ag this!”

Laura cannot answer for her tears,
but Father Sebastian answers for her.

“It is a bitter lesson, my daugh-
ter,” he says, solemnly. “Would
that the world would hear it! That
sin, like a upas-tree, will grow until
it throws out branches which shall
reach no man knows whither, bear-
ing the dead fruit of sorrow and
misery and even death! A hero!
Yes! There have been few heroes sq
brave as he who lies at death’'s-doot
to-night, for he braved shame and
ill-report for mercy and honor’s sake'
And yvet he erred! There should be no
concealment between man and wife!
Had he followed his own {nstincts and
told that beautiful girl, his wife, all
that I have this night told you, this
would not have Lkappened.”

And Lady Rcokwel:, the hardened
woman of the world, bows her head
in reverent silence.

The servant enters with a warm
basin of warm milk, ,the simple fare
which forms the Tuscan's supper, and
8ets it on the table, and the father is
about to invite them to partake of it
when there comes & knock at the
door.

He himself goes to answer it, and
the two women, sitting close together
in their sadness, hear his voice min-
gled with a gruff and coarser tome.

Presently he re-enters the room,
and then, looking up at him anxious-
ly, they notice that his face is very
grave and sol '

“What is it, Father
asks Lady Rookwell.
happened?”

Sebastian 7’
*“Has anything
He stands

al the tabdble, looking
down at them.

“Yes,” he says; “I have bad news!
And yet—and yet terrible though it
be, it ig almost g200d news. A peasant
has just come to bring me tidings of
Lucia.”

“That wretched girl!” murmurs
Lady Rookwell.

The father shakes his head sadly.

“Speak no ill of the dead, miladi,”
he says, mildly.

“The dead'”

“The dead!” echoes Lady Rookwell,
with a start.,

“Yes,” he says. “This man has
come to tell us that my poor Lucia
has been found at.the bottom of the
ravine—dead! In her flight she took
the Florence road, and in attempting
to cross the stream, was caught by
the torrent, and whirled by its irre-
sistible rower into the valley. Poor
Lucia is dead! sheties now at the inn.
I will go to her. Leave me to tell
the sad news to milord.”

And taking up his broad, clerical
hat, he goes sadly out.

“How horrible!”
Derwent. ““Poor girl! Aunt, is there
nothing we can do? Think of some-
thing. What uselees creatures we are!
This good man seems everybody’s
friend and servant. I don’t believe he
has tasted food this day? Let us do
something, or I shall go mad!”

Lady Rookwell stares at her.

“What can we do?” she asks, help-
lessly.

“Something——a.nything." responds
Laura, desperately; and ehe snatches
up her hat and cloak. “Anything
would be better than sitting  here,
helpless and useless, while that good
old man goes about his duty alone.”

_And with ‘flushed cheeks, and giow-
ing eyes, the professional beauty, who
a few days ago would have thought it

—

exclaims Laura’

2 3o¥iship to walk  through Regent
hurries out of the house, and
Lady Rockwell follows her.

Stumbling, enc hoiding each other’s
hands, they make their way to the
inn, and into the silent |chamber
where the innocemt ecause of all
thig scrrow Hes wrapped in the Iast
gcumber, with a peaceful smile on her

e. .

The goed father expresses no sur-
Drise at their presence, but calmly,
solemnly points to the motionless
form. iy

“Poor Lueia'™ he says. “She has
Dassed beyond the vale of tears. Poor
child! she has found peace at last. We
Wwill leave her now. Mine shall be the
task of telling milord. Come, _aow,”
and he leadg them back to the cottage
agein. %

As tley enter the little hall, the
doctor comes down the stairs. His
tacehtsgrimasusual,bntthenis
an unwonted light in his eyes.

“Hush!™ he says, gruffly; “he is
asleep.”

Lady Rookwell murmaurs eomething
about the poor girl found drowned,

t does not interest the doctor
absorbed by his case. ’

“Humph!” he says. “What I ex-
pected, but mind! no one is to g0 tear
my patient—not for all the drowned
girls!”

“Oh, doetor'” gasps Lady Rookwell;
“do you mean that we may hope?”

“Hope!” he says, shading the can-
dle with his hand. “That is a big
word, even in your English tongue.
I do not say that; but I do say that I
heve just a chamnce with him —just a
a chance, but nothing more,” and with
8 shrug of the shoulders he goes up-
Staire again.

It is just a chance, but the little,
surly, gruff-voiced surgeon clings to
it, and makes mueh of . All along
he has fought the fight bravely—that
te;rible fight which the man of
Science fights against the King of
Terrors. Even when there seemed no
trace of hope, he fought for tighting’s
sake, but mow that he sees a faint
gliimmer of light in the horizon, he
stands squarely up, ready to contest
eévery {nch with his toe.

He has no thought or Tame, this lit-
tle doctor with the unshaven face and
shaboy dress; it mever occurs to him
that his patient is a powerful English
Nobleman, gnd that if he recovers,
the man who saves him will receive a
great reward, and have a chance of
becoming famous; my Lord of Dela-
mere is just an intensely interesting
Case of stabbing, with great nervous
depression {n addition, and for mere
love of the struggle, he has reeolved
to enatch him from Death’s clutches,
if it be possible for mortal man to do
so.

It s a hard fight. For some days
Hector lieg motionless, and to all ap-
bearance lifeiess; then a weak delir-
ium sets in, and Signa, alwaye near
him, hears him murmuring her name
or Archie’s. Once he fancies that he
!s cailing the boat to St. Clare; and
Wmutters: “I will save aer, my darl-
ing; sie shall not die, and not know-
ing that I love her.”

Then again he is at Lady Rook-
well’'s; but sti]] dreaming of her—al-
wares of Signa—*“YHow beautiful she
looks! Beautiful and pure as a lily.
And I—so black—so stained!” :

Once omnly he mentions the name
of the girl who first crossed his life's
Dath with such baleful consequences.
“Poor Lucia!” he murmurs. “Poor
child! Where wil] it end?”’

Signa sitg beside aim, listening al-
ways with white face and dark-rim-
med eyes. The surgeon and she
scarcely exchange a word; ehe knows
what he requires of her without need-
ing to epeak—a glaace, a look -is suf-
ficient for her. Never was man &o
Wwatched and nursed since suffering
humanity began to suffer.

80 the days pass, until one morning
tnere comes a change. Very feebly he
turns his eyes to her and smiles; his
brain is quite clear; there is a.look of
life in the dark orbs; life expressed by
an Intense expression of love and gra-
titude.

‘“Hector!"” she breathes, kneeling be-
side him, her face to his, her bosom
heaving. ““Ah, Hector!”

“My darling- My darling!” he mur-
murs. “How you— have suffered! But
—it is over, Signa! I feel that I shall
dive! Tell him so!” and his eyes turn
to the sturdy figure of the doctor with
a grateful smile.

“That's no news!” saye the little
man, gruffly, but with a pleased, flick-
ering smile about his lips. *I knew
that dave ago. I knew you'd live when
you meant to! That is the best of hav-
ing an Englishman for a patient. When
he nieans to die he means it, and when
he means to live he means it, too!
Ah, yes, we have turned the corner,

‘milord. But——" and ‘he shrugs bis

shoulders significantly.

“It has been a near thing,” says
Hector, with a gentle sigh. “Yes, 1
meant living! You see”--and his eves
dwell wistfully on the pale but still
lovely face beside him—*I have some-
tl:ing to live for.”

Then he falls asleep—Into sound,
restful sleen now.

Tbat night it is flashed by the elee-
tric wire to Northwall that its lord
has returned to the land of the
living, and that death has been

thrust at arm’s length,

dress post-card: “Cuticura, Dept. A,
Beston, U. S, A" Sold everywhere.

Not only to Northwell, but to Lon-
dor and Paris does the v2legraph flash
the news, for the story of Lord Dela-
ere’s illness and its cause have been
a fruitfvl topic of conversation in beth
cities. and the world has shown rxorg
than its usual curlosity  to know the
result; and many are of the opinion
of the Duke of Deerford, who received
the news of Lord Delamere’s reccvery
with a grunt of satisfaction, and the
remark that he objects, on prirciple,
t> Englishmen being done to death
by foreigners of any kind. Neither
he nor the world - at large will ever
krow the true story of Casalina.

“And now, Laura,” says Lady Rook-
weil. two days afterward, ‘what had
we better do? Lord Delamere is
growing well rapidly, and we are
rather——"

“Rather de trop—ra‘her in ths way,”
says Laura.

“No, I don’t mean that at all,” re-
terts her ladyship, whase sharpress
bkas returned with Hector's recovery.
“m sure Signa is only toa glad to
bave us, dear child, but I tuink we
had better go.”

“Certainly,” says Laura; “let us go
at orce. I'll come home with you *

“Thank you, my dear.”

“—Without waiting for an invitation.
And you and I will get the Grange
aired for them. Signa told me last
night that she would take him back
to England the moment the doctor
Frcoounced it safe for him to travel.
She hates Italy.”

“She has not much cause to lave It,”
scaps her ladyship. “As for me, I
oon’t want to hear che mame of this
place again as long as I live, excepting
you coanect it with that dear, good
Father Sebastian. Oh, I wish we could
tako him to England—and keep him

there!”
CHAPTER XXXV.

It {s a bright morning in early win-
ter—one of those wmormings which
England, perhaps, alons, can boast of.
The air is so clear that, standing on
Northwell Cliffs, one can see for miles
across land and sea, the latter glitter-
ing under the clear, ieen sunlight like
an opal set round in emeralds of the
green fields. It is a morning when the
blood, especially if it be Young, runs
frealy through the veins and lifts the
nind above sordid cares and petty
trounles. It is winter, it is trae. but
winter with a smiling mask on, his
voice attuned to spring rourdelays. his

frosty beard shining with som2thing’

like a summer sunshine.

Floated into the clear, hlue sky
rises the smoke from the tall, fluted
chimneys of Northwell Grange, as it
has not floated for many a long year.
There are fires all over the great
place; there is stir, and bustle, and
Pleasant excitement, from cellar to
attics; servants in the handsome Dela-
mere llvery are hurrying to and fro;
grooms in the stables are putting the
last polish to their horses;*tim maids
are hurrying about the bedrooms;

signs of preparation are to be met |

with in every part of the house, for
to-day my Lord and Lady Delamere
are to arrive home.

Down below in the village there is
alrecdy a crowd ot €xpectant sight-
seers grouped round the pretty tri-
umphal arch of holly leaves and ivy,
with its hackneyed but heart-stirring
word—“Welcome.” In the belfry the
ringers stand with the ropes imn their
hands—and a huge jug of bome-
brewed—ready at the moment of “their
honors’ ” arrival to ring »ut a merry
peal.

It is no ordinary, stereotyped *“‘com-
ing home” this; ard there is real and
genuine pleasure ig the popiilar hearts,
for is not the Lord of Northwell re-
turning from, death as.well as from
foreign lands? They have all read in
the local newspaper of that awful
struggle between life and death, and

SUeAR
e

Archie, who cuts after her,
frantic excitement and im-

“Doyonthinkthetnin- wiil be late,
Miss Derwent?” he demands.

On some portions of the globe spices
are worth more than gold or silver.

“In the arctic region spices are es-
sential to health and happiness,” writes
an explorer. i

appetite wonderfully
in the porth. I have seen shipwreek-
ed sallors fight over an ounce of spices
with more flerceness than they ever
did for money.”

The psychological effect of spices is
of more importance than the physiol-
ogical. Many writers havs confessed
their inability to write without the
odor of spices in their rooms. One
great musician composed hfs master-
piece under the influence of cinnamon
and cloves steaming in a kettle of pre-
serves in a neighbor’s kitchen. There-
after he composed only when steamed
cloves and cinnamon were on hand.

The food of one man, however,
very often happens to be more or less
violent poison for another. In the
annals of insane asylums there are
many cases on record where the odor
of cloves, cinnamon, pepper, allspice
or ginger has driven patients into vio-
lent paroxyms.

Yet all the world loves spices. In
the, fear that the source of supply
wouid eventually become extausted
chemists have sought to make spices
synthetically. They hava succeeded
in a number of instances to such an
extent that cheap adulteraticns are
sometimes veed —Fxehange,

_———“'v__' —

Helplets.

burners with less difficulty,

- A wooden clothespin is good fer hold-
ing small pans on the stove while stir-
ring.

A small bag of camrhor inside the pi-
ano will protect the felt from moths.

Put salt under the baking dish and the
contents will no‘ burn.

Kerosene is fine for cleaning a zinc
or enameled bathtub.

Water bottles or vases with narrow
tops oan be easily cleaned if a handful of

ammonia tc the wash wuter, and Shak-

ing vigorously.

and hang in the sun.

Lemon jvice and salt with the aid of
the sun will remove rust stains,

" Vinegar will remove fly specks from
windows, picture frames and woodwork.

A little water boiled in the Bauce-
pan before putting in milk will prevent
burning.

Ammonia brightens widow glass and
mirrors.

Wash oll cloth and linoleum with tepid
water and wipe with cloth dipped tn
~qual parts cold milk and water,

Fingerprints on varnished furnityre'can
be removed by rubbin?' with a cloth dam-
pened with sweet oil, while kerosene
is better for oiled wood.

Brooms 2nd whisks are stiffened and
preserved by occasionally dipping for a
few minutes in boiling soapsuds.

THE STORY OF THE STAIRS

————————

Every time you go upstairs you can
test your state of health—the condi-
tion of your blood. .

Do you arrive at the top of the
stairs breathless and distressed?
Does your heart palpitate violently ?
Do you have a pain in your side®

way up, with limbs trembling and
head dizzy, too exhausted to go fur-
ther without resting. These are un-
failing signs of anaemia. As soon as

impure the stair-case becomes an 'n-
strument of torture. When this is so

you are unfit for work; your blood {s

watery and your nerves exhausted,
you are losing the joy of an active

break-down and decline. In this con-
- dition omly one thing can save you.

to your' veins without further delay,

health, and the power to resist and

active and stroag.

cine Co., Brockville, Ont.

UNIONIZING THE MAID.

He printed on her lips a Xiss—
Her “‘type” und “‘rorm’’ were fine—

And then he just :nserted this

“To pe continued’ line. .
—MaXke-Up,

He orinted on her llos a kiss—
She thought he could do.better
For lo, the criticizing miss
Perceived a wrong-font letter.
—Heading Man,

PH*? printed on her lps a kiss, .
But is it not surprisi
That this wee bit of spoening bliss
Should need so much revising?
—Copy Helder.

When printing on her lips a kiss,
Why did he nut invite her
To have a “‘mat’” made of the job
By some good stereotyper?
—Printer's Devil.

He printed on her lips a kiss,
But, i2. he put no slug,
I challenge her to find the guy
Who thus defaced her mﬁ! :
—Galley Boy.

He printed on her lips a kiss,
As well as he ‘was able,
And then to have and hold the miss
He used the union label!
R. J. Robb, Hamilton,
—Typographical Journal.

Artificial flowers for millinery are
being made to inclose tiny incan
scent lamps, which can be syppifed
with current from storage batterieg
hidden inside the wearers’ hats

No man likes to get hurt Many o

fellow feels like kicking himself §¢
wasn't afraid of stubding his tog, he

L]

(Millaire Bellec, in Land and Water),

There is a certain small number c¢f
men in Europe whose whole functiom
it is to calculate with their stafis the
rate of loss.

To these men, whether upon the
enemy's side or upon our own, the
great battle lies as really moving to-
wards its completion, as do the man-
ceuvring troops upon the successive
plansoluhistorybookmovetoado—
cision before the eyes of a student.
who reads. Weeks ago the Austra-
lians were pressing the outskirts ot
Bullecourt; many days ago they were
&till pressing upon either side of the
ruins. To-day those ruins are in
their hands. Some weeks ago the
French stood just on the edge of
Craonne. Many days ago they setwm-
ed the ruin of the once charming vil~
lage on its height. Many more days
may pass and they may vet be there.
And the days pass, and the Hne stilf
stands. hardly moving.

To one who should errcneously
judge by physieal movement very.
little has happened in these places.~
in most other places upon the line,
arparently nothing. But to the menm
who are in possession of all the ob-
tainable figures and who. through|
those figures, see the real meaning off
the ficht. Craonre and Bullecourt
and twenty other names of twenty,
other unhappv ruins mens a certaim’
caleulable rate of approach not to a
Point in snnce. but to a point in time

It wicks for ¢!l stoves are starched !
and ironed they can be fitted into the |

rice is dropped in, after adding a little |

Use chalk and soan on mildew stains

Perhaps you even have to stop half

your blood becomes impoverished or

life and paving the way for a further

You must put new, rich, red blood in-

and so build up your health anew. To
get this new, rich blood, give Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills a fair trial, and they
will give you new vitality, sound

throw off disease. For more than a
generation this favarite medicine has
been in use throughout the worid and
has made many thousands of weak,
despondent men and women bright,

You can get Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
through any dealer in medicine, or by
majl at 50 cents a box or six boxes
for $2.50 from The Dr. Williams’ Medi-

wiere c.raustion will determine a de-
cision. :

It is o raradox hut a truth that of
theso rien whe prg watchine {n thele
renst rooms halind eitter line. not
phreiecl mavement on maprs, hat ﬂg\-;
ures n'tieq o dav upan 2o an the
eclered ev=vos it s those “ahind the
Cerman T'ne that can lext annreciatg
the inexorahle (haracter of the affate
enl tuo wov in which it ad.onces a8
thovre" Yo a netural force rather than
the will o° mon. For upon eithee
sida ounct kmowledge ie confined te
orer ovn losees. while those of the
epprnont are at first at a guess, them
an ertin oo erd only after o time
reduccl Hy an evamiantion of pri-
goners, the ennture  of doenmonts,
ete. to o reasanahle marein of orror:

o ret these are two dominnting facts
| Whic's ©*hen wapty poegeacog in com-

mon. ¢nl vhich must tre arnearing
to-dhr T othe Cerman br=canx under

(81 eiep etrompgor J{oht than in those

of the Frearh and the pejijeh.

Thaea ddovinating foetg are, first:
Thot the AlMied power or recriitment:
2t 115 moment remains greater by
for t¥>n the Cerman: and secnnd!y,‘
that the rte of log€ upon the Allied!
side f= »nd must increasingzlv be. 1
than the rate upon the enemy’s.
is therefore in the las* analvsfs the
enemv’s mite of ecasualties which will
tetermine the battle, and because the
enemv rows that rate more accu-
ratel than we do, because he does
not obtain it by calculation and esti-
mate. but can plot it down every ew-
eninz accurately—it is on this ae-
count thct he must know the nature
of the cnd cven better than we do.
He has hefsore him as a solid line the
curve which is the master curve of in-
formati~n. the German losses. Our
pecple have it as a detted line. He
sees and measures to a thousandth
the decreasing belt betvieen the ris-
Ing linc and the horirontal limit of
the reserves: we measure it cnly to &
rough estimate.

Therefore it is that ke has already
asked for peace. Therefore it is that
he exaggerates for his public, and per-
haps for his own comfort. the power
—the menace—grave though the men-
ace fs—of the submarine to the com-
munications of the Allies; and there-
fore it is said that he emphasizes am
best he may, by vague phases and
general statements, the losses he g
himself inflicting.

I could have wished to have beem
in Metz in a certain room when the
Staff came in after the repulse the
army had suffered in fromt of Naney,
in the month of September, 1914—
the first defeat for a hundred years,
And 1 could have wished to havey
been at their headquarters in the latey
afternoon of September 9th when the
final desperate prayers came in frony
L a Fere Champenoise and from t
Ourcq and the order was reluctent
sent that the urmies should fall back
from before the French and the En-
glish upon the Marne. But I coul®
wish still more that one might have
a vision at this moment of a little
room in Mezleres. 1 think it would
£t our hearts.

e -—-———M——.___
Force of Light

Light has an actual mechanical pres-
sure and can be measured in the lab-
oratory. It has been found that the
sun's light in {tself presces againgt
the earth with a foree something like
70,000 tons. As the surface of a spheng
varies as the square of the radius, and
as the volume or mass varies as the
cube of the radius. and as the me-
chanical pressure of light on the whole
surface varies as that surface, and as
the force of gravity varies as the m
if a sphere is made smaller
smaller it is easily seen that the pres-
sure of light dves not decrease so
fast as the force of gravity, so bodies
beyond a certain minuteness could not
“reach the sun, but would be repelled
by the mechanical force of its light.

.
Saving.

Some women formed a rescli’ on te
do something about the high cost of
liying. “Something,” they Insisted,
with lofty courage, “that will count!*®

Accordingly they banded together
and so perfected themselves in the arg
‘of making up their minds that where<
as it had hithertd taken a ralesgirl an
average of two hours to sell a yard of
ribbon she could now turn the trick im
twenty minutes flat.

The economic saving, of course
was in the aggregate enormous, mak-
ing itself felt all down the line.

Poorteathnt;nbeaommn
price i3 most extravagant In use.

little good tea, like Safada,
many more cups; hence it’g




