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eyes. The hound growled and made a spring at the
spy. Only that I held him in jeash, he would have
caught him by the throat. We [ollowed the soldiers
upstairs into each room. .

. . A% we entered the -south chamber, the , wretch
made- straight.  for the escilloire. * You- will  find
proof enough here wiihout going further. There is a
Popish Mass book -¢oncealod .here, He ran his fingers
along- the wood until they t{ouched the secret spring.
The aperture slid open and  the book lay revealed. My

_ mother’s; face blanched, and she turned away her head

as* he handed it to the comnfanding oflicer:
. My book !’ I screamed, darting forward.
is my.book. Uive it 1o me! ' . o

‘1l am sorry, pretly one,’ gaid ihe officer as he
took the book from the spy, *to deny thy request,
but tihe_ hook—' he steopped suddenly, and an expres-
sion of amazement—and was it relief ?—crossed  his
face, - This is not a Popish Mass book, bul a copy
of Ksop’s Fables. What do you mean, sir,” he said
to the wretch, who sbood 1he pigture of foiled  vil-
lainy, ‘ by leading us on this™ wild goose -chase 7'

A burst of laughler from the men was the only
response.  The spy had fled through the half open win-
dow, but unfortunately for his ecscape, his, doublet had
caught in a great hook hidden amid the ivy, and le
hung twixt heaven and earih, 4 sorry sight. Whon
he .was cut down, amid the jeers amd laughter of Lhe
soldiers, his doublel was in shreds, and the look on
his face pitiable 1o sce.
was slowly crunching it between his strong white
teeth. Thoe plume was alteady in fragments,

' Madant,” said the
to my mother, *ii the rest of our search bhears as
much fruit, 1 shall have 10 ask pardon for our un-
seem!y intrusion.’

My wmother bowed a mute assent. She was shinply
incapable of speech. Afler a few momenls’ search,
they lefl, the clank of iheir sabres echoing Uthrough
the house. .

The reaction was too much for mother. She Ielt
in a dead faint and we had great work ‘lo ~. bring
her to.

“I'hat

When she. recovered, 1 danced round the room like
a wild thing. °Look, look!’ 1 eried, holding the
manual aloft. Then 1 told my story.

My mother’s answer was 1o enfold me in  her
arms. ° Thy father's daughter,” she murmured soltly,
And Kinn, not to be outdone, rested his great head
in my lap. )

* Deo gratias 1’ cried Peggie.

YAl is woell
eds  well.'—* Benziger's Magazine.’ ’

" MR. PUFFER’S FIRST WIFE .

‘Say, do you know what I think'?’ .I_was so
accustomed to the abrupt and the apexpacted in Mrs,
Pulier's method of conversation that 1 was 191 the.
least surprised to have her address uthese words 1o
mga the moment I entercd my laundry one. Monday
morning. ‘Not gilted with psychic powers, and utterly

incapable of following the varicus ramifications of a-

fertile mind like WMrs. Pufler’s, I said:

‘I have not +1lhe least idea, Mrs. Puffer.?

* Likely not. 1 reckon 4l would take the seventlh
son of a sevenlh son, born with a caul over |his
face, as the torlune teliers put .t, to keep irack o'
my thoughis. kver go to a fortune-teller or set in a
seeyance with the lights all .turned oui and  spooks
cavortin’ in the aixr?’ - .

1 never did.’

*Well, 1 have more_ than once-pad say !’ Sre
leaned forward, shook- omde finger 1oward me, and  he
voice look on a counfidentidl toa2, when she added -
“There. ain’t nothin® _<din 14, not a_ blessed” thing,
spesh’ly when it comes 1o materi’lizations ! That part
of it is a plumb fake. ‘Why bless you! I've
washin’ for the. speerils—waghed their flowin’® robes for’
'em  and made pies for ‘em. I
thing extry of -a cook, bul Iolké have told me that
I X%in make as pgood pie as anyone need want. You

see I was horn in oli. Vermont, and that’s .a parto’

~-the great pie-belt o” the country, and my mothe us

to male sixteen pics of a Sat-day -to last her family

» over Sunday,
‘My father—he weighed two hundred and forty in

his shirt sleeves—he would cat a whole pie just be-.

fore he went to hed amdl call it a Iittle snack. He
was a right hearty pie eater. I made pies *when I
was only twelve years old, and I've been makin’ 'em
ever since. Next 1ime I mix up a mess o' minch-
meat for pies ']l hake you one, amd see if you don't
fid that the proof o' my gabble is in the eatin’. 1
maxe pres and sold ‘em to my neighbors_one winter—

pies and «<doughnuls-"but you..know how doughnuts do =

“ihat she reely couwld do ail

IFinn had found his hat, and _

comsmandmg  oflicer couricously _

_lingdye stuft into tlhe cabinet,

Cthat- I~ knowed~thal she was
tha.t} o

-~

_irpided the four

done

dunno 'as I'm any--

loo ragged id

ain’t you terrible?’ and.let it go at that,

sinell up a louse cookin'; and 0 got sick o fryin’
fat and messin' with grease bovh in the pies and the
doughnuts, so -I give up both. i

*1t was in the winler.l made pies and doughnuts
Lo sell ihat 1 got so  intermut with the. speerits.
Mec and Madam  Antonia- Leveretti got real friendly.

.She was the sevenih daughter of a seventh daughter, .

and she could read .the past,. present, and .futuré ; she
was born umdter @ cerlain star amd could tell by
lookin' at a hair of your head who your fulure hus- -~
band was 1o _be. She could .bring stiray lovers back,
and lell you how to make your folis make whlls in
.your favor. She could produce -any speerils you wan-
ted produced if you paid two- dotlars, and do slate- .
“-nfdn’ amd _make chairs and tables g wallzin’ round
the room, and if yowd agree mot to touch ’em she d”
maie speerits eome oul o' her cabinet ‘ardd wave their
arms.  You see, she wa'n’t no common meejum.’

¢ 1 should thitk not,” 1 said, with a lagh, -

‘ Mind you, 1 don't want to be {dken as sayin’
this. Shé"said she could
on hes  bukness cards and the notice she put in the
papers, and there was plenty o’ people ¢ light weight
when it comes 1o brains  who believed that she could
do it, end- them was the kind thal paid her twenty-
five ccnts. apicce 1o set in her seeyances. They had to
pay fiity cents. if she give -'em a private: settin',

~and went inlo a travce just for tvhem alone.

* The whole lhing just kind o' ‘bicliled-melland
Madam Antonia wks real good comp’ny. -She’s trav-

elbed all. over crcation. You know her kind never
finds Lt convenient to stay wvery long im one place.
Somebedy gils 1o turnin’ on lhe lights at the wrong

time—for her, at least—or (hey go'to squirtin’ anpi-
which makes-il embar-
ragsin' for the speerit, or they dave the bad - man-
ners to .upset the whole cabinet, speerit” amd -all, or
there's a mix-up- o’ some sort that makes her busi-

ness drop off and-she moves on. T should think from

Magam Antonia Leverett’s  talk that she had moved on
aboul ihrec hundred Uimes. She was a little scrawny
good-natured thing wilh a silly vallow wig, and the
roses on her cheeks came out of a box, I-got to
makin' pirs and doughnuts for her and salso doin’ her
washin’ . in my own rooms. ‘That's what 1- meani
when 1 said I'd washed for {he speerits:: She knowed
a hunmthuggin® folks, bub
as folks like to be humbugged I didn’t feel no “eall
to make any 1ifouble for her Lo pick- any guarrel with
her. . ' L -
t Bul one day when I was ironin’ out’ one o' the
thine fimsy white robes ithe speerits wore in the cab-
wil, and Madam Antonia was ealin’ a piece o’ apple-
pic I set  out-for her, L ki say: ' 1'd no idea
they Lad sewin'-machines in the speerit-land.’”

LY What do you mean ?’ says she, colorin’ up  a-

htlle. :

L Wh"}‘r":’-’ says I, ‘* Lhis robe is miich-in—-e-m‘a)de, ansd

"ou needn’t tell me this ds_ just yow: nightgown.’

¢ You see She'd bemr sayin' that the- long flowin’
robes I'd been’ doin’ up for her was just her  hight-
gowns. Bosh !- Only a_grazytic:would ever: try to
sleep in such 1hings as 1lhey were. You'd git: so
qangled up before morming you'd need help im getlin’
out o' hed, or you'd get cast like a horse, ‘for it
four fect. Now and then she’d kind>o’
ioke a® little herseli about it. 1 kmow that one day
when she was in my rooms I'd just made some ex-
try mineh-pies and they were hét from the oven, so I
cut one an' give her a whole guarter of ft, an’ just
as she'd finished it her sister that lived with her
come to the door and said there was a lady wantin’

“2ladam Antonia to go -into a trance for her, and the

adam says %o me, says she: ‘““my! buf that pie
was rich ¢ I reckon I'1l see things in this trance if
I never did before.” .

¢ And {he lifle mischicl -went away gigglin’ and
willl lier _hand clapped over niouth meanin’, I reckon,
thal she suddenly rvealised that she, was kind - o’
givin' herself away. Another | time when I.was ironin’

“ane ¢ her robes and she was in my room she told

nie ibat there was “bo be the speerit of a big Injon
chief in the cabinet that night, and before I thought
how il would_ sound 1 says: ‘- He'd belier mot git on
‘the “war-pailt if he wears this robe I'm ifonin’ for its
stand ™ much strain. Why don't  you
ve him':6 appeat in one of his du‘tgf old blankets 7 "
You know she dida't gil a bit mad: She just shuk
one finger at me playful-like, and she says: ‘. Now,

Showuil
her goudl sense, don%t Yyou think ?-- . - -

(To ,bé cbnc]qded next *a{?eelg.)
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T-he Rev. f‘a,ther Manly, Of-EOOtSGI&Y, is . leaving
Melhourne on February 3 on a itip :lo Europe.



