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** My dear madam, pray tell me what you think?" and he then told
ber the whole story. When he went away it was with the understanding
that he would call again in the morning. Meanwhils the lady related the
slory to the girl, advising har o go with him, Vividly she partrayed the
two paths in life now open before her. I think," she concluded, * in-
deed, he as mnch us paid i, that he will make you his wife at once if yon
will consent. Let me assure you it is love, not justice, that has made him
spend months in seeking you out.”

When Gaylord came next morning, this worldly-wise woman left the
pair to themselves, and when Lute went away the girl blushingly told her
mistress that ahe had consented to marry the gentleman,

“ L ain't the cousin he's talking abont, bub if he is willing to take &
poor kitchen girl and give her & fine home, I am willing to go. It will be n
greal thing for me, having no home sincs mother disd.”

Ten days later Lute Gaylord and wife registered at the hotel just oppo-
site the building in which Rodgers & Bon had their offices. In the early
avening, as Reece—the mere ghost of his former self—was riding down the
street, he aaw the young couple
coming down the hotel steps, start-
Ing for o walk. As he caught a
full view of the bride's face, he
nuddenly reined np his horse and
ejnonlated :

“"Hose! Miss Wilton!

Simtltaneously the two gentle-
men ralsed their hats, and Gay-
lord said, prondly: ' My wils,
Mre, Gaylord, now ;" and then he
witched to see her rocognize
some old snoquaintance ; but she
only stared hlankly frotm one to
the other

At the introduction and entire
want of recognition on the part
of the lndy, Reece grew suil-
denly dizzy and would have
fallen oot but for Lute, who
eaughit the reing and steadied
him,

1 mm botter, now," sald
esco, faintly, holding out o
shaking hand for the lines,

Mechanically the young husd
hand watehed him off, and taras
ing to his wife, asked, almost
slernly ;

“ Don't you know him? "

‘“No, I never suw him bhe-
[m.‘l

' Oh, Hosa! "

“1inalst on your calling me
Annie," she said, haughtily, * |
have told you all the time that A PAPER,
['am not your coustn Rose, and  verrow axp woks,”
was niver in Oakland belore and
know nobady here; but I am
your wife, now, and you have to use me well,”

Liate had another chill—he always had them when he got to won-
dering whether he had not made a ssd mistake. Then there was an-
other fear that was even worse. If this was Rose, the shook his
mother had given hor had affected her mind, and she was daranged
o ll matters relating to hersell as Rose Wilton. When he spoke next he
proposed that they walk toward the Vills, Surely the sight of the beanti-
ful home would move hier; and be determined to wateh her vlosely. Very
lovely she looked in her stylish wuit of white fannel, bat every law winnles
there would be something in her manner or specch that made bim uneasy.
Hhe seemod delighted with the Villa, bot 8o far a8 he could deteet thar was
not the faintest memory connectsd with it for her.

* And abiall we live here? " ahio asknd,

** Yea, but 1 ahall pay rent until the eatate fs setiled, Rose, don't you
remember anything about the place? "

' Mr. Gaylord, don't sk me any of thow harl Questions again, ploase
don't."

* Call we Lute, dear,”

** Call me Annle, then."

Alter that they walked back in almost utter silence, and the past was
avoided as much as pomible. People knowing Rose Wilton ealled on the
Gaylords at the Vills, but thay nover called & second time. Anuis Was an
oxonllent cook and a neat seamatress, but thers her sccomplishmoents ended,
The fine libwary, the grand plano and stodio wers useless to hor, Thusa
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year passed, I Lute Gaylord suffered for lack of culture and reflnement

in his wife, and with a secret dread least her malady take a worss form,

Reece Hodgars suffared ten timea more.  He had never met her face to fye

singe that first evening, and Imrilng many of the strange stories in cironly.
loom settied down opon him.

“Dn:rl sl were dead 1 eould bear 1t," he maid to himself;  but it iy like

knowing that her ghost is haunting the old place."

(Ope Friday night, when Lnte came home, be told his wife that the Wi).
ton estate was seltled and that his mother, himsell and nistar wers the
lieirs.  Annie had been mistress of the Villa & year before she undartook o
general house cleaning. She heartily enjoyed it, and somehow she o]t thay
things would seem more like her own i they were movad abont. But right
in the midst of It all an awkward servant opset a quaintly earved cabingt
thiat stood in one corner of the family sitting room. Over it went with 4
orash, and something giving way o row of little drawers was rovealed, Shy
Inoked through them curiously. Thure were papers snd letters lying loose
and bound in packages, but she piled them neatly away,
One alter another of the tiny drawers wis opened until g
curions bit of shining silver eanght her gase,

“ Why!" she exclaimed, catehing her breath, and picking
itup, Tt was sttached io a faded, blue ribbon. * Why "
sho sald again, her hands shaking s she examined it closely,
Then she went to the small trunk in her own room, her anly
possesalon before her marriage, and from & tiny box in the
till ahe took a charm precisely like the one found in the cabi-
net, only it wis attached to u pink ribbon,

‘T ean't understand, I can't understand,” she said, over
and over. Then suddenly springing to her fest she let both
the trinkets fall to the floor, while with hands ontstretehed
in an imploring manner she cried out:

“Canitbe? Cun it ba?*

Girowing calmer after & while she put the oharms in her
box and went down stsirs. Eagerly she opened each paper
and letter, scanning the lines closely. In the very bottom
of the same little drawer where the charm had lain was's

" BAOERLY RERCR ROIERS OAUGHT AT THl8 oxg,"

paper, yellow and worn. She opened It, and the first line that met her aye
Was: " Laat WIll and Testament of Florence T, Wilton.” It was an old
document, signed in Now York, and ths date was more than sixteen yoars
back, It bequesthed one-half her possesaions to her ' heloved danghter,
Hoss Wilton," and the other hall was to be equally divided batween Luclus
and Ellice Gaylord,

House cloaning saddenly lost its charin for the mistress of the Vills,
and, donning ove of her prettiest wiils, she took the two charms and the
yellow documont nnd started for the office of Rodgers & Son,

. Teecs was in his private offive lone. Ho arose when he saw his vie:
tor wax u lady, and pashed forward & chair; but when she threw back her
vell he started back un {f she had struck him  blow,

"' Rose—beg pardon—Mrs, Gaylond | 1

The Indy in queation was not accustomed to doing loga! business, and
:J: :ﬂu! thing, she was extremely diffident; but to-day sho was anothsr

" Ploase sit down, Mr. Rodgers, | have something to say to you.”
um'- Alter all thin time, Rose? " Hia voloa quiversd with peat-ap emc-




