WEST RHORE.

‘! 8ir, I am not Rose Wilton."

** Not Rese Wilton!” The young man was on his feet in an instant.
‘* If you are not Miss—or were not—Miss Wilton, where is she? "

** That Ioan not tell >

' Wall, who, may I ask, are you?"

My name was Annie Johnson, I have never claimed to be Rose
Wilton, but my husband insists to this day that I am. T have never been
able to explain the mystery ; but to-day I think 1 have found the explana-
tion," and she fook fram her handbag the two silver charms with their
voiled ribbons. ** This ane,” 'she said, holding up the one with the pink
ribbon, was always about my neck when 1 was very small, and my mother
fold me that somewhere in the world I bad & twin sister, looking exaotly
Iike me, with the same kind of » charm tied about her neck with a bloe rib-
bon ; and here," taking oot the other one, “ in the very one, I beliave,”

Eagerly Reeco Rodgers canght at this one.

" And you think 7" he queried.

‘1 hink Rose Wilton is my twin sister. I have nover told even Late
abont this sister, becanse my mother never spoke of her but u fow times,
and I have hardly thooght of her. It seems my [ather died at sea, and
mother was sick and discouraged with the two of us to care fer. How she
camp (o give my sister away 1 don't know. Waen't there something of this
kind told Miss Wilton that made ber run away 1"

" Yes, Mrs. Gaylord, and may heaven reward you lor coming here to-
day, Rose Wilton was my promised wife, and the news of her flight noar-
ly cost me my life. I was still weak when you came hare a bride. Yon re-
member my speaking to you on the hotel poreh? Well, I never doubted
that yon were Ross, you look exuctly like her; and the fact thut she could
go awiy and marry another for the pake of the property has almdst
driven me mad."

 Would yon have married her, rich or poor?'" Mrs, Gay-
lord meked, watching him with s keen eye.

"1 would,” he answered, solemnly and emphatic-
ully.

She pot her hand into the satchel and fin-
gered the yellow docnment & moment in
uncertainty, then poshed it desper
down and snapped the clasp with
a sndden decislon,

** May be you could
find ber.”

She wonld not have
Ilked to own if, but she was
itlad that Reece and Rose were
engaged, for she had supposed that
it her husband cared 8o much for his
cousin ahe must have eared for him,

Now she knew it could not be g0, She

was tenacious of her own right tp the

man whose pame she bore, and be-

wides, ahe knew now that she loved him and wanted him
to love ber for hersall and not for the sake of the woman
she resambled,

"1 will advartise in every newspaper of any note in
the state,” mused Reece, “and spend every dollar I
have hefore giving up the search. See the time 1 have
loat, thinking you were she."

When Lute (iaylord came home he was completely astoniahed at the
change in his wifs, She reminded him of & butterfly just sscaped from the
chrysalls state,

** House cleaning haa done you good; you seem changed, somehow,"”
he said,

An they sat together after lea, she drow her chair close to bim, and pul-
ting » hand in his, saked :

' Lute, do yot love me the least bit as Annle, or only as the pletare of
Rose 1"

Y Why, my dear, what & question! You are Rose, and I am surer of
it to-night than ever before.”

" But if Teould prove to yon that 1 am not, would you care for mo at
all 7" aha persisted,

Looking into her beantifnl face, he answered: 1 ean not imagine
what you are aiming at, but I love you, whether you be Annle or Rose,"”

Then she told him what we already know, bul not a wonl about the
will,

It was Christmas morning et Castle Garden, s clear, cold Christmas
morning, jost sightesn years before the day on which Hose Wilton saw the
woman sho had called mother, die. A ship had jost landed, and ita load of
emigranta swarmed np, jabbering in almost avery known tonguoe, or moved
in wrotehed silsnos. Children mosned and orisd, and for the most part

T ONE LITTLE RTNANGEN MUT
OUT T DINTY, DiM-
PLED HANDS."
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their mothers wers too discouraged or indifferunt to notice them. A Iady
belonging to the Castle Garden mission moved abott among thetn, appar
ently quite st home. Nob #o an elogantly sitired and noticeably stylish
woman who watched sverything with a smile hall surcastic, hall amused,
Plainly she was there for har owh amvsement. Nothing slse would have
brought the fustidious and wealthy relict of the late Judge Wilton into Oas-
tle Garden on Christmas morning, Mre, Markham, saperintondent of the
mission, was an old friend and clammate, and of hor many friends not one
did the fashionable widow care moro for; albeit, the world called M,
Markham eccentric, becanse sho chose to follow in the footsteps of Him
“ who went abont doing good.”

" See there," said Mrs. Markham, pointing to & drooping, girlish fig:
ure, holding & lovely babe on either arm, I must spaak to her Il 1 can
make her understand ; she ia Norse, I think." Some one clslmed her at-
tention just then and ahie turned away,

" Just for fon,” as Mrs. Wilton alterward explained, aho approsched
the young mother and spoke to her, The latter only shook her hesd, Indi-
cating thut she did not understand, Then the widow hold out her hands
alluringly, and instantly one little strangar put out its dirty, dimpled hands,

" You durling! " she oried, ecatatically, & vision of « littls ono alesp-
ing in Greenwood coming between her and this beantifol Norso infant.  For
the moment she forgot her own elogance, forgot the baby's squalor, the
mother love in her soul carrying every other conalderation befors it. The
pale young mother smiled & wan, forosd smile, and turnod away, ostensibly
to look after her matohel. A portion of the lving mass engulfed her and
Mrs, Wilton saw her no more, and whon Mrs. Markham found ler she was
patiently awaiting the mother's retirn; but she never came. Had the

ground opened and swallowed hor up aho could not have dissppoared

mora completely,
" A Christmas gift stralght from beaven, Floy," Mre. Mark-
ham said that evening, as the two friends st discussing
the strange occurrence and sdmiring the besutifal ohild
—now doubly sweel in ita clean garments,
** Ttw ukin Is like & rose petal," skl ane; ' and
her hair like fine spon gold," exolaimed
the other,
‘“ And then her eyes and cunning
ways,"" added the widow,
About the little one's neck
they foand a faded blue
ribbon, on which a
curlons silver charm
was fastened. And so in
time it eame nboot that the
dainty Norse maliden became
the sunahine of the great old
Wilten mansion, and possible
hisir to halfl a million,

Tute Gaylord listensd without in-
terraption to what his wile had 1o tell. She
walchad hin face closely to detect the smotion that sway-
od hismonl, At firet he looked nothing but murprise, and
then an expression of reliel, it seemed to her, took its
When she was done and had exhibited the

charma, hor linaband bent and kissed her fondly, saying:

I am glad you are Aonle.”

Then he, too, bagan to plan how Rose might be found, Saddenly he
exclalmed: ' I baliove | have & olus!

What In it " ahe naked, eagerly,

Ha told har of the young musko eecher ab Mea, Lane's, "' You mmems
ber 1 {nsisted you wore sho? Waell If there are two of you, T supposs that
girl was Nose Wilton, That has heen one of the things that has puealed
me most. 1 will pee Hodgers [mmediately.”

There was & long consnltation between the two men, resalting In their
ourly departure, secompanied by Annle, for San Franclsco, the next day.
Gaylord went alone to Mm. Laoe's and aaked concernlng the yoang musle
teacher.

‘The good woman fairly beamed. " I am #o glad you came, the whole
thing has been sach & mystery 1o me. Yeu, Misa Wilson, s9 ahe calla her-
sall, came hack to me alter seeing the notles of your marriags to Hose Wil
ton, She sakd she did not understand ; she koow abe was the trus Hoss
Wilton, bat she considered it & mercilul providence that had saved hee
from further permocotion. She sald she would ratber beg than ever mest
one of yoar lamily sgaln, She has sowme olber griel than the loss of mother
and money, I think. Indeed, I am quite sare it in some disappolotment in
affairn of the heart, as my nephaw has been trylng to win hoe; bot abie tells
him she has no hoart to give. Can it be possible, Mr, Gaylord, that sha
loved you? "




