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CHAPTER XI11.- {Continued.)

At the snme moment, Rundnl seized his
firt opportunity of spenking. He ad
dregsed himself gently to his sister<in-lnw.
Bhe refused 1o hear him,  The indignation
which Mrs, P'resty had roused in her made
no allowaticos, and was blind to all sense
of right,

“hDon't tronble yourself to account for
your silenes,” whe snid, most unjustly.
“Yon were listening to my mother with-
ont n word of remonatennes when I came
intn the room,.  You are concerncd in this
vile slander, ton.™

She dropped into a chair, If there wns
any one thonght in her mind at that mo
ment, It was the thonght of her hushand,
Bhe was eager to see him: she longed to
pny to him: “My love, I don't believe n
word of 1! e was not in the garden
when she had eeturned for the 1-:|rn‘-=-nl'.
and Svdiney was not in the garden, Won-
deving what had become of her father
unid her governess, Kitty had asked the
nitse mald to look for them, Mrs, Lin
ley sent for the nurse mald, She f}‘lt the
wtrongest relnctance, when the girl ap-
peared, to appronch the very inquiries
which she was interested in making.

“Have yon found Me, Linley?" she said
~with an effort,

“Yeu, ma'am,"

“Where did you find him?"'

“In the shrubbery.” -

YD Four master saYy anything?

“1 wlipped uway, ma'nm, before he saw
me,"

“Why

“Miss Wosterfield was In the shrab-
bery with my master. 1 might have been
mistiken——" The girl pnused and look-
ed confised,

Mrs. Linley teied to tell her to go on,
The words were in her mind: but the en-
pacity for giving exprossion to them fni!ml
her,  She lmpatiently made a sign,  The
wign wis understood, The servant with-
drew

Mrx, Linley snutehed up n newspaper,
and txed her eyes on it in the hope of hx
fiie ber mind on i, Obstinately, desper
ately, she rend without knowlng what she
win rending,  The lines of print were be-
ginning to mingle and grow dim when she
was startled by the sudden opening of the
door. Bhe looked round,

Her husband entersd the room.

CHATEN XIIL

Linley advanced o few stepu—and stop.
ped,  Hin wife, hurrying engerly to meet
him, chocked herself. Tt might have been
distrust, or It might have been unrenson-
ing fear—she hesitated on the point of ap-
pronching him,

“1 have something to say, Catherine,
which T am afeaid will distress you."

His volee faltered, his oyos rested on
her—then looked away ngaln.  He sald no
maore,

A it of trembling selzed her.  Lifley
stepped forwanrd, In the fear that she
might fall, She instantly controlled hey-
selt  and  signed to him to keep back.
“Don't touch me!" she sald.  “You come
from Miss Westertield!™

That reproach roussd him,

“1 own that 1 come from Miss Wester
field,” he answered,  “She addresses o
request to you, through me."”

“I pefuse to grant "

“Heor it first,"

“No!”

“Henr it—-in yonr own interest. Will
you permit ber to leave the house, never
to return agein?  While she is still luno-
cent ‘o

His wife eyed bhim with a look of unut
ternble contempt, He submitted to lt, but
not In wllenee,

“A mun doesn't  lle, Catherine, who
makes such o confesslon us T am making
now, Miss Westerticld offers the one
ntonement in her power, while she is st
innocent of having wronged you—except
in thowght,”

“Ia that all?" Mrs. Linley asked,

"It vests with yon," he veplied, “to say
It there s any other saerifice of herself
which will be more aceeptable to you,"

“Lat me understand fiest what the sae
rifice means.  Does she mnke any condi-
thons ¥

“She has positively forbldden
make conditions,”

“And goes out into the world, hv]lll‘-nn
pud friondleoss?"

Y s

Even under the terrible trinl that wrang
her, the nobility of the womnn's nature
spoke in the next words,

me  to

“tive me thoe to think of what you
have sald,” she pleaded, *1 have ol o
happy Hees 1 am not used to sulfer as 1
wn wullering now,” 1o the minute that
followed, her chunglog color revealed a
sirnggle with horself,

“Mise Westerfield is Innocent of having
wronged me, except o thought,” Mrs,
Lintey resunisl.  U"She might have decelv:
eil me—she had oot deceived we, 1 owe
it o her to reember that, She shall go,
bt not helpless, and not friendless, Oh,
iy hsband, bas she taken your love from
e

“Judge for yourself, Catherine, if there
Is o proaf of my love for you In what
I have resistedd, and oo remeibrance of
all that 1 owe to you In what | have con-
Tessial.™

She ventured a little
“Can 1 belleve you?

ot me to the test™

She lnstantly took him at his  word
“When  Miss  Westerfield has left us,
promise not to see bher agein,”

“1 proanise,™

“A ) ot even to write to her”

“p o,

Bhe wont back 10 the weiting table, “My
hoenrt is onsior,” she sald, simply, 1 ean
e wereifal to ber pow,™

After writing a few lines, she rose, and
handed the paper to him,  He looked ap
from 1 in surprise.  “Addressed to Mrs,
MucEdwin!" he said

C Addressed,” she answered, “to the ouly
person 1 know who feels o trae interest
i her, Have you not beard of ie¥”

“1 remember,” he sald-apd read the
Hnes that followed:

“1 recommend Miss Westertield as »
tescher of young childeen, having hwl
ample proof of her capacity, industry and
goodl temper, while she has been governess
tw wy child, She leaves bher situation i

uearer (o him
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my serviee, under eirenmstances which
tostify to her senwe of duty and ber sense
of gratitude,”

The lust, worst trial remained to be un-
dergone; she faced it resolutely,  *“Tell
Miss Westerficld that T wizh to see her,"”

On the point of leaving the room, Her-
bert wawr called back, “If yon happen to
meot with my mother,” his wife added,
“will you nak ber to come to me #

Mrs, Presty knew her daughter's na-
ture; Mres, Presty had been waiting near
nt hand, in expectation of the message
which she now recelved,

Tenderly and respectfully, Mra, Linley
nddressed herself to her mother. “When
we last met; I thonght you spoke rashly
and eruelly, I know now that there was
truth—some trath, let me say—in what
offended me at the time, If you felt
strongly, It was for my sake., I wish to
beg your pardon; 1 was hasty, 1 was
wrong."

The words had barely fallen from her
lips, before Herbert returned.  He waos
followed by Syduey Westerfield,

The governess stopped in the middle of
the room. Her head snnk on her breast;
her quick, convulsive breathing was audi-
ble in the silence. Mrs, Linley advanced
to the place In which Bydney stood. There
was something divine in her beauty as she
looked compassionately at the shrinking
wirl, and held out her hond.

Bydney fell on her knees. In silence,
Mrs. Linlay ralsed her—took the writing
which testified to her character from the
tablo—and presented it. Linley looked at
his wife, looked nt the governess, He
walted—nnd still peither the one nor the
other uttered a word, It was more than
he conld endure. He addressed himselr
to Bydney first,

“U'ry to thank Mrs, Linley,” he said,

Rhe answered faintly: 1 can't speak ™

He appealed to his wife next. “Say a
Inst kind word to her,” he pleaded,

Bhe made an effort—a vain effort to obey
him, A gesture of despair answered for
her an Bydney had answered: “1 can't
spenk,”

True, nobly true, to the Christian vir-
tue that repents, to the Christian virtue
that forgives, those three persons stood
together on the brink of separation, and
foreed theie frail humanity to suffer and
submit,

In merey to the women Linley summon-
od the cournge to part them, He turned
to his wife firat;

“I may say, Catherine, that she has
vour good wishes for bappler days to
come ¥

Mrs. Linley pressed his hand, At that
last moment the child ran into the room,
in search pf her mother. There was a low
murmur of horror at the sight of her. That
innocent heart, they had all hoped, might
have been spared the misery of the part-
ing weene!

Bhe saw that Sydney had her hat and
clonk on, "You're deessed to go ont,” she
sald, Bydney turned away to hide her
faee, It was too Iate; Kitty had seen the
tears,  “Ob, my darling, you're not going
awny!"™  She looked at her father and
mother. *“Is she golng away?' They
were afraid to answer her. With all her
little strength, she clasped her beloved
friend and play-fellow round the waist.
“My own dear, you're not going to leave
me!" The dumb misery in Sydney's face
struck Linley with horror.  He placed
Kitty in her mothee's arms. The child's
piteous ery, “Oh, don't let her go! don't
let her go!” followed the governess as she
suffered her martyrdom, and went out,
Linley's heart ached; he watched her un-
til she was lost to view., *“Gone!" he
murmured to himself—"gone forever!"

Mrs. Presty heard him, and sonswered
him:

“She'll come back ngaint™

CHAPTER X1V,

Ax the your advanced the servants at
Mount Morven remarked that the weeks
seemied to follow each other more slowly
than usual. If the question had been
asked in past days: Who s the brightest
nud happlest member of the fumily ¥ ev-
erybody would have said, Kitty, 1f the
guestion bad been asked at the present
thme, differences of opinion might have
muggested diterent apswers, byt the whole
houschold would have refrained without
hesitation from mentioning the child's
nnme, Sinee Byduoey Westerfield's depar-
ture Kitty had never held up her head,

Then typhoid fever sot in.  The doctor
upuk.- priy ately to Mr. I.Ilﬂl‘,\'. The child's
debititated condition—that lowersd state
of the vital power which he had observed
when Kitry's case was first submirted to
him-—placed a terrible obstacle in the way
of suceessful resistance to the advances
of the diseane,

“Say nothing to Mrs, Linley just yet.
T'here is no absolute dauger so far, uuless
delirfum sets o'

Un the next evening but one the fatal
symptom showed itself, There was woth-
ing violent in the delirtum.  Unconscious
of past events in the family life, the poor
child supposed that her governess was lyv-
ing in the house as usual, She piteously
wondered why Syduey remained down
stoles in the school room, “Oh, don't
keep her away from me! 1 want Byd! 1
want 8yd!" That was her oue ery. When
exhaustion sllenced her, they bhoped that
the sad delusion was at an end. No! As
the slow fre of the fever Hamed again,
the same words were on the child's lips,
the same foud hope was in her sinking
heart.

The dootor led Mrs, Linley out of the
room, “ls this the governess?" he asked,

“Yeal"

“1s she within easy reach?”

“SBhe is employed in the family of a
friend of ours, Living nine miles away from
us."

“Bend for her lnstantly!™

Mrs. Linley looked st him with a wild-
Iy mingled expression of hope and fear,
She was pot thinking of herself —she was
ot even thinking, for that one moment,
of the chikl, What would her husband
sy, it she, who had extorted his promise
never to see the governess again, brought
Syviduey Westertield back to the house ¥

Two hours later, pale, worn, haggard
with anxiety, Syduey Westertield eutered
the roomt and looked onee wore on the
fuces which she had resigued berself

never to see again. Bhe appeared to de
hardly conscious of the kind reception
which did its best to set her at her ease.

“Am § in time?"' were the first words
that escaped her on entering the room.
Reassured by the answer, she turned
back to the door, eager to hurry upstairs
to Kitty's bhedside.

Mrs, Linley's gentle hand detained her.

The doctor had left certain instructions
warning the mother to guard against any
accident that might remind Kitty of the
day on which Bydney had left her, At
the time of that bitter parting, the child
had seen her governess in the same walk-
ing dress which she wore now. Mrs.
Linley removed the hat and eloak, and
laid them on a chair.

“There Is one other precaution which
we must observe,” she sald; “I must ask
you to walt in my room until I find that
you may show yourself safely, Now come
with me."

Mra. I'rosty followed them and begged :
enrnestly for leave to walt the resnlt of

the momentous experiment at the door of
Kitty's bedroom,
for them as the three went out together,
He was in a state of maddening anxioty
about his poor littje niece. Then he shut
shut himself into the drawing room, but
had barely suceeeded in composing him-
self when a servant appeared with somes
thing to say to him.

“I don't know whether I have done
right, sir,” Maleolm began. “There's a
stranger down staire, among the tourists
who are looking at the rooms and the pie-
tures. He said he knew you, And he
anked if you were not related to the gen-
tleman who allowed travelers to see his
Interesting old house,”

“Well?*

“Well, nir, 1 said yes. And then he
wanted to know If you happened to be
here at the present time."

Randal cut the man's story short, "And
you said yes agnin, and he gave you his
card. Let me look at it,”

Muleolm produced the card, and in-
stantly received instiuctions to show the
gentleman up, The name recalled a gen-
tleman bhe had met while in London at a
dinner at the London Club—Captain Ben-
nydeck.

Randal's first words of welcome reliey-
ed the captain of certain modest doubts
of hix reception, which appenred to trouble
him when he entered the room, “l am
glad to find you remember me as kindly
ns I remember you." ‘Those were his
first words when he and Randal shook
hands.

That put the captain at his ease, and
the two men were soon chatting pleasant-
ly together. In the course of his remarks
Captain Bennydeck sald: <

“1 have been in search of a poor girl
who has lost both her parents; she has,
1 fear, been left helpless at the merey of
the world. Her father was an old friend
of mine—once an officer in the navy, like
myself. My last letters suggest a hope
of tracing her. There is reason to believe
that she ls, or has been, employed as a
pupll teacher at a school in the suburbs
of London; and | am going back to try
it I can follow the clew myself. Good-
by, my friend-—let us hope to meet again.
When you are in London, you will always
hear of me at the club.”

Heartily reciprocating his good wishes,
Randal attended Captain vk to
the door. On the way back to the*draw-
lug room he found his mind dwelling, rath-
er to his surprise, on the captain’s con-
templated search for the lost girl,

Was the good man likely to find her?
It seemed useless enough to Inquire—and
yet Randal asked himself the question.
Her father had been described as an offi-
cer In the nuvy, Well, and what &id that
matter? Inelined to laugh at his own idle
curlosity, be was suddenly struck by a
new iden. What had his brother told him
of Miss Westerfield? SBhe was the daugh-
ter of an officer in the navy; she had been
pupll teacher at a school. Was it really
possible that SBydney Westerfield could
be the person whom Captain Bennydeck
was attempting to trace? Randal threw
up the window which overlooked the drive
in front of the house, Too late! The
carclage which had bronght the eaptain to
Mount Morven was no longer in sight,

The other course that be could take
was to wention  Captain  Bennydeck's
name to Bydney, and be guided by the re-
sult.

The drawing room had not been empty
more than a few minutes when the door
on the right was saddenly opened. Her-
bert Linley entered, with hurried, aueer-
tain steps.

He had ridden from the farm at head-
long speed, terrified by the unexplained
delay in the arrival of a messenger from
home. Unable any longer to suffer the
torment of unrelieved suspense, he had
returned to make inguiry at the house.
As he interpreted the otherwise inexplica-
ble neglect of his instructions, the last
chance of saving the child's life had fall-
ed, and his wife had been afraid to tell
him the dreadful truth,

How long he stood there, alone and le-
resolute, he never remembered when he
thought of it in after days. Al he knew
was that there came a time whon a sound
in the deawing room attracted his atten-
thon. It was nothing more lmportant
than the opening of a door,

Some person had eotered the room. He
parted the curtains over the lieary en-
trafee and looked through, The person
was a woman, She stood with her back
turned toward the libeary, lifting a cloak
off a chair. As she shook the cloak out
betore putting it on, she changed her po-
sition, He saw the face, never to be for-
gotten by him to the last day of his lfe,
e saw Sydney Westerfield,

{To be continued.)

Glad, Anyh.w,

“1 beg your pardon, I thought this
was Mr. Chucksley."

“1 am Mr. Chucksley."

“Then | am glad o find that when
I thought 1 was mistaken | was mis-
taken o thinking | was mistaken."

“Hey ¥

*1 say when | thought 1 was mis-
tuken 1 was mistaken o thinking 1 was
mistaken and belug mistaken in think-
ing 1 was mistaken when 1 wasn't mis-
taken, 1 was glad w find 1 was mis-
tuken when I thought 1 was mistaken,
because | wasn't mistaken-—or, rather,
I was mistaken when | thought I was
wistaken, and o 1 couldn't have been
mistaken—well, at any rate, U'm glad,
Looks as If we were golug to have
snow, doesn't Y —Chlcage Tribune.

The theorist Is all right untl) It 1s
thme o make a practical demonstra-
thon.

Alwayi look at your juyn with s mi-
croscope, aml at your sortows with the
wrong end of an opera glass,

Randal opened the door |

TRUMPET CALLS

Ram's Hora Beunds a Warning Note
to the Unredeemed.

O8ES need no
R rouge.
Pollsh s not

purity.

It |8 sometimes
hard work to
have falth,

The loss by
grinding Is the
gain of the nxe.

His sacrifice 1a
the seed of our
salvation,

There are no passporis o heaven,

He who slanders anothier smuts him-
self,

God’s providence Is proof of His pres-
ence,

The plgment of life Is made In the
heart.

A llttle assistance Is worth a lot of
advice,

. To ablde In God's love lg to live In
henven.

The best pralse of the sermon Is its
practice,

Gratitude doubles the gift and Lalves
the debt.

Trials may be God's testimony to our
strength,

He that nlms at a reputed wolf may
kill a lamb,

Boiling anger scalds nobody's fingers
but our own,

The best graces of life come from the
grace of God!

A man does not possess what he has
but what he Is,

Life’s commonplaces fit us for Its un-
common places.

Love Is the only lever long enough to
reach the heart.

The saddest thing In the world Is sin
without sorrow.

You eannot keep the Eabbath till you
love and prize It,

He who persecutes
puins the Christ,

There are no frultless deeds; all bear
elther good or |1

The spolls of avarice bulld the tomb
of all the virtues,

It may take all time to determine the
vilue of one seed,

jarthy church-golng may end Inheav.
enly church-belng.

Much of the 'sting of life comes from
our smart saylngs.

The grave closes the gate of grief and
opens that of glory.

It Is not the truth so much as the
Teacher who saves,

Goodness may win gold but gold wilt
never win goodness,

You cannot build a house without
spolling a brickyard,

Most of us would rather watch others
thau work ourselves,

Hlis glory surpasses the sun because
He stooped to sinners,

God's songsters sing In the bare trees
as well as Ip the green.

An Interrogation polnt makes a fine
ook for the devil's line,

A slippery charncter will not insure
you against friction In life.

All agree that It s more blessed to
give than It s to recelve ndvice”

the Christinn

SURGERY IN NOVEL STYLE.

Palnless Operation Ferformed with an
Ordinary Lucifer Match,

An aged, well-dressed man, with
white side whiskers and a general ap-
pearunce of substantial prosperity and
ecminent respectabllity, stepped Into the
retall store on Fifth avenue of a book
publisher the other day and asked one
of the young clerks ln a counfidential
undertone:

“Have you a match?"

“Certainly, sir,” replled the young
man, producing a handful of lucifers
from his vest pocket, “but you will per-
mit me to say that it Is agalnst the
rules to swoke in this shop.”

“QOb, that's all right,”" replied the old
gentleman amiably, 1 pever smoke.”
With that he began to fumble In bis
pockets, Not finding what he wanted
he asked the clerk for the loan of a
knife. Then he lit the match, blew It
out lmmediately und began to sharpen
the burned end Into a polnt,

“AbL, | see you need a toothplek," re-
marked the clerk, as he watched the
whittling process.

The old gentleman made no reply, but
when he bad put a nice point to the
matceh he again spoke.

“Perbaps,” he sald, “you have a quiet
place where 1 could sit down for a few
moments without belng observed?”

The clerk, wondering what the old
gentleman might ask (or next, politely
led the way to a corner of the store
fitted with easy chairs for the benefit
of such patrons of the firm as wmight
want to glance over a book before buy-
ing it. The old gentleman sat down
and without a moment’s hesitation roll-
od up the left leg of his trousers to &
polut above the knee. Then, using the
back of the knife as a hamwmer, with a
fow well-directed blows he drove the
mateh into his kuee. Then, readjust
ipg his trousers, he banded the kuife
back to the astonlshed young wan snd

1d:

““.l‘ am very much obliged to you. You
soe, 1 have a wooden leg, and one of
the plns holding It together fell out.
The mateh will do very nicely until |
can get home. If you have anything
the matter with your leg, just step lnto
my office and I shall be glad to assist

’o'l‘".hou. as he handed the clerk a card
bearing the name of a promivent finan-
cler in Newark, he smilad, bowed po-
litely and walked out—New York
Times.
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242 Nicolal St., PORTLAND, Oregon.
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Stove Ranges,
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Handled by All First-
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Royal Steel Ranges Are
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All Orders Promptly Executed.

Work.

A Trial Will Convince.

Oregon Telehone Grant 1
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COR. TWELFTH AND FLANDERS STS.,

Portland, Oregon.
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bricating Oils and Compounds,
41-43 SECOND STREET.
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Zimmerman - Wells Machinery Co.
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& Sons Rope Co., Celebrated Hercules Wire Rope, R. N, Nanson & Co.'s Lu-
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FRENOH BLOON, TACOMA, WASH.
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BUILD OR REPAIR

Phone North 2081.

IF YOU ARE GOING TO

OVERLAND WAREHOUSE

GENERAL STORAGE AT LOWEST RATES

Low .. Insurance .. Rates
KELLEY-CLLARKE CO. "'
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In all that pertains
to this line

We will supply you and fit up your home
or office with everything in electric light-
ing, telephones, clectric bells, elc., in a
scientific and expert manner, at fair and
reasonable prices. Anything in our line
that you wish dooe satisfactorily, tele-,
phone, send by mail, or call at

Western Electrical Works,

305 Washingtoa St.,
PORTLAND, ORE,

“THE PERFECTION
OF WALL PLASTER"”
—_——— e

Investigate

THE ADAMANT CO.,,
Office and Factory, Foot of i4th St., Portiand, Ore.




