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The Story of a Battle
Between a Young and an
Older Sister for the
Affections ofa Man All
the More Deadly Because
It Is Unconscious, and
Because Fate Is the
Umpire,

M'RS. FENTON belonged to that
most oppressive class of domes
tic tyrant which, while It rules

with a rod of spiked ron. adopts the
Injured pose of being tyrannised rver.
Her tyrant, according to her own atti-
tude about the matter, was ber elder
daughter, Janet, who for the last 15

years, since Mrs. Fenton had decided
to be an invalid, bad devoted herself
untiringly, though often tired, to her
mother's selfish comfort, and had lived
with her and for her in perpetual and
thankless the butt of
querulous complaints and unfounded
reproaches. But at the outset it must
be premised that Janet had not, for
this reason, been unhappy; indeed, the
absolute contrary waa nearer the
truth, since she was one of those
women, rare perhaps but blessedly ex-

istent, who find In service to another
their own completion.

Partly by ill luck, partly because her
mother had never given her any of the
opportunities which usually fall to the
lot of girls, Janet had remained unmar-
ried, and no man had come to fulfill
for her the wifely and motherly des-
tiny for which she seemed so clearly
marked out. Handsome and capable,
her lrge heart had lavished its eager
tenderness on her mother, and since
she was far too busy to spend herself
on day dreams, it is probable that she
had not missed with any poignant
sense of loss the tremulous time
which Is a girl's due, since there never
had been anybody to be tremulous
about, and what we may call imagina-
tive tremulousness was not In the least
In Janet's Hie.

This morning, as she sat. mallet In
band, on the edge of the croquet lawn,
while her sister Daisy, 13 years her
junior, went pitilessly through hoop
after hoop with diabolical precision if
any one so pretty as Daisy could have
anything in common with diabolism
he secrets train of. her thought, now

familiar to her, sang through her head.
It was three months ago that Harry

Grayton had come to occupy the
lawned and shrubberied house next to
Mrs. Fenton's and from the first had
shown himself an assiduously sociable
neighbor. Like most of the inhabitants
of Heathmoor. that comfortable suburb,
he spent bis day In the city, but the
evenings were few on which there was
not some Intercourse between the two
houses. Sometimes he dropped in to
tea, and sometimes Janet and her moth-
er dined with him for Mrs. Fenton was
of that class of invalids whose debility
does not debar them from doing anything

that they think will amuse them;
and oftener yet he came In from his
bachelor establishment for an hour
ter dinner, and read to them or bad
wonderful Inspirations for Mrs. Fen-
ton's perennial game of Patience, while
on Sunday it had become a settled
thing, not needing ratification, that he
should lunch with them.

Then, a month ago, Daisy had come
hark home from a long tour abroad
with an uncle, and had entered with all
her gayety and charm into this delight-
ful companionship. It was as if Harry
Grayton had become a long lost bro-
ther, and yet, as Janet's heart told
her. it was not as a brother that she
looked on him, since for brothers the
heart does not flower in the manner
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'she knew her own was blossoming. And .
sometimes she thought this, was a at once. Daisy, we'll finish after lunch,
thought that from ber long habit of unless you finish before."
suppression she instinctively covered Mrs. Fenton slowly drifted towards
tip strain that it was not as a sister the house. She had, of course every
only that he looked on her. She cov- - Intention of taking her drive. "I am
ered the thought up. but she covered sorry you are so late this morning." she
It with rose leaves. said, "as I bad thought It would be so

Janet, as she saw this plateau of Pleasant to go rouna oy ine ner. cut
middle i on which h had set foot 't IS Ot no consequence, it uses
In flower around her. had suffered her matter If I am disappointed,
eye to wander from the long window of "But Indeed It does." said Janet

briskly, "and you are not going to bethe drawing room, and waa startled to
hear her mother's thin, querulous voice disappointed. There is plenty of time,

w- - cPe n1 ru- -at her elbow
Terhaps you don't feel disposed to "Just vou lsh' de"'" 8aid

"but I shall be me'anv. ..k n. ihi. n.nr.i.. t.. - .h. Fenton, getting In,
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said. "I will go Oone. then. I oulte stifled with a cape on this warm morn- - In such a hurry to nave everything
ia own 1 COUIa have lald 11 onIt dull yur w7- -unaerstano: you must find verv

driving with an invalid like nieV "Very well. then, you shan't have the seat opposite, and put It on when
Janet Jumped up. "But I had no Idea yur CP- - All right. Clements. The we met. the wind. I am afraid I hava

you were ready, mother dear," she road by tn river." already caught another cold and shall
said. "I was waiting for you. I was The two fat horses broke Into a slow, make myself a burden to you again."
but playing croquet till you came. Let ponderous trot, and Mrs. Fenton con- - Janet Instantly took off her Jacket
us start at once." Mrs. Fenton gave sidered what she could complain about and spread It over her mother's shoul-- a

sour little sigh. "perhaps It is next This morning she wanted to ders. "Now you'll be comfortable," she
hardly worth while going now." she harass Janet first, as by artillery fire. said, encouragingly.
said; "I have been waiting so long I. before delivering a more band-to-ha- Mrs. Fenton regarded the braid-thin- k

I bad better go In again and tell assaul ler. An opportunity u"ed trimmed edge that lay on her arm. "I
Clements I shall not drive today." ,mmedlaier; for.hon emeTelD

encountered a cool feel that your beautiful Jacket is far
VT ,to ""art r me der- - ene aJd-rtag- eJanet put down her mallet. "The car; breele an(i Mra. Fenton gave a pro--

only came round fivo minutes jonged' shiver. "Every one will wonder where I got
go." she said. "Of course, we will start "I should bav brought my cape with ueb pretty clothes And will you bom

t

a little more to your side of' the car-- toward Daisy, and though I find it
riage? My left arm pains me very much hard to believe that you have not no- -

this morning, and you keep nudging it. ticed that. I am willing to think you
Thank you, dear. And now you have have Dot"
disarranged the rug. There Is. a great She gave a pained sigh and again
deal of dust, is there not? We should looked sideways at Janet, who she
have been wiser not to come round by saw was sitting very still and upright,
the river." gazing fixedly at Clements' broad

"But you wanted to," said Janet. back.
"No, dear. I said we had better not j hardly got a wink of sleep lastgo round by the river. I remember nlo-h-t " ch. r,nn..,i --with thinkiner

deliberately saying that, we so a tne nard"of the palnful tnlng(! x must say to
that she shouldlaie in swung. 1 uo not Know waai yovu. It is a very attitude

time shall get lunch. It is unfor- -we you are ad0pting, Janet, for I have
tunate. for I did not feel Inclined for notlced that you e always with
my breakfast this morning." them,, and never give htm a chance to

Mrs. Fenton cast a sideways glance be alone wltn Daisy, r am afraid it
at her daughter, and saw on her face mu8t be that beeause yon never mar-th- at

expression which meant that Janet ried yourself you wUh your only sis-w- as

feeling the effect of this ter to remain single. It is clear what
It was time to begin the serious sub- - nlB intentions are towards Daisy."
Ject. "Daisy," exclaimed Janet lnvolun- -

"There Is something," she said, "which tarlly.
I feel it my duty to speak of to you, es Daisy aid ner mother.
dear. It is difficult; I had hoped I Banly. -- What is more likelv than
should never be obliged to say any
thing to you on such a subject, but I

that he should be attracted by Daisy?
What else could account for his corn- -

find I must-- It concerns our pleasant ,ntr here as often as he doe8- - It ia
neighbor, Mr. Grayton. There is no not to oe 8Upposed. i imagine, that he
doubt that he Is very much attracted fJnds much to attract nlro j you

or me." ,
' Janet, to her intense annoyance,
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knew that her color Was mounting.
She felt that she would almost rather
have parted with every drop of blood
in her body than be betrayed by it like
this. She felt, too, that her mother's
chilly eye waa on her.

"Janet, you don't mean to '.ell me
that you thought it was you '' began
Mrs. Fenton.

Janet faced round to her mother.
"Ah, you have no right to say or

suppose that," she said. "You tell me
that Mr. Grayton Is attracted Daisy,
that you feel sure of it. Let me tell
you that such a thing had never, never
occurred to me. You shall see If I get
in his way! Now, let us talk about
something else. I quite understand.
There! We have come down to the
river and the road Is dusty no longer."

MrB. Fenton (It was one of her more
amiable characteristics) did not, so to
speak, mutilate the dead when she

spoke mlSBed
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clearly marked
out perpetual splnsterhood,
though mother faintly
knew it the probably direct
cause of having remained single,

rather for not hav-
ing own.

brisker speed.
forward

gently and disengaged
herself Daisy and Harry
and 'did it with skill' that the
result seem both him and her sister
fortuitous natural. From
of attention to her mother and

thousand wants
sturdy, tyrannous Invalid,

she drifted away them. She abat-
ed not of cordiality to
but with a baffling found

were 'V., jT

ber manner represented
bright and unburnlshed In her heart.
She had thought, before her mother

to her, that all had
in youth waa coming her, that be-
fore ,the petals fell from ber

dew was going to and
them. Now she bad to school
to see them drop, let ber late awak-
ening love turn asleep
not with tears and bitterness, but with
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not grudge
or envy Daisy, who bad youtn and
gayety prettiness as allies. But
Janet had to be her ally also, to turn
over to all that In ber heart

had believed was going to be her
own, and, as It Daisy had not got

already, to her him, about
whom she had humbly and pas-
sionately, to weave day
"The stuff are made of
. . . ." she was realising there Is

material In the world one-ha- lf so

It (or the suecsss
with which Janet accomplished
heart-rendin- g maneuvers that
Grayton did not for many days

that maneuvers were In
as the evenings length-

ened be paid the women next door a
visit he got back from his work
in the and there was nothing to
marvel at If one day Janet was
with her mother, or on that she
had gone the town post some

But no man in his senses
find cause for complaint

Daisy was so to
amuse him till return, and If,
when she got back, their game of

was in a state. It was the
most thing In the world that
she should urge them to finish It,

when it was there was not
time to think of beginning

But by degrees it
on him Janet bad, so to speak,
interposed a glass partition
himself and her, so that, her
smiling, welcoming was he
was cut off from her, no
communication passed.

It was about .month after this
was they slain. She had changed state of began that,
made up her mind she not finding business in the city slack, he
get on and had now an train home

steps to secure her. But, to do rjved a of hours sooner than
her Justice, she had never quite waa usuai. There had been a plan
thought that Mr. had real the afternoon was fine they
Intention of Janet to leave her, take a tea by the river, start-an- d

consequently when she saw what lng at 6 or thereabouts, but in
excellent he had become with obedience to Bome of

her could easily which he kB6W tne analysis, he went
she persuaded herself that stralgnt from tne to Mrs. Fen-- it

was Daisy he also, ton.g hmlge he find her there
was remarkably fond of her own way, . ,,,'.., account for his ores.
and did make her enc6 by tfee guggestion tney
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start on their little sooner
Uian they had intended, but knew
that this was not bis reason. ,Hls
reason was the desire to see Janet,
and see her, if. possible, alone. Per-
haps at the root of his motive there
was stronger than that, but
that was all he allowed to himself, the
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he

those hours' talk with her before her
charmingly pretty sister had
on the scene.

He was told a the bouse that she
was in the garden, and with footsteps
noiseless on the grass he went to the
Summer house beneath the chestnut at
the bottom of the lawn. Ha saw her
before he was seen, saw, too, that she
held a shut book on ber knees. Next
moment she turned her bead toward

". and. instinctively, before she couldtall, now minutely and undetected

ingenuity

precious.

appeared

come of him to her eyes.
Then suddenly the glass partition

thniKrh .11 IT- "- 11.11.1
natural reason for doing something w" --

else when any proposal was made that cordiality was there,
An- - how ear, arel shashould throw the three together. If yu ealf;

croquet was suggested, she would rec- - 7hat a 1' enlns1 w ha"
ve for our picmc Daisy out. 1 m

ollect an business letter that
id. She, will be back presently, andmust be written; she would disentangle

"etil" tne veed utlon as toherself from conversation, leaving the yu can
which of really is the bettertwo tete-a-te- te beneath the red flow- - you

ering hawthorn, and If from the win- - Player. I shall back Daisy. I think. Or
shall we start earlier for our picnic?looked out todow of her room that on
I will shall I, if mother wouldsee,the lawn she could not prevent herself,

as she sat with a book with leaves long lik to do that?"
unturned on her knees, from stealing a Janet knew that she was speaking

nervously. She had been so surprised
to see him. She wished he had not sur
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expedition

something

perception
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important

prised her like that.
He did not answer for a moment, and

his own motive in coming revealed it-

self to him.
"I haven't seen you for so long." he

said. "At least, if I have seen you.
it hasn't been really you. What has
been the matter? What is it about?"

She made a gallant effort and
laughed. She heard herself laugh and
wondered If that sounded real.

"But what do you mean?" sha said.
"There's nothing the matter, Is there?"

"Yes."
Janet suddenly felt her hand that

held the unread book trembling.
"How mysterious!" she said. "What
what is it?"
He took one step toward her. "Janet,

I've come for you," he said. ,
So the tremulous time dawned for

her.

Shuffling the Pack

origin of playing cards Is lostTHE obscurity. They are generally
assigned to the Orient, but they
are now almost universal in cur-
rency and popularity. The backs of
the old English cards were generally
plain, and thus It was that when paper
was scarce or expensive old cards
were too useful to be destroyed. They
were, on the contrary, used for various
purposes.

Thus they are often found In the
bindings of old books, where they wars
preserved. The old cards were also
sometimes out up for paper dolls. They
were also used as cards of invitation
and as visiting cards. Thackeray re-

fers to this in "Henry Esmond."
The earliest examples of wood cuts

were intended for playing cards. They
antedate the famous EC Christopher
wood cut that la sometimes credited
with being the earliest.

In the olden days playing cards. In-

stead of knitting, were used by spec-
tators in playhouses as an
ment while waiting for the perform-
ance to begin.

Such widely differing materials aa
silver, leather, paper, wood, parchment,
cardboard, deerskin and even buffalo
bids have all been used In making
playing cards.

Soldier's Message to His Wife,
London Times.

Some of the best stories of the war
come from the base hospitals, and are

' bestowed on the doctors In the same
glance every now and then at the two spirit that grateful patients bestow
figures there, none but she knew. gifts on their medical attendants In

Thus to efface herself was compara-- ciil life. One told recently has trav-tive- ly

easy she had but to walk away sled from the farther outposts in Mes- -.

opotamia. A Turkish officer, capturedthe Oiing was done. What was Mesopotaralan campaign, asked
far more difficult was to preserve the and receVed permission to telegraph
eager cordiality of her manner wheD to n)s w((e when he was brought to
she was with them, and infinitely most Basra. His message rssdl "Safely ult

of all waa to Jteep the friend-- tured.!


