
run off wit' by de cashier?" asked RedVT1KN-TS1- N AND PKK1N.WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY.
I stage of decay, gives way to the over--

! powering fatigue that for Ih last hour
I has been oppressing her. Reluctantly
i she does this, and quite unconsciously.

1
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CrOHE observance of the birthday anniversary of Georg Washington hss
more a national tribute to ths spirit of patriotism than a memorial

4 to a personality. Ths name of Washington is listed Indlssoltibly Vwith ths
revolution out of which sprung ths republic ot the United Ststea, but the union
of the niso and ths event is so close that they art practically Interchangeable
in ths thought ot the present time and will become mors so aa the yesrs roll on.

Ths chsracter ot Washington happily lends Itself readily to this phase of
Idealisation. There were no peaks of genius in his equipment ss a
msn and conversely no vsles ot insignificance, and this admirable and unique
equipoise ot power and attainment qualified him for the conspicuous place ha
occupies in the hearts of the American people. Ths scrutiny of careful historians
into the details of his lifs and ths conclusions of students of his chsracter hsv
been unable to frame a more comprehensive or exact expression ot ths sum ot
his Individuality than that contained in the familiar lines-Fi- rst

in War.
First in Peace,
First in ths hearts ot his countrymen.
These words bar become so common because of frequent, and often flippant,

utterance, thst their deep significance hss become blunted by their adapted ap-

plications. Washington was first In war, snd In a wjr that won ths freedom
of this nstion, because be achieved the distinction through a demonstration of ex-

ceptional courage, fortitude and persistence. He was proof against obstacles,
defeats, the heaviest blows ot hia adversaries, ths disrupting plots ot his Jealous
enemies at borne, the strongest combinations of opposing factors ot every kind,
because be kept before him always ths inestimable priieot a nation's liberty which
ultimate victory would achieve, lis waa first In peace because his unconquera-
ble spirit In. war waa no less conspicuous thsa ths wisdom and prudence of his
counsel in matters of stste, and because he cemented ths trust ot his fellow-me- n

which he hsd won on the field of battle by a display ot rare ststesmsnslilp
when peace settled over the 1nd. He was first In the hearts of his countrymen
and has always been first became ot the sterling honesty ot bis nature in all
things, which resisted the most subtle and specious tempts rions and remained
pure and nneorrupted to the end. ,

There have undoubtedly been many greater generals than Washington and
many greater statesmen aud men who have won a greater popular following, but
there have been few men In history w bo bar developed a more conspicuous
harmony of these three distinguishing marks of greatness. The lack of conspicu-
ous superiority in sny one trait, however, has given rise during the century to
many discussions as to the real grandeur of Washington's Individuality. He hss
been represented as everything from "s rather commonplace msn made prominent
by the force of circumstances" to "one of the supremely great characters of
the world's history." His critics hare oven gone so far as to ascribe the popular
admiration merely to a "conventional acquiescence" in a patriotic fancy. It is
well that such a dissimilarity of views has been expressed, becsuse they hare re-

sulted in clear-cu- t comparisons which have supported the extreme nieaaurt ot
praisoaccorded to Washington.

The solemn, verdict ot the historians has fixed forever the sta-
bility and justice of Washington's fame. Uu is worthy the place of patron
saint ot the patriotism of the nation.

dy.
"Well, at any rate, he has ds comfort

of kuowlu' dat bis money waa slots by
a gentleman!" ssld Skluuy MeSwat-Cludu- uatl

Enquirer.

GOODTIME8 0FOLD.

Elaborateness of Modern Functions
Hoot la the Kiin,

"Did you ever think how compli-

cated good times sis nowadays?" ask-

ed one middle-age- man ot another.
"Reuiemlier what good times ws used
to have without auy previous spread or
ceremony? Well, those' days were
worth living In. Wheu I watch my

children trying to enjoy themselves It
positively makes me tired. Everything
Is so studied. s elaborate, so mechani-

cal. Take my daughter Grace, for In-

stance. Hbs receives an Invitation to
au 'I n forum I wblat party. ' Wbut docs
she do? Does she act pleased and
dauce arouud as ber mother would
have doua twenty five years ago? No,
Indeed, till, botherl What shall I

wear? If I go I've simply got to get a
new gown,' Is what she says, aud fur
tbe next week she la breaking ber nock
to get tbe rig ready. The affair comes
off and she comes home and half the
time ssys she was bored to death. The
fault Ian t with her. for the next day
a gang of ber friends come In and by
scraps of conversation which drift to
my ears I know they were all bored.

She Is about the average tyie of girl,
and, no use talking, she Isn't having
tbs fun ber mother had. If she Is in-

vited to a really formal function It's
enough to turn the whole tiouss upside
down. She doesn't get any real pleas-
ure out of It at all, aside from the ex-

citement, either. It's the same with
my son John But I won't go Iuto de-

tails about John; ouly, when he even
takes a girl to the theater bla pocket
book looks as If au elephant had
stepped oa It afterward. There's vio-

lets and carriages, and a doteu other
fool things, while If It's anything more
pretentious than the theater, well, my

check book suffers Don't care almut
tbs money If the boy really had a good

time, but he doesu't, It's all right to
talk about this helng the age of the
young person, but It's not. We used
to get up simple, Impromptu little af-

fairs. Invite a congenial crowd and no
tomfoolery about It Even a picnic
now Is a state banquet In comparison
with the good old larks we used to

have. These poor, blase, modem
youngsters may be pushing us old fel-

lows to the wall a bit with their pre-

cocious cleverness, but, oh, my, they
are missing a lot Just the same, Hny,

do you remember thst little dnuce at

But at this point In It" conversation
tbe middle-age- d man struck a remin-

iscent mood, so auy more Ideas which
be happeued to possess on the modern
good time were left unsaid. Hut there
Is a lot In what he did say, now, Isn't
there?-IIardf- ord Times.

Guided by Himself.
The fnther of Thomas Jefferson died

In 1757, and the sun's situation was
toiichlngly described by blm years af-

terward lu a letter written to bla eldest
grandson when he was sent from home
to school for the first time. It la given
lu "The True Thomas Jefferson," by
William E. Curtis. Tliu letter was as
follows:

"When I recollect that at It years ot
age the whole care and direction of my-

self was thrown on myself entirely,
without a relative or friend qualified to
advise or guide me, and recollect the
various sorts of bad crmipnny with
which I associated front time to time,
I uni astonished that I did not turn
off with soms of them, aud become as
worthless to society as they were.

"I bad the good fortune to become ac-

quainted very early with some charac-
ters of very high standing, and to feel
the Incessant wish that 1 could become
as they were."

His father left Instructions for his
education, and especially enjoined upon
the widow not to permit him to neglect
"the exercise requisite for his bodye's
development." This strong man knew
the value of strength, nnd used to sny
that a person of weak body could mil
have an Independent mind.

Where Marlon Crawford Writes.
F .Marlon Crawford Amis bis Ideal

home lu a breexe-swep- t villa, perched
high on the picturesque cliffs of Bant'
Atigello dl Borreuto, overlooking the
beautiful Bay of Naples and Its ro-

mantic shores. There Is, Indeed, no
finer site to be found anywhere about
this bay than that occupied
by the "Villa Crawford," with Its
cheerful lu ml word outlook over scat-
tered towus, ollve-cln- hills, nnd fra-

grant orange groves dotted with white-walle- d

dwellings, to where Vesuvius
rears his mighty cone and Naples
queens It among ber subject villages,
fur out across the shining bay to the
enchanting Island of Isclila, set like a
lustrous Jewel In tbe Tyrrhenian Hen,

Tbe bouse Itself Is an unpretentious
building of stucco and rough stoue. It
Is reached by following a country road,
overhung by olive, lemon and orange
trees, for about a mile from Sorrento,
then turning through a gray-ston- e gate-
way, embowered In Ivy, ' and going
along a narrow driveway almost to the
verge of the cliff, where tbe villa
stands, some two hundred feet above
tbe bay. Ladles' Homo Journal,

Detected,
"I've been to Paris," she remarked, '

In accents supercilious,
The other lasses as they harked

'

With Jealousy grew bilious.
"I've also been to Rome," quoth she,

And after this disclosure
She sat her down where all might soe

And envy ber composure.

Each lets confeised a certain doubt,
'

With much ado and chatter '

They sot themselves to finding out
The truth, about the mutter.

They learned the fall, alas, wus great,
But pride was e'er unlucky

Her Rome was down in Georgia Stnto,
Her Paris In Kentucky,
Washington Star.

And Hhe Did.
Wife (an lnvalldj-T- he end Is nenr,

John. I'm sinking fast. Ho a kind
father to tbe motherless children.

Husband Oh, don't worry about the
motherless children. I'D soon get an-
other mother for them.

Wife (sitting up in bed)-O- h, you will,
eh? Well, I guess you won't I'll get
well uow if It kills tue. Chicago rews.

Otwtinatety determined to tight sleep to
the last, she presently auvvumbs to that
kindly tyrant, and falls into one of the
most delicious slumbers she has ever yet
enjoyed.

Mow hng It lasts she never knows, but
when next she opens her eyes with a
nervous start, the first flush ot rosy dawn
is flooding hill snd valley and sea. Some-
thing lying at her feet disturbs all her
preconceived fancies. It must have slip-
ped from her when she rose. Regard-
ing it more earnestly, she acknowledges
unwillingly that it is Seatoa's coat, a
light gray one. When she was asleep,
lost to all kuowledge of friend or foe,
then he had come and placed that coat
across her shoulders.

Her eyes are large and languid with
sleep brokeu and unsatisfied, her soft
hair lies ruffled on her low, broad brow.
She looks timidly, nervously, arouud her
as one expectiug anything but good;
her whole air is shrinking, aud ber w hole
self altogether lovely.

To the young man standiug In his shirt-
sleeves, halt hidden among the laurels
and looking at her, with admiration, gen-
erously mixed with melancholy in his
glance, she seems the very incarnation
of all things desirable.

He presses her hand and hurries her
over the short, dewy grass iuto the
shrubberies that form an effectual screen
from all observation of those In the gar-
den beyond, and so on until they come to
the small oaken doorway through which
she had passed last night, and which has
proved more foe than friend.

Once tusiile the longed-fo- r portal, her
first impulse is a natural one; it Is to run
as fast as her feet can carry her to her
own room.

(To be continued.)

COACHMAN KEPT HIS DIGNITY.

Incidentally Bis Employer I' ad His
Way in a Roundabout Fashion.

This Is one ot the mane stories that
are floating about town concerning a
tuan very well known In the capital,
who I gpeudlng the summer la Eng-
land, says the Washington Tost. He
has taken a country bouse over there
for the season, and Is living a grand
seigneur with a troop of dear ouly
knows bow many servants. These
English servants, so their American
master has discovered, are quite un-

like the menials to whom be Is accus-
tomed In his own country. They are
specialists. Each one of them is hired
for some one particular work, and pro-

fessional etiquette forbids them to
trespass on each other's preserves.
How strictly they keep them each to
bis own work the American did not
know till, sauntering idly out of the
house one day, be espied a watering
can, which had been left by a gardener
at a little distance from the mansion
on the edge of the drive. It occurred
to him that It would be amusing to
play at being a gardener. He would
water the flowers himself. So, calling
to a man servant, who happened to be
passing, he bade him fetch the water-
ing can. The man straightened him--el- f

op and touched bis cap.
"Beg pardon, sir," he said, In a tone

of respect not unmixed with surprise,
"I'm the coachman, sir."

"All right," answered the American;
"bring me that can."

"Beg pardon, sir," repeated the man.
"but I'm the coachman, sir."

"Well, well." said the American. "I
know you're the coachman. Bring me
the can."

The coachman touched his cap again,
and repeated his former remark. Light
dawned on the American.

"Oh," said he, "you're the coachman,
are you? Well, coachman, you go round
to the stables and have my

brought round at once."
The coachman sainted and walked

away. The coach and four drew up at
the door a few minutes later. The mas-
ter climbed In.

"Now," said he, "drive me to that
watering can."

The order was obeyed. The horses
paused a hundred yards down the
drive.

"Get down and band me the-can- ,

now," ordered the master.
A moment later be was contentedly

watering the flowers. He bad the can,
the coachman's dignity bad been pre-
served, and all was well.

la a Monarch Vagabond?
Here Is a story of lcze majesta In

Germany which Is the oddest yet. At
Duntzig a barrack attendant named
Luka, whose functions were of a me-

nial description, was nicknamed "Mon-
arch" by the soldiers. Elsewhere, no
doubt, such a cognomen would confer
honorary rank, even though no civil
list were attached to It by the state.
Among Herr Luka's comrades, how-

ever, and according to the phraseology
of the city of Duntzig, to be a mon-

arch Is counted anything but an honor.
In various regions of Went Prussia the
word denotes tramp, vagabond, loiterer
or vagrant Herr Luka, although doom-

ed by nature to a humble post in life,
Indignantly refused to be dubbed a
monarch.

"So far as I know," said Luka, "a
monarch Is a vagabond."

Some d enemy overheard
the remark, reported him to the agent
of the law as having Insulted the
King's majesty, and Luka was

bis appointment. On the case
coming tip for trial the public prosecu-
tor demanded a penalty of six months'
imprisonment aud one year's loss of
honor and civil rights. Happily for tlia
defendant, there was an astute Judge
upon the bench, imbued as much with
common sense as with knowledge of
the law. He pointed out the significa-
tion of the word "monarch" in West
Prussia, and was satisfied that the de-

fendant, understanding only tills s
of it, was merely vindicating his own
personal honor. This was not leze ma-

jesty. He therefore acquitted the de-

fendant and mulcted the prosecution
In costs.

No Bonk of Inatrnciion.
Weary Watklns I see here In the

paper about bow to git ou a trolley
car and off.

Hungry HIgglns I bet you won't see
no piece about bow to git on and off
of freight cars. That kind of thing
comes by nature, er it don't come at
alL Indianapolis Journal.

On strike at Golf.
Good man-- Do you know what b

comes of little boys that ate bad words
when they are playing marbles?

Bad boy Yep! Dey grnws up and
plays golf.

CHANGES WROUGHT IN CHINES-CITI-
ES

BY WAR.

Instruction of TUn-Tsln'- s Walls Is a
Needed Isoun to I'eople of Gravity
of Crime Aanlust ForeignersPro-(rctln- g

the Least Ions In I'ekba.

Changes which have taken place In
China as result ot ths recent troubles
are described by ths Rev. Dr. Jouu It.
Hikes, agent of tbe American Ulble
Society in Shanghai, aa follows:

"From Tangku to Tlun-Tslu- , a dis-

tance of thirty miles, nut a town or
village tiot even a farmhouse waa

left standiug, aud very few of them
have been rebuilt. Ths country la
dosolatlou aud a terrible object lossou
of ths horrors of war. TleuTslu Is so
changed that out scarcely recognises
It. The large and populous village
which had grown up arouud ths rail-

road station was entirely destroyed,
snd is uow only a tunas of mud walls.
Ths eutlr Chinese quarter In ths
French concession was burned during
th siege, and wide streets have beeu
laid out through what was, when ws
last saw It, very beehive of Industry,

"A uiagutflceiit street has been laid
out along ths river from the French
concession to the native city. Ths city
wall baa beeu demolished, and a splen-
did roadway mads ou Its sits. Tbls Is

a terr I bis humiliation to tb Chinese,
foe It practically reduces 'ths virtual
capital of the empire to ths rank of a
village. It has been the custom In China
to punish cities for certain great crimes
committed wlthlu their walls by tear-
ing down one or mors corners; so that
ths demolition ot ths entire walls ot
Tleu Tsln will Impress upon ths people
ths gravity of ths crimes committed
against foreigners. Ths business tuou
and gentry of tbs city begged to be
spared tbs humiliation, aud offered to
pay large sum of money If the walls
v. ere spared.

"Ths great arsenal, which covered as
much ground as ths whole of the old
foreign concession of Tien Tsln, la a
mass of blackened walls aud smoke-
stacks. Ths 'black fort' lu the natlvs
city, and the lower from which ths
Chinese shelled the concession during
the siege are being destroyed.

"In 1'ekln a space of about two hun-

dred yards between the legation walls
and the wall of the Imperial city has
been cleared of bouses, and It Is to be
left open, so that an attacking force
can And no cover. This open space op-
posite the British legation, right np to
and under the walla of the Imperial
elty, has been honeycombed with tun-
nels for laying mines In raas of neces-
sity. Soms of ths legations are really
lorts. The walla are of heavy masonry,
backed by earth and looplioled, with a
guard or Its own. at present 1.10 sol-

diers.. As the Empress Dowager and
her clique are to return to power, these
precautionary measures are undoubted-
ly wise.

"All forms nf mission work will tie
on a better anil more secure basis than
ever before. Missionaries are quietly
returning to their stations, and they are
being welcomed back by ottlcluU and
people."-N- ew York Evening Post,

8KINNY M'SWATT.

Offers Some Observations on Men Who
Get the Money.

"Hully Gee!" said Ueddy Mnglnnls.
"Here's another bank cashier dons ds
swift glide wit' linlf a million!"

"H'm!" sai l Skinny McSwat, "Dat
sound familiar! Was bs well respect-
ed?"

"He was. An' "
"And he had de unwaverln' confi-

dence of the whole community?"
"Yes. Aud be was pointed out aa de

model"
"Cert. Dey always are, And dls fleet

guy wit' the kleptomania aud the am-

bition to travel sudden was he min-
gled up wit' de Slock Etchange?"

"Yes. He got caught In Amalga-
mated Cop '

"Cut It out, Reddy! Dat's an old
song! Hut,' of course, de poor victim of
dls terrible disease known as klepto-
mania was undoubtedly de victim of
some terrible and Irrcslstllilo Influence
and wasn't responsible fcr bis ac-

tions?"
"Dat's what bis friends say!"
"Yes, it's the same story wit' uo new

whiskers. The man's name may be
different, but the plot Is the same, and
It's as old as the Great American Piny,
wit' Its hero golu' to de wur, de heroine
belu' umde to marry the heavy villain
and the hero doln' de swift g In

time to suvc her and holler 'Aha!'
"It don't make any difference who a

man Is; if bo's bad, he's bud and all
the silk hats and slgn-bour- d collars,
wit' a shavo four times a week, ain't
going to make him good.

"No matter If be does take a bath
every morning, dere's always some-
thing lu a man dnt won't wush out."

"But he'd been a trusted unci highly-respecte- d

employe for twenty years!"
sold Reddy.

" 'Course be had!" said Skinny. "Dey
always are, I tell you! Dey're like dut
Jackass dat was good for Ore years
just to get a good chance to kick! The
better the man the bigger the rake-of- f I

See? game's any other graft
"I tell you, Reddy, there's a lot o'

guys dut has a reputation for goodness
dat never ha a chance to be bad. A
mule Is a good citizen when he's over
the fence, but you toln him loose next
to a cabbage patch, and watch the
silvers fly from his character!"

"It's enough to make a guy want to
go away and die!" said Reddy Magln-nls- ,

loftily. "It's a sign dere's mighty
few honest men in de world!"

"Back up!" said Skinny. "It's a sign
dat dere is a lot o' honest men! When
you t'lnk of the millions and millions of
the Big Iron dat passes t'roo men's
hands every day aud not a cent of It
copped out It's something to make you
toln on de weep wolks wit' admiration.
Mind, I ain't say In' dat dcy'd all bo
honest If dey didn't have to bet But
when a man's honest give him what's
comln' to him, even though he's forced
to be good. It's more respectable to
have neighbors who are supposed to
be honest even though we know In
our hearts dat dey'd steal de nails out
of our coffin If dey had de chance!" '

"But what comfort Is all dls to de
poor depositor who Las all his savings

old fashioned window, and a longing to
rise and go into it, to feel the tender
night-win- d beating on her burning fore-bea-

takes possession of her.
Catching up light shawl to cover the

evening gown she wears, she steals, care-
fully as might a guilty soul, by Grisclda's
bed, along the dusky corridor, down the
staircase, and past the servants' quar-
ters, where a light under Mrs. ti ranch's
door warns her thst that remorseless foe
hss as yet refused to surrender herself
to slumber.

A small door leading into the garden
is close to this, aud moving swiftly up
the narrow stoue passage tlt brings her
to it she opens the door, and so closing
it after her that she can regain the house
at any moment, she turns to find herself
alone in' the erquisite perfumed silence
of the night.

How long she thus gives herself np to
the sweet new enjoyment of life she
hardly knows until she hears the sucient
belfry clock telling the miduight hour.

It startles her. lias she indeed been
here so long? What if Griselda should
wske and be alarmed for her? She
moves quickly in the direction of the
house, and at last, regaining the iuner
garden, begins to think her pleasant so-
journ at an end.

She has Beared the shrubberies and in-
voluntarily turns her glance their way as
they lie upon her left; involuutarily, too,
ahe seeks to pierce the darkness that en-
velops them, when she stops, and presses
her hand convulsively to her breast. Who
is it what is it. moving there, iu the
mysterious gloom?

"Don't be frightened. It is I, Seaton."
says most unwelcome voice.

"Ah." she saya. She is angry beyond
doubt, and still further angered by the
knowledge that there is more of relief
than coldness in the simple exclamation.

"I had no idea you were here at all,"
ahe says, faintly, after a pause that has
grown sufficiently long to be awkward.

"I am afraid I have startled you. If I
had known 1 should not, of course, have
come here."

"You make it very hard for me," she
says, with a touch of passionate impa-
tience.

"That is unjust," says he, roused in
turn. "To make your life easier is my
heart's desire."

"Are you succeeding, do you think?
Does it," with gathering scorn, "make
my part smoother, when yoa compel me
to see that yon atay away, or only come
here at hours inconvenient to you, be-

causebecause of me?'
She turns ashle sharply, and walks a

step or two away from him. Somehow
at this instant, the growing chill of the
early night seems to strike more sharply
on her senses, and a shiver not to be
suppressed stirs her whole frame.

"You are cold," he exclaims, coming
up to her with a hasty stride. "Whst
madness it is, yonr being out at this
hour! Come, come back to the house."

She agrees silently to this proposition,
and follows him across the grans to the
small oaken door that had given her
egress only to find it barred against her!

Seaton, having tried it, glances at her
in mute dismay.

"Crunch must have fastened it, on her
way to bed. The bolt is drawn," says
he, alowly.

"Do you mean that I can't get In?"
asks she, as if nnable to credit so terri-
ble an announcement.

"Oh, I dare say it can't be so bad as
that." hastily. "Only," hesitating, as if
hardly knowing how to explain, "the
front door is of course locked and chain-
ed, and the servants, with the exception
of Grunrh, all asleep at the top of the
house; a late arrangement of my father's
ss the origins! servants' quarters lie be-
low. I am afraid, therefore, that if we
knocked forever, it would have no effect.
However, I can try to do something, but
in the meantime you must not stay out
here in the cold."

"Yon may feel it cold. I don't," re-
turns she .perversely. "Not so long as
the moonlight lasts, shall I find it lonely
either. I," raising her unfriendly, beau-
tiful eyes to his "I assure you I shall be
quite happy out here, even though I stay
till the day dawns and the doors are
open again."

" 'Happy T" As be repeats her word
he looks at her with a keen scrutiny. "A
word out of place, surely; given the best
conditions, I hardly dare to believe you
could ever be 'happy' at Greycourt."

"Happy or unhappy," says she, with
quick resentment, her mind being dis-
tressed by this awkward fear of having
to pass the night from under any roof,
"surely it can be nothing to you! Why
affect an Interest in one who is as hate-
ful to you as I am?" A little fire has
fallen into her tone, and there is

contempt in the eyes she lifts to
his. Perhaps he is driven by it into an
anger that leads to bis betrayal.

"Hateful to me! Do you think you are
that, Vera?" says he, in a low tone, but
one full of fierce and sudden passion-pass- ion

long suppressed. "Do you hon-
estly believe that?" His manner is al-
most violent, and as he speaks be catches
both her hands in his, and crushes them
vehemently against his breast. "I would
to heaven," he says, miserably, "that
that were so!"

As if stupefied by iiirpriw, Vera stands
motionless, her hands lying passively in
his. She is aware that be is looking at
her, with a new, wild, strange expression
In his eyes, but a horrible sense of being
powerless to resist him numbs all her
being. And sudd nly, as she struggles
with herself, he bends over her, and
without warning lifts ber hands and
presses warm, fervent kisses on the
small, cold hands.

Then she is aroused Indeed from ber
odd lethargy, and by a sharp movement
wrenches herself free,

"Don't," she cries, faintly; "it is In-

sufferable! I cannot bear it! Have you
no sense of honor left?"

Her tone calms him, but something
within him revolts against the idea of
apology. He loves her let her know it.
He will not go back from that, though
her scorn slay him.

"There is nothing dishonorable," he
says, steadily. "I love you; I am glad
yon know it. Despise me if you can, re-

ject me as I know you will, I am atill the
better for the thought that I have laid
bare to you all my heart. And now
you cannot stay here," he goes on quick-
ly, as though fearing to wait for ber next
words; "the night is cold and damp.
There is the summer house over there,"
pointing In its direction; "go and rest
there, till I call you."

Vera hastens to the shelter suggested,
and sinking down upon the on seat it
contains, t round rustic chair in the last

CHAPTER X.
Lone since the moon his mounted the

heavens; now it is at its full. A myriad
stars keep company with it, the hush of
sleeping nature pays homage to it. Sol-

emnly, slowly, from the old belfry tower
the twelve strokes of midnight hare
sounded on the air.

" Vera, rising cautiously from beside Grl-seld-a,

who is, as usual, sleeping the sleep
of the just, slips gently on to the bare
white across which the moonbeams are
traveling delicately.

Sleep has deserted her. Weary at last
of her efforts to lose herself and her hate-
ful thoughts in unconsciousness, she de-

termines to rise and try what study may
do for her. She steps lightly across the
room, opens the door and speeds with all
haste over the corridor, gannt and ghost-
ly in the dim light, down the grand old
staircase, and enters a room on the left
of the library, where one day she made
the discovery that comfort was to be
found.

Striking a match, she lights a lamp
npon a side table and proceeds to exam-iu- e

the book shelves. Taking down one
that she thinks will please her. Vera
kneels upon one of the deep window
seats, looks outward, trying to pierce the
soft and scented gloom.

The opening of the door rouses her. It
ts quite an hour later an hour forgotten
by ber aa she read. With a sudden start

he looks up, turning her tsce over her
shoulder to the door, to see who can be
coming in at this unholy hour. Her
heart grows cold within her as she sees

Seaton Dysart!
In silence they stare at each other.

Vera, indeed, so great Is her astonish-
ment, forgets to rise, but sits there curl-

ed up among her furs, with a little froxen
look of fear and detestation on her per-

fect face.
"I have disturbed you," says Seaton

at last, breaking the spell, and speaking
in a distinctly unnatural tone.

"I did hope I should have found pri
vacy somewhere, at some Hour, says
she, coldly.

"I came for a book," says he, contrite-
ly. "Sow that I am here, will you per-

mit me to say a few words in my own
defense?'

"Oh, defense!" says she, with undis-
guised scorn.

"Certainly. I would prove to yon how
entirely you have wronged me," saya he,
firmly. "I acknowledge that once my
father expressed a wish that I should
marry you," coloring darkly, "always
provided yoa were willing to accept me;
and I" slowly "acceded to that wish."

"But why, why?" demands she, flash-
ing round at him.

"I do not wonder at your question. It
seems Impossible there should be a rea-
son," replies he, coldly; "for ever since
the first hour we met yoa have treated
me with uniform unfriendliness, I had
almost said discourtesy."

"There is a reason, nevertheless," says
he, hotly. She has come a step or two

nearer to him, and her large, lustrous
eyes, uplifted, seem to look defiance into
his. "Your reason I can fathom but
your father's that, I confess, pussies
me. Why should he, whose god is money,
choose the penniless daughter of the
brother he defrauded to be "

"Defrauded ?' interrupts Soaton, with
frown.
"Call it what you will," with an ex-

pressive gesture of her hand "undertake
his defense, too; but the fact remains
that the iniquitous deed that gave to
your father what should have been ours
was undoubtedly drawn np by my uncle.
1 have heard all about it a hundred times.
Tour father hardly denied it to mine
when last writing to him. His taking
us home to live with him was, I sup-
pose, a sort of reparation. To marry me
to you, and thus give me back the prop-
erty he stole is that a reparation, too?"

She Is as pale as death, and the hands
that cling to the bark of the chair near
her are trembling. But her lips are firm
and her eyes flashing. It occurs to Sea-to-

gazing at her in breathless silence,
that if she could have exterminated him
then and there by a look she would have
alone it

"You degrade yourself and me when
you talk like that," says Seaton, who is
now as pale as she is. "For heaven's
sake, try to remember how abominably
you misrepresent the whole thing. If my
father had a freak of this kind in his
head a desire to see you married to his
only son surely there was no discourtesy
to you contained in such a desire. It was
rather yon must see that a well-mea-

arrangement on his part. It was more,"
boldly. "He loves me; In wishing to see
you my wife he paid you the highest
compliment he could. I defy yon to re-

gard it in any other light."
"You plead his cause well it Is yonr

own," says she, tapping the back of the
chair with taper, angry fingers. "Why
take the trouble? Do yon think you can
bring me to view the case In .a lenient
light? Am I likely to forget that you
you aided and abetted your father In try-
ing to force me Into this detested mar-
riage?"

"Pray put that marriage out of your
head," says he, slowly. "You have taken
it too seriously. I assure you I would
not marry you now if yoa were as will-
ing as you are unwilling. I can hardly
put it stronger."

"When my grandfather left this prop-
erty to your father," she says, slowly,
"he left it purposely unentailed. Your
father, then, were yoa to cross bis
wishes, could leave you, as I have been
left, penniless. To avoid that, you would
fall in with any of his views. You would
even so far sacrifice yourself as to mar-
ry me!" Oh, the contempt in her tone!

There is a long pause. Then Seaton,
striding forward, seizes ber by both arms
and turns her more directly to the light.
The grasp of his hands is as a vise, and

afterward it seemed to ber that he
had, involuntarily, aa it were, ahaken
ber slightly.

"How dare you?" he says, In a low,
concentrated tone. She can see that his
face is very white, and that it is with
difficulty he restrains himself; she is con-
scious, too, vperhaps, of feeling a little
frightened.

' Then he puts ber quickly from him and
turns away.

"Pshaw, you are not worth it!" he
ays, his manner full of the most Intense

' CHAPTER XI.
A gleam of moonlight coming through

the open window puts the lamp to
ahame, and. compels Vera's attention.
How sweet, how heavenly fair the gar-

den seems, wrapped In those pate, cold
beams! She can see It from where she
g4U on the deep, cushioned seat of the

FROM WASHINGTON'S GARMENT.

Bis Waistcoat Buttons Made Into

A pair of pearl and gold cuff buttona
which in the form of waistcoat buttons
were owned by George Washington and
worn by bun upon the occasion of bis in-

auguration as President and also at his
marriage to Martha Dundridge Custls,
are the valued possession of Prof. I.eo-nid-

Polk Wheat of Virginia, now liv
ing in Washington. These modest but
greatly cherished relics of Washington
are among the few peraonnl belongings
of Gen. Washington that have not been

PHor. WHEATS VALUED HELICg.

purchased or otherwise obtained by ths
government.

Prof. Wheat Is a member of one of the
oldest families in Clark County, Virginia,
where resides a colony of descendants of
the Washington family. The buttons
were presented to Prof. Wheat by Henry
Lewellyn Dangerfield Lewis,

of Gen; Washington.
Mr. Lewis was Prof. Wheat's closest

friend and neighbor from 1878 until the
time of the former's death, several years
ago, says the New York Herald, It
was when Mr. Lewis was arranging for
ths transfer to the United States gov-

ernment of something like $40,000 worth
of Washington relics, which had been
purchased by a special act of Congress,
that Prof. Wheat came Into possession
of the buttons. During the process of
packing Mr. Lewis, with characteristic
generosity, invited his neighbor to select
from the collection some souvenir. Prof.
Wheat selected two buttons from Wash-
ington's waistcoat and had them made
into cuff buttons.

Prof. Wheat obtained from Mr. Lewis
and his wife a written guaranty that the
buttons had been the property of George
Washington and bad been worn by blm
on several state occasions, notably at
his Inauguration as the first President of
the United States, and also at bis wed-
ding.

The buttons are of unique design, and
in diameter about the size of a silver
half dollar. Evidence of their authen-
ticity is engraved on the reverse slile of
the buttons, and reads as follows: "Leo.
P. W. from H. L. D, L. Property of
George Washington."

f

Washington a a Drinking; Man.
Every one drank in the days of Wash-

ington, and the father of his country al-

ways had wines on his table. Nowhere
is it stated that be ever drank to excess,
although he usually consumed live
glasses of Madeira wine at desert. Dur-
ing his youth he was very fair politi

cian, and among the items of his elec-
tion expenses when he was a candidate
for tint House of Burgesses nf Virginia
were s hogshead slid a barrel of whisky,
thirty-fiv- e gallons of wine and forty-thre- e

gallons of beer.
Georgo Washington wss simpls In his

tastes, and during his youth he wss aa
enormous eater, but wss not particular
as to what h had. He wanted plain
food ami plenty of It. During hia later
years he ate very little. His breakfast
at Mount Vernon waa of corn cakes,
honey it ml tea, with possibly an egg, and
after that he ate no more until dinner.
He kept, however, a good table, and usu-
ally hud friends with him. His table
manners were not of the best. I have a
book written by Maclay, which gives his
experiences wheu he wss In the United
States Senate at the time Washington
was President. Maclay dined with Wosh-ingto- n

a number of times, and scattered
through his diary are bits'of gossip about
Washington. At two of the dinners he
describes Washington as amusing himself
between the course by playing the devil's
tattoo upon the table with his fork. At
another time he soys: "The President
kept a fork in bla hand when the cloth
was taken away. I thought It waa for
the purpose of picking nuts. He ate no
nuts, but played with the fork, striking
ou the edge of the table with It."

Washington Waa Wealthy.
One Is not opt In these days to remem-

ber that in this early period Washington
made himself one of the largest landhold-
ers in the country, nor that when be
died ha was worth over half a mlllloa
dollars. Yet we find that he bequeathed
to his heirs the following acreage, with
values attached:
Acres. Worth. Acres. Worth.

800 1 ,ni!) 4o a jonio
2.4KI , 24.S10 8,744 B7.440

8X3 T.W0 ZI.S41 .. 200.000
2,K.'lO .. 4s.7 i,n

tn .. 11,4) 284 1,404
-- to .. 8,11011 l.ooo a.nno
400 ,. 8.WIK) 8,ori m.rii

1.110 .. 2,m 0,000 lo.ouo

Land In Washington worth $10,132,
and other lands not enumerated worth
$0,200. The total value of his estate was
placed at $.130,000. The 300 acres of Vir-
ginia jand, which he valued at $0,000 In
171)0, sold in 1M59 for $120,000, one evi-

dence of the changes in values In that
country be served so well.

Even the marriage of Washington was
consistent with the thrifty habits that
marked all his doings. The widow Cus-
tls added to his estate $100,000, besides
giving him a helpmeet Just as prudent
in ber financial transactions aa was he.
After the marriage, and their settlement
nt Mount Vernon, "nine miles from any
church" or social hntilation, Washington
gave himself wholly to tilling of the soil
and quirt service In the Virginia Legisla-
ture.

A Valuable Itolio.
Bimlirod I), Woalilngtou, a bouse paint-

er of Chicago, who says that he Is a de-

scendant of the Washington fnnilly, owns
the seal with which George Washington
signed the death warrant of MaJ, Andre.

Remarkably Generous.
Wlgg I never knew such a generous

fellow as BJones.
Wagg-Th- at's right. The cigars be

gives away tire just ns good ns those
lie smokes himself. Philadelphia Roc
"I'd,


