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@PNLY A FARMER'S
/%  DAUGHTER

By
MRS. FORRESTER.

CHAPTER X1V,
After n ten days’ visit to Mra, Clayton, | girl.

|ﬂn slights and indifference of a young

Winifred was summoned home. “1 wonder how it Is that | still care for

He rose to his feet sndilenly and stosd
before her as pale as death,
| “Will you never be convinced," he
| i, passiooately, “that my love for yon
'isn berond woif weeking, beroml donbt?
FIf yon will It s, 1 will never s ok you
again afrer to-nighe™

"1 think | am wor well tonlght =1 am
over-tired,™ she sald, recovering herself;
“it you will have my carriage sent for, |
will g0 hame™

He weat at ance and did not mvturn te
ber untl) v was ready; then be gave her
his arm and lod her away without an
other wond,
as he put her into her earringe, and wish
of her a grave good-night: but when the
door was clwed, and they had paseed
through the gates she throw herself haok
in a corner and sobbed sueh tears as she
|hn.1 never wept from the hour she wae
born until pnow, There were llghts in
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T was unquestionably a hot dny
Perbapa It Burnbam bad knewn
that the next morning's  papers

She never looked at bim | would send it down Into history as the | (ug

holtest day In years he would have
(remained In the comparatively cool
solitude of his mother's dinlugroom
{for the sake of his reputation. Aws It
was be found the uptown streets In
L state of desertlon whleh made him

“I would gladly let you remain longer” |her? She seems to have lost all that | the dining rosw when she returned, and | WoBder irritably if the clty had retived

weote Lady Grace, “bat you remember, made me love her when | first koew her.

my dear, that enr orviginal plan was 1o What a fool 1 am! 1 will not think asy

leave for Londou on the 28th, amd Bir more of hee!™

Clayton never likes his plans hurfﬂulll And he left the room and the bhonse,

with." | and went off to an entertalnment where
On the 25th of April Winifred réturn- | 5 considerably greater degree of freedom

el to Endon Vale, very sorry to ave | reigned than at the masnsion of stately

her friend, but with almost & sense of | Miss Donglas. and where bo was sure of

relief at being freed from the obnoxions  an eathusiastic welcome,

soclety of Mr. Clayton. Everyone wel- | With the charting Inconsisteney of the

comad her with open arms: the house had | wex, Winifred was terribly chagrined on

not seemed the same without her—it lack | discovering that be was really gone,

ed the sunshine, ss the old French Iady | “He is disgusted with me—he will not

said.
On the day appolated Rir Clayton and
Lady Grace Farquhar and Miss Eyre
arrived at Eaton Square and were duly
announced in the fashionable chronicles.
A sew life suddenly opened on the girl
who had speot all her young Years in
such quiet, not to say motonony.
found It very pleasant, although not al
together what it had been in her dreams
two years before.

Her debut was to take place at the

| bear my unworthy treatment of him long:
(er” she thonght, bitterly. “1 love him

| with all my beart, and [ have lost him!"

CHAPTER XYV.

The weeks rolled on and the London
| season was at its height. Drawiag rooms,
| concerts, balls, operas, fetes champetres,

flower shows and garden parties weat on
| a8 usual to make up the sum of the gay
! world's plessares and disappointments,
Mrs. Clayton—one of wmany, perhaps—had

'ahn would have entered 1, but the fool-
man stood in the way with a frighteaed
face.

“Not In there, It you please, ma'sm:
master dined at home, aud has a party of
gentiemen.”

At that moment there was a clinking of

ls!um'i. and 2 sound  of langhter, in

which a shrill peal of a woman's voice |

was distinetly audible,

Mrs. Clayton stood for a moment ws If
turaed to stone; then she went upstairs
without & wond, Tt was evilént she had

| nat been expected hotne so early,

I She was too stupetisd to think, It seem.
ed as if some heary blow had fallen oa
her, and she scarcely renliond it or knew
what it was. Her mind was exhaunsted,
and she slept hoavily, The nest day when
she rode in the park, as usual*every ane
wald:

for a slosta.
l Burnham thought regreifully of a
[eertnin dusky comer vuder a Perslan
canapy where there wWere wany pil
ows and mueh lemonade, amd, luol
dentally, a girl's fuee, cool and sweel
above the fan she held. Yeatomday
the face had been 8o tempringly near
o0 near,  And today
Hopelossly remole

He acknowledged to
[shamelul  mottve

himselt

He had come—he had seen the house [nose and eyos are fust as red! Ang D

It was #0 |

the |
of his pligrlmage, |

World Uver Mayinge ihat Are Cheors
ful te 1A o0 Young Funny Belec:
tiewns that You Wikl Kulay,

pansind ln embarrassiment.
“Yeal Well, why don't you say i1
Fopsy gave his  haond & mn\-nli\o‘

1've refused Goorge twlee” abe mald,
“IUs1t's g0 beastly hot, dear, and | “but (ts uo use.

It osewvmis too bad to leave Aunt Dale | “No use?”

[alote i she—If her head nehes " “Not a by,

I Topsy's  ohln puckered  dolefully, ' tiontton ™

jand her bright eyes grew pathettcally | “What has that to do with

| e ‘ “Whyr, he thinks 'm predestingd to
It aln't hot—slhe alu't alone—'nd (be s wite, aud of coarse, If Hhat s

Wi've  come elght  blocks—'nd 11 g0, I'Nl simply have to glve i, 0w

Fwant to see the polar bear.” [matter what papa ways,  He can't ex

| Burnham laid & stern hand over Pt me to defy fate”

the cavernoualy open mouth | ey e
“Now, Top ' ‘o' Ay Viay in .

!m* the ‘lmtla‘rl ::nr.h:.::ltl hl‘ﬂ‘"‘l'l'l: ‘::l':; | Mlles Nh--rnnlu muarrled an I|r-Ir=“l|I

[earringe— aoe?  And we'll deive back 88t week and he declares shie in 8l

fnfrer Aunt Dale” _llw warld to him

[ Topsy hesitated, bilnking back the | ‘1HeS- 80 he's getting ready to =

| tears for which she found she had o lect the li-'l.rl ehY

i, | Miles<What deli?

"Sbe won't go,” she objected. “Her | o8 -Wihy, the one bis wife owin

e belloves tn prades

I heard Bl say wie thice that

which had bivn open to him yesterday | she thinks 1t'e hot, and shie says she Be world vwed Liw a Tiving

[to-day clowed to him forever.
| face In the dusky coruer
were kioklug at hlm now from behind !
the heavy curtalns.  The wondertul |
oyes, hiding thelr merclloss laughter |

And the

~Auppose she |

Just  hates  polar bears.  But we'll
liave the ride, won't we? And will
You go to the park Just the same If
he won't

"Yes"

Vasslng Awmanition

“How terribly il Mrs. Clayton lookat | 1WUET el droopltg lashies:  Bury,
ke should tiot go ot o mﬁrh. or she | Bam lftedd  bis gloomy young face
will be dead before the end of the sea haughtily and looked severely at the
son. | bouse across the way,

aald Burnbam,
“Tust the same”

But when (e carriage stopped In
frout of the gray stone steps all hily

smilingly;

bouse of Miss Douglas, Lord Harold | peen Jeading a lite of Stful, feverish bap-
Erskine's aunt, a lady ocoupriog & ¥ery | ninesy for the last month. She did mot
declded position In the fashionable world, | jury to think—s pruse of retrospection
and the entree to whose entertalnments | wonly gither send hor hoadlong down the
wan véry geaerally desired, Lady Grace | procipice that was yawning at her feet
was auxions that her protege should look | op make ber fy from it ltogether, And
her best, g |ye: she was so uupardonably weak that
When Winlfred appeared, dressed, on | she hesitated and could not bring herself
the night fo the hnh‘ tLi::, m tﬁ to break off all intercourse with Col
0o reason regret ba i d ilar.
to exercise her own taste. Her dress was i:uir to draw the last plank of safety
of a marvelous whitenesa and softness, | ywyv from bis wite, Mr. Clayton treated
almost like snow clouds, and bere and | yor ‘auily worse, He left letters in her

there over it were the saftest white feath-
ers, that might have been Hukes of fallen
suow.

Very late in the evening Mr. Hastings
appesred. As be entered the ballroom he
caught sight of Winitred talking in a
very animated manner to Lord Harold
In sn interval of waltzing. He stood and
watched her intently: until to-night he
bad never thought her beautiful. He had
loved her for her grace, for her pride,

for her lunocence; but as she looked and |

smiled now, be felt she had a greater
claim to general admiration than he had
ever dreamed of,

“And she might bhave been my wife
now,” he thought. “How I should have
loved her—how proud 1 should have been
of her! [ wonder If she really cares for
that fellow Erskine?”

At this moment a volce sald close to
his ear, as though the speaker bad di-
vined his thoughts:

“WIll it be a mateh, do you think¥"

He turned with an angry start, and
met the mocking gaze of Flora Cham-

“You mean Gray and Misy Went-
worth? 1 think it very probable” Mr,
Hastings answered, curtly

“Oh, no, that s beyond a doubt. 1
meant Lord Harold Erskive and—and his

“l cannot form the slightest surmise.
Your cousin"—and he spoke the word
poiatediy—"your cousin is very beautiful,
and moy even do better,"

“Perhaps be chosen by the descendant
of all the HHastings?" she asked, with
& scornful laugh.

“Your petotration seems unusually at
fanlt to-night, Miss Champion," be re-
turned, coldly; “but pardon me, the dance
Is over. 1 am golug to seek @ partoer
for the next: your card is full, I wee”
and he moved off before Flora had time
to intimate her willingness to exchange
his name on her program with that of a
lesa eligible aspirant. She bit her lip
angrily as she saw him cross straight
over to where her consin stood, and bend
to speak with her. She could not but
remark the tender deference of his benr-
ing toward the country girl whom she de-
spised, and whom she well remembered
ignoring to him as only n former's daugh-
ter. Bhe turned 1o the qulet, middle-aged
man on whose arm she leaned, and began
to talk to him with some of her old
brightness and vivacity.  He listened
with admiring attention, bhut had very
little to say in reply. Flora felt loex:
pressibly bored.

“This man s a dolt!” she said to her
pelf, angrily: “the iden even of all Lis
money sesrcely recobciles me to the hor-
rible tedium of spending so much time
In his eompany.”

Mr. Moxwell was an excessively un-
interesting. rich bachelor of two-and-
torty. He gove one an impression of
weakness anil yielding that made it a
matter of surprise he had been allowed
to remain 5o long in the unblessed estate
of bachelorbood. He had met Flora
Champlon several thwes and had admired

“He s rich,” she said to herselt; “he s
s weak as water, and he iy greedy—
three admirable guulities for a husband
whom you do not wiat to care about!
‘Why sbould 1 not marry him?"

Meanwhile Mr. Hastings bas crossed
over to where Winifred was standing,
engaged In laughing conversatlon with
Lord Harold, a bright smile on ber lips
and apparently very happy. She did not
see Hrrol until he came up to her, and
then she stopped in o sentence and chang-
ed color, She felt a quick thrill of pleas-
ure when she saw hils handsome face
bent on hor with gennine admiration.
Bome sudden thooght of forgetting her

und yielding to her love came surg-
mto her braio; and then her second,
new, unnatural self rebelled, and she
greeted him with a cold, indifferent ymile,

“You will dance with me, Winifred 7"
he whispered, as Lord Harold turned to
speak to someone behind him,

“l am engoged for every dance, thank
you."

“May

I come and ecall In Eaton

duty to be pleased to see any
Lady Farquhar's goests,”
‘ou are not natural, Miss Byre—you

are strangely altered from the geverous,

, true Winifred 1 knew two

. g

; mm fgnorant conntry girls
' 1 she asked, with a quick
are generous, do they
th like generosity from
‘mluds are more enlnrged,
, from their birth and sta-

enmity to be lifelong, then?"
It will wear out In time, ns
e does,” was the quick

uu;. he ask-
possible that a
fanlt wns Intense
 expose himself to

way that could pot fall to mortify her.
If they went out togother he made a point
of keeping her waiting. He never open:
ed his lips to speak to her unless be was
| positively obliged, and thea his words
| were sneers and taunts, He paid other

women the most extravagant ecompli

ments and sttention. lo short, but for

(Col, d'Agullar’s presence and sympathy,
| Fee's lite would have been uuendurable,
They met constantly.

One of the entertainnients that was in-
tended to rank among the first of the
keason, was a garden party given by the
|l:ltmuublt Mrs. Vivian Lynedon at her

beautifal villa on the banks of the river.
| No expenss was to be spared; smuse-

ment of every imaginable kind was 1o be

provided; and the whole was to end in s
] display of such costly Breworks as were
rurely seea, and a dance. Mr, and Mrs.
Clayton were ifnvited. Ar the last mo-
ment he declined to go, and his wife went
without him, He did not attempt to pre
vent her. Col. d'Aguilar was to be there.
“1 will aot spoil the sport.” he said to
bimself, with a smile that would huve be
come Mephistopheles:

All her friends were there, all but one.
at least, and ut Brst it was with a sense
of relief that she missed him. But hour
after hour wore on, and there was no sign
of Col. d"Aguilar. First she felt restless,
then a little impatient, then angry, and
then she could huve eried for the bitter
ness of the disappolntment. It was four
days since sbe had seen him, and then he
told her distinetly that be intended to be

!

Fee sat down wearily on the edge of
one of the seats, Buddealy sho beard a
voice pronounce her name, and u quick
thrill of pleasure went to her heart. He
had come at last! She forgot ber anger,
| ber impatience, and the wenry bhours she
bad spent walting for him, asd lyoked up
with g glad smile,

“At Inst!" ghe ssid. “1 had given you
| ap long ago. | am so tired of all this”
she added, in a whisper; “lot us walk a
Hintle.”

And then she perceived that he was
slightly lnme.

“Then it is true, what some one told
me, that you have sprained your apkle?”
she uttered hastily, “That kept you away
—and it hurts you to walk."

*Not at all," be answered; it Is poth-
ing. That did not keep me away.”

“What, then?" Fee asked, qulekly.

Col, d"Aguilar was silent,

*What kept you away?" she repented.

"I do not think | can tell you, Mrs.
Clayton."”

“Do tell me,”" she whispered, pressing
his arm ever wo slightly,

"1 tried very bard to make n sacrifice,”
he answered slowly, “and | ralled.”

“What sairifice,”

“The sacrifice of my beart's disire to
your peace.”

Fee tremblod and was silent,

“Bee!" she sald, “the fireworks are be
glnning,” and &t that moment & blaze of
light shot forth into the skies snd seemed
to lllumine the whole garden aud river.
There was a rustic garden bench standing
in a niche of arbutug and laurel,

“Let us sit down,” Mrs, Clayton sald.
“1 know your foot palos you,"

“I was so disappointed when you did
oot come,” Fee sald presently. “I had
Just made op my mind to send for the
carriage und go bome, I came alone, you
n".lﬁ

“Alone?
to be here?

“He would not come. I think he would
do anything rather than spend an hour in
my company,” she sdded bitterly, I can-
not go on living like this," she broke out

resently. “My life is a torment to me,

od told me once | should be miserable
It 1 married him—osre you glad your
wards have come trae?”

“Mra. Clayton, what do you take me
for?™ he cried, moved to passion. *1
glad—glad that you, whom 1 love with
heart, soul and strength, are tled to =
brute who makes your life s pasdemo-
nium upon earth—glad that you are part-
ed bopelessly from me, and that [ eannot
lawfully stir & Boger to help you when |
am ready to lny down my life for you"

“Forgive me!” Fee sald, qulckly;: 1 did
oot mean It. 1 feol so bittéer—so mad
sometimes—I scarcely know what I say.”

“Mrs, Clayton,” he answered hoarsely,
“you must not say these things to me.
My blood is on fire st your wrongs and
your misery. You forget how bodly, how
hopelessly T love youl"

I weighed your love in the balance
with Mr. Clayton's money once,” she
said slowly, “und my choice his broken
my heart. I am twenty. I have no hope
in the world,” and an agonized sigh broke
from her. "1 know that after to-night |
dare not wee you any more. It I had been
good or wise enovgh to remember my
duty, and keep from speaking of my mis-
ery to you, we might have gone on meet-
ing as we have done. To-night we shall
part forever.”

“Do not say that, Mrs, Clagton. How
ean | leave you to that man's brutality 7"

“How can you protect me frow it?"

’I thought Mr. Clayton was

she asked sadly.

“Dear Fee" sald Winiteed, riding up,
“what alls you—you look wom ot

“1 think yestenday was too much for
me,” Mrs Clayton answered. "Slt\{l my
horse, Winifred!® and  Mrs. Clayton
seemed for a moment to reel in her sad
dle. Winifred eanght the bridle, and
stopped her own horse,

“Oh, Lord Harold!™ she eried suddenty
to the gentleman who rode beside her,
“go to the other nide of Fee, and hold
bier up; she is fainting.”

1o a8 moment he had his arm ronnd her,
and bad lifted her into the saddle, from
which she had partly stipped, Mes. Clyy-
ton recovered hersell almost immedintely,

“Thank you." she said. with a ghastiy
atterupt at a smile: “a sudden glildiness.
Take me home, Winifred, will you?

“Yea, darling.”

Mrs. Clayton remained the whole day
on the sofa, starcely speaking. Winifrsd
wonld not leave her for m mament, Hhe
bathed her forehead, and watehed and
soothed her when she turned on ber side
and moaned.

“It is my head. my head she mar
ninred now and again.  “1 think | sm go
Ing mad."

Anid then Winifred thonght It time to
send for a physician.

“It I & nervous attack,”™ he sald, when
he had seen her: “the brain seems to have
been overexcited. In a day or two Mra
Clayton will be quite hersel? again”

(To be continued.)

A DISAPPEARING STREAM.
The

Diy Fork aof Asliler Ureek, Ia
Northwe t=rm | tah,

SBome curlcus revelutions are belng
made by the United SBtates gecloglen)
survey.

A recent report from C. 1. Prall, one
of the hydrogruphers of the survey, lias
reported the existence of a  stream
whose water, In the summer s¢nson,
Lentirely vanishes mldway 1o ls coursa,
The river 1s known as the Dry Fork, a
suinll stream In northwestern  Utaly,
tributary to Ashley creek. About four
teen miles from Js source In the Ulnta
wountains this strenm reaclies o largs
basin or sipk, whose walls sre from
0 to 100 feet lilgh, except on the up
stream slde. The pool 1= apparently bot-
tomless, and the water In It revolves
with a slow, cirealar motion, caused
either by the incoming waters or by
suction from bLelow, or both, The only
vigible outlet to this pool Is a narrow
rock channel, from which a Uttle water
flows, but Is soon lost to sight & lfew
hundred yards below, A mensurement
of the main stream Just above the pool
showed a volume of 94 cuble feet of
water passlng each second, bot this en
tire flow disappears In the basin, and
the stream bed for miles below I8 per
fectly dry, About seven mnilles helow
this interesting pool were found several
springs. one of them o a large bole
twenty-five foet In dlameter and twenty
feet deep, which at thues are empty
and agaln filled with water, 1t Is
thought that the water which dlsap-
pears In the upper pool flows woder
ground deep below In the gravels which
form the Led of the stream, and In
times of ralnfnll bheavier than ususl
appears aguin In part In the large
springs below.—Atlnuta Constitution.

War Made by Rule,

An officer now In Eugland sends the
following story from South Africa, for
the accuracy of which he vouches:

“A brigade hnd been marching with
searcely any food nor nearly twenty-
four hours continnously. When it halt
ed and rations were served out and the
cooking had commenced one reglment
wis asked by the brlgade mnajor to ex.
tingulsh its fires, as ‘they were not n
line with those of the regiment on s
right! The C. 0, of the reglment In
question remongtrated as strongly ns
possible, pointing out that If the fiyes
were put out there would be nelther
time nor fuel (the latter was very
searce and Jmited In quantity) to get
the cooking finished before the troaps
bad to march off, But in spite of all he
could say the brignde major Insisiod,
the flres were pul out, and before the
ten could be bolled and the meat cool-
ed the regiment had to mareh, the men
having had no food."

It would appear from this, sags the
London Truth, as If the process of edy-
cating our officers In the feld—stalf of-
fleers at any rate—was st procesding
only slowly. The Ineldent 18 of the mope
Interest since the brlgnde mnjor con
cerned 1s a professor In ona of our mll
tary schools. If the war office woulil
like his nume we shall be pleasad to
give It them—of ceurse, In confidence.

The Casual Observer,

This old world his some curlouy ways,

You watch with enger eyn,
And dan't know if you ought to laugh

Or It yon onght to ery.
—Waushington Star,

Nicaragun Cannl.

The ereation of the Nlearagua Cn
will cut off 10,000 miles from the v
age from New York to San Frntiele

Men seldom leave belind bLoth

quest and bequest,

| Bt be Q0 not pass on.  Instead,
| be stopped with a whistle of surprise
;uu what he might have taken forf a
| broken parcel of laundry on the stone
stops resolved itself loto a litle Inidy
with penwiper skirts and cxcewdlogly
loug black legs, who  shot up frow
aer coll and shook a mop of molsl
and  dishevelsd balr away from a
tenr disfigured face,

“Why, Topsy!”
ham amanedly.
%0 on and lenve Topay erying on the
ot steps. He dropped on one khee
beslde ber and tlited up the letle face. |

“Why, what's the matter, dear?"

"Well"—~the tears cawe fooding
back Into the biue eyes—"Aunt Dale
wouidn't take me to the park, and
wanied (o see the new polar bear.
They say be just sits round on lee all
the tme—and then they're wumii
he'll Qe

Topay's ecurls whipped Into l‘ium-|
baw's eyes smartly as she burled her
Agitated countenauce In bis freshly |
starched bosow and walled.

“Ob, husbh, Topsy, dear! Do, furi
henven's  sake  hush!™  Rurnbaw
looked anxiously towsrd the hnuw.'
whence at any moment Topsy's howls |
of newly stirred Injury might feteh |
Topay's mamma, who would Invite

exclnimad Burp.

him  In,  or—Topsy's aunt, who
wouldu't look at him,
“Hee here!  Btop erying!  Listen!

s that your sunbonubet on the walk?
Well"—dwsperately—"put 1t on qulck,
and we'll go to see the polar bear!"

Topsy's  plercing shout of rapture
was more Jdangerous than her weep
ng, snd Burnham burried ber off
down the street, comforting bimseslf
with the reflectlon that all ellldren
Were more or less salamanders, and
that they would take the fest carriage
they found wtirring.

“Don’t you think Aunt Dale's hor
rld?" demunded Topsy, revengefully,
ns  she clasped Burnham's hand
molstly and afectlonately, and trot-
ted beslde him In solled contentment,

"Ob, 1 don't know," he answered
hesitatingly.  “It's a pretty strong
word—but T guess it's satlsfactory,”
be added ungallantly,

“DId she prom!ise to take you to the
toat

“Well, no-o” said Topsy, honestly.
“Mot exactly, But I thought ahe
would, and when | went to her to-
dny—and It's such a nlce, sunshiny
day” (as If the previous twenty-elght
days of August had pamsed In Arctle
Kioom) “slie—sbe told me to go away
and not bother her. And—and pext
time I asked Ler to come she whook
mel"

“Don't cry now, young 'un,” Burn-
bam lmplored, “I didu't ery when she
shook me"

Tupsy stared at Llm with very round
eyes from the depths of a lmip sun.
bonnet. “"When did ahe ever shake
you?" she asked, whisperingly, wur-
veying her stalwart friend with awe,

“Yesterday," sald Burnham, gloom-
lly.

“DNd 1t make you feel bad?” The
clear child eyes had seen the paln
under the smile,

“Yes, I'm afrald it diq.”

Topay slipped her other hand futo
Buruham's, hopping along beslde Lim
like a comforting little bird.

“I'm awful sorry,” she suld, ear
nestly; and then, after a pause: “Way
Aunt Dale erying yesterday when she
Whs mean to you?"'

“No," suld Burnbam, grimly; “sbe
wasn't. 1 think sbe laughed."

“I'iat's funny,” To-duy sbe wan
erylng. Bbe sald It was wo hot 1t
mude her head acbhe, But I think she
was just crylng because there was
40 wunceh uaogbty o her. I do some-
times—and they lick me,” sald Topsy,
evidently pondering on the Injustive
of thinga,

Burnbam's clasp tightened on the
Uttle tingars,

"Was she crying much?” he asked,
earelessly,

“You bet she was. Mamma's green
pillow was all wet. And the picture
she was looking at was all over
spockles.”

“What—what pleture waa It, Top-
sy? Burnbam saw the long, de-
serted street in a blur of yellow,

"1 dunno,” answered Topay, care.
lessly, “He was horrld ugly, llke o
poodle, with a big ¥ on the froni
of llm. Bay, do you thiuk the polar
bear might dle while we look at him 7’

“I don't know,” sald Burnham, ab-
sently, In his turn.  Thers had beén
an altra hafred young fool once who
had given that football picture to a
girl who had laughed at It fraukly
and to his mortificatlon. But now
Topsy's description did mnot trouble
him. The latter, speculating morbld-
Iy ou the chances of belng the happy
spectator of a tragedy, trotted In
sllence by her escort. Buddenly Burn-
ham halted.

“Topsy,” he mald feebly, and then

It was lmpossible to |

assiratice left blm, and bhe pushed
| Tupsy out lmploringly.

| "L won't go In, Topsy," he nmald
tremulonsly.  “You tell bher  we
Hthought perhaps she might be sor
(EYoho, gosd Lord, don't say  that!
[Oh, see Dere; Just—)ust sy wo'd like
to bave her come to see the polar
bear!" I
| Then he shrank back Into the car |
(rhage,  crimsonly consclous that the
thermometer  stood  at  unknown

Growler—H1! D Care't yer look
out wher' yer ncomin'?
Quiniibus—Garn!

belghts Iu the sbade of Topsy's ver
ahda; that Topay herself was very
dirty and be very wilted, and that the
driver had stared at him as he lesued
his Inviation.  Never mind, If only
Dale was sorry, and ber sense of hue
mor keon.

Topsy flashed out of the house Jubl
lantly,  “SBbe's coming!™ she shoute)
vooiferoualy.  “She'll be ready In Just
a minute—she's puitting powder on
her nose, And mamma says I'm a
perfect spectacie, and I've got to get
4 clean dress wud wy face washed,
0 you're to come In and walt. Aunt
Dale mays you know the coolest cor

ner, and wamioe ean’'t come down |

‘eatse ItU's 100 hot to dress.  Mamma
wanis s to walt tll to-morrow, but
Aunt Dale says It's such a nlce, sun-
ahiny day, and she does want to see
the polar bear!”

S0 eager was Aunt Dale that when
her nelee, although she chose the
short and speedy route of the banis
ter, came rlotously luto the parlor,
she found her repentant relative In
the shaded corner Lefors per,

It wus only Topsy wi |vas struck
by the great tragedy of the empty
cage with its dripplng lee blacke.

“"Ubloraformed him two hours ago,"
explalned the keeper erudely. “Lord,
but It's a hot day!™ He looked curl-
ously at the perapiring bear-hunters.
“I'hey aln't been much of anybody
In here today, ‘ceptin' kids” he
vouchsafed, with an undercurrent of
reprool In Ll toves,

“We oculy came to bring my little
nlece,” explalned Aunt Dale with dig-
nlty.

"You didn't,” Interpolated Topmy
suddenly, as sbe sat down wearlly on
0 block of lce outslde the cage door.
“You wouldu't come at all tlll we
weut all the way back for you, and
then you wald you wanted to see the
bear.  And pow he's dead, and you
dun’t eara o bit—and oh, dear mo, 1t's
a0 hot and 'm o tired—and thls loe
In Juat water,! ‘added Topay as an
afterthought, exnmining her sklrts
with discouraged Interest. Her ae-
cunlng eyes caught the lnughter In
Burnlinm's and she began to weop,

“You don't enre, elther—I don't he
lleve you care for u wingle thing, only
that Aunt Dale's sorry.”

Burnham  shouldered  her peremp
torlly aud bore her away to the enr
ringe.  “You have come n long way,
Topsy," he told her werlously, “snd |
wits very hot and the bear was dead
But at the end of the Journey was
contentment.”—New Yark News.

An Unassuming Royal Peraonnge,

The carelessnesa of the Duke of Nop
folk about dress and his utessuming
ways are very tuarked and have cauw
ed lim to be the rietim of muny curl
ous mistnkes, relates an Eoglisl wrl
ter. My friend bad a house near
Aroundel, and  when #he and hor fam-

lly were removing to London the duke
contemplated buylng the place an n

house for n member of hin family, One
morning Mrs, =—— wan In her bedroom
shortly after breakfnst when a wer
vant eame up to tell ber that a mes
wenger from the castle had called,

“Where I8 he?" she nsked,

“Oh! be's In the hall, ma'am.”

Knowing the duke's habita of activ-
Ity In the country she felt some min-

Shat up, Jnok-lu
the-Box i~ Punch,

Muat of the Storles Trus.

A story s told of a New Hugland
minkater who often spoaks o belalf of
A charity in which he s lnlerested. AL
the Clowe of one mweeting st whleh be
had spoketi with great effect nnd a
large galn for the chiarity had been the
tirect reault n thitle ol wotaan ap
proached the minkster, “0h," she sl
carnestly, “U've Deen so Interested In
hearing about those poor dear elill
dren! And | suppose a groat many of
those stories you told are really true,
aren't they ¥

A Parlng Investment,

"Wan It worth while to sond your
four daughitors to that Cashilongble
school 1
| “Sure,  One eloped while she waa
Ilhm and the olhers came bLowe e
Enged = Now York Tloes

| Musr Tuke His Turn,
| Buraged Iteader—1 bave come In o
borsewhip the sditor,

OMee Boy - You'll have to wall, str;
there are two others dhcad of you,
Life.

How vhe Cured Him,

Mother—Yon say your hushand no
longer spends bis eveuings at the club?

Daughiter- I soon broks hilm of that.

“How did you maoage ™

“Before golng to bed I put twa ANy
clialra close together by the parlor firs,
and then held a mateh to o clgar until
the room got a falut odor of swoke?—
New York Weekly.

Why Not, lades!?

N. Ane—~Willle, | forgot to wind my
watch this morulng, Wil you bring
It down to me?

Willle-Why don't you let It run
down? New York San.

Growlng Like u Weed,

"Why, Tommy, how you do grow!"

“Yes, Auntle. 1 think they water me
too much, Why, 1'ta bathed night and
mornlng."

Facts and Fanciew

“Does It cost much to live In the
clty 1" nsked the roral youth,

“About the same as It costs to live
In the country,” replied the vilinge
suge, "but It costs like fury 1o keep up
Appearances.”

Her Preference.
“Shall I administer gaw before ex-

tracting your tooth?" asked the den-
tist,

“Well," answercd the falr  patient

givings and hurrled dowstalrs to find | from a back township, “If [t doesn't

the Earl Marshal of England sitting
gqulte potlently on o hall chale with
Lilw het In his haods. Bhe overwhelm.
ed bim with apologles, of course, but
the duke was most amused and laugh:
Ingly sald that he delighted in an ap
pearaned which protected bim from
attentions which would make big life
burdensome.

Health Commandmenta,

The requirements of health can b
counted on the fingers of one hand,
They ate good alr, good food, sultable
vlothing, cleanliness and exerclse nnd
rest. ‘The first two requirements affect
the blood, and as the blood ¢lroulates
nll over the body, Including the brain,
fvery part 1s affected. Fresh afr affects
the purity of the blood. The fresliest
nir In out of doors, and It is the duty
of everyone to spend a certaln amount
of time In the open alr. Good foods I8
not necessarily expenalve food. BPx.
ercise and rest should alternate and
balance ench other, It Is quite pos-
sible to (nke too much exerclse, and
thls side of the question must be guard.

‘cost any ‘mors 1I'd ruther you'd

Klve
me electrie Mght,"
No Trouble in Houne- Huonting,

Hicks—I understand that you and
Jenkins linve both found desltable new
tenements,

Wicks—Yen, Jonking moved lnto my
fiat and I moved Into Lis—Bomeryllle
Journal,

Told the Truth,
Edyth—Aunt Margaret used to sy
abe wouldn't warry the best mug on
enmh,
Mayme—And did she keep hor wopd?
Edyth—Yes; but she got married Just
tle sume.

Canse and Kifect,

“Women evidently have no sense of
humor," remarked the bald-hesded
philosopher,

“Why do you think thusly?’ asked
the youth with the ingrowing mus.
tache.

“If they bad,” replled the philosophy
disponser, “they would never get pust
the love, honor and obey part of the
marringe cerewony without an audible

ed agalnst as carefully a8 the other,

glgxle”

Milestlan Natlon of Blratagom.

An omver once asked an bristuvan (f
e knew what o strotngom wan, "“Yes,
of course 1 do™  “Then” sl the
otflcer, "please expiain owne to me." Pyt
(after fve minutes’ pansel ! “Suppose
you wore Aring at the eheiny aml you
run short of sumunitton and you don't
wantl the euemy tw know, why sll you
buve to do Is to Keep on fring ™

Correcting Misnppretiansion,

CAnd e exclalmied the traveler
from the old world, sinerglig from his
state mout and gating dreamilly at the
ahiore line abead of him, “is froe Auer
lea ™

UNOM sald the bired lobking passen:
get In the steamer chale,  “That e
New York Chiy™

Made & Mistake

“You dou't mean to suy, doctor, that
you ean tell people’'s ages by thelr
tooth, the same as If they wore hiurses,
do you?

“Certalnly, madam™

Which explaine why this parcticolar
patient naver went agaln to that par
tieular dentist,

Neatuens,

“I map sald the man who has to
bonard vut, “U've found the 1doal place
b lmst"

“What I the sdvaiitage ! uskod the
man who has wareled

“The ueatoess of the place,  The
landindy keeps all the left over crums
soparate aid labelod, so that wach way
gvts lils own bread back 'n the bread
pudding " London T Bite.

Ehe Was a Treasurs,

Towne I'hiat was & brave act of Up.
ban's rushing nto the water tu save
& woman from drowning

Bubieh Hrave fddlestioks! 1t was
Merely an set of selbishuess on hile
part,

Towne-Why, how can you say that?

Nuburb~The wownu he rescued was
A cook that had been with Ll for six
montls - Uhlcagoe News

How Ne Fropossd,

Miss Charwer—low did Fred pro
]Nlu?

Miss  Milyun—He sald  he Aldn't
kuow what he would do unlesa he got
kotie mobey vight away. Baltlimore
Atuerican.

A Alight Diference,

Haggard Looking Heom Huuter -
Little girl, does your mamums keep
bonrders?

Honest Little Glel-No, sir: ahe inkoa
bowrders, but she don't keep ‘em.—
New York Herald

Opportumity.

She—Yea, papa In suffering territly
from gout—he ean bhardly mwove lis
foot,

He—Bah Jove, Miss Goldle, sotues
thing seems to tell we to speak to hiin
about our engagement to-day—Bab
Jove,

A% to the Fquallops.

"I’ n shame the way those Squal-
lop elildren are growlug up, without
any parentul restealnt whatever.”

“Yea: when thele mother Jolned the
woman's litermry soclety and bogan at-
tending wll the meetings Mr, Bquallop
Rot nort of reckless and jolued a don't
worry club,"~CObleago Tribune,

A Human Clod,

Toas—Bonie men are awfully alow,
Aren't they?

Juwa—Yes, and they're mo aggrava
tug, There was one sat alongslde of
me comlng down In the car (his morn.
Ing.

Tomn—You wern't trying to flet with
him?

Jesn—Graclous! no; biut he wan read.
ing a novel, and be was never ready to
turn the page when I wus. - I*Iillndel
phln Preas,

Waan't Buperstitinn,
Gllos—Robinsom  Crusos must huve
been a queer wort of ehnp,
Miles—DRecnuse why?
Gllen—Boenuse 1t wis Fridny every
day In the week with him,

Fomething Wrong.

Meeker—Thero's crape on the door
over the way, Old man Jones wost be
dead,

Mrs, Moeker—1 haven't seen the doe-
tor there for over n week,

'u‘l‘.l“n

“A mouvenir,” mald the thouglitful
man, thoughtfully, “Is soiething that
we conslder to be worth a whols lot
more than its value"-Chlengo Kyen-
Ing Post.

_—
Nelther Hpinster Nor Old Ma'd.
"She's a spinater, Isn't she?"
“Certalnly not. Why, she'd have »

fit If you called her a spinster,”

"When was she married, then?”

"Bhe lxn't married.”

“Widow, perhapui™

"03. m.u

“Ihen she must be a mpinster.”

“Not at all. Bhe keeps houss with
two other girls In a cosy little fint.”

"What difference does that make?”

“Well, of courae, It's possible for &
glrl to be & bachelor mald  without
that, but It's that that makes It abso-
lutely certaln. You never heard of
spinsters dolug anything like that”

"Then & bachelor mald lsn't & uplng-
ter?"

“Oh, at the present time she may
be one technicelly, for there's bLeen
hardly time to change the dictionary;
but she doesn't admit 1t."

"Suppose the puble refused to me-
capt her chosen desiguation and in.
aistd upon calling her spinster and
later old mald—what then?*

“Why, why, then, 1 sippone she
would marry almost the first man who
caine along. Bachelor mald Is so, do-

lightfully up-to-date and spinster In

80 [eiglttully old-fashioned.”

-

..‘41_'

I |, . T

{

=N




