
ifclAit-aUania- i LKT US ALL LA I'd II.He rose to his feet suddenly and stood
before ber ss pale as death.

"Will yon never he convinced," be
said, passionately, "that my love for yon
is beyond beyond doubt?

ALL ON A

SUMMER DAY
NLY A FARMER'S

DAUGHTER.

AW?5. FOARESrEJl.

paused In rmtutrraasmeiit.
"Yes? Well, why don't you say It?"

Topsy save his hand nfi-..ii-

tTtt tTTt-- t tTtftttyyT ttttTTtt tTTTTT'M 4

u g.

it's lt ( o beastly hot, dear, and
it sivma too kid to leave Aunt Dale

lone If (heIf hir head aches so."
Topsy'a chin puckered dolefully,

ind her bright eyes grew pathetically
illiu.

"It ain't hot all ain't alone 'nd.be hi wife, and of course, If thai la
e'vo come eight blocks-'- ud 1- -1 ,,, i n almiT h.ivs lo aive lu. no

Mllnlan Nullen of Mratagrm.
An oltlcer once asked ail Irishman If

he knew what a strslageiu was. "Yes,
of course I do. I'ben," said I lis
iilllier, "plea etplaln one to me." I'st
(after five minutes' ue): "Htippus
you wurs firing at th enemy and you

run short of ammunition and you don't
want the rueiuy lo kuow, why all you

have lo do la to kivp ou Bring. "

tvrrsvllni MUsuprshsnslaa.
"And tills," eielaltned tb travtltr

fin m lh old world, emerging from hi
tat room and gating dreamily at tha

shore line ahead of blm, "1 free Amer-
ica!"

"Nj," aaid th bored looking passen-
ger In ths steainar chair. "That
New York I'lly."

Mails Mlslsk.
"You dou't mean to say, doctor, that

you cau tell peopl' sges by their
teeth, lh same a If they wvr bur,
do you?"

"t'erlaluly, madam."
Which eiplalti why this particular

patient nvsr went agalu to that par-

ticular dentist.

Neslasss,
"I say," said the man who ha to

bunrd out, found tb Ideal pine
at last."

"What I th advaiilsger asked th
ma u w ho has married.

"'lite neatness of the place. Th
landlady km-- lh left over crust
separate aud labeled, so (hat ssch man
guts hi omu bread lrk In th bread
puddlug.- "- IiondoU Tit Bit.

Hits Wss Trsssurs.
Town That was a brave act of Vr-ba-

rushing Into th water to save
a woman from drowning.

Suburb-Brav- e fiibllrallcks! H wa
merely au act of svlilshueta ou his
part .

Town Why, how ran you say that?
Suburb-T- h wuimtu h rescued was

a cook that had been with blm fur six
mouths.-Chica- go Nw.

Haw II I'rapoaod.
MU Cbaru-e- r How did Krrd pro-

pose?
Mis Mllyuu-- H said be didn't

know what h would do unless he gut
some money right wy.-llaltli- uur

American.

JOKES FROM THE PENS OF

HUMOHIia

Pleasant Iml.Ust. Occurring Ik

World Ovsr Psjlns thai Arlhr-fil- l

te Kid er loans - Kuitus liaise'

tlsns that leu Wilt Knjo.

' I've refund (l.oigo twice," slit said,

"but It's no use."
"No use?"
"Not a bit. lie believe In pred

tlmUle.li."
"Wlisf Ins Ihnl to do ttllll it?"

Why, he think I'm predestined to

matter what papa say. 11 can't e
..... i . .!..

r.v ! In Maht.
Miles Short uu niurrlrd an hrtren

last week and he dcclurvs she la ail

the world to him.
lilies So ha geillng ready lo col-

lect the debt, eh?
Mil. s-- What debl?
lilies -- Why, (he one bis wife owi

Mm, I heard hltu sny 01. e lime that
the world owed lilin a living,

I'smIii Aiutnlllas,

Growl. r III! 111! t'aru't yer luok
out whet yer n cumin'?

Omnibus i iarn! Shut up, Jack-I-

Musi of Id Maries Trns.
A story Is told of a New Knalaud

minister who often speaks In behalf of
charity lu which ho Is Interested. At

the close of 0110 meeting at which In
had spoken with great effect aud a
large gain for the charity had been the
uirect result a little old woiuau ap
proaehed tho minister. "Oh," sh said
earnestly. "I've been so Interested In
hearing about those poor dear chll
dreut And I suppose a great many of
tuose stories you told are really true,
(reu't they?"

A I'svIiim luvratnienL
"Was It worth while to send your

four daughters to that fiuhlouahle
school T

mire. 11110 duped while, she was
there aud the other cniiie hum en
gnged."-N- w York Times.

Mast Tsks III. Tii.
Enraged Header-- 1 hav com In to

horsewhip (he editor.
Olllc lloy-Yo- u'll have to waif, au

thor are two other ahead of you- .-
tir.

How the I'lir .J Him.
Mother -- You say your husband no

longer spends his evening at the club?
Daughter-- 1 soon broke him of that
"How did you tonnage?"
"Before going to bod I put two easy

ebalra close together by th parlor tire,
and then held a match to a cigar until
the Mom got a fnlnt odor of suiok?-Ne- w

York Weekly.

Vfhv Not, Ind.. I

N. Ane-WII- IIe, I forgot to wind my
wntcn this moniiug. will you bring
It down to me?

Willie Why don't you let It run
down?-Ne- w York Sun.

Growing; Lilts Wd,

"Why, Tommy, how you do grow!"
"Yes, Auntie. I think thov water me

too much. Why, I'm bathed night and
morning."

Facts snd Ksicles.
"Does It cost much to live In tha

city?" asked the rural youth.
"About the same as It costs to live

In the country," replied the village
(age, "but It costs like fury to keep up
appearances

Her t'rrrereacs.
"Shall I administer gu before si.

trading your tooth?" asked the den.
tlst.

"Well," answered the fair patient
from a back township, "If It doesn't
cost any more I'd rather you'd glv
me electric light."

No Troubl In Houss-Hniitin- g.

IIlck- -I understand that you and
Jenkins have both found deslrablt new
tenements.

Wicks-Y- es, Jenkins moved Into my
flat and I moved Into
Journal.

Told th Truth.
EdytU Aunt Margaret uaed to (ay

die wouldn't marry the best man on
easth,

May me And did she keep her word?
Kdyth Yea; but sbe got married Just

the sum.
Cause and Kffect.

"Women evidently have no sense of
humor," remarked the
philosopher.

"Why do you think thusly?" asked
tho youth with the ingrowing mu.
tache.

"If they had," replied the nhllnsnnh.
dispenser, "they would never get pust
tho love, honor and obey part of the
marriage ceremony without an audible

if yon will it so, I will never seek you
again after to night.

"I thiuk I am not well to night I am
over-tire- she said, recovering herself
"if you will have my carriage sent for, I
will go home.

He went at onoe and did not return te
her until II was ready; then he gave her
his arm and led her away without aa
other word. She never looked at him
as he put her into her carriage, and wish
ed her a grave good night; but when ths
door was closed, and they had passed
through the gates, she threw herself hack
in a corner and sobbed such tears as she
had never wept from the hour she was
born until now. There were lights In
the dining room when she returned, and
she would have entered it, but the foot-nu- n

stood in the way with a frightened
face.

"Not in there, If you please, ma'sm
master dined at home, aud has a party of
gentlemen.

At that moment there was a clinking of
glasses, and a sound of laughter, ia
which a shrill peal of a woman's voice
wss distinctly audible.

Mrs, Clayton stood for a moment aa If
turned to stoue; then she went upstairs
without a word. It was evident she had
not been expected home so early.

She was too stupefied to think. It seem
ed as if some heavy blow had fallen on
her, and she scarcely realised it or knew
what it was. Her mind was exhausted.
and she slept heavily. The next day when
she rode in the park, as usual.'every on
said:

"How terribly 111 Mrs. Clayton looks!
She should not go out so much, or she
will be dead before the end of the sea-
son."

"Dear Fee." said Winifred, riding up.
what ails you you look worn out?"
"I think yesterday was too much for

me," Mrs. Clayton answered. "Stop my
horse, Winifred!" and Mrs. Clayton
seemed for a moment to reel in ber sad-
dle. Winifred caught the bridle, and
stopped her own horse.

"Oh, Lord Harold!" she cried suddenly
to the gentleman who rode beside her.
"go to the other side of Fee, and hold
ber up; she is fainting."

In a moment he had his arm round her,
and had lined her Into the saddle, from
which she had partly slipped. Mrs. Clay
ton recovered herself almost Immediately.

"Thank you." she said, with a ghastly
attempt at a smile: "a sudden giddiness.
Tske me home, Winifred, will you

"Yes, darling."
Mrs. Clayton remained the whole dsy

on the sofa, scarcely speaking. Winifred
would not leave her for a moment. She
bathed her forehead, and watched and
soothed her when she turned on ber side
and moaned.

"It is my head, my head." she mur
mured now and again. "I thiuk I am go
ing mad.

And thro Winifred thought it time to
send for a physician.

"It is a nervous attack," he suld, when
he had sei-- her: "the brain seems to have
been overexcited. In a day or two .Mrs
Clayton will he quite herself again,"

(To be continued.)

A DISAPPEARING STREAM.

The Dry Fork of Ashley Creek, Is
Northwe tern 1 tih.

Some curious revelations are being
made by the L'uited States geological
survey.

A recent report from C. T. Prall, one
of the bydrograpbers of the survey, hns
reported the existence of a stream
whose water, In the summer season.
entirely vanishes midway In Its course.
The river is known aa the Dry Fork, a
small stream In northwestern Utah,
tributary to Ashley creek. About four
teen niilea from Its source In the L'luta
mouutaiua this stream reaches a large
basin or sink, whose walls are from
75 to 100 feet high, except on the up
stream side. The pool Is apparently hot
tomless, and the water In It revolves
with a slow, circular motion, caused
either by the Incoming waters or by
suction from below, or both. The only
visible outlet to this pool la a narrow
rock channel, from which a little water
flows, but is soon lost to sight a few
hundred yards below. A measurement
of the mala stream Just above the pool
showed a volume of DO cubic feet of
water passing each second, but this en
tire flow disappears In the basin, and
the stream bed for miles below Is per
fectly dry. About seven miles below
this lulerestlng pool were found several
springs, one of them In a large hole
twenty-fiv- e feet In diameter and twenty
feet deep, which at tlme8 are empty
and again filled with water. It Is

thought that the water which disap-
pears In the upper pool flows under-
ground deep below In the gravels which
form the bed of the stream, aud in
times of rainfall heavier than usual
appears again In part lu the large
springs below. Atlanta Constitution.

War Made by ftule.
An oflleer now in England Bends the

following story from South Africa, for
the accuracy of which he vouches:

'A brigade had been marching with
scarcely any food nor nearly twenty-fou- r

hours contlnuouHly. When It halt
ed and rations were served out and the
cooking had commenced one regiment
was asked by the brigade major to ex-

tinguish Its fires, aa 'they were not In
line with those of the regiment on Its
right The C. 0. of the regiment In
question remonstrated as strongly as
possible, pointing out that If the flies
were put out there would be neither
time nor fuel (the latter was very
scarce and limited In quantity) to get
the cooking finished before the troops
had to march off. But in spite of all he
could say the brigade major Insisted,
the fire were put out, and before (he
tea could be boiled aud the meat cook-
ed the regiment had to march, the men
baring bad no food."

It would appear from this, gnys the
London Truth, as If the process of edu
cating our officers in the field-st- aff of-

ficers at any rate was still proceeding
only slowly. The Incident Is of the more
Interest since the brigade major con
cerned is a professor In one of our mili
tary schools. If the war oillce would
like his name we shall be pleased to
give It them of course, In confidence.

The Casual Observer.
This old world has some curious ways,

You watch with eager eye,
And don't know if you ought to laugh

Or if you ought to cry.
Washington Star.

Nicaragua Canal.
The creation of the Nicaragua Can.--

will cut off 10,000 miles from the vov
age from New York to Sun Frnnc!sci.

Men seldom leave behind both iu
quest and bequest.

srT wa unquestionably hot day
II Perhaps it Buruham had known

that the next morntiK's patters
would send It down Into history a the It
hottest day In years he would have
remained lu the comparatively cool
solitude of hia mother's dhilug room
for the sake of hia reputation. A it
was he found the uptown streets In

i state of desertion which made him
wonder Irritably If the city had retired
tor siesta

lluniharu thought regretfully of a
certain dusky corner under Persian.

nopy where there were many pil- -

low and much lemonade, and. In.-- I

dentally, a girl's Nee, cool and sweet
above the fan she held. Yesterday
the face had been o temptingly near

too near. And tod.iv it waa ao
lopeleesly remote.

He acknowledged to himself the
shameful motive of hi tillgrunaire
lie had come-- he had eeu the house

hleh had been open to him yesterday
to day closed to him forever. And the J
face In the dusky eoruer-aup-pos she

ere looking at htm now from behind
tho heavy curtain. The wonderful
eyes, hldlug their merciless laughter
uudor thelg drooping lashes! Burn

am lifted hia gloomy young face
haughtily and looked severely at the
uouse across the way.

But he did not pas on. Instead.
ho stopped with a whistle of iunrlst

what he might have taken for a
broken parcel of laundry ou the stone
step rtsolvt-- Itself luto a little lady
with penwiper skirt aud exceedingly
long black legs, who shot up from
her coll aud shook mop of moist

ud disheveled hair away from a
tear dlaflgured face.

Why. Topsy!" exclaimed Burn
ham amaxedly. It wa impossible to
go ou and leave Topsy crying on the
Hot steps. He dropped ou one knee
beside her aud tilted up the little face.

" hy, what the matter, dear? hiWell" the tear came floodina
back into the blue eye "Aunt Dale
wou.dnt take me to the park, and I
wanted to see the new polar bear.
They say he Just sit round on Ice all
the time aud then they're (cared
ue li die."

ToiMiy' curls whipped Into Burn
ham' eye smartly a she burled her
agitated countenance lu hi freshly a

siarcued bosom and walled. so

Oh. hush, Topsy. desrl Do. for
heaven sake hush!" Burnham
looked anxiously toward the house
whence at any moment Tousv's howls
of newly tirred Injury might fetch
Topy' mamma, who would Invito
him In. or Tonsv's sunt i

wouldn't look at him.
"Bee here! Stop crying! Listen!

Is that your lunbonnet on the walk?
well desperately "put It on oulck

nd we'll go to see the polar bear!"
lopsy piercing about of raDtur

was more dangerous than ber ween
Ing, and Bur una in hurried her off
down the street, comforting himself
with the reflection that all children
were more or lee salamanders, and
that they would take the flrt carriage
they found tlrrtng.

Don't you think Auut Dale' hor
rid?" demanded Topsy, revengefully. In
a ahe clasped Burnham' hand
molstly and affectionately, and trot
ted beside him in soiled contentment.

Oh, I don't know," ha answered
hesitatingly. "If a pretty tronir
word but I guess It' satisfactory,"
be added ungallantly.

Did ibe promUe to take you to the a
oor

"Well, no-o,- " aaid Topsy, honestly.
Not exactly. But I thouaht ah

would, and when I went to her to
dayand lt' luch ( nice. unhlnr
day" (a If the prvlou twentv-el-h- r so
day of Augut had passed In Arctic I

gloom) "be the told me to ao awav
and not bother ber. And and next
time I asked ber to com (be (book
me!"

"Don't cry now, young "un." Burn- -

ham Implored. "I didn't cry when aha
shook me."

Topsy (tared at him with verv round
eyes from the deptha of a limp sun- -

Donnet "When did she ever (hake
you?" she asked, whispering!, sur--

veying her stalwart friend with we.
"Xesterday," said Burnham. gloom- -

Uy.

"Did It make you feel bad?" The
clear child eyee had seen the pain
onaer me smile.

"Ye, I'm afraid It did."
Toper sIlDDcd her other hanrl

Bumham'(, bopping along beside him ed
line a comforting little bird.

"I'm awful aorry," she (aid. ear--

nestly; and then, after a pause: "Was
Aunt Dale crying yesterday when she ily
was mean to you?"

"No," gold Burnham, grimly; "he
wasn't I think she laughed."

'That's funny.- - To-da- y she was
crying. She (aid It waa so hot It
made ber head ache. But I think she
was Just crying because there was
so much naughty In ber. I do som-
etimesand they lick me."- - said Tonsr.
evidently pondering on the Injustice Ity
or tilings.

Burnham' clasp tightened on the the
little lingers.

'Was she crying much?" ba asked. bis
carelessly. ed

You bet he was. Mamma's green the
pillow waa all wet And the picture
she was looking at wa all over
speckles."

"What what picture waa it. Tod- -

sy?" Burnham aaw the long, de
serted street In a blur of yellow.

"I dunno," answered Topsy. care- -

lessiy. "He was horrid ugly, like v.

poodle, with a big 1" on the front
of him. Say. do you thiuk the nola r
bear might die while we look at him?'

"I don't know," said Burnham, ab the
SelltlV. In hll turn. There hud hoon nil
an ultra haired young fool once who
had given that football nlclliro in a tha- i -

girl who had laughed at it frankly air
tknt 4m 1. 1, . ,lll LI T, . 1,auu uw luuiiiucnuuu. jjui now or
Topsy' description did not troubl e of
him. The latter. . sDeculatlna- - morhtH-- - i not
iy on the chance of being tb happy
spectator of a tragedy, trotted la
silence by her escort. Suddenly Burn
nam halted

the slights and indifference of young
girl.

"I wonder how it is thst I still care for
her? She seems to have lost all that
made me lore her when I first knew her.
What a fool I am! I will not thiuk any
more of her."

And he left the room aad the house,
and went off to an entertainment where
a considerably greater degree of freedom
reigned than at the mansion of stately
Miss Douglas, and where he waa sure of
an enthusiastic welcome.

With the charming inconsistency of the
sex, Winifred was terribly chagrined o
discovering that he waa really gone.

"He is disgusted with me he will not
bear my unworthy treatment of him long-
er." she thought, bitterly. "I love him
with all my heart, and I have lost him."

CHAPTER XV.
The weeks rolled on and the London

season was at its height. Drawing rooms.
concerts, balls, operas, fetes chsmpetres.
Sower shows snd garden parties went on
aa usual to make up the sum of the gay
world's pleasures and disappointments.
Mrs. Clayton one of many, perhaps had
been leading a life of fitful, feverish hap
piness for the last month. She did not
dare to think a pause of retrospection
would either send her headlong down the
precipice that was yswniug at her feet
or make her ny from it altogether. And
yet she was so unpardonably weak that
she hesitated and could not bring herself
to break off all intercourse with CoL
d'Aguilar.

Aa if to draw the last plank of safety
away from his wife. Mr. Clsytoa treated
her daily worse, lie left letters in her
way that could not fall to mortify her.
If they went out together he made a point
of keeping ber waiting. He never open
ed his lips to speak to her unless he was
positively obliged, and then hia word
were sneers and taunts. He paid other
women the most extravagant compli-
ments and attention. In abort, but for
Col. d Aguilara presence and sympathy.
Fee's lite would have been unendurable.
They met constantly.

One of the entertainments that was In
tended to rank among the first of the
season, waa a garden party given by the
Honorable Mrs, Vivian Lynedon at her
beautiful villa on the banks of the river.
No expense was to be spared; amuse-
ment of every imaginable kind waa to be
provided; and the whole was to end in a
display of such costly fireworks aa were
rarely seen, and a dance. Mr. and Mrs.
Clayton were invited. At the last mo
ment he declined to go, and bis wife went
without him. He did not attempt to pre-
vent her. Col. d'Aguilar was to be there.
"I will not spoil the sport," he said to
himself, with a smile that would have be
come Mephtstopheles.

All her friends were there, all but one,
at least, and at first it was with a sense
of relief that she missed him. But hour
after hour wore on, and there was no sign
or Lol. d'Aguilar. r irst she felt restless,
then a little impatient, then angry, and
then she could have cried for the bitter
ness of the disappointment It was four
days since she had seen him, and then bo
told her distinctly that be intended to be
mere.

Fee sat down wearily on the edge of
nf (. ...., W ., ,! I L .

voice pronounce her name, and a quick
thrill of pleasure went to her heart He
had come at last! She forgot her anger.
her impatience, and the weary hours she
had spent waiting for him, and looked up
wirn a glad smile.

"At last:" she said. "I had given yon
up long ago. 1 am ao tired of all this,"
she added, in a whisper; "let as walk a
little."

And then she perceived that he was
slightly lame.

"Then it is true, what some one told
me, that you have sprained your ankle?"
she uttered hastily. "That kept you away

anu it nurts you to walk."
"Not at all," be answered; "it Is noth

ing. That did not keep me away."
"What, then?" Fee asked, quickly.
Col. d'Aguilar was silent.
"What kept you away?" she repeated.

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

"Do tell me," she whispered, pressing
nis arm ever so slightly.

'I tried very hard to make a sacrifice,"
he answered slowiy, "and I failed."

"What sacrifice."
"The sacrifice of my beart'a desire to

your peace."
Fee trembled and was silent.
"See!" she said, "the fare works are be

ginning," and at that moment a blaze of
light shot forth into the skies and seemed
to illumine the whole garden and river.
There waa a rustic garden bench standing
in a niche of arbutus and laurel.

"Let ua sit down," Mrs. Clayton said.
"I know your foot pains you."

"I was so disappointed when you did
not come," Fee said presently. "I had
Just made up my mind to send for the
carriage and go home. I came alone, you
know."

"Alone? I thought Mr. Clayton was
to be here?"

"He would not come. I think he would
do anything rather than spend an hour in
my company," she added bitterly. I can-
not go on living like this," she broke out
presently. "My life is a torment to me.
You told me once I should be miserable
If I married him are you glad your
words have come true?"

"Mrs. Clayton, what do yon take me
for?" he cried, moved to passion. "I
glad glad that you, whom I love with
heart, soul and strength, are tied to a
brute who makes your life l pandemo-
nium upon earth glad that you are part-
ed hopelessly from me, and that I cannot
lawfully stir a finger to help you when I
am ready to lay down my life for you"

"Forgive me!" Fee said, quickly; "I did
not mean It. I feel so bitter 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 at your wrongs and
your misery. You forget how badly, how
hopelessly I love you I"

"1 weighed your love In the balance
with Mr. Clayton's money once." she
said slowly, "and my choice has broken
my heart. I am twenty. I have no hope
in the world," and an agonized sigh broke
from her. "I know that after 1

dare not see you any more. If I had been
good or wise enough 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. we shall
part forever."

"Do not say that, Mrs. Clayton. How
can I leave you to that man's brutality?"

"How can you protect me from it?"
she asked sadly.

CHAPTER XIV.
After a tea days' visit to Mr. Clayton,

Winifred wis summoned home.
"I would gladly let you remtia longer,"

wrote Iady Grace, "bat you remember,
my dear, that onr original plan waa to
leave for Loudon on the 28th, and Sir
Clayton never tikea hia plana interfered
with."

On the 23th of April Winifred return-
ed to Endon Vale, very aorry to loava
her friend, but with almost a sense of
relief at being freed from the obnoxioua
aociety of Mr. Clayton. Everyona wel-
comed her with open arms; the house had
not seetued the same without her it lack-
ed the sunshine, a tha old French laily
aaid.

On the day appelated Sir Clayton and
Lady Grace Karquhar and Miaa Eyre,
arrived at Eaton Square and were duly
announced in the fashionable chronicles.
A new life suddenly opened on the ajirl

who had spent all her young years in
such quiet, not to say motonony. She
found it very pleasant, although not al-

together what it had been lu her dreams
two years before.

Her debut was to take place at the
house of Mis Douglas, Lord Harold
Erskine'a aunt, a lady occupying a very
decided position la the fashionable world,
aad the entree to whose entertainments
was very generally desired. Lady Grace
was anxious that her protege should look
her best.

When Winifred appeared, dressed, on
the night of the ball. Lady Grace had
no reason to regret having allowed her
to exercise her own taste. Her dress waa
of a marvelous whiteness and softness,
almost like snow clouds, and here and
there over it were the softest white feath-
ers, that might have been Bikes of fallen
now.
Very late in the evening Mr. Heatings

appeared. As he entered the ballroom be
caught sight of Winifred talking in a
very animated manner to Lord Harold
la an interval of waltzing. He stood and
watched her intently; until he
had never thought her beautiful. He had
loved her for her grace, for her pride,
for her innocence; but aa she looked and
smiled now, he felt ahe had a greater
claim to general admiration than he had
ever dreamed of.

"And she might have been my wife
now," he thought. "How I should have
loved her how proud I ahould have been
of her! I wonder if she really cares fer
thst fellow Erskine?"

At this moment a voice aaid close to
his esr, aa though the speaker had di-

vined hia thoughts:
"Will it be a match, do you thinkr
He turned with an angry start, and

met the mocking gaxe of Flora Cham-
pion.

"Ton mean Gray and Miss Went-worth- ?

I think It very probable," Mr.
Hastings answered, curtly.

"Oh, no, that is beyond a doubt I
meant Lord Harold Erskine and and hia
partner."

"I cannot form the slightest surmise.
Your cousin" and he spoke the word
pointedly "your cousin is very beautiful,
and may even do better."

"Perhaps be chosen by the descendant
of all the Hastings?" ahe asked, with
a acornful laugh.

"Your penetration seems unusually at
fault Misa Champion," he re-

turned, coldly; "but pardon me, the dance
la over. I am going to seek a partner
for the next; your card is full, I see;"
and he moved off before Flora had time
to intimate her willingness to exchange
his name on her program with that of a
less eligible aspirant. She bit her lip
angrily as she saw him cross straight
over to where her cousin stood, and bend
to speak with her. She could not but
remark the tender deference of hia bear
ing toward the country girl whom she de
spised, and whom she well remembered
ignoring to him as only a former's daugh
ter. She turned to the quiet, middle-age- d

man on whose arm she leaned, and began
to talk to him with some of her old
brightness and vivacity. He listened
witb admiring attention, but bad very
little to say in reply. Flora felt lnex:
pressibly bored.

"This man is a dolt!" she said to her-
self, angrily; "the idea even of all hia
money scarcely reconciles me to the hor
rible tedium of spending so much time
In his company."

Mr. Maxwell was an excessively on
interesting, rich bachelor of two-an-

forty. He gave one an impression of
weakness and yielding that made it a
matter of surprise be had been allowed
to remain so long in the unblessed estate
of bachelorhood. He had met Flora
Champion several times and had admired
her.

"He is rich," she said to herself; "he is
as weak as water, and he is greedy-th- ree

admirable qualities for a husband
wjiom yon do not want to care aboutl
Why should I not marry him 7"

Meanwhile Mr. Hastings has crossed
over to where Winifred waa standing,
engaged in laughing conversation with
Lord Harold, a bright smile on ber lips
and apparently very happy. She did not
see Errol until he came up to her, and
then she stopped in a sentence and chang-
ed color. She felt a quick thrill of pleas-
ure when she saw his handsome face
bent on her with genuine admiration.
Some audden thought of forgetting her
pride and yielding to her love came surg-
ing into her brain; and then her second,
Dew, unnatural self rebelled, and ahe
greeted him with a cold, indifferent smile.

"You will dance with me, Winifred?"
he whispered, as Lord Harold turned to
peak to aomeone behind him.
"I am engaged for every dance, thank

you."
"May I come and call in Eaton

Square?"
"I dare say Lady Grace will be pleas-

ed to see you."
"But you?"
"It is my duty to be pleased to see any

and all of Lady Farquhar'a guests."
"You are not natural. Miss Eyre you

re strangely altered from the generoua,
large-hearte- true Winifred I knew two
yean ago."

"Is it well for Ignorant country girls
to be trustful I she asked, with a quick
corn. "If they are generous, do they

always meet with like generosity from
those whose minds are, more enlarged,
or should be, from their birth and sta-

tion?"
"Is your enmity to be lifelong, then?"
"No doubt It will wear out in time, as

Tery other feeling does," was the quick
'response.

As Mr. Hastings walked away, he ask-

ed himself bow it was possible that a

mail whose inherent fault was intense

rid could Voluntarily expose himself to

ant to e the polar bear."
inn mm hi mm stern hand over

the eavernously open mouth
Now, Topsy. hush! We'll so ia

see the polar bear, but here' an empty
carriag- e- ov? Aud we'll drive back
after Aunt Dale."

Topsy hesitated, blinking back the
tears for which she found she had no
use.

Mie won t go." ahe objected, "ller
nose ami y, r. just M j. AnJ

he thinks It's hot. and she say she
list bate polar beara. Hut we'll

have the rldo, wou't we? And will
)ou go to the park Just the ssms It
she won't?"

"yes," said Burnham, smilingly;
"Just the same."

But wbeu the carriage stopped In
front of the gray stone tep all his
assuruuee left blm, aud h pushed
Topsy out Imploringly.

"1 won't go lu. Topsy." he said
tremulously. "you tell her we
thought perhaps h might be or--

ry no. good Uird. don't say that!
Oh, see here: Just Just say we'd like
to have her com to see the polar
bear!"

Then he shrank back Into the car
riage, crlmsonly conclou that th
ihermometrr (tood at unknown
height lu the ihad of Topy' ver--
nua; that Topsy herself wa rorv

dirty and he very wilted, and that th
rlUT had (tared at him a he laaucd

invitation. Never mind. If only
nle waa sorry, and her sense of hu- -

mor keen.
Topsy flashed out of th house Jubi

lantly. "She's coming!" su houted
vociferously. "She'll be ready In Just

minute she's putting powder on
her nose. And mamma savs I'm a
perfect spectacle, and I'm cot to nt

clean dress and my far washed.
you re to come In and wait Aunt

Dale say you know th coolest rne.
iter, aud mamma can't com down
'cause It's too hot to dress. Mamma
wants us to wslt till but
Auut Dale say a It's aucb nice, sun-
shiny day, and she doe want to see
the polar bear!"

80 eager wa Aunt Dal that when
ber nelc, although she chose ths
short and speedy route of th banis
ter, came riotously luto tb parlor,
she found her repentant relative in
the shaded corner before bar,

It waa only Topsy wo hVas struck
by the great tragedy of ths mint.
cage with Its dripping Ice blacks.

'Chloroformed blm two hour aa-a.-"

explained the koeper crudely. "Lord,
but it a hot day!" II looked curl.
ously at th peraplrlug bsar-huute-

'Iney alu t been much of anybody
her 'eeptlu' kids." ha

vouchsafed, with aa undercurrent of
reproof In hi tone.

We ouly came to brlua mv llttu
nloce," eiplalued Auut Dal with dig-
nity.

'Yon didn't" Interpolated Tnnsv
suddenly, a (he at down wearllv on

block of Ice outside tb cage door.
"You wouldn't com at all till w
went all the way back for you. and
then you (aid you wanted to aee the
bear. And now he's dead, and vnn
don't care a bit and oh, dear me, lf(

hot and I'm so tired and this lc
Just water,' 'added Todsv a an

afterthought, examining ber skirts
with discouraged Interest Her ac.
cuslng eye caught the laughter in
liuruuam a and ahe began to weep.

"lou don't care, either I don't be
lieve you care for a single thlni. onlv
that Aunt Dale' sorry."

Burnham shouldered her neremn- -

torlly and bore her away to the car
riage. "You have come a lone wnv.
Topsy," be told her seriously, "and It
was very hot and the bear was dead.
But at tho end of the Jouniev was
contentment" New York News.

An Unassuming Iloysl IVrsoiiHge.
The careli-HMiiis- e or the Duke of Nor-

folk about ilrens and his utiassunilng
Ways are very marked and have num.

him to be the ylctliu of ninny curi
ous mistakes, relates an English wri-
ter. My friend had a house nenr
Arundel, and when she and her fam

were removing to London the duke
contemplated buying the place as a
house for a member of his famllv. One
morning Mrs. was In her bedroom
shortly after breakfast when a ser-
vant came up to tell ber that a dim- -

senger from the castle had called.
"Where Is ue?" she asked.
"Oh! he's In the hall, ma'am."
Knowing the duke's habits of sell.

In the country she felt some mis
givings ana hurried dowstalrs to find

Karl Marshal of England sitting
milte patiently on a hall choir with

hat In his hands. She overwhelm
him with apologies, of course, but
duke was most amused and laugh-

ingly said that be delighted In an ap-
pearance which protected blm from
attentions which would make bis life
burdensome.

Health Commandment.
The requirement of health can bt

enmitnil....... ml Hia. Hnvnra.,., nt ah. knr1- v.. ' " v. uuc unuui
They are-goo- air, good food, suitable
clothing, cleanliness and exercise and
rest lue nrst two requirements affect

blood, and as the blood circulates
tha hn1 lii,.lii,1ln h. ,.,

every part is affected. Fresh air affects
mirlri; nt t ha hlnnil Tha- - - - - "'' .uu ii un u i:n i
Is out of doors, and It Is the duty

, . ..everyone to spend a certain amount
time In the open air. Good foods Is

necessarily expensive food. Ex
erclse and rest should alternate and
balance each other. It Is auite dos
slble to take too much exercise, snd
this side of the question must be guard- -

A ailiht IXITsrsacs.
Haggard l.ooklug Itooui Hunter --

I.lttlo girl, doe your mamma keep
boarder T

lionet l.litl (ilrl -- No, sir; th take
boarders, but h dou't kevp 'em.
Nw York Herald.

Oppartaally.

She Ye, papa 1 suffering terribly
from gout he can hardly move hi
foot.

He Bah Jov, Ml Qoldle, Some-
thing lepius to tell m to speak to hi in
about our engagement to-d- Bah
Jov.

A lo th equation.
"It's a sham th way those 8g.un

children are growing up, without
any parental restraint whatever."

"Yes; when their mother Julned the
woman' literary ocloty and ln'gao at-
tending all the meeting Mr. Squallop
got ort of reckless and Joined a don't
worry club."-Chlc- ago Trlbuu.

A Human Clod.
TeSoni men (re awfully (low,

aren't they?
Je-Y- es, aud they're o aggrava-

ting. There wa on tot alougsld of
m coming down In th car this moru-Ing- .

Tc( You wern't trying to flirt with
him?

Jess Qractous! no; but he wa rend-
ing a novel, snd he was never ready to
turn the page when I was.-l'ltlla- del.

phla Pre.
Wsm't

Olloe Hoblnson Crtisou must have
been a queer sort of chap.

Mllee Because why?
Giles Because It Will t'rlilfiv ivppf

day In th week with blm.

Pomethlns; Wrong.
crape on the door

over the way. Old man June must be
dead.

Mr. Meeker I haven't seen the doc-
tor there for over a week.

HcQnsd,
"A (ouvenlr," said tho thoughtful

man, thoughtfully, "I (omethlng that
we consider to be worth a whole lot
more than lu value."-Chlc- ago Even-
ing Post.

Neither Hplnster Nor Old Maid.
"8he a spinster, Isn't she?"
"Certainly not. Why, he'd have

lit If you called her a spinster."
"When was (be married, then?"
"She Isn't married."
"Widow, perhaps?"
"Oh, no."
"Then she must be a spinster."
"Not at all. She koens hnna ,ih

two other girls In a cosy little flat."
wnat oirrerence does that make?"

"Well, of course. It's rw...ii,i. ... .
girl to be a bachelor maid without
mat. out lt'g that that mokes it abso-
lutely certain. You
spinsters doing anything like that."

men a bachelor maid Isn't a spins-
ter?"

"Ob, at the Present tlma .h.
be one technically, for fhaPaa'sl Itnnil
hardly time to change the dictionary!
uui sue uovsu i aamit it."

'Suppose the nuhVc
cept ber chosen designation and In--
sistd upon caning her spinster and
later old maid what then?"

'Why, why, then. I nmnnu aha
would marry almost the first man who
came along. Bachelor mild la ia Aa.
Ughtfully and spinster Is"Topsy," h (aid feebly, and tiefled against aa carefully as the other. giggle," so inguuuuy oid-fas- ondV


