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OLD NLY A FARMER'S
DAUGHTER.

MRS. FORRESTER.

fusal was couch- - e) In such term that I
felt the utter Impossibility of thought
of love coming between us aaaiu."

"She has forgiven you now from th
depths of her heart. And she suffers.
Errol -- suffers; and at night, when sh I

alone, she cries bitter tears, 1 went on
night to her room, aud 1 beard her sob-
bing as though her heart would break,
aud went away again."

Mr. lUstiiik-- s Tell a sudden choking In
bis throat, aud turned away. Th groom
was just brlugiug his hois rouud. lie
rose.

"Thank you thousand tlmea for your
kindness," he said, in low voice; "I
shall uot forget It. Good by;" aud he
took her little white hand In Ills and kiss-
ed It. Then h rode thoughtfully away.

For days and days after bis conversa

A DICKENS GRIEVANCE.

Tom I'lnclt'e feols Kemoved fro as

f ountain Court.
Iilcken worshippers are lamenting

the mysterious disappearance of the
seats from Fountain Court, In Ui

Temple), n) the Loudon Express.
Always iiuiucrtu hero, they have a

real grievance to discuss, fur this now
vbslated alulae had hitherto been held
sacred to the memory of lovers' meet-
ings and Martin t'hu.nlev. It.

It I easy to Imagine that It ill h
1'liich and John Weatlock John so
hold aud Itulli so shy -- may have sat
ou those Identical seats. And what
would Tom 1'liich, who so loved this
fountain refuge, have suld to the grat-
uitous Impertinence of their removal?

Home of the most delightful senti-
ment In all lib kens I associated with
this spot, Here It was that John West-loc-

secret assignation with Hutu
was stumbled upon by Ingenuous Tom.

"'What an extraordinary meeting!'
aald Tom. '1 should never have dreamt
of seeing you two together here,'

" 'Quite accidental,' John was heard
to murmur.

'"Exactly, cried Tom; 'that' what
I mean, you know. If tt wasn't acci-
dental there would b nothing remark-
able In It.'

"'To be sure,' aald John,
"'Such au out of (he-wa- plac fur

you to have mit In,' pursued Tom,
quite delighted. 'Such au unlikely
spot.'

And so ou, until Ituth managed to
get around ou the further side of hor
brother aud qucoxo him, a much a
to say, "Are you going to stop here
all diy, you dear old blundering
Tom?"

"Afterwards ram another, aud a
more fateful meeting.

"Why they came toward tbe foun-

tain at all was a mystery, for they
had no business there It was not their
way. They had no more to do with
the fountain, lies you, than they
had with with love, or any out of-th- e

way things of that sort."
"However, there they found them-

selves. And another extraordinary
part of the matter was that they
seemed to have com there by a silent
umlerntnmllng. Yet when they got
there ttley were a little confused by
being there, which was the strongest
part of alt; because there I nothing
naturally confusing lu a fountain,

"'Wbnt a good old place It was!
John aald. With quite an earnest af-

fectum for It,

"'A pleasant place. Indeed,' aald
Ituth, Why fly that tiny, precious,
blessed little foot Into the cracked
corner of an Insensible old flagstone
In the pavement, and be so very anil-o- u

to adjust It to a nicety f

Type of Bandings tha Great Wealth
of tha Ceaatrr Mai Pradacad,

Readers will recall how many page
of the Architectural Record have boon
devoted In recent years to the repre-
sentation of costly city bouses and
country places erected not only by th
Vanderbllt family, but by the Uoulds,
the Astora, Messrs, Poor, Whltuey,
Wetmore, Huntington, Beuedlct
Bourne, Foster and others a register
of the great opportunities that have
been provided for the American archi-
tect by the astonishing Increase of
wealth In this country, and an Indica-
tion also for the world at large of the
new and Interestlug development of
American social life, which as yet baa
attained to barely more than Us be-

ginning. Nothing comparable to It ex-

ists elsewhere In the world, writes II.
W. Desmond, In Architectural Record.
The buildings It has produced (and In
the future will demand) are very decid
edly differenced from the English coun
try house, their nearest contemporary
analogue. They differ even more from
the American homes that arose after
the war and when prosperity returned
to the country. Neither are they at all
kindred to those old colonial bouses
which added the chief charm to our
early social life, the remaining exam
ples of which still retain an Indestruc-
tible atmosphere of delight The squire
of the old days, or, rather, his Ainerl
can counterpart In the Southern plant- -
r and the New England trader, has

been replaced by the merchant prince,
and the homes the latter la now creat
ing, especially along the eastern lit
toral, may best be likened to those
which the merchant princes of Medl
cian days erected In a manner and
with a purpose not entirely dissimilar
to the manner and purpose of their und-

reamt-of American successors. These
buildings are the registers, and, let us
hope, enduring chronicles of our very
latest days, of our rapidly accumulat-
ing wealth, of the prodigious rewards
of high finance, and the extraordinary
degree of luxury that has become com-

patible with American life.

The Woman.
Oh, well I remember the bom of my

childhood,
Th hill that I climbed In th sunlight

and dew;
Th rabbits that hid at ita base In th

wild wood.
The hunters that often would trouble

them, too.
But better than the was th

dwelling
Oh, why did I ever away from it

roam?
Where lived the dear woman whose story

1 m telling,
That woman who mad

it a home.
That woman.
That aweet-fashlon- woman.

That woman who lived in
the home.

Oh, where has she gone with her aprons
and knitting,

Her calico gown and her annbonnet
dear?

She never was on that was given te
flitting.

Her home was her temple, her empire,
her sphere.

She cared not for riches, nor travel,
nor pleasure;

The wealth that she craved was be
neath her own dome.

Her husband, her children, her friends
were her treasure.

That woman who lived ia
the home.

That woman,
That woman.

That woman that lived ia
the home. .

The walls of that homestead
are falling,

The brambles have choked out th
blossoms the weeds

Grow wild and unsightly th night
bawka are calling

When day into darkness and sllenc
recedes.

Oh, never again shall I haste there to
gather

The flowers that grew in the sweet-scente- d

loam
When my heart and my steps were as

light as a feather
To greet that loved woman who mad

It home.
That woman,
That d woman,

That woman that lived In
th home.

Chicago Record-Heral-

Aa I'niortunate Investment.
The story of the man who paid the

minister bis marriage fee In yearly
dividends, according to the value of
the matrimonial good, 1 matched by
one which the Philadelphia Telegraph
relate.

A Southern clergyman had married
a pair of negroes. After the ceremony
the groom asked, "How much yo"

chahge fo' dls?"
Well," said the minister, "I usu

ally leave that to the groom. Some
times I am paid five dollars, some
time ten, sometimes less."

'Dat's a lot ob money, pahson. Tell
you' what Ob'll do. Ah'll gib yo' two
dollahs, an' den ef I flu' I ain't got
cheated, I'll gib yo' mo' In a monf."
A month later the groom returned.

"Ah' yere, lak Ah promised, pah
son."

"Yes," ald the minister, expectant
ly.

"Ah tol yo' dat ef It was all right,
Ah'd gib yo' mo' money, didn't Ah?"

"You did."
"Well, pahson, a dls yere am a

sort of spec'latlon, Ah reckon yo' owe
me about a dollah an' eighty-fiv- e

cents, an' Ah come ter git It"
The Novelty Had Worn. Off.

A good Indirect comment ' on the
American Idea that a live man a
live workman 1 contained In tht
from the Chicago New:

'Your father must be getting along
In years," said the city cousin.

'Yes; he's night on to eighty-nine.- "

'Is his health good?
'No; he hain't been right pert for

some time back."
"What seems to be the matter with

hlmV"
"I dunno. I guess farming don't

agree with him any more."

At High Altltnde.
Balloonlsts who ascended about 0

feet in Europe, the other day,
found a temperature of 27 degrees be-

low sero.

No man ever finds fault with another
man If there Is a woman he can lay It
on.

i FAVORITES

A Leal Chord.
Seated on day at th organ,

I tu weary and ill at ease,
And tny fingers wandered Idiy

Over th noisy key. .

I do not know what I m playing,
Or what I was dreaming then.

But I struck om chord of music
Like tin sound of a great Aniea.

It flooded th crimson twilight,
I.Iks the close of an angel's psalm.

And It lay on my fevered spirit,
With a touch of Infinite calm.

It quieted pain and sorrow,
like lore overcoming strife:

It seemed the harmonious echo
From our discordant life.

It linked all perplexed meanings
Into on perfect peace.

And trembled away into silence,
Aa if it were loath to cease.

I hart sought, but I seek It vainly.
That om lost chord divine.

That cam from the soul of the organ,
And entered into mine.

It may be that Death's bright angel
Will speak in that chord again;

It may be that only In heaven
I shall hear that grand Amen.
Adelaide Anne Proctor.

Boat af the attest Saad.
Into the Silent Land!

Ah! who shall lead us thither?
Clouds in the eTening sky more darkly

gather
And shattered wrecks lis thicker on the

strand.
Who leads us with a gentle hand

Thither. O, thither.
Into the Silent Land!

Into the Silent Land!
To you, y boundless region
Of all perfection. Tender morning

vision
Of beauteous souls, the future's pledge

and band;
Who In Ufa's battle firm doth stand,

Shall bear Hope's tender blossom
Into the Silent Land?

O. Land! O, Land!
Tor all the broken hearted '"
The mildest herald by our fate allotted

Back on, and with inverted torch doth
stand

To had us with a gentle hand
To th land of the great departed.

Into th Silent Land.
Henry W. Longfellow.

BOY SELLS HIS HEAD TOR $3,000.

Arthur Jennings, a peanut
Tender of Florence baa achieved na
tional publicity because of a d;al in o

which he entered some
time ago witha well- -

known Eastern medi
cal college for the sale
of his head after
death.

The lad, through
sickness wh;n very
young, was auecieJ
with an enlargement
of the cranium and

17 ' has long been an ob

JZKIUXGS. ject of study for lecal
physicians, who are

surprised that he has lived as long a

he has. Arthur's head has not grown
any for the past year, but it Is now
large enough to cause the boy a great
deal of Inconvenience and may resuli
In bla sudden death almost any day.

The bead measures thirty-tw- o Inches
In circumference and is said to be the
largest cranium on a human being in
the world. Local physicians say the
enlargement la due to water. The
head Is so large that the spinal column
baa been affected, and young Jennings
la compelled to use a cane when he
walk to keep from losing bis balance.
Hia body 1 far below normal size.

Jennings has a'ready received 1,0C0

on the'deaL The remaining $2,000 will
be paid to hia heir after his death.
Young Jennings laughingly refers to
the sale of bis bead and thinks be has
perpetrated a good joke on the col-

lege. "I feel all rlgbt and do not be-

lieve I am going to die very soon," he
ays.

Maacle Come. Mustache Oo iTucked away in an uptown side
street under the shadow of a towering
hotel la an athletic trainer who gets
from all his clients the liberal sum of
$50 week to keep them In good phys-
ical condition. They are a credit to
him and look aa if hit services were
worth the money. Tbey grow strong
as a matter of course, the fat are re-

duced In bulk and the thin made
plumper. But there is one other pecu-

liarity of their training which it not
to much a matter of course. This 1

the tendency of all the trainer's cli-
ent to dispense with their mustaches
after they have had a course or two
under him. He I the determined
enemy of the mustache. He believe
It Insanitary and a survival of those
primitive days In which men' face
were covered with hair.

The trainer talks eloquently of the
Impossibility of keeping a mustache
entirely clean, especially when a man
moke. During the few minutes of

dally exercise that big system require
the trainer talk on, many subjects.
HI conversation cover a wide range.
But one subject always reappears. He
never neglect the unheaJthfulnes of
the mustache. So his patients, If tbey
are to be called that, come to have a
certain distaste for the mustache,
even If they have worn one for year.
When he sees a sign of weakness the
trainer ticks to the attack. So to-

ward the end of their training period
It generally happen that the mus-

tache disappears. Some patients have
withstood the trainer' arguments.
But most of them emerge from their
course of treatment stronger and with
newly shaved upper lips that are y

stiff after years of seclusl.n
under the sheltering mustache. New
York Sun.

' When there are no men In the fam-

ily, a woman occasionally gets a turn
at being sick without feeling that she
ia stepping on some otber person's
prl v Uege.

When come people do you a favor
they never allow you to forget It

BA"Naats4Vla.
Fox, Duffleld A Co. have published

"th Autobiography of a Thief," a gen-

uine buiuau document recorded by
Hutcutu llapgood.

Julia Ward How Is to writ tbe In-

troduction to the collection of Margaret
Fuller' love letters which D. Appleton

Co. are preparing for publication.
It Is reported that Meredith Nichol-

son, whose novel "The Main Chain"
I making a bid for popularity, I being
talked of a a possible candidate for
mayor of Indianapolis,

Chapman Hall, famous a Dickens'
publishers, have secured the English
right to John D, Harry's novel of
American stage life, "A Daughter of
Thesp1," and will bring It out.

Arthur Syinons, the well known Etig
Hah critic and commentator on French
literature, will write the Introduction
to the volume of l'e Maupassant'
stories which G, P. Putman's Hons
have lu preparation for early publh a
tlou.

Carl Snyder' scientific work, "New
Conceptions In Science," ha been
Issued by Harper A Hrotbif. The
volume, which Is written In nontechni-
cal language, prvaeut clearly aud con-

cisely the status of scientific rcaearch
today.

F. Berkeley Smith, the son of F.
Hopkltisou Hmlth, th artist, hu been
In Pari during the Inst year writing
A book on hi experience luer It
ha Just been Issued by Funk &

Wuguatls Company under th title of
"How Pari Amuse ltmif."

John Ilurrought Is b dlcved tu have Iu
baud a volume doling with the uature--1

ver' phase uf hi recent Journey
through the west with President Ilotwe-vel- t

If ha also ready for the prca
a volume of vagrant natural history
atiidlv mad up of hi recent contri-
butions to niagatiucs.

"Hostoa: The I'lnce ami th P plo,"
a work lnillr to Mr, Crawford's "Ave
Homa lininortalls" aud Glllxrt Par-kit- '

"yutbec," will be published eiirly
lu th autumn by the Maciulllau Com-pany- .

It Is by Mark Antony Da Wolfe
Howe, whose Ung residence In !Utou
and hi familiarity with every phase
of the political and literary life of that
city make hliu an eminently Ot man
for writing such a b ok.

Frank C. Hostock, tu hia book on
"The Training of Wild Animals," ( alls
attention tu th fact that the art of
training inch animals a Hon and
tiger was unknown 100 year ago and
that it I only within the last twenty
year that the Involved group and
elaborate trick by aiilmnl really wild
have beeu attempted. Mr. iotovk
tells Just bow tbe (raining I accom-
plished. the long season of patience,
the risk of th profession, the habits
aud though: of the animals.

QOOO COUNTRY FOR BICYCLES.

Wb.ele Have th Call la Denmark,
American Ooode Mains; I'opnlar,

"Copenhagen owns her posltlou a
the trading center of Northern Eu-
rope to her free port. Thla I a por
tion of the harbor where goods are
admitted free of all duty. They can
be reshlpped to llussla, Finland, Swe-
den aud Norway without paying a
cent of duty. Of course, all good In-

tended for Danish consumption are re-
quired to pay the regular tariff duty
of the country.

"I am In this country to buy bicy-
cles," laughed Axel J. Wldum of Co-
penhagen, Denmark, a be dropped
Into a big easy chair In the dark part
of the Hotel Cadillac lobby. "Tha
bicycle ha the call In Denmark, but
we also have automobiles, not so
many of them, Just yet.

"You see the road In Denmark are
well adapted for bicycle riding They
are very flue and are cared for by the
government The fanners use the
American wheels almost wholly a a
mean of transportation and comiiiuiil-cation- .

Tho farm product are taken
to market either by wagon or ou the
tralley lines.

"All of the machines for our trade,
which runs Iuto llussla, Finland, aud
the other countries of tho Northland,
have to be made according to special
design. We use wheel much heav-
ier than the Americans usually make,
and the tire are of the detachable
variety. Our trade is constantly In-

creasing aud I think this will prove
true of all countries In Europe, Peo-
ple are finding the bicycle Is an easy
mean of transportation and the farm-
ing class abroad are the heavy buy- -

ers." Detroit Free Press,

Carried Out til Plan.
A millionaire bad died, There had

been great apparent grief among those
who bad been most substantially re-
membered. And some real for sunt re
gret amotig those who had expected
to, but hadn't got a dollar.

The funeral was over. The million
aire's sons had gathered for confer-
ence. Among the pet plans of the old
mans declining days was a magnifi
cent palace on whole style of construe,
tlon he had disagreed with every oth-
er member of the family,

"You will remember," said the eld
est son, choking buck his emotion
wonderfully well, "that It wan the hist
request that we carry out every plan
ho had made regnrdlng the now
house."

"Yes," they groaned In chorus.
"Well, I have arranged that It bo

done."
Thereupon he plied all the plans of

his father's architect Iuto a large
wastobasket and bore them out to the
rubbish bin in the back alley.

"I may say truthfully that It Is a
pleasure to carry out tbe pinna, even
though we disagreed In their form- -

Ing," replied the young man as he re-

turned with the empty basket-H- al .

more American.

Wlun a man's folks nre away, and
he goes to a restaurant to eat, It seeniH
pretty tough to pny thirty-fiv- e cents
for a meal; nt home, he doesn't realize
lliut he Is paying anything.

CHAPTER XVII.
A week before the theatricals the Prin-

cess Zelikoff, Lady Dora's old-tl-

friend, arrived at th Court Lady
Dora was charmed to bav her trim J
with her again.

Coming every day to rehears with
Lady Dora, Winifred saw, with th ter-

rible instinct of jealous v, that the pale,
beautiful, languid French woman loved
the master of llaaell Court She watch
ed them narrowly, not seoniing to se
them, and ret painfully conscious of
ery word that passed Uetweeu them. She
fancied, aud perhaps it was not only fan
cy, that the old tenderness Mr. Haatlug
had shown tor her was creeping iuto his
manner to the Princess Zelikott. lie was
alway at her side uow when she rode,
when she sang or when she sat (part
from the rest of the company. Sometime
Winifred, stung with Jealousy, would try
the power of her old fasciuatlons upon
him. She spoke to him in the low, soft
voice he would have given bait he pos-

sessed to hear in the time that was past;
she looked with pleading eyea iuto his
face aud sang the sougs he loved, and
jet she could not keep him by her side.

The agitation and excitement of the
last few days before the Court ball were
almost too much for Winifred. Sh had
no sleep at night, she could scarcely be
induced to touch food, aud Mrs. Cham-

pion really felt a little suxiou at seeing
her so hollow-eye-

Every one was charmed with the enter-
tainment It had not been too long. Th
tableaus were lovely and as for the play,
"Cross Purposes," it was charming. Not
very much plot in it, perhaps, but so won-

derfully acted. It was so rare to see
gentlemen and ladies play thoroughly
well; and they had all been so haadaome,
o graceful.
Miss Champion and Lady Ijura may

have suffered some pangs of jealousy at
the admiration Miss Eyr excited, but
the Princess Zelikoff was in a torment of
jealous pain. She, the unsusceptible, the
pale, impassible Diuua, as she had been
called, was at last in love, and with Mr.
Hastiugs. She did not know it he cared
for her; nay. when she saw his passion-

ate look at Winifred at the end of th
play, a terrible fear seised her that bis
affections were centered on the graceful
English girl. She must lore him, too;
the most finished actress could not have
thrown such expression into ber eye,
had not some deep emotion been working
in her heart.

Two weeks later the marriage of Flora
Champion to Mr. Maxwell took place.
It was a grand and stately affair, yet It

was a relief to every one when the break-

fast was over and the bridal pair had
started on their journey. As she drov
off in the barouche, drawn by four mag-

nificent bay horses, Flora Maxwell look-

ed like a queen. Perhaps she felt like
one ss she bowed right and left to the
crowd of country people who stood ou
either side of the Manor gate to see her
pass.

Mr. Hastings and Winifred danced to-

gether at the ball in the evening; but
there was an unpleasant kind of stiffness
and reserve between them. She fancied
he wished to avoid her; he thought the
same of her, and danced more than usual
with the Princess Zelikoff.

"How glad I shall he to get away from
this!" poor Winifred said to herself, with
exceeding bitterness. "I think I should
die if I were forced to stop and see him
love another woman. Perhaps when I

am back at Endon Vale I shall forget
him."

She was delighted when the day cam
for her to leave Hurst Manor. Her ouly
regret was in parting with ber grand-

father, who had been very kind to her,
and to whom she had really become at-

tached.
LaJy Grace was expecting a party of

guests at Endon Vale, and invited LaJy
Ada Fordyce to accompany Winifred
home, as Lsdy Valanton and her eldest
daughter were going to visit in the north.

All the honsebold were glad to have
ber among them again; and as for Sir
Clayton, he bad such long arrears of
copying and references for her to make
up, that Lady Grace was obliged to in-

terfere and rescue ber from ber musty
labor.

Lord Harold, who was at the house
again, complained bitterly of her frequent
ind prolonged absence; but after a time
he grew more tolerant, and seemed to find
some consolation in the company of Lady
Ads Fordyce. He was still very much
in love with Winifred, but be began now
to reflect sagely that It was folly for bhu
to be pining and sighing after ber if she
bad really minle np her niiud that she
would not marry him.

Some one gave out the intelligence at
dinner at Endon Vale that Mr. Hastings
had gone on a yachting expedition, and
that Lady Dora and the Russian princess
accompanied bim. Mrs. Clayton looked
from underneath her lashes at Winifred,
and noted the sudden sickly whiteness
which came Into her face. Ah! how I

wish I could help her!" she thought, piti-
fully. "A real friend might often be able
to save a girl years of uubappincss and
regret. If she would only tell me!"

Lady Grace had devoted a pretty, bay- -

windowed sitting room to Mrs. Clayton's
use, and there she and Winifred often
sat for hours together undisturbed. They
were very fond of each other, very sym-
pathetic and caressing, yet neither men-
tioned the subject that was nearest her
heart.

At last Mrs. Clayton resolved to dissi
pate the reserve. She knew that to gain
confidence you must be prepared to give
it, and strengthened herself to the task.

They were sitting together as usual,
one each side of tbe window, sometimes
speaking, oftener silent. Tbe day had
been sultry, and the windows were
throws wide open to let in the little air
that was stirring. Mrs. Clayton bad been
watching her for some time. At last she
spoke:

My dear Winifred, you will go on
reading and dreaming about Oenone until
)ou have completely Identified yourself
with that forlorn maiden."

Winifred turned her eyes dreamily to
the speaker. "I was not even thinking of
Oenone," and then her band closed tbe
book which had been open at ber favor-
ite poem.

"Confess now you are jealous of the
attention Lord Harold pays your cousin'"

Winifred laughed gayly.
"0, Fee, you are a bad diviner of se-

crets. I am waiting in daily hope that be
will propose to her. I could not fancy
two people better suited."

"I could."
"Who, Feer
"Yourself and Errol Hastings."
"O, Feel" cried Winifred, with Impa

tient pain, "why do you speak of him?
You know all ia over between us!''

"I should like to speak Just this once,
dear; and It you will hear me, I will be
silent In future. I kuow that Errol loved
you very dearly; I canuot but believe you
cared for him. Do not let some foolish
trifle, some false pride, mar the bappiuesa
of all your life!"

Mrs. Clayton spoke with Intense earn-
estness, aud when sh finished, tears of
passiouate regret stood iu Wluifred'e
eyes.

"It is too late. Fee! You do not un-

derstand. Your words only make me
more miserable."

"Why too late?"
"Because I behaved wickedly to him;

because he must despise me, and because
he will go and marry that French womau,
who loves bim aud lets him see it."

"Did you refuse him, then?"
"IKm't ask me. Fee. I think my pride

blinded ma. If I could atou for It now
I think I would ask him on my knees to
marry m. I cau't tell you the true story.
1 kuow you love me and would not will-ngl- y

pais me. I have sealed my fate
with my own folly. Do uot ever speak
about it again."

It was nearly the end of September
when Mr. Hastings railed cue afternoon
at Endon Vale. As he rod up the ave-
nue be met Mrs. Clayton sauntering
down it.

"Mr. Hastings!" she cried, with real
pleasure iu her voice; "I have wauted to
see you such long time."

He dismounted aud walked along by
ber side, leading hia splendid hay horse.

"There la nobody at home but me
they are all goae to a picnic, and I should
hat been with them but for on of my
bad headaches."

"It Is better now, I trust You do not
look ill."

"No; I am getting quit strong here.
Lady Grace Is so good to me, and Wiui-fred,-

sh added, looking sidelong at him
"I think I never knew any one so sweet

and thoughtful."
She noted the slightest quiver of his

lip, but he said nothing merely bent his
head at though ia polite acquiescence.

"Will you not come into th house?"
sh asked.

"Not nnless you are going." And they
went together iuto what was called the
.awn garden.

"Am I to congratulate you?" ihe said,
looking up at him suddeuly.

"Congratulate me, Mrs, Clayton?' ho
repeated after her. "On what?"

"I heard you were golug to marry the
Princess Zelikoff."

"Then some one has been taking an un-

warrantable liberty with the Princess
Zelikoff's name."

"Not altogether ouwarrautable, Mr.
Hastings."

"Surely, yes. I am quit certain that
I alia navar iruva tha alitfhteat f iiiln.tu I inn

for such a report."
"Come, confess now that It looks rather

suspicious when a gentleman takes a lady
a cruise In his yacht."

"My dear Mrs. Clayton, what do you
mean?"

"Did not your cousin and the princess
accompany you on your yachting expedi-

tion?"
"Most certainly not. No one went with

me but Le Marchant and Asbburton."
Mrs. Clayton looked rather blauk, but

felt secretly pleased.
"Then we" have all been misinformed,"

she said, laughing. "Aud, forgive my
pertiuacity; but, seriously, you are Dot
engaged to tbe princess?" .

"1 am not. 1 feel greatly vexed that
there should have even been a discussion
about the matter."

Mrs. Clayton sat down on garden
bench; she was silent fur a moment, and
then, looking up In ber companion's face,
said, with some hesitation:

"We are old friends, Krrol are we
not?"

"We are, Indeed," he returned, smiling,
with some surprise.

"May I take an old friend's liberty?"
he asked again, with still more hesita-

tion.
"Yoa may do anything that you with

or please," he answered.
"And you promise not to be offended I"
"1 promise sacredly."
"Thank you. Tbea, Errol, 1 am going

to say something exceedingly distasteful
to myself and perhaps painful to you, for
which some one else would, I think, never
forgive me. I am bold am 1 not?"

"You are enigmatical," Mr, Hastings
replied, still smiling.

"I like you very sincerely; I love her,"
Mrs. Clayton went on, hastily, "aud 1

want you both to be happy; therefore I

am about to perform a Quixotic action,
which may be the means of losing me
your friendship and ber love, I see you
frown! perhaps you guess of whom I am
speaking."

"I would rather have a certainty than
a surmise," ha laid, gravely; "tell me, if
you please."

"I speak Of Winifred Eyr. My task
is ill the more dlfltcult because I do not,
in truth, know, nor can I guess at tho
circumstance which bai caused your es-

trangement. Do not be angry with me,
Errol, I must ask you one question do
you love her?"

"I lore her," he said, seeming to fore
the words from unwilling lips, "but I am
trying to forget ber."

"But, Errol, If yoa thought she cared
for you, would you still try to forget
ber?"

"I cannot answer you," he said, speak-
ing abruptly, after a pause. ".Miss Eyr
Is not what I thought her, 1 believed ber
to be sweet, and gracious, and womanly;

nd I have found ber hard, and proud,
and cold!"

"Oh, Errol, you mistake she Is neith-
er."

"She Is to me," he said, sternly. .

Mm. Clayton wilted for some moments,
'"If I might only tell you," she sulci, in

great perplexity. "She broke down once
when we were speaking of you. She con-
demned ber own false pride bitterly; she
said you must bate ber; that she"

And Mrs. Clayton stopped suddenly in
her rapid utterance, feeling i terrible
fear that she had committed an unwar-
rantable breach of trust,

A audden thrill of pleasure came Into
Errol's heart, but tbe expression of his
face remained unchauged,

"Mrs. Clayton," he laid, with some pas-
sion, "I nked Misi Eyre twice, nay,
three times, to be my wife. I made my-

self her slave because well, the reason
matteri little suffice It that I bumbled
my pride into tbe dust for ber lake. She
treated me with worn, and yet I bore it,
for I believed In my heart iho loved me.
When I asked her th last time, her re

tion with Mi. Clayton. Mr, Hastings
mused upon her words. So many doubts
divided his mind, and kept him from de-
ciding on what course he aliould pur-
sue. "Could !i Iu truth rely upon her
words? did Winifred really love him,
and regret her harshueas and pride to
him. or was It a kindly though mistaken
attempt on Mrs. Clayton's part to brlag
them one mora together?' If he sought
ber attain, aud she gave him the same
answer, bis pride would never recover
such terrllil humiliation.

A whole mouth of restless uneasiness
passed away before h could make up hia
mind to visit Endon Vale agalu. Then
one morning he plucked up courage sud-
denly ami went.

At first Mr. Clayton had lutlclpated
the happiest result from her talk with
Mr, Hastings; but as day after day wor
on, aud he did not return, ah fell Into
despair, and wished with some bitterness
of heart that she had forborne to Inter
fere. Oue tiling was fortunate she had
not breathed a word to Winifred of what
bad passed between them.

(To l continued.)

LIVING IN IDYLLIC EASE.

ReaUlcnl of l'itcalrn lalutid.lluv Lit-
tle to Worry About,

One f the most delightful sputa on
the habitable globe la I'ltculru Island,
In the South Sena, which Is chiefly In- -

habited by the descendants of the
mutineer of the English ship Bounty.
These people are entirely Isolated from
the world, with the exceptloti that they
live siitllclently near one of tho great
ocean route to Induce the captain of
vessels wishing fresh uieat or fruit to
make a slight deflection from their
course, sight the Ishind. land on It with
one of the ship's boats and get their
needed supplies. Tbe island has no good
harbor or roadstead, hence In stormy
weather It is practically umipproaca-able-

According to the official report, the
Islanders nre under the government of
one of their number, who appear to
be tt man of ability and determination,
and are Iu a contented, though hardly
u progressive, state. The entire commu-
nity numbers about 15 members, with
a somewhat disproportionate number
of females. There nre no diseases on the
Ihliind, ii nd absolutely no medical
means of I rent lug them If they were.
The local authorities when offered tnej.
lent supplies suld thai they neither
needed nor cured for them There ap-
pear la be atl abundance of fruit and
vegetables, n ml a sullicletit supply of
gouts to furnish the comparatively lit-

tle utiliunl food required iu a tropical
region.

The system of control I evidently
largely socialistic From 8 a. m. until
2 p. tu. nil of the mule growu popula-
tion nre engaged iu public works of va-

rious kinds. After '.' p tu. tbey are at
liberty to do wbnt they cure to for
themselves, or to enjoy their leisure.
Ttit-- arc nil devout members of the
Seventh lny Advrutlst faith, and the
American missionaries of this religion
organization are endeavoring to do
what tbey can to build up some slight
commerce between I'ltcnlrn Island and
T.ililtl, believing that It would be of
advantage to the people of the former
Island. These lnitcr appear to be Iu
certain ways undergoing a ipecle of
degeneration, Iu consequence, presum-
ably, of too close Intermarrying. On
evidence of this I the very early loss
of their upper front teeth, although, on
the other bund, tt may be said that
when they ure engaged In public work
tlicy appear to have the strength and
endurance needed to do mure thau
most worklngmon would In this coun-
try or Iu Europe. Another defect, due to
extreme Isloution, Is the corruption of
language. There lin been a tendency
tinning them to adopt what may be
teruied a lunguage of their own, made
up by the careless and clipping use of
English words, so that lit the prese.it
time It Is somewhat dllllciilt for the
younger members of the community to
quickly understand English when they
nre addresaed In Hint tongue.

True to Her Charge,
Every now nnil then we hear a story

of a man or a woman who has never
rlililen on a railroad train, though liv-

ing for a genera tiot) within sound of
the locomotive's whlHtle, Similarly, the
telephone Is still on uncanny mystery
to numbers, even In our big cities. In
otio of the residence sections of Phil-
adelphia a gentleman had a telephone
Installed Iu tils house the same day on
which his wife bad engaged a new ser-

vant. The llrHt time the girl heard the
telephone bell ring she went to the
front dcor, found no one there anil re-

turned puzzled. Then she heard her
mistress' Voice upstairs, Thinking
that she was being culled she went up
to the room. There alio suw the tele-
phone Iu use for the first time In her
life. She could think of but one ex-

planation. "Oil, the poor thing gone
crazy, Don't worry, diirlln', I'll stand
by," she cried, ami wns Immediately or-

dered out by her Indignant mistress.
"Never," was the reply. "Never will
It be said of me that I left my poor
lady talking Into a wall, and ber with
three little children."

Fear a Fuel Famine
Unless vast new stores of coal which

can lie mined and transported at a rea-
sonable cost nre discovered ere' this
generation draws Its last breath the
expense of crossing the Atlantic In the
fastest steamships is likely to sour to
lofty figures. The number of

vessels, naval and mercantile,
Is Increasing rapidly every year, and
the demand for fuel for such cruft Is
steadily expanding. Coal fields which
can be worked to advantage for tbe
supply of steamships do uot contain In

exhaiiHtllile treasuries of carbon. The
biggest and fleetest boats on the sen
bum 500 tons or more each day. Long
before this century ends tbe fuel prob
lem may become perplexing. New
York Trlbuu.

6AYINQ A WORO FOR MULE.

Missouri Aaluial Shown la Have Many
I'oluia of I'.srellenr.

In many respects the mule la th
noblest la-n- that has been placed un-

der umu'a dominion, but unjust ridi-
cule for sum unaccountable reason
marked tbe long suffering brute for It
own and by obscuring til many vir-

tues aud playing upon hi few defects
aud Idiosyncrasies ha compelled hliu
since the day he wa discovered by
A null lu the wilderness to live under
Ihe torture of a false aud slanderous
report. At Inst, however, he I tielug
restored to his proper posltlou lu tho
social and economic world. '

lu truth the mule, If he happens to
bo a Missouri p:ntuct, I a valuable,
beautiful and lovely be.ist. Fur gen-

eral all around purposes. In compari-
son with the horse, mutes are supe-
rior. They are easy and clienp to
raise, easy to sell and hard to Idem-mil- ,

Tbey g to the market ea-l- y

and bring bigger profit for the time,
work and money expended in grow
Ing thau any other stock. Time and
hard work have les effect upon them
than upon any other kind of flesh.
Disease rarely ton. lies them. Adver-
sity and bard knocks iniiko thuut
stronger aud tougher.

A mule docs not wither or weaken
with age. The process of yenr sim-
ply turns bis coltish frlskiiiost to con-
templative sedntcuess, bis silvery
voice to a raucous roar mil hi

heels to the paths uf
peace, HI habits, as they are bet-le- i

understood, nre les feared and
more appreciated. He Is Iruc'iiMo,
gentle, sympathetic and very Intelli-
gent. When well treated lie love tils
miistir, as Kaucho, the companion of
Dun Quixote, and many old negroes lu
tbe Soiilli have proved.

He eat little and require no inci-
ter and tolls to the bitter end with-
out complaint or fallguo. lie quickly
umlerstnmls the whims of his driver
and will go and can hu guided without
whip or rein. He Is a dnnmo In
hide, an englno on hoof-- .t perfect ma
chine lu llesh and blood which rarely
guts out ot order or temper. Kausa
City Journal.

Iteyond Help.
One of tho street philanthropists

who always has an eye and car for
childish troubles stopped to comfort
a stout little boy who was lining the
air wtlh lamentations.

"What Is the mutter, you little
dear?" she usked, solicitously.

"M-m- y got a vacation
and-n- nd I haven't!" ronrcd tho af-
flicted otio at last.

"What a limine!" said the com-
forter. "Then you don't go to the
saino school, of course?"
"II don't go to school

yet!" enmo from tho little boy with
a fresh burst of sorrow.

Thirty Itlblos a Minute.
The Iltblo publications of the Oxford

University Press have beon issued for
3(H) years, and can be published In 1B0
language mid dialects. Every year
fully HX) tons of paper are used for
this purpose alono. Orders for 1(X),-0(-

Iilbles are quite common, and the
supply of printed sheet I so grout
that an order for 600,000 copies can be
readily tilled. On au average from
thirty to forty lllbles am furnished
every tiilntilo.

Huhstlmte for Human Hair.
A substitute, fim I,,,,,,,,,, i. ..... i- ....umii 4iii i r i now

mailt) from oelluloso and nllrocolliiloHo,
according to a German scluntlllc perl- -

At. the end of a hard day, when you
look over your work, how llltlo you
have accomplished!


