
,? CHAPTER V.
It had been arranged that Agnes,

Madge and June were to go up to the
Hall; for tea and lawn tennis the next
afternoon, afid that her cousins were to
call for June in the pony carriage. She
came tripping out of the door as they
drove up.

Arrived at the Hall, the cousins were
requested to join the party in the garden,
aud found Mrs. Ellosmere and her guests
sitting under the trees. Tom's big form
loomed in the distance; he was doing
something to one of the nets. Dallas sat
on a, garden seat beside Mrs. Fetherston,
a guest from London, talking to her in an
X.oScd manner. Th Tn"rmnt, how-

ever, that he became aware of the new
arrivals, he left her and went forward
to greet them. He looked handsomer
than( ever to-da- in his white tiannels,
with' the pale-blu- e Eton snsh and tie,
straw hat and Brigade ribbon.

I 'Twill start the first party," whispered
(Tom to June. "You will play with me,
iwon't you?"
' "Of course I will," answered June, who
jtad recommenced her tactics of Inst night,
and,was speaking to and looking at her
over in her softest manner.

Sa Tom flew off and paired the two
koung ladies staying in the house with the
ken of a neighboring rector and a man
who was of the Hall party, and returned
In triumph.

"Now." he said to June, "you ana 1 will
fclay, Dal and Madge; then we shall be

bout equal.
"Cannot we do without Mr. Broke?"

tasked June. "Because, he is so much en- -

aged, it would be a pity to disturb him.
"Oh, he wants to play, and we must

lave him."
"Does not Mrs. Fetherston play r
"No; she says she hates romping. Dal!"

Shouted Tom.
Pallas looked up, but did not move ror
moment. It was evident his companion

I., as urging him not to play.
"Let him off for half an nour, airs.

fctherston, won't you?" said Tom, goinfc

p to her, and she, raising her eyeDrows,
nswered stiffly:
"Certainly; altogether, if he likes."
Lawn tennis may be played gracefully

r ungracefully nine times out of ten it
Si certainly the latter. In the set now

de up, the spectators had an opportu--- y

of peeing both styles of performance.
,11ns and June were graceful in the ex-A- e,

moving with the utmost rapidity,
1 never looking awkward; their eyes
rklecl with excitement, there was a
jht color in their faces. A man stand-- ;

near Mrs. Ellesmere and watching the
le whispered to her that he had rare-ee-n

so handsome or so well matched a
pie. She assented to his remark with
oile.
4ne was quite ready to depart when
ies proposed it, in spite of Tom's s.

' I'm going to get up a bit of a dance
norrow." he whispered, as he was es- -

vlnir her to the Dony carriage. "We
i make up about six couples."

.. line's eyes glistened.
' 3ut you don't dance, Tom!" she said,

"JV'ell," he answered, his honest face
nined by a broad smile, "I in not suen
g in the manger that, because I can't

a thing myself. I won't let anybody

'3ut," said June, fearful of counting
vain upon such an Immense pleasure,
maps your mother won t invite me.

' iVon't she?" said Tom, significantly
ok out for a note at ten sharp to-to- w

morning."
"Sfou really are an angel," observed

, affectionately, and Tom was, hnp-- '
for himself, unconscious that tjiis

Ion warmth on her part arose from
at the anticipation of a pleasure in

'ch he could not take part,
me could scarcely sleep that night for
delicious anticipation of the morrow,
woke early, and, unable to rest, rose,
ed herself, and went out Into the

len. It was only seven o'clock then.
i has been twice round the garden,
gathered a bunch of roses and a dozen
strawlwrrios in a cabbage leaf for
mother's breakfast, and, having car-the-

indoors, has come out again and
Hod a little away down the lane. And,
jld! there is Tom ou his big bay horse
ig toward her.
A'hy, June! you are rip betimes!" he
1, in his cheery voice, all his face
w with smiles.
le went up to him, put her slim fingers
iis, and stroked the glossy neck of

Charlie.
l could not sleep." she said, with ra--

t eyes. "I could not sleep for thinking
fce dance Oh, Tom! have you
lght mr invitation?"
4y mother Is in bed and asleep as
" laughed Tom, "but, my darling,
it doubt can you have about It, when

it nn on purpose for-you- r

)h, Tom," cried the girl, suddenly be--

king of Madge, "is Madge to be ln
fl, too? Oh, do try to get her asked,
build be such a treat for her!"

f course she shall," he answered,

"Thank you, Tom. You are a dear,
good Tom."

And June gave him such a smile that
it sent ideas to his brain which she was
far from intending it to do. He laid his
big brown hand on her little white one
that lay like a lily on King Charlie's neck.

"You are beginning to care a little bit
more for me, aren't you?" he Bald, drop-
ping his voice.

The color stole to June's check, and an
uneasy sensation to her heart.

"Good-by,- " she said, "I must be going
in."

Tom rode away with a blithe heart; he
would not have changed places with any
other ninn on enrh. Sh ban not an
swered him, but "silence gives consent."

Evening came. Half-pas- t nine snw
June and Madge in the rector's brougham
driving up to the Hall, the gladdest, mer-
riest, most excited maidens possible to
behold.

"Oh, you darling, darling June!" cried
Madge, "if it were not for spoiling your
frock and your flowers nnd mine too, 1

would give you such a hug. Tom told me
it was all your doing. Agnes did all she
could to prevent my going, but Tom got
hold of mamma on the quiet and made
her promise."

Tom is waiting at the door to receive
them. Dancing is to take place in the
hall, which is lofty and spacious and has
a polished oak floor of glassy smoothness,
Already there is a squeak of a fiddle get
ting into tune, and the two girls' hearts
throb responsive.

As June was standing beside Tom,
flushed and lovely with excitement, Dal
las Broke came up to her.

"You will give me a waits, won't you?"
he said, persuasively; and June, who was
too happy to be cold or dlsdainfullo any
one replied that she would be
very happy.

"The second?"
And she assented.
"Ah, my dear old chap," said Dallas,

laying a friendly hand on Tom's arm, "I
haje one pull over you. Miss Rivers, why
don't you make him learn to dance?"

Happy as she was, June felt a slight
sense of vexation at Mr. Broke's manner,
She wished he would not always look and
speak 'as t&ough she were Tom's prop
erty.

The quadrille was over, the music of
the first wait had commenced. June's
partner this time was the son of a neigh-
boring rector. He was a little rough in
his paces, but June had an extraordinary
facility for adapting herself to almost any
step and any partner. When they made
their first pause, Dallas and Mrs. Feth-
erston had the floor to themselves. Ev-

eryone was watching them. Their move-

ments were the perfection of ease and
grace; such a lover of dancing as June
could not look at them without admira
tlon, even though it occurred to her that
there was rather more abandon in Mrs,
Fetherston's style than was quite decor
ous. They stopped. Dallas looked down
into his partner's eyes and whispered
something; she answered him in kind,

June felt a sudden spasm of anger flit
through her heart; she told herself that it
was due to a sense of outraged propriety.
Exquisitely as Dallas danced, she decid
ed with a sudden impulse that she did not
want to dance with him. He was not
nice; she would rather not dance, talk,
or have anything else to do with him.

Tom came to her when the waits was
over; the rector's son made way for him.

"Tom," she whispered, "take me into
the conservatory. I want to get another
flower. These are crushed."

"All right, come along," said Tom, giv
ing her his arm.

He gathered her a rich cluster of crim
son geraniums, and she fastened it in her
dress.

"How are you enjoying yourself?'" he
asked, and June replied:

"Immensely."
"You are going to dance the next with

Dal. he said. "I shall come and have a
look at you. I hear the music beginning,

"I don t particularly care about dancing
with Mr. Broke," uttered June, loitering,

At this moment he came to look for her,
Seeing Tom, he half paused, and agnin
that smile hovered In his eyes and mouth

"Would you rather dance another one
instead of this?" he said, and June an
swered coldly, putting her hand on his
arm:

"No; I think this is ours." .
"Was I wrong to come for you?" he

whispered as they passed out of the con
servatory, and she replied, more coldly
still:

"Certainly not."
A minute later his arm Is round her. Is

it possible that erewhlle she was angry
with bimT Now one soui seems to ant
mate them: together tbey fulfill the per
feet poetry of motion; never in her eigh-

teen summers has June been conscious of
nrh ecstasy as this.
When at last they panse, he looks down

at her with a glance which she no longer
resents.

"Was not that perfect V he whispers.
Rhe answers him by a look.
"Let us go on. It U a sU to lose a mo--

ment of this!" Dallas says, and again they
float along the polished floor.

Alas! alas! it is over! the piano has
banged the final chord; perforce they
stop.

Mrs. Rivers was sitting up for her dar
ling, anxious to hear all the events of
the evening, and, as June made her re-
cital, a sudden consciousness came to tht
girl that, instead of pouring all her heart
out to her mother as was her wont, she
was talking almost as insincerely as
though she had been speaking to a strang-
er. It was a relief to her when her story
was finished and she had kissed her moth
er fondly and bidden her good-nigh- t. The
maid who acted as parlor maid, house
maid and lady's maid at the Rose Cottage
unfastened her dress and lingered a little
deeply interested in the doings at the
Hall.

When at last she went, June stood im
movable for a moment. Then she flung
herself down by her bedside and cried as
if her heart would break.

CHAPTER VI.
June, scarcely knowing how it happen

ed, found herself in the boat in the garden
lake, while Mr. Broke was leisurely dip-
ping the sculls into the water and rowing
her away to the furthest point from the
house. And when he came to the big
elm, whose branches overhung the water
and made a canopy above their heads, he
quietly shipped his oars, and, bending a
little forward, said, quite simply and
frankly:

"I am going to take the liberty of ask
ing you a question. May I?"

"Oh, certainly."
"Why won't you, who are so charming

to everyone else, be a little bit kind to
me?"

Am I not kind to you?" she said, dip
ping her white fingers into the water and
apparently intent on watching them.
"What have I done?"

"You have hardly looked at or spoken
to me since I came; indeed, I have fancied
that you purposely avoided me."

To utter a polite disclaimer was June's
first instinct; but a second coming swiftly
on its heels, she followed that instead.

'You have taken his mother's love from
Tom," she said. "And, whenever you
are together, you always stand in his light
and make him seem seem "

But June canuot find the words she
wants.

"At all events, there is one brilliant ex
ception to the rule," answered Dallas, in
a piqued tone, losing for a moment his
almost imperturbable good temper. Then,
with a flash in his blue eyes eminently be-

coming to them, "I assure you, you are
completely mistaken about my aunt's feel
ing for me. She likes me, and I amuse
her; but it is hardly probable that a wom-
an would care more for her nephew than
her own son."

June is more attracted to Mr. Broke in
this mood than in any in which she has
yet seen him. It is her turn to assume
that charming tone and manner which she
possesses in almost as great a degree as
Dallas himself.

'I did not mean to say anything un
kind." And she looked at him so softly
that his momentary wrath melted away.

But it is a little hard on Tom."
"Tom is the best fellow living," cried

Dallas, "and no one knows it better than
Aunt Vi. She is a woman of the world,
and would like him to have a little
more " i

"Polish?" suggested June.
"That is hardly the word; something of

that sort, I suppose. But she knows his
sterling worth as well as anyone."

Sterling worth! yes, how appropriate
those two words are! Yet they have a
dull sound in June's ears this summer af
ternoon whilst young Apollo's eyes are
meeting hers.

'I imagine," he said, "that you will
very soon have all the say here."

The swift blood flew to June's cheeks.
"You are mistaken, then," cried June,

hotly. "I am not going to marry him. I
am not engaged to him. I love him as my
dearest friend, as my brother, and noth
ing, nothing more."

Then she sank back in her seat, and a
cold, shamed feeling crept over her that
she had betrayed Tom, ay, more cruelly
than mother or any other living being had
power to do. Dallas was so astonished at
this confession that he let go the bank.
and the boat drifted out into the sunshine,
He had to rise, take a scull and punt back
to the shore.

"Had we not better be going in?" sug
gested June, coldly.

No, not just yet," he answered. "Do
you know you have positively taken my
breath away?

"Havo I?" said June, with averted eyes.
remorseful and ashamed, and yet feeling
a sort of satisfaction that she had struck
off her chains and declared her freedom

I do not know why you should have
thought I.was going to marry Tom.
do not suppose that he told you that
was."

"Most certainly not."
"Let us be friends!" he whispered.

bending forward and stretching out his
hand; and she let him take hers. There
was a magnetism in his touch that was
utterly wanting In Tom's: involuntarily
her eyes met his and stayed a moment
longer than was wise, and straightway.
June knew that imagination may forestall
reality, and that the dreams she had cher
(shod in summer starlit nights with long-
ing eyes strained heavenward were not
only dreams, but that this gross material
earth holds raptures as great as the prom
ise of the skies.

Tom, all unsuspicious, was awaiting
them at the landing place, and, as he put
both his hands out to help June from the
boat, he said, with a cheery laugh :

"Well, have you two made up?"
June could not answer, but Dallas re

plied gayly:
"Yes, I think Miss Rivers has forgiven

me."
Then he walked up the slope to join

Mrs. Fetherston, who was coming to meet
them, her face wearing anything but
pleased expression. A pang of jealousy
shot through. Junes Heart. Tom was
hurrying her toward a sequestered part
of the garden, and she felt as though he
were taking her away from the flowers
and the sunshine.

(To be continued)

REED'S PLAGE UNIQUE
His Career by Re-

liant and Uncompromising Na- -

tute and Absence of the Quali- - 7

of the Politician . . . .

THOMAS BRACKETT REED.

rpHOMAS BRACKETT REED at the time of his death was only 63 years
old. He had a powerful constitution. He was unusually temperate
la his habits; he was abstemious in regard to food and drink; slept

eight or nine hours every night, and was in the habit of taking a noon-da- y

nap. He never worked too hard and took abundant exercise, walking sev-

eral miles a day. Few men have ever taken better core of themselves or
observed the rules of health so carefully as he, and he was seldom ill. Mr.
Reed was always a frugal man, leaning more to economy than to extrava-
gance, and not only saved a good part of his salary, but made an extra $4,000
or $5,000 annually by legal and literary work. He would never deliver a
lecture or contribute an article for publication without charging $500
for a lecture; $200 was his lowest price for a literary production, no matter
how short.

Mr. Reed was unique in character, writes William E. Curtis in the
Chicago Record-Heral- There was never any one like him In public life
and he has no imitators. He was so original, his individuality was so pro-nounc-

and his traits so peculiar that It would be impossible to imitate
him. His failure to receive what may be termed a respectable support for
the Presidential nomination at St. Louis embittered bis life and intensified
those qualities which caused his unpopularity. He had none of the arts of
the politician. He was Imperious and Intolerant, autocratic and uncompro-
mising, and, given to the most cruel satire. Men feared him more than they
respected or loved him, although he had many warn friends and devoted
admirers and an affectionate disposition toward a few persons of whom he
was fond.

Reed and McKinley never got along well together. Ills jealous disposi-
tion seemed to detect rivalry in the early days of their acquaintance,
when both became candidates for the Presidential nomination. Reed's com-
ments upon McKinley were always severe 'and often unkind. He did not
enter the White House but three times while McKinley was President once
at the beginning of the first Congressional session after the inauguration,
when McKinley Invited him to a conference over the message, and the Re-
publican legislative program; again when he was invited to a state dinner,
and a third time when he went voluntarily at the outbreak of the Spanish
war to assure McKinley of his cordial support.

Reed's relations with Harrison were similar, nnd he did not onter the
White House during the last three years that Harrison was President, be-
cause the latter refused to recognize him as entitled to equal consideration
with the Senators from Maine in the distribution of patronage. Nor was be
ever friendly with Mr. Blaine and fell out entirely with him while be wa
Secretary of State because of an article that appeared in the Norh American
Review criticising Reed's parliamentary tactics as Speaker of the House.
The article was anonymous, but Mr. Reed could not be convinced that Mr!
Blaine did not write it, although tile latter positively denied the authorship!
Reed was a great admirer of Roosevelt, although the latter did not escape
bis shafts of satire.

He seldom made a set speech, but had no equal In his generation in rough
and tumble debate. Ills stinging retorts, his quick wit, keen power of analy-
sis and merciless force In attack made him feared on the floor, and woe
unto the man who attempted to Interrupt or nnswer him. It was his moral
courage that enabled him to crush filibustering in the House of Representa-
tives. ,

Thoje were exciting times. Under the rules of the House, as interpreted
by his predecessors, business could be Indefinitely suspended and the. princi-
ple of representative government violated if a sufficient number of Members
refused to answer to their names when the roll was called to break a quorum.
That became the favorite way of preventing the majority of the House from
enacting laws. The minority was thus enabled to control legislation, which
Mr. Reed and every one else realized was wrong, but this trick was resorted
to and the House was left without a quorum whenever the minority objected
to the passage of a bill. Mr. Reed decided to stop the practice, and whenever
a roll call showed the lack of a quorum, counted a sufllclent number of nt

members upon the floor to make one.
The minority made violent protest ngnlnst Reed's rulings and on more

than one occasion a personal assault on the Speaker was prerented only by
the timely interference of cool heads from both sides of the House. On
these occasions Mr. Reed was always the coolest man In the House, and the
familiar Yankee drawl, "The gentleman will be kind enough to take his
seat," often relieved a tense situation.

Reed's rules were sustained and vindicated by the Supreme Court, and
all of bis successors In the House of Representatives have followed bis ex-
ample. He was a czar and a tyrant, however. He would not permit the
House to consider legislation, that he did not approve, and could pass almost
any bill he liked, because members who opposed him knew what to expect.
No man ever exercised such an arbitrary influence upon legislation.

Slam's Prince on Oar Authors.
Being a writer of no mean ability

himself, the prince, for the time, posed
as an expert critic and terminated the
Interview with the following estimate
of some unnamed American writers:
"They think out a plot, say 100 words;
then a scene, say 100 words more; then

Shaped Self

ties

pay,

and

they conceal their plot In 10,000 words
and bury their scene In 10,000 more
words and the bookbinder completes
the crlme."--rblladelp- hla Record.

When fortune begins to smile on
some men they think It Is up to tbem
to sit down and bask tn the smile.


