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CHAPTER IL—{Continued.)

It was a beautiful, clear, mild night;
and seated on the benches on the ter-
race there were severnl groups of peo-
ple—among them two or three ladies,
As Winterbourne passed them, he could
not but think of Yolande's compluint
that she had never even once been in the
House of Commons. These were, no
doubt, the daughters or wives or sisters
of members; why should not Yolande nlso
he sitting there? John Shortlands had
sharp eyes; and he instantly gueased
from his friend's manner that something
had happened.

“More trouble?' sald
him,

“Yeu," gaid the other. “Well, I don't
mind—I don't mind, as for as I am con-
cernel. It is no new thing.”

“1 hava told you all nlong, Winter-
bourne, that you brought it on yourself,
You should ha' taken the bull by the
horns "

“It is too Iate to talk of it—never mind
that now,” he sald, impatiently. “It is
about Yolande I want to speak to you.”

“Yen

“You won't guess what T am anxious
for now,” he suid with a sort of wocl
taln laugh. “You won't guess It in o
wionth, Shortlands, 1 am anxious to see
Yolande married."

“IFajth, that needn't trouble you," said
the blg ironmnster bluntly. “*There'll he
no difieulty about that, Yolande has
grown into a thundering handsome girl.
Awd they say," he added, jocosely, “that
her father is pretty well off.,”

“She cannot remain longer at any
achool, and 1 don't like leaving her to
herself at Oatlands Park or any similar
place, Poor child! Do you know what
her own plans are? BShe wants to be my
private secretary.”

“Nonsense, nonsense, man. Of course
n girl like Yolande will get married.
Your private secretary! How long would
it last? Doy she look like the sort of o
girl who ought to be smothered up In
correspondence or listening to debates?
And If you're in such a mighty hurry to
get rid of her—Iif you wnnt to get her
married ot once, I'll tell you n safe and
sure way—saend her for o voyage on a
steamer,””

“I think T shall take Yolande away
for another long trip somewhere, [ don't
eare where! but the moment [ find my-
self on the deck of a ship, and Yolande
beside me, then 1 feel as if nll eare had
dropped” nway from me. T foel safe; I
can brenthe freely, Oh, by the way, I
meant to nsk if you knew anything of a
Col. Grahiam? You have been so often
to Seotland shooting. T thought yon
might know. Inverstroy, I think, i% the
name of his plnee.”

“Oh, that Graham, Yes, T shonld think
no—a  lucky beggar, Luverstroy  fell
plump into his hands some three or four
years ago—quite unexpectodly—one of
the finest estntes in Invernesshire. |
don't think India will see him aguin.”

“His wife seems o niee sort of wom-
nn,” snid Mr. Winterbourne, with the
slightest touch of Interrogation.

“I don't know her, She I8 his second
wife, She is a daughter of Lorn Lynn."

“They are down at Oatlands just now.
Yolande has made their nmunlnlmwe.
and they have been very kind to her,
Well, this Col, Graham wnas saying the
other evening that he felt as though he
had been long enough in the old country,
and wonld like to tike n teip ns far as
Malutn or Suez or Aden, just to renew
his aequaintance with the old route. In
fact, they propose that Yolande and I
should join them."

“The wvery thing!" sald John Short-
lands, focetiously. “What did I say? A
voyage will marey off anybody who is
willing to mnrry,"”

“I meant nothing of the kind,” snid
the other, somewhnt out of temper, “Yo-
lnnde may not marry at all, If 1 went
with these friends of hers, it would not
be ‘to get rid of hee'"

“I hope she'll find a8 young fellow who
is worthy of her, for she s a thundering
good girl, that's what I think, and who-
ever he in he'll get a s prise—though I
don't imagine you will be over-well dis-
posed toward him, old chap."

“If Yolande is lhappy, that will be
enough for me."”

By this time the terrace wos quite de
sertod; and after some little further chint
they turned into the Flonse, where they
separated, Winterbourne taking his seat
below the gapgwiy on the government
slide, Johin Shortland depositing his mag-
nificent bulk on one of the opposition
benelies,

There was a general hum of conversa-
tion, There wox nlso some laborious dis-
conrge going forward,

What dreams visited the member Hfor
Slagponl, as he sat with his eyes dis-
trought?  TLis getting up some fateful
evening to move a vote of want of con-
fidvence in the governmont? His appenr-
ance on the platform of the Blagpool Me-
chanies' Institute, with the great mass of
people rising and cheering nnd waving
their handkerchiefsa? Or perhaps some
day—for who could tell what changes
the years might bring?—his taking his
place on the ‘Treasury bench there?

He had got hold of & blue book., It
wis the Report of n Royal Commission;
but of course nll the cover of the follo
volume wans not printed over—there were
bapnk spnees, And the member for
Slngponl begin idly and yet thoughtfully
to pencil certain lettérs up at one corner
of the blue cover. He was n long time
ahout it; perheps he suw pletures ax he
slowly and contemplatively formed each
lotter; perhnps no one but himself could
have made nut what the uncertuln pen-

he, regarding

ciling meant. But it was not of politics
he wans thinking. The letters that he
hind falntly penciled there—that he was
still wistfully regarding as thongh they
could show him things far away—form.
ed the word YOLANDE. It was like a
lover.

CHAPTER IIL

Next morning Mr. Winterhourne's ner-
vous anxiety to get Yolande away at
ance out of London was almost pitinble
to witness, Yolande was greatly disap-
pointed, Bhe had been secretly nursing
the hope that at last she might be nllow-
od to remaln in London, in some capneity
or another, ay the constant companion of
her father, Yet, when onee they were
renlly on their way from London her
father's manner séemed to gain so much
in cheerfulness that she could hardly be
sorry they had left. She had not notie
ed that he had been more anxious and
nervous that morning than usunl; buat
she could not fail to remark how much
brighter his look was now they were out
in the clear air.

“Yolande,” said he, “I hnd a tnlk
with John Shortlands Inst night. I half
to thraw np my place In Par-
Hament, and then the arrangement would
be that you and I, Yolande, should start
awny together and ronm all over the
world, amusing ourselves—going just
where we liked—you and 1 all by our-
sulves,"
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“You would become tired of belng
amused. You could not always teavel,"
she sald. She put her hand on his hand.

“Ah, 1 see what it is," she said, with a
little laugh. “You are eoncenling., That
i your kindness, papa, You think 1 am
too much alone: it is not enough that
you sacrifice to-day, to-morrow, next duay,
to me; but you wish to make a sacrifice
altogether; and you pretend you are tired
of politics. DBut you cannot make me
blind to it. 1 see—oh, quite clearly 1
can see through your pretense!™

A new suggestion entered his mind, He
glancad at the girl opposite him—tim-
idly and anxiously.

“Yolande," sald he, “1—I wonder now
=1 suppose at your age—well, have you
ever thought of getting married 7"

She looked up at him with her elear,
frank eyes, and when she was etartled
like thiut her mouth hnd a slight pathetie
droop, that made her face sensitive and
charming.

“Why, hundreds and hundreds
hundreds of times!" she exclnimed, still
with her soft clear eyes wondering, “Of
course, when 1 say 1 have thought hun-
dreds of times it is about not getting
married that T mean. No, That is my
resolution. O, many a time 1 have said
that to myself, 1 shall not marry—
neyer—no one,"

“Oh, but, Yolande, that is absurd.
course you will marry. Of course
must marry."”

“When yon put me away, papn.
she continued quite rimply, *“That wus
what madoam used to sny. She used to
any, ‘If your papa marries agnin, that
is what you must expect. It will be het-
ter for you to leanve the house. RBut
your papn is rich; you will have a good
portion; then you will ind some one to
marry you, and give you also un estab-
lishment,"! ‘Very well,' I said, ‘but that
ia golng too far, madam; and until my
papa tells me to go awny I shall not go
awny, and there is not any necessity thut
I shall mnrey any one'"

1 wish madnm had minded her own
affaivs,” Mr, Winterbourne snid, angrily.
*“1 nm not likely to marry again, 1 shall
not marry again,  Buot ns for you—well,
don't you see, child—I—I can't live for-
ever; and you have got no very near
relatives; and besides, living with relo-
tives isn't nlways the pleasantest of
things; and 1 should like to see your fu-
ture quite settled,”

He found it was no use trying to talk
to her serlonsly about this matter., She
langhed It aside. She did not belleve
there was any fear about her future,
She was all content with the world ns
it existod.

The Grahnms were the very first poo-
ple they saw when they reached Oant-
lunds, Col. Grabham—a tall, stout, griz-
zled, good-natured looking man—was ly-
ing back In a garden seat, while his wife
was standing close by, calling to her
baby, which plump small person was
vainly trying to walk to her, under the
guldance of nn ayah, whose dusky skin
and silver ornaments and flowlng goar-
ments of Indinn red looked pleturesgque
enough on an Bnglish lown.  Mrs. Gra-
linm was a pretty woman, of middle
helght, and professed herself overjoyed
when Mr, Winterbourne snid there was o
chines of his daughter and himself joln-
ing her and her husband on their sug-
gested trips but the Iazy, good-humored
Inoking soldier glaneed up from his paper
nnd said;

“Laook here, Polly, it's too  absurd,
What would people say? It's all very
waell for you and me; wo are old Iudinns
and don't mind; but If Mr. Winterbourne
i coming with us—and you, Miss Win-
ter bourne—we must do gomething more
reasonnble and Christinn-like than snil
out to Suez or Aden and boaek, all for
nothing."

“Hut nothing could sult un better,” Yo-
Iande's futher anid—Iindeed, he did not
mind where or why he went, so long ns
he got away from Eogland, and Yolande
with him.

“0Oh, but we must do something,” Col,
Grabhnm snid, “"Look here, When we
were it Peshawor o youug fellow ecame
up there—you remember young Ismat,
Polly t—wall, 1 was of some lHtile ns-
sistanee to him, and he said any time we
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wanted to see something of the NKile I
could have his father's -mhnhmh—(.rl
rather one of them, for his father in Gov-
ernor of Merhadj, and a bit of n swell, I

funey. There you nre, now, That would
be something to ‘do. People wouldn't |
think we were idiots. We conld have

our sail all the sume to Suez, ond see
the old faces at Gih, nod Mala; then we
could Bave o skim up the Nile a bil—and,
by the way, we shall bave it all o our-
selves just now,"

“The very thing,” exclaimed Mr. Win-
terbourne, eagerly, for his imngination
seemed easily eaptured by the suggestion
of anything remote, “Nothing could be
wore admirable, Yolande, what do you
suy

Indeed, she seemed greatly pleased;
and when they went in to lunch, they
lind a table (o themselves, so ns to secure
A full and frée disenssion of plant. Mrs,
Graham talked in the most motherly way
to Yolande, and perted her. But she
was a shrewd-headed little woman. Very
soon after luneh she found an opportu-
nity of talking with her husband alone.

“I think Yolande Winterbourne pret-
tier and prettier the longer I see her,”
she sald, carelessly,

“She is a good-looking girl, You'll
have to look out, Polly, You won't have
the whole ship waiting on you this time."
“And very rich—quite un heiress, they
way.”

“1 suppose Winterbourne is pretty well

.

off. Making engines isn quite respecta-
ble. Nobody could complain of that.'
“Oh,”™ she said blithely, 1 haven't

heard fram Archie for o long time, 1
wonder what he is about—watching the
nestling of the grouse, I suppose, Jim,
I wish you'd let me nsk him to go with
us, It's eather dull for him ap thers;
my father isu't epsy to five with, May
I ask him?"

“He'll hnve to pay his own fare to
Sper and baek, then," her husband an-
uwered rather roughiy.

"Oh, yes; why not?' sghe said, with
grent innocenee; “I am sure poor Archie
is always willing to pay when he can;
and 1 do wish my father would be a little
mwore libernl,"

Then Mrs, Graham, smoothing her
pretty short curls, and with much plens-
ure visible in her pretty dark-gray eyes,
went to her own roow nod sat down, and
wrote as follows:

“Dear Archie—Jom's good nature is
beyond anything, We are going to have
n look at Mnalta, just for auld lang syne;
and then Jim talks of taking us up the
Nile a bit; and he says you ought to go
with us, and you will only have to pay
your passage to SBuer and back—which
you could easily save out of your hats
and boots if you would only be a little
less extravagant. Mr. Winterbourne, the
member for Slagpool, is going with us;
and he and Jim will have the expenses
of the Nile voyage. Mr, Winterbonrne's
duoghter mukes up the party. She is
rather nice, I think; but only a child.
Let me know at once. Your loving sis-
ter, POLLY.”

Rhe folded up the letter, put it in an
envelope; and addressed it so:

The Hon. the Master of Lynn,
Lymn Towers.

CHAPTER 1V,

The unsunl smnll ecrowd of passengers
waa assembled in Liverpool street sta-
tion—hurrying, talking, laughing and
sennning possible ship companions with
an enger curlosity: and In the midst of
them, Yolande foumd herself for the mo-
ment alone, A woman enme into this
wide, hollowsresounding station, and tim-
illy and yet anxiously sennned the fuces
of the varlous people who were on the
platform andjoining the specinl teain, Bhe
enrried a small basket, After an anxious
scrutiny she went up to Yolande,

“I beg your pardon, miss And
with that her trembling hands opened the
bagket, which was filled with flowers,

“No, thank you; I don't want any,”
said Yolande, civilly. But there was
something in the womnan's lmploring eyes
that sald something to her, 8he was
startled; and stood still.

“Are—are you going further than Gib-
raltar, miss?"

“Yes. Yes, I think so,"
wondering,

There were tears running down the
womnn's face, Ior a second or two she
tried to spenk, ineffectunlly, then she
anld:

“Two daya out from—from Gibealtar
—would you he g0 kind, miss, ns to put
—thess flowers—on the water? My lit-
tle girl wus buried at sea—two days
out."”

“Oh, T understand yon,"” said Yolnnde,
quickly—with a Lig lump in her throat.
“Oh, yes, [ willl T nm so sorry for you,"

She took the basket. ‘The woman burst
out erying; and hid her face In her hands;
aud then tarned to go awnay. She wis
w0 distrncted with her grief that she
had forgotten even to say “Thank you."”
At the snme moment Mr. Winterbourne
eame up—hastily and angrily.

“What Is this?"

“Hush, papa! The poor womnn had a
little girl burled at sen—these are some
flowers."

Yolande went quickly nfter her, «and
tonched her on the shoulder,

“Tell me," she said, “what was your
daughter's name?"

sald Yolande,

The womnn raised her tear-stained
fnl'ln_
“Jane. We enlled her Janle; she was

only thyree yenrs old; she would have been
ten by now, You wou't forget, miss—it
Wis—it was two days beyond Gibraltar
that—thnt we huried hee”

“Oh, not do yon think T eould forget "
Yolamde snid, and she offered her hand,
The woman took her hand, and pressed
it and snid, *“God bless you, miss—I
thonght 1 eoulid trust your face;” then
she hurried away.

{To be continued.)

A Donbtful Btate,

“Your wife Is dolng some baking to-
dny,” sniid Mpes. Nabor, “What s it
bread or eake?"

“She deesu't know,” replied Newll-
weid, “She hasn't finlshed yet."—I'hil-
adelphla Publie Ledger.
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AINS When the system gets debilitated and in a
run-down condition it needs a tonic and there has never
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strong robust health, When the blood becomes impure and clogged with

waste matters and poisons
the body does not receive suf- Ihave used your S. 8. 8. and found it to be an
ficient nourishment and suf- excellent tonic to build \:Eethe general health and
fers from debility, weakness, Bive tone and strength to the system. 1 have used
sleeplessness n;:rvonsnesa’ other things hlﬁ: recommended, but S. 8. 8. did
- ;' me more good everything else combined. As
loss of appetite, bad diges- ¢4t tonic Fopuﬂu it gives a splendid appetite,
tion and many other disa- refreshing sleep, aud the system undergoesa gene
greeable symptoms of a dis- eral building up under its invigorating influence,
ordered blood circulation, 548 Woodland Ave,, Warren, O, Mgs. KATE BECE,
and if it is not corrected some
form of malignant fever or other dangerous disorder will follow. 8. S. 8,
builds up the broken down constituation, clears the blood of all poisons and
impurities and makes it strong and healthy, The nerves are restored toa
calm restful state, refreshing sleep is had again, the appetite returns and the
whole system is toned up by this great remedy, * S, 8. S. is a blood puri-
fier and tonic and acts promptly in this run-down depleted condition of the
system. Book on the blood and medical advice furnished by our physicians,
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At “About 80"
When one knows the age of a woman
one knows the woman. The very fact
that she permits you to know her age
| exposes her character. She no longer

Fly-Lear Memoranda.
Every now and then you will find In
some periodieal an item relating to the
stibject of a book in which you are in-

terestad, It is a good plan to enter on

the fiy-leaf a reference to this passage,
80 that yon may find It again when
needed. Such notes, neatly written In
pencil, do no harm, and will often save
you muech time., You may in the same
way make notes ol (e uuwbers
pages In which you have been speclal-
ly interested. A correspondent writes
to us asking whether we recommend
“marking books To thls extent we
certainly do, provided the book 18 not
%0 fine an editlion that it should be kept
a8 spotlesa as can be. Besides, very
light pencll notes can be removed in a

| masquerades, She has lost a certain
| uncertainty, an evanescent delicacy,
that was an irresistible charm. Wom-
cen, like philosophy, are divided Into
two classes, the knowable and the un-
knovwable lke philogophy, It is
'the unknowable woman who Is the
speculable, Therefore to get her at her
highest capacity she must be unmar-
ried and about 30.

| The married woman presents certain
inescapable telltale data, She has
children, and those children have ap-
parent ages, two facts which go far in

Alan

moment without harm to any page.
But the marking of books that extends
to disfiguring them will never be done
by any one who realizes how long a
good book may continue to delight new
readers, and to bring them help in

determining her annals. If she is un-
married and Is not “about 30" ghe is
under $0, again a definite fact. Being
“ahont 30" is indefinite. She may ba
more or less. No one hazards i guess.

X = - There I8 a delightful vagueness in be-
r]lght living and thinking.—St. Nich. ing “about 30.", It has nothing to do
iag. iwith dates, and many of us who from
lour youth up have felt no attnchment

Young Hopeful—Father, what Is a for dates can forgive the unattached
*“traitor In polities?" “This paper says thelr confessed Indifference.
Congressman Jawweary is one, |

VYeteran Politicinn—A traitor is a man
whp leaves our party and goes over to
the other one.

Young Hopeful—Well, then, what is a
man who leaves the other party and |Phone for the uu-lm:t:lk»r' my dear.
comes over to ours? Mrs. Jolliboy—Why, Tom, what do

Veteran Politicinn—A convert, my son, | y0u mean?

—DBoston Transcript. Jolliboy—Well, coming events ocast
their shadows before them, you know.

Exact Definitions,

Natural Begunence,
Mrs. Jolliboy (to sick husband)—The
doctor has arrived,
Jolliboy—Then you had better tele-

Quite Proficient. |
Jack—Your friend Miss Gusherly is
alwnys using slang phrases, isn't she?
Bdyth—Yes, indeed. She is quite fa-
miliar with the English slanguage.

A sunny temper gilds the edges of
life's blackest elond.—Guthrie.

The first step to kanwledgs is to know
that we are ignurant.-—Cecil
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