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CHAPTER II. Continued.
"Ah! that is good of you indeed, if

. you knew the load that you have taken
off my mind! I will put
down in writing what I wish done about
her; she will not be penniless and you
will look after all that for her, will you
not? And besides, as I told you, it is
highly probable that such a contingency
as her being left will never arrive, and
that I shall live for years to look after
her myself; Indeed, I believe that the
peace of mind your promise has given
me will prolong my life to its natural
limits."

Brian looked round the room once
more; were the flowers and the feminine
trifles which adorned it the evidence of
Miss Laybourne's taste, he wondered.

"Your daughter, is she in the next
room? May I not be introduced to her?"

"Oh, she has gone to bed ages ago,"
replied the naturalist, an answer which
fully confirmed Brian in his conviction
that the young lady In question was ten
years old.

"Janie will take her," he thought to
himself. "She is a good, motherly crea-
ture; we can have her educated with
little Lorrie; one governess will do for
the two, and I daresay by and by Janie
will find her a husband, and I shall uot
have much trouble about the child."

CHAPTER III.
"Do you belong, may I ask. to the

genus ape, bird or pixie?" said Brian
Desmond, as he stood looking up into the
branches of the cherry tree.

It was 7 o'clock In the morning, a
creditable hour for him to be abroad,
perambulating the garden. The birds
were shouting their morning paeans to-

gether, in a glorious chorus of confused
sweetness. The dew lay fresh and heavy
upon the grass under hii feet, the flow-
ers opened wide their starry cups to
greet their lord the sun, and Brian Des-
mond stared up into the cherry tree,
"where, among the crimson drops of ruddy
fruit, was perched a small, elf-lik- e crea-
ture, with yellow hair, white garments
of Indistinct formation, and preternatur-all- y

large blue eyes that gazed down
gravely into his.

"Neither," answered the creature seri-
ously. "Genus man sex feminine. I
am a woman."

"Indeed?" doffing his hat with mock
politeness. "I am glad to have been in-

formed of so important a fact; had you
not told me, I should never have divined
it. Why did you not say a 'baby?'"

"Because I am a woman," she repeat-- d

seriously.
Brian laughed. This, of course, must

le Miss Lay bourne, his future charge,
Aged 10.

Indeed, seen from this lower level,
crumpled up over his head, into a small
twisted form between the arms of two
branches of the tree, she might certainly
have passed for 10 years old.

"What is your name, you odd little
Xirl?"

"Upon my tombstone I shall be de-
scribed as Catherine Elizabeth Lay-bourn-e.

As I am not yet placed beneath
It I have been hitherto called Kitten."

"You are a very amusing kitten, at
any rate," he said laughingly. "Come
down and talk to me."

"Why should I? You get up her and
talk to me."

"Good gracious! Do you know my
age?"

"Thirty-eight,- " replied Kitten prompt-
ly, being well informed upon this par-
ticular point.

"Why, you seem to know everything,"
answered Desmond, In surprise.

"Things are not what they seem, then.
There is something I don't know yet.
If you come up here I will tell you."

"Upon my life " lie began, but
simultaneously he began to climb also.
He swung himself lightJy up on to the
brnneh, and landed himself by Kitten's
side.

"What is it you don't know?" he asked
her, noting that on nearer inspection
she certainly must be over ten.

"I don't know whether you like cherry
tart or not." He forebore with wonder-
ful to express his disap-
pointment at this apparently irrelevant
remark.

"Hum that depends," he said medita-
tively. "On the cherries to begin with;
they must be ripe. On the crust, which
must ba flaky. And upon the condi-
ment served with It, which must be
cream."

"Then you had it all last night!" she
cried triumphantly. "Did you like It;
was it nice?"

So It was not an irrelevant catechism,
tiut a trap to catch him, after all. He
owned with confusion that he had not
tasted any of the cherry tart In ques-

tion.
"Oh, what a shame! And I had thought

of It so much. Why didn't you eat it?"
"I really don't know."
"It must certainly be as I said to

Daddy," she remarked, surveying him
reflectively with those grave infantine
blue eyes; "it must be because you are
too old."

"As you are on the subject of age,
perhaps you will kindly favor me with
yours?" he said.

"Certainly. I am sixteen."
"Sixteen!" he cried in amazement.

"Why, I thought you were only ten."
"Then you were very stupid to think

so," she replied, In a perfectly tran-
quil voice.

He looked at her attentively. He be-

gan to perceive that she was no child,
but a lovely girl of the most fairy-lik- e

type, a flower bud Just emerging Into
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womanhood. Her gold crowned head,
her pure delicate-hue- d profile turned
slightly from him, the transparent taper
fingers that played with a cluster of
crimson cherries all were those of a
woman, and not of a child. He had
been stupid, no doubtl

And then he fell to wondering what
on earth he should do, should this
strange, elf-lik- woman-chil- d ever be left
upon his hands. Brian began to think
that he had undertaken rather more than
he bargained for.

"I am going to get down now, please."
"Pray allow me to assist you?" said

Brian In his best society manner.
The nearest approach to a laugh that

Kitten ever Indulged in fluttered softly
from her rosy lips. In less time than it
takes to describe she had swung herself
lightly on to the dewy grass, and stood
looking up at him with grave blue eyes
in which there lurked now a suspicion of
demure roguery.

"Can I assist you?" she said, gravely.
Brian laughed. "What an elf you are.

I fear my descent will neither be so
swift nor so graceful as yours, Miss ;"

nevertheless he accomplished It,
although in a blundering fashion.

They wandered along the garden paths
together. The dew brushed against their
garments, the flower dust from the gold-

en hearts of the marigolds, and the nas-

turtiums was shaken by their passing
footsteps. The flickering sunlight came
shaft-lik- e down through the over-archin- g

boughs above their heads.
The professor standing between the

muslin draperies of the open breakfast
room window, watched them as they
came slowly along. Desmond's tall head
stooped toward his companion, his hand-
some red bronze face burnt by the sun
of foreign lands, was bent with friendly
kindness toward the upturned flower-lik- e

face by his side; his eyes that were
somewhat grave with the shadow of a
past grief, and somewhat tender, too,
with the reflex of a kindly nature, were
fixed with a pleased admiration upon the
girl's youth and beauty.

Kitten tripped lightly by his side, shy-

ness was not in her; she chattered freely
about the cows, and the dogs, and her
pet starling in his cage, saying anything
that came into her head; sometimes with
the playful foolishness of a child, some-

times with that gleam of world-wis- e

shrewdness which crossed her more friv-

olous moods with strauge unexpected
suddenness.

The naturalist looked at them both as
they came nearer. His child was fair
and sweet and lovely. Brian was still
young, he was a good fellow, a brave
man and a gentleman. Through the old
man's mind there darted a sudden
thought

"Why not?" And then he added to
himself, "That would be better for her,"
and a smile softened his eyes as the
thought grew and grew upon him more
and more.

"Are you coming in to breakfast, Miss
Laybourne?" inquired Desmond, as they
drew near the house.

"Breakfast! I have breakfasted al-

ready!"
"On what, Queen of the Fairies?"

Dewdrops, I imagine."
"No, upon cherries and milk; It was

my breakfast hour you broke in upon
when you interrupted me Just now. You
startled me so that I had not time to
finish."

"I am very sorry, but you see I have
no acquaintance with the habits of tree
elves; no doubt you dislike me extreme-
ly for my blunder."

"No. I don't dislike you," she answer-
ed musingly; "in fact, I like you; yes,
I think I like you better than I do
Boy Grantley."

"And who, pray, is Roy Grantley?"
"Well, he's a boy. I have known

him for years."
"And yet you like me as well? Is not

that rather ungrateful, Miss Kitten, to
this old friend of yours? He would be
angry if he heard you."

"No," she answered simply, "because
he does not mind ingratitude boys don't
when they are infatuated."

"And is Mr. Roy infatuated then?"
asked Brian, looking intensely amused.

"Frightfully; he worships me, you
know. It is tiresome."

"And how are you prepared to regard
me, as a worshiper or as an object fit
for worship?"

He looked at her playfully, the grave
blue eyes met his, then dropped swiftly

a slow flush mounted to her brow.
Something In the electric glance of his
eyes caused her to tremble before him
with a sweet shyness that wag something
new to her. And Brian Desmond saw
that he had awakened the woman in
the child's heart.

All that day he wandered with her
about the 'woods and the fields, with
stated Intervals, of course of serious
conversation with her father. He picked
wild flowers for her, dog-rose- s and
honeysuckles from the hedges, long trails
of briony to wind round her hat, or
meadowsweet and waving rushes from
the tangled fringe of the stream that ran
lazily through the meadows below the
house.

Kitten soon recovered herself, and
chattered freely to him of her simple life
and its pleasures. Now and then she
stole a side glance up at him, and said
to herself: "He is far better than Roy,
though he Is so old."

And Roy was away; he was paying a
visit to his uncle. There- was no sun-
burnt, shock-heade- d boy to come clam-
bering over the fence to disturb her
tete-a-tet- with her new friend.

"I am glad he It away," said Kitten
to herself, with the ingratitude of her
ex. "Roy la not amusing like Mr. Des--

mond; he cannot talk and understand
things one is thinking about; he only
looks foolish and says silly things, and
he would be horribly in the way, poor
boy!"

Two three days passed away with
lightning quickness; on the fourth Brian
was to go. Kitten counted the lessen-in- g

hours as they speeded by, with ever
increasing sadness.

"Only one day more',' she said to her-
self when it came to the last. "One
more ramble in the garden. One more
lunch with Daddy sitting by, talking to
him of things I don't understand. Then
one more afternoon together in the woods
and the fields, then the evening and the
dinner fiour, and the stroll in the moon-
light for the last time. Then night, and
In the early morning he will go." She
reckoned up the precious moments as a
miser counts his gold, and after all the
day was a failure, as so many "last
days" are-- apt to be to which we have
looked forward with a trembling eager-
ness.

It rained all the morning. Mr. Des-
mond remained closeted in the profes-
sor's study for all the long hours between
breakfast and lunch. Kitten was told by
her father that she might "run away."
She poutej a little bit, anil resented for
the first time being treated like a child.
After a long time she heard the study
door open and a step across the flagged
hall outside.

"Kitten! Kitten! Where are you?"
called a voice outside. A curious sense
of happy shyness kept her silent. She
crouched closer under the shelter of the
old faded morone curtains nad was still,
though her heart was beating strangely.
She heard him go out into the porch,
then come in again and en to the kitchen
door. Keziah would surely tell him where
the was. The step came back quickly,
the handle of the door turned.

"Kitten, are you here?"
She stooped her yellow head low over

her book, there was a reason why she
did not want to look up or to answer.
But he saw her in her corner, a little
mite all In white, with a bent, sunny
head against a framework of faded red.

"Little witch! where have you hidden
yourself? Why did you not answer?
Why, Kitten, Kitten, what is the mat-
ter? Why, you are crying!"

She tried to turn away her tear-lade- n

eyes and to force her lips into a smile,
but the heavy drops tumbled over on to
ber small hands, and the rosy lips could
only tremble.

"It is your last day," she said plte-ousl- y;

"and and it is half gone al-

ready."
He sat down beside her on the ground

and took the small frail hands in his
own. It went througii his mind to ask
himself who, for many a long year, had
shed tears for him, because he was go-

ing away. A great tenderness filled his
heart; it was not love, it was nothing
like love even, it was only such a pity
as might fill the heart of a strong man
toward a child who is hurt. He wanted
to be kind to her, to console her, to do
her good, to wipe away those tears which
sorrow for him had conjured up, to coax
those trembling rosebud lips into a smile.

"Poor little child," he said to himself;
"what can I say or do to comfort her?
Kitten, would you like to live with me
always?" he asked of her suddenly, "to
be never parted from me?"

She looked up at him swiftly, a great
gush of Joy flashed over her face, a
smile of heaven-bor- n happiness parted
her lips.

"To live with you!" she repeated
Then her face dropped into

her hands, a crimson flush rushed sud-
denly over her whole face and throat and
the small white fingers flew up to hide
the child eyes where the woman's love
had been quickened into sudden life.

He saw then what he had done and
what she fancied be had meant. He
rose quickly and looked out of the win-

dow.
"It would be nice, wouldn't it, little

woman? You and I would become great
friends, but, of course, it is nonsense,
for you have your father;" he could not
tell her how that father was likely to
die and leave her to his care, which was
what had been in his mind when he had
talked of ber living with him.

A silence then as he still turned
away his face, she said gently: "Non-
sense, of course! as you say, I have my
Daddy."

He was relieved; her voice was so still
and quiet, there was no harm doue then,
he turned round and looked at her. She
had risen to her feet and stood facing
him with her fingers slipped into the
page of her book. There were no tears
now in her grave, sweet eyes, nor any
burning blushes on her cheeks, she was
much as usual, only, perhaps, a little
paler. Already the child was lenrnbig
the woman's lesson, to hide the wounds
of her htart from the eyes of the man
who makes her suffer. '

"But I am coming back again to see
you very soon, Kitten; we shall have
many more good hours together In the
garden and the fields."

"Yes, that will be nice."
"Now run and get your hat; see, the

rain is nearly over and the sun Is com-
ing out behind that bank of cloud; by the
time you have wrapped yourself up well
we shall be able to get out and have a
walk yet before lunch."

She turned to obey him In silence..
(To be continued.)

Heroine.
Pearl I suffered him to steal a klsi

last night
Ruby The nerve! And did you call

your mamma?
Tearl No, I am brave. I suffered

In silence.

Down lu Tttuey County a sign on a
crossroads store rends as follows:
"Tea, underwear and maple sirup; also
hides, pelts and cnrmels; also notary
publlck and soft drinks." Kansas City
Star.
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THE PERSONAL TOUCH.
By Henry f. Cope

And a mnn shall be as a biding
place from the wind, and a covert
from the tempest; as rivers of wuter
In a dry place, as the shadow of a
great rock In a weury land. Isaiah
xxxii:2.

A mnn needs men more than be
meds spirits. You can no more satis-
fy the humnu heart with departed
sjuIs than you cun appease hunger
with kitchen odors. People want peo-
ple to love. No matter how perfect
from the pedagogical point of view,
your plan of uplifting the musses by
ideals may be you will always find
that they prefer to take their Ideals
on two legs and with the light of life
in their eyes. They would rather as-

sociate with the most mediocre men
t lut it with the most highly Interesting
mummies, and you will tlnd them get-
ting more out of common people on
the street than out of the most per-

fect profiles In the art gallery.
No matter how perfect your church

worship may be In its artistic and its
intellectual appeal, its sensuous as
pects ulone will never sutlsfy that
strange hunger of the human henrt,
that longing that lends men to the
place of worship week after week.
The church may have much success
ns a club, ns nn exposition of style.
fashion, and refined sentiments, and
yet full utterly ns a church unless Jt
comes near to them and opens itself
to them so thut they feel here are
hearts that understand and ears open
In sympathy, here are wurm hand
grnspB, here Is the life giving touch.

Ordinary people cannot worship ab
striictions. The gods built of fancy
win only the worms of worship. You
might, ns well call on men to fnll be
fore the books of Euclid set on an nl
tnr ns to expect humanity to worship
the hypothetical being whom some
cull the god of henven. Still less can
men be brought to adore the proposl
tions of theology. For worship Is but
love, and you can never learn to love
a syllogism.

Ideas nlone have power as they be-

come personal. Many a mnn Is wor
shiping the good In his mother, the
gentle and sublime In some other
woman, or the heroic In some man;
and these constitute his religion.
These are people, and they satisfy
him as postulates and principles and
the properties of worship never could.
They not only set the good In the
glowing frame of life but they touch
his life with theirs; there Is some-

thing other than their goodness, their
flue chnrncters; there Is that which
mnkes them one with him.

A (iod far off from man bus always
meant man far off from God. And
come nenr to us. It is more thnn a

figure of speech that the Bible uses
when it spenks of the most High ns a
mnn, a father, a neighbor, a friend; It
is nn Indication of the closeness of
God to ourselves, of his reality, of his
Identity with us. We need not think
of him ns nn overgrown mnn, sitting
on top of the clouds; yet It is better
that he should be embodied in some
image of the form that has nlwnys
meant personality to us than that we
should lose sight of the possibility of
approach and communion with him
as friend with friend. Better to think
of God ns man with us thnn not to
know that the one over us nil Is in
living touch with tis nil.

This Is the great truth that Jesus
'cnnie to give the world. There Is no
need to define what It mny mean that
God was manifest In the flesh if we
but see in the mnn of Nazareth the
expression of all that God is to mnn.
He walked our ways of enrth to re-

mind us that the Father is still liv
ing with his family here; he touched
the sick and comforted the sad that
men might remember the hand of In-

finite tenderness and power that
reaches from henven for our constant
ueip and consolation.

Men could see the man Jesus; they
knew hi in as a mnn; looking In his
eyes they felt the thrill of a human
life; in a word, he was renl, personal,
and human to them. The simple
hearted and clear eyed among them,
longing for love, were drawn to him.
By the personnl touch he tuught them
the way of life, and wIipii they came
to teach their new found fulth to oth-
ers It simply amounted to telling the
story of their friend and to tell of
hlin as one still nenr to their lives.

To them It was no strange thing
tbnt be should say, If you have seen
me you have seen the Father. They
hud come to know that. God bad be-

come more than a theory or an histo

rical omnipotence; somehow they
nine to see that as wus this Jesus to'

them, the warm, tender, loving, help
ful rrlend, so is God to uiun, one whom
he may love nnd who must love him,
onp whom to know with all love'
knowledge, Is life eternal.

OTHER PEOPLE 8 MONEY.
Br Bishop Samuel fallows.

Tampering with other people's
money Is like tampering with a Jury.
It strikes in the one case at the very

hear of confidence
in business integri-
ty and In the other
at the very life of
Justice itself. It
was men with

wealth, add-
ed the preacher,
that St. Jamesmm flamed against
when he said:
"Your riches areBISHOP FALLOWS,
corrupted and your

garments moth eaten. Your gold and
silver is cunkered, and the rust of
them shall be a witness against you."

A distinguished college president
has recently protested ngnlnst whnt
he terms the popular outcry against
men of weulth. But he has confound-
ed things which essentially differ.
Neither the press, the pulpit nor the
people can be charged with being in
a crusade ngnlnst the rich. The voice
of Just Indignation and denunciation
has been raised against those who
have been piling up vast fortunes by
Improper methods, as well as against
men who have been guilty of malfeas-
ance in the misuse of other people's
money.

In the home of one of the greatest
Iron manufacturers hangs a framed
note for $1,000 borrowed yenrs ngo,
with which to stnrt a business that
has given us a Chicago mllllonulre.
We nil honor this mnn, who bus made
his money legitimately, and employed
during bis career thousands of work-
men. And tlmt honor is given to ev-

ery other mnn who has thus gone up
from poverty to riches.
, The revelations mudc, however, In
the management of great corporations
In which some of us are specially In-

terested as policy holders make the
nation and the world stand aghast. It
Is almost beyond belief tlint men we
hHve Implicitly trusted should be
found so derelict In common honesty
nnd simple duty as apparently unim-
peachable testimony has shown them
to be. Conscience with them, like di-

rectors In multitudes of companies,
has become "a negligible quantity."
Men who as Individuals would not
handle the personal funds of others for
their own use have not the slightest
Bcruple apparently of being guilty of
colossal theft as members of a corpor-
ate body.

SHORT METER SERMONS.
Friends never come In flocks.
I.ove Is the great human Iodestone.
Labor Is the noblest of all prayers.
All saints are homemade but none

are self-mad-

The world needs kindness more than
creeds.

When religion Is only a thing it is
worse than Aothlng.

Enough is as good as a feast; more
leads but to famine.

Even a child knows the difference
between piety and padding.

The "cloth" Is an effective Insulator
between men and the ministry.

Withholding affection Is one of the
most wasteful economies in life.

Our worst enemies are the friends
who have failed to find us prol) table.

The only doubts for which to apolo-
gize uro those you feel like advertis-
ing.

Too many hope to bull their own
religious stock by bearing that of
others.

The Lord Is not a refuge for the
man who Is looking for a soft place
to rest.

The church Is richer for a cent given
with a smile than for a dollar with a
frown.

The trouble with the habit of criti-
cism Is that It soon becomes a cloak
for our own faults.

Some people's repentence turns the
search light astern and lets the ship
take enre of Itself.

It's the mnn who hammers the
church down who complains most that
she docs not rise.

No mnn knows just how much reli-
gion he 1ms until he goes fishing alone
where mosquitoes are busy.

Some men think they are forehand-
ed when the truth Is that greed has
only made them four footed.

Better the man who limps on tho
road to heaven than the guide post
standing forever on the corner.


