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The Minister’s Wife

By MRS. HENRY WOOD

CHAPTER 1X.—(Continued.)

Jaquet put on the child’s hat and eape.
and Mr, Baumgarten escorted Lady Avon
to the carriage.

"Where are we golng, grandmamma?"
asked Cyras, as they turned into a green
lane, which led to a cross country road
In the opposite direction to the fair, near
which Lady Avon would not have gone
had she been bribed to do so,

“It Is very pretty this way; perhaps we
shall see some haymakers” she said.

Cyrns was quite satisfied; . all roads
were pretty much alike to him. They
saw haymakers, and they saw some gyp-
sles,

In returning home, when driving across
& strip of waste land or common, &n open
carringe containing an old lady encoun-
tered that of Lady Avon. Both car-
riages stopped abreast, and the ladies en-
tered into conversntion. It chanced that
they had stopped exactly opposite a gypsy
encampment, the sight of which gave Cy-
ras unbounded delight. He lhad never
seen one before.

“Grandma, look. Do look.
nice "

Lady Avon turned to Oyras' side of the
carringe and saw the settlement. She had
not before observed it. “Dear me," said
she, “n gypsy encampment! 1 wonder
they are not at the fair., The men are,
I suppose. 1 see nona about.”

“What is it, grandmamma?"

dea - .y — - Apm-

A gpypsy camp, my dear.
people who rove about the country, and
sleep in the open air at night, or in cara-
vann,"

“T wish T could. Do you ne¢ the fires,
grandmamma? Couldn’t we go to them?”

“Oh, dear, no," said Lady Avon, very
decisively, “Little boys must never go
near such people.”

The carringe deposited Cyras at the
rectory gate as the clocks were striking
one. Lady Avon watched him inside, and
then drove on. Charley came running
out-of-doors to meet his brother.

“Oh, Charley, I wish you'd been with
us!” began Cyras, “We've seen some-
thing beautiful."

“What is it7" asked Charles. “Jam?"

“It was gypsies. They'd got fires all
blazing on the ground—on the grass, you
know."

“Take me to see it, Cy'aa! Please take
me " ’

The little boys dined at the luncheon
table. That day It happened that a cler-
gyman from a distance was present at
the meal. He and Mr. Baumgarten went
into very deep converse about some pub-
lie church matters which were not giving
satisfaction, Lady Grace joined Jdn it;
thus Cyras found no opportunity to tell
of his experience touching the gypsy camp,
as he would otherwise have done.

Luncheon over, Mr. Baumgarten went
out it once with his friend. Lady Grace
proceeded to the nursery and the boys
ran to their swing—a perfectly safe one
—at the back of the house.

Isn't it
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CHAPTER X,

About 4 o'clock Jaguet went to see
after the boys. Her mistress had said
théy had gone to the swing. Jaguet could
not see them anywhere and ran round
to the front lawn. They were not there,

“Do you know where the children are,
Moaore?" she inquired, meeting the man
in the hall,

“No, unless they're with my lady in
the drawing room; they were there when
1 took in the tea and cake,” answered
Moore.

“Oh, then they are sure to be there;
trust them for stopping where there's
any cake going on,” said Jaquet. And
she went back to her nursery and to the
baby, then just waking up out of sleep.

It was § o'clock when the carriage was
brought round and the guests went away,
Lady Grace ran up to the nursery. A
maid was carrying in the tray containing
the children's tea and Jaguet's.

“Where are they?" asked Lady Grace,
looking round.

“They bave not been up here,” said
Jaquet. "1 thought they were with your
ladyship.”

“They must be at the swing,”" sald
Lady Grace.

But the children were not at the
swing; they were not in the front garden;
they did not seem to be anywhere.

Lady Grace began to feel somewhat
uneasy. She went outside the gate and
looked down the avenue which led to the
high road; still she did not think they
would run off of their own accord; even
Cyras had never done that,

Moore, Jagquet and one of the house-
malds went about, searching the house
and grounds thoroughly ; all in valn, In
the midst of the commotion Mr. Baum-
garten came home.

“The children are lost,” sald Lady
Grace.

“Tost! The children! Oh, nonsense,"”
eaid Mr. Baumgarten,

It appenared that the last seen of them
wis when Moore took the cnke and tea
to the drawing room. Lady Grace was
not very clear as to how soon afterward
they left it.

“Perhaps they have gone off to the
falr,” said Mr. Baumgarten to his wife.
41 suppose this comes of our having
promised your mother in their hoaring
that they should not go to it."

“Then it's Cyras who is in fanlt," said
ghe. “Charles would not have the sense
to do such a thing, or the courage either.”

“(Of course not. He Is too young for
that yet awhile

The falr was held on Whitton Com-
mon, on the other side of the village, and
near to Little Whitton, There was also
a way to it through fields and shady
lanes, and Lady Grace bethought herself

to dispatch Moore by that ronte, though
it was hardly likely the children had
tnken it, |

In any kind of suspense time sesms to |
move on leagen wings. When an hour |
had elapsed and did not bring the tru-|
ants, Lady Grace grew very uneasy. In
her restlessness, she put on her bonmet
and went down the avenue to where the
high road crossed it, and stood there look-
ing out. All the stragglers, passing by,
were going toward the fair; none com-
ing from it.

About half past 6, standing again In
the road, she saw Mr, Baumguarten hast-
ening back. DBut he was not leading a
child in each hand, as she had fondly
pictured ; he was alone.

“l cannot see or hear anything of
them,” he said, in answer to his wife's
impulsive question. "I don't think they
can hnve gone to the fair."

Mr. Baumgarten was utterly fatigued
and quite at a loss to decide which way
would be the best next to start upon,
(irnce shivered inwardly, pictoring the
harm which would come, or had come, to
Charley.

“Do you think they have been kid-
napped, Ryle? Both are beautiful boys."

*No, no,"” snid Mr. Baumgarten,

By degrees they became aware that sun-
dry people were speeding along the high-
way omne after another, not toward the
fair, but In the other direttion,

“YWhere ecan they he  ening® eried
Grace. “Has anything happened?’ she
inquired, running to arrest one of them—
a working man from a cottage hard by.

“It's reported that there has just been
a great landslip in that cutting they were
making for the railway, my lady, and
some people sre buried under it,” an-
swered the man. “One boy's killed."

Lady Grace cried out in terror. “Oh,
Ryle, Ryle, do you hear? she moaned.
“That's where the children are gone. The
other day when [ had them out with me
[ could hardly get them past it. They
wanted to go down into the cutting."

Mr. Baumgarten turned very pale,
“Hush, my dear!” he said, In a low, ten-
der tone, “we must hope for the best. Go
indoors, my love: keep yourself as tran-
quil as you can, while I go on with
Brice.”

Indoors! In that suspense? No;
Lady Graee could not be tranquil enough
for that. She paced about the avenue,
and sat down on the bench, and stood in
the highway watching the runners speed-
ing to the scene, ull by fits and starts
Twilight was coming on when she saw her
husband returning. Mr. Brice was with
him.

The landslip hnd not been so bad as
reported. Landslips and other mishaps
rarely are. Two men only were Injured,
and the boy spoken of; none 4f them
mortally, and Mr., Brice had attended to
them. No troce had been found there of
the children,

“I'm sure I don't know where to look
now,” said Mr. Baumgarten, his voice be-
traying his weariness. “Grace, I believe
1 must gnateh some refreshment before I
go ount again.”

She put her arm within his at once,
and led him down the avenue. *“Are you
coming, too, Mr., Brice?" she sald, hold-
ing out her hand. *That's right. I'm
sure you must need something.

Just as she was speaking the gate
opened and & group came in. A tall man,
with flashing black eyes and a yellow
gkin, evidently a gypsy, and—the two
boys., Ile was carrying Charley in his
arma; Cyras trotted beside him.

“Mamma, mamma !" eried Chnrley. And
Grace Baumgarten wondered whether she
had ever before given such heartfelt
thanks to God.

Instend of ndvancing to meet the chil-
dren and the man, Mr. Banmgarten sud-
denly sat down on a garden seat. The
same curious sickness, or pain, or oppres-
gsion—nhe hardly knew what it was—which
had attacked him once or twice befors,
seized him now, Mr. Brice and Lady
(Grace were asking questions.

“Yes, master,” said the man, address-
Ing Mr. Brice, “when we got back to the
women and children this evening these
two little gents was there with 'em round
the fire; so I set off agein and brought
'em home.”

Looking white and ll, Mr. Baumgar-
ten came forward. The paroxysm had
passed. He spoke a few heartfelt thanks
to the man and rewarded him, and took
him indoors that something to eat and
drink might be given to him.

“I shall never spenk against gypsies
ngain,” impulsively declared Lady Grace
Baumgarten,

CHAPTER XI.

The shades of twilight were fast gnth-
ering on the aisles of the old ecathedral,
and the congregation, assembled in the
choir for afternoon service, began to won-
der whether the chanter would be able
to finish withont a light, The beautiful
colors of the painted east window were
growing dim—exceedingly beautiful they
were when the sun illumined them. It
was a full congregation, unusually nu-
merons for a winter's afternoon, and one
that threatened rain.

The service concluded, the hishop gave
the blessing, and the congregation left the
thoir; but they did not leave the edifice;
they walted in the body of the cathedral
to listen to the musie, for the organist
was treating them to some of the choicest
among his voluntarics. He was an omi-
nent player, and now and then chose to
aliow them that he was wo, and would
keep them, delighted listeners, full half
an hour after the conclusion of after-
noon service.

Cyras, an indulged boy and willful, had

seampered out to the elolsters, the moment
bhe ocould steal away from the paternal
surplice, drawing his brother with him.
“Charley,” quoth he, “it's come on to
pour cats and dogs, and I promised Dy-
nevor to go out with him after college,
You go in, and bring me my top coat.”

“Oh, Cyras, don't send me! Ler me
stop and listen to the organ.”
“You stupid little monkey! Come, be

off ; or else you know what you'll get. 1I'll
allow you three minutes."”
Master Baumgarten took out his wateh,

an appendage of which he was exceasive- |

ly proud—as be spoke; and Charley,
knowing there was no appeal agninst hia
imperious brother, laid hold of the prayer
book, and flew off through the covered
passages which Jed into the deanery from
the cloisters.

Cyras amused himself with hissing and
spitting at an unhappy eat, which had by
some mischance got Inte the eloister
graveyard ; and, just before the time wns
up, back came the child, all breathless,
the coat over his arm.

Cyras snatched it from him, thrust an
arm Into one of its slecves, and was at-
tempting to thrust the other, when he dis-
covered that it did not belong to him.
Charley had by mistake brought his own,
and Cyras could not, by any dint of push-
Ing, get Into it. His temper rose; he
struck the child a smart rap on the chesk,
and then began to buffet him with the
unlucky cont. But he took eare not to
burt him. It was all show.

“You eareless little beggar! What the
bother did you bring yours for? Haven't
you got eyes? Haven't you got sense?
Now, if &

“Hnllo! what's up? What's he been at
now, Cy?"

The speaker was Frank Dynevor, Cyras
Baumgarten's especial chum when he was
nt Denham. He was considerably older
than Cyras, but the latter was a forward
hiae of hie vears, and wanld nor anknowl.
#dge a companion in one of his own age,

"I sent him in for my cont, and he
must bring his,"” explnined Cyras. “A
tanning would do him good."

“Of course it would,” said Frank Dy-
nevor. “What's he erying for?"

*For his sins,” said Cyras,

The tears stood in Charles’ epes: noth-
Ing grieved him so much as for Cyras to
be angry with him.

“He cries for nothing,” went on Cyras,
“and then they get him into the nursery
and give him sugar candy. Mamma and
old Jaquet make a regular molly of him.
Now, Master Charles, perhaps you'll go
and get the right coat. It's his fault
that I kept you waiting, Dynevor.”

“I am not going,” said Dynevor, “They
began a row at home about my running
out in the rain, so it's stopped, and I
came to tell you. Here. Cy, come down
this way."

The two boys, Dynevor's arm oareless-
ly ecast on the shoulder of COyras,
strolled off together along the cloisters
toward the obscure exit which led to the
Dark Alley, Cyras having tossed the coat
on to Charley's head, nearly throwing him
off his legs. Charley diseneumbered him-
self, and espying some of the college hoys
with whom he kept up n passing acquaint-
ance when at Denham, he joined them.
They were emerging noisily from the
school room, after taking off their sur-
plices; music had no charms for them,
80 they had not remained amidst the list-
eners in the eathedral.

Now, there was a charity school in
Denham for the sons of small parents,
where plain learning was tanght. It was
a large school, its numbers avernging
four or five times those of the founda-
tion school In the cathedral; and from
time immemorinl the gentlemen on the
college foundntion, ealled the King's schol-
ars, and the boys of the charity school
had beéen at doggers drawn. The slight
pastimes of hard abuse and stone throwe
ing were indulgpd in, whenever the oppo-
sition parties came ‘into contnel, Ani-
mosity at the present time ran unusually
high, and, in consequence of some offense
offered by the haughty college boys in the
past week, the opposition boys had ven-
tured on the unheard-of exploit of col-
lecting in a body round the eloister gate
to waylay the King's scholars on their
legving the eathedral at the close of af-
ternoon service, ‘The latter walked into
the trap and were caught; but they did
not want for “pluck nnd began laying
abont them right and left. )

The noise penetrated to the other end
of the cloister, to the ears of the two luds
parading there, and away they tore, eager
to take part in any mischief that might
have turned up. The first thing Cyras
aaw was his brother Charles struggling
in the hands of some half dozen of the
enemy, and being roughly handled.

All the hot blood of Cyrns Baumgar-
ten's body rushed to his face and his
temper; if he chose to put upon Charley
and “tan" him, he was not going to see
others do it, Ile flung off his jacket and
his cap, threw them to Dynevor, and
with his sturdy young fists doubled,
sprang upon the assajlants,

What would have been the npshot, it
I+ impossible to say, had not the master
of the opposition* boys come up; a worthy
gentleman and martinet, whom the whole
lot dreaded more than anything alive. The
very moment his portly figure wns ennght

shout after them, and then decamping to
thelr own homes,
(To he continued.)

The First Thing.

“What 18 the first thing to learn
about running a motorcar?’ asked the
curious friend.

“Beonomy In everything else,” an-
swered the man who is always getting
Into trouble."-—Washington Star,

In the Cannery,

The New Employe—If you p-please,
alr, I-I've got these cun labels mixed
up.

The Foreman—That's all right. Stiek
‘em on just as they happen to come--
Cleveland Plaiu Dealer.

“Gumerlldge Isn't & man I've a
great deal of use for,” remarked the
ritizen with the protruding walstband.
“I've only met hlm a few tlmes, just
when you've brought hlm In to lunch,
but I'm free to confess I don't llke
bim. You know [ never beat about
the bush. If I ke a man I like him
and if 1 don't I'm as lable to tell him
50 us | am to tell anybody else. 1
know he's a friend of yours, or you
think he Is; but he makes me tired,
and that's all there Is to It"

“Why, what's the matter with him?"
asked the thin man with the bushy
blaek beard. *I never heard of any-
body who had any particular fault to
find with Gumerlidge, I think he's
one of the finest fellows that ever
stepped.  1've known him for twenty
years and I've never seen anything
wrong with him.”

“No, 1 don't suppose you have,” enld
the cltizen of clrcumference. “Still, 1
should think you'd have got slck of
It In that time"

“Sirk of what?"

“Tally, sofi soap, fattery: 1that's
what T menn. That's what I don't like
about him. He puts it all over you
with a spade. That sort of thing slek-
ens me,"

“I didn't notlce him putting 1t all
over yon. He seemed to be pleasant,
as he generally ls with everyhody, but
I don’t think he fAattered you."

“No, he didn't flatter me.
flattering you."

“Gumerlidge 7"

“Yes, Gumerlidge. Take It at lunch
the last time. ‘Let Bllly order, he
says, ‘I think RBily ean order a lunch
a little better than anybody I know
of. If Bllly wasn't a corklng good
business man he'd have made the
bulllest kind of a head walter. When
I want something extra good, just the
right kind of combination of eatables,

He was

]

I tell you I put my trust in Billy ev-
ery time. "

“Well,” sald Bllly, “I guess I do
know a thing or two In that line"

“There are others,” sald the large
man, “I've got n sneaking sort of no-
tion that I'm pretty good in that line
myself. But yon were a ‘corking good
business man' as well.”

“Well, I'm not generally regarded as
a slouch,” sald the thin man with the
bushy blnek beard.

“Perhaps not. Mind you, I don't say
you are. I don't think I'm any slouch
a8 far as that goes, but I don't want
n man going around In front of me
with a trumpet proclalming it. *Bllly's
n good fellow, ‘Billy always wns a
good deal of a Indles’ man,' ‘You ecan't
fool Billy on a dlamond.’ ‘You eouldn’t
get Billy to go Into any crooked deal of
that kind,' “T'hat's one thing 1 can say
nhout Billy; T always know Just where
to find him. He'll stand by his friends,
Billy will' ‘When I'm In doubt I al-
ways ask Bllly's opinlon,' and so on'

“1 don't see anything partienlar for
you to take exceptlon to In that,” sald
the bearded man.

“Tan dan't?

“1 certainly do not."

“You llke a man who flatters yon,
do you, then?"

“I don't see why you would eall it
flattery. 1 may have a few good qunl-
itlea and Gumerlldge may have dls-
erimination enough to recognize them,
but 1 hope that len't any hanging of-
fense. For the matter of that, he wns
a good deal taken with you and I
hened him eracking you up no end
the other day to some of the people
at the club.”

“Well," sald the stout citlzen with a
slightly molllified alr, “of course 1 may
be mistaken In Wim. I wouldn't want
to judge a man too hastily, and In oth-
er respects he struck me as aniee fel-
low. What did he say about me, BI117"

—Chleago Dally News,

NEW LEASE OF LIFE FOR T0GO'S FLAG-SHIP,

A JAI' ENGINEERING TRIUMIH

|

tTHE RAISING OF THE MIKASA.
The Jnpnuese pever conslder a vessel lost,

All the battered hulks of the

Russian navy have been recoversd from the mud of Port Arthur, aud are

now efficlent members of the Mikado's

navy, Togo's Hagship, the Mikasa,

which took fire and sank In the harbor of Sasebo, has now, after months of
patlent engincering effort, been reflonted. The hull was boarded up, nll lenks

stopped, and the water pumped out.

The vessel rose to view mud-covered

and rusty, but still capable of refitment, and very soon the admiral will be
sight of off flew the crew in ignominious| on his old bridge ngain, The fire 18 now kuown to have been due to sponta-
alurm, the college boys raising n derisive | neous combustion caused by the decompositlon of chemicals.

A Pleked-Up Living.

A conviet’s complacent acceptance
of 1ife's possibilities I8 shown In a
dinlogue between the criminal and
Captain Spencer, senlor misslonary of
the English Churel Arwy. To a ques-
tlon of the eaptaln’s as to what he did
when out of prison, he replied:

“Well, In spring 1 does a bt of pea-
nicking, and In the summertime |
toes n bit of frolt-pleking, and lu the

utumn 1 does a bit of hop-pleklog”

‘On!" snld the captaln, “What hap-
wona after that?"

“wwell, now, mister,” replied the con-

viet, “I may as well be honest, and

tell ¥ou that in the winter time I doea
a bit of pocket-picking "

The missloner furrowed his brow In
amazement, nsking finally, “And what
happens then?"

The conviet answered laconleally,
“Why, here 1 am doing a bit of onkum
pleklng,"

He Needs More.

“That stage manager §s n very good
one, but there Is oue Inconslstency
about him."

“What 1s that?"

“He glves a bad actor more prompt
attention than a good one,"—Baltimore
American




