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: CHAPTER VII—(Continusd.)

"Look here, Nelllo, said the squire,
at length, “you can't imagine for one in-
stant that I hnve any intention of coere-
Ing Maude on the point. Only give it u
trial, Be reasonable, You say she cores
for no one else at present. Lot her seo
young Pearmnn, and like him, if she cnn.
If not, there's an end of ir: but if she
could fancy him, it would be well for all
of us, Ruin stares us in the face—this
would avert it. Bhe, poor girl, will ™
left but indiferently off should anything
bappen to me: this fusures her position,
and luxuries. I don't see why it shouldn't
be,” and Dinison shot u keen glance at
the pale face opposite,

“I' will do what you wonld have me,
Harold.” returned his wifo, quietly. “I
don't think that I have ever seep Mr.
Penrman, but I had formed such high
bopes for Maude! 1 never crossed yull
yets iv is not lkely I should begin now,
when vou're in such trouble. But, ol 1
do wish Glinn could be saved in any
other way "

“You huve been a good wife to me,
Neltie dear,” said the squire, s he rose,
il pressed Lis lips te Mrs, Denison's
fuir chicek, “Youn don’t ses this in the
right light, but you will when you think
It over. Meanwhile, you will do what 1
want—eht"

“I will tell Maude when you deem it
necossary,” returngd the soft volee of his
wife: “but, Harold, T can't think e right;
though you know best.”

*You have not thought 1t over as I
have, Do s0, and you will change your
mind,” siid Denlson, as he left his wife's
boudoir.

Sndly mused the wife over her hus-
bund's communication. Quiet, undemon-
strative woman as she was, yet Eleanor
Denison had been brought up from her
cradle a thorough belisver in the dogmn of
caste, nnd even her gentle nature rebelled
at the idea that a daughter of hers should
wed the son of a low-born attorney. We
know her passionste idolutry of Maude,
surpmssing even o mother's love. It Is
easy to picture the bitter tears she shed
after that morning's interview. She was
& woman naturally given to weeping.

No pussionate storm of Inmentation,
but n gentle shower of mourning. As
Harold Dpnison's wife she had had mani-
fold opportunities of practicing her voen-
tion, yet 1 doulr whether he over loft
ealter tears ruuning down her cheeks
than e did that bright spring afternoon.

e
JOTHAPTER VI

Seldom did eye rest on a prettier ple-
ture than was made by bonnie Maude
Deuvison this early April morning. The
close-fitting  French grey merine dress,
with the plain linen collar and cufls, set
off her beautifully molded figure to por-
foction, while the cerise neck-ribbon just
relieves and gives warmth to her some-
what neutral-tinted robe. Mareover, that
ehe had just returned from a successful
raid on the conservatory, a snow-white
camellin and jis blood-red sister coquet-
tishly twisted in her glossy brown hair,
sufficlently attested—those crown jewels
of the floral world loaking more in place
now than when adorning their parent
atems,

“Gioodl morning, sweet mother mine,”
eried Muude, ns Mrs, Denison entered
the breakfast room. “Only look at the
plunder I've bronght you! 1 found old
Judking' flowers unguarded this morning,
and | gathered and plucked, Isn't that a
bouguer, mamma, to greet you in April?'*

“Yes, love—glorious. No nesd to tell
me Jwlkins was away, or never would
his pets have been despoiled in this wise."

“No, vross old thing! e thinks flow-
ers were mude only to look at on their
stems, and not to wear or devorate
roome.""

The entrance of Harold Denison here
chocked conversation.  He nodded a eare-
less “'Good morning™ to his daughter, and
then plnnged moodily into his correspond-
ence, e found nothing thers, appar-
ently, to raise his spirits. At length,
thrusting his letters into his pockets, he
rose.

CWell”™ he sald, “things look blacker
and blucker. It's no use strogeling; the
gooner my scheme is teisd, the better, Do
what you promised yesterday.  Delay is
usoless,”

“Hut, Harold—" pleaded his wife
as the ever-rendy tears rose to her eyes,

“Dion't be foolish, It's our ouly chance,
Understand,” he said, crossing over to his
wife's chair, and lowering his voice so
that his danghter could not eateh his
worils—"just put it before her in 0 com-
mon sense way this morning, How can
you tell she will object. She can do as
ghe likes nbout it. I have no wish to
coeree her in any way ; but, mind, tell her
the whole truth. It is only fair the pro-
posal should be Inld before her. I'll come
up to your room after luncheon, and you
can tell me how she tnkes it;” and, turn-
ing on his heel, Harold Denison left the
room. '

“Whnt's the matter, my mother,” sald
Maude, as she stole to Mrs. Denlson's
gide, and, passing her arms round her
neck, luid her fair, fresh young cheok
agninst the pale, worn, troubled face.
“More of these dreadful money miseries,
I suppose ; but don't look so tearful over
it. Papn looks so gloomy, and you so
sad, It's enough to frighten poor me, Even
if he has lost some more money, I sup-
pose we shall always bave emough to
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tive upon ; and if you and I, mother, can’t
mve new dresses for everso long, that's
aothing to be very gad nbout.”

I am afraid Mande Denison is display-
ing an ignorance of the world, and a dis-
regard to the vanities and gewgaws there-
f, that may seem a litile high-strained ;
but recollect that she is but eighteen,
that the Xmbinster was her first ball, and
that, owing to her father's pride and
straitenad eireumstances, she Las lived a
very secluded life,

Few wore the strangers that came with-
In the gates of Glinn of lnte years, Har-
old Denison scorned to entertain nnless
he could do so with all the old lavigh
profusion—that prodignl hospitality of
former times which had entalled sueh bit-
terness in his pressnt daily bread. His
wife, nnturally an extremely sensitive
womnan, shrunk nlse from mixing in so-
civty in a much more humble and modest
way than she hud bheen wont to do, She
was not of the tempernment to face the
half-whispered comments and  aprafised
ovelirows of lier country neighbors : “Poor
thing! I hear he lias ran through every-
thing: even the carringe horses have to
be put down." Remarks of this kind
were past her endurancs, and so it was
that gince she left ychool, some two years
ngo, Maude had led a very secluded life,

True, many an old friend of the Deni-
sons had offered to take oare of the girl
to various gajetiss In' the county, even if
they could not induce Mrs. Denison to
come to thelr houses and chaperone her
own daunghter; but all such invitations
had besn met with & brief though cour-
teous refusal. Poor lady, she had more
than once pleaded in her darling's bebalf ;
but, wrapped in his own selfish pride,
Harold Denison eaid fiercely, he would
bie patronized by no one,

And so Maude grew up like some wild
floawer, though not “born to bloom and
blush unseen.' For are there pot already
two who wonld fain plock the wild flower
and gather it to their bosoms if they may?

Did Maude know she was handsome?
Of course she did, She wnnted no Xmin-
ster ball to tell her that, What girl
over fifteen, in the most primitive of
nations, Laving beauty, Is unaware of
ity If there are no looking glasses, are
there not deep pelucid waters that will
serve as such¥—Nature's mirrors where-
by to wreath wild flowers in the hnir?
Magidens of our ad¢anced civillzation may
ba haunted with misgivings, Given the
face of an angel, ean we tell how it may
stand the “muke-up” that fashion seems
to have decreed in these days? How dark
eves and eyelashes will go with golden
hair is, of course, an open question. 1
can faney the nervousness of those dusky
Indian belles till they have ascertained
the effect of paint and pigments, and what
anxions moments our remote Ancestresses
must have had when they first put on
their woad !

Thus it enme about that Maude Denison
had been out but on very few occasions,
and had it not been that her godmother,
who having gold to bequeath, was too im-
portant & person to be tritled with, had
insisted on bearing her off, slie had never
seen that memorable Xminster ball,

Twelve o'clock, and the sun shines
brightly into Mrs. Denison’s  boudoir,
throwing rieh tints through Mande's
hrown tresses, and lighting up the pale
face of her mother; that joyous, tearful,
capricions, womanigsh April sun—so like
a4 woman in its glowing strength, so like
lier, again, in its overclouded weakness !
PPoor Mrs, Denison is still pondering on
how to begin the dread rask her lord has
wet her. She knows that glozing phrase
of “not wishing to coerce the girl's de-
cision,” is buot the meanest mockeries;
she can look back upon that airy preface
of “not that 1 wish to sway you, my
dearest Eleanor,” in go many cases, and
remembers too well that whatever may
have been her misgivings or dislikes, the
prograny has generally been carried out
in its original integrity.  She has borne
these things meekly., They concerned but
herself ; now they thresten her danguter.
Weak womnn ns she is; she would fain
stand at buy here.  Still, thongh infui-
tively knowing that it was false, there is
the specious reasoning of her hushand’s,
that the thing ought to be submitted to
Mande herself. Again the tendrils of her
affections are twined round dear old
(linn; she feels what a bitter wrench it
would be to say farewell to the old place.
Above all, there is the strong will of that
selfish husband, whom she sgtill loves so
dearly, under whose thrall her life has
pissed.

CHAPTER IX.

What slaves these weak women are to
those miserable cluy idols they have set
ap only to fall down before and worship |
Adoration is the main part of a woman's
love, How they still revere these worth-
Irss images, despite the daily proof they
have as to what miserable potter's ware
they are composed of. But they go on,
evan when bruised and beaten, still firmly
believing in their old romantie ideal, Oh,
yes, women will shut thelr eyes to many
things sooner than give up that dream
of their girlhood. They would sooner re-
main blind than awake to find themselves
utterly bankrupt, and their account far
overdrawn at Cupid and Company's. A
woman will forgive the man she loves ov-
erything except inconstancy, and only
cling the closer to him through erime or

But there must never have &ris-

en a doubt In her mind that she Is not
still sole mistress of his heart; and with
ull bis fanlts, Harold Denigon hud neder
Lirounght the tears to his wife's eyes in this
wise,

But I am wandering for away from the
mistress of Glinn, sUll musing on ler
unweleome task, Like her, 1 am loth to
begin, though the miserable story must he
told, for the furtlierance of this nareativa
It im stealing the bloom off the girlliool
of such a maiden as Maude when you first
break to her that she is pot up to sue
tion as veritably as i she
Consinntinople slave market,
s suppressed it but in the West (he
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trade goes on merrily, st Lard Penzany o child, and,

finds it quite as much ks he ean do to

[y tulh IEESRWaL oo ‘l\[:',:illll..:ft!lmﬁlllml of which 18 a secret.

noring natural feeling in the
matrimonial,

“Muude, dear,” at last olserves Mrs
Denison, “whom did you like best of all
your partners at the Xminster ball %

“Like best!" and Maude's great grey
eyes opened wide as she uncolled hersel!
from the sofa upon which she lounged,
intent on the latest novel Mudie had for-
nished, “What mnkes you nsk that,
mother?”

“Newver mind!  Tell me"

“Well, I don't know: 1 never thought
ahout it. Gus Brisden wax nics, and
Charlie Tollnmache—he's a dragoon of
some kind, yon know—he was great fun,
and valsed very well. Then thers was
Mpe, Handley, not very young, but I got
on very well with him. 1 think, though,
I liked dancing with Gren best: he can
vialse—and then we had such Ilnonghing
over other people; but he got sulky to-
wards the finlsh, I'm sure [ don’t know
why, I'm yery fond of Giren, you know,
mother, but he bullies me and ean bhe
very nnsty wt times, nnd the finish of
that ball happened to be one of thoss
times, I don't know why,” continued the
girl, meditatively, “unless it was my dane-
ing with thnt Mp, Pearmon; what could
that matter to him?*"”

“And did you and Grén part on bad
terms?"’

“No; 1 eame down and gave him his
coffee before he went away, and he—
kissed me—and so we parted friends.”

1 think, had I been Grenville Rose, 1
should have preferred Maude being a lit-
tle more reticent about the kiss, Still,
the slight hesitation in her speech, the
slight flush that crossed her cheek as she
alluded to it, were favorable gigns to an
astute observer, He had kissed her as
his couxin all his life—why should the
recollection make her blush and lesitate
now? Younng people mitunted in this way
may like each other for years; the ex-
plosion of some msthetie force suddenly
awakes love, More often than not the
train s lit through the precautions taken
to prevent it. The doctrine of separation
is in high favor among chaperones, but
they often forget that when usging it
with & view to a contrary result, :

“But you don't say anything ahout
Mr, Pearman, Muaude ; did vou like him?"

"Well, ha was pleasant and amusing

enongh. 1 only bnd one quadrille with
him, you know. Huat Gren scolded so
about my dancing with him at all; and
said he wasn't ‘form,’ or ‘bad form,' or
something or other—meaning, in short,
that I ought not to hitve stood up with
him. If he waso't fit to be danced with,
mother, why did they introduce him to
me?" and Maude raized her pretty eye-
brows, as if she had propounded a regu-
lar poser,

“] gea no reason in the world.
not ona of the old county families, but
his father is very rieh, and he will take
his place, ere muny years are over, in
the county. 1t depends, of course, a good
deal upon how he marries, Suppose he
fancled yon, now, Maude—we nre very
poor, you know—what would you say to
ity v

“1 !—Mother, dear, what makes you ask
such a question? I'm sure T don't know,
(3linn is happy home enough for me at
present. But 1 don't think, if T did mar-
ry, 1 should like there to be any doubt
about my husband being a gentleman ; and
they—that is, T mean Gren—didn't seem
to think he was.' '

“Gren, my dear, is prejudiced. Young
Mr, Pearminn has had an university eduo-
cation, and though his father was a no-
body, he mixes, I'm told, with all the best
people round.”

“Well, it don't mueh matter; P'm never
likely to be called on to decide. 1 think
I'd rather not, if it was so. But you
don’t menn to say, mnlflor. you are try-
fog to fit me with n busband out of my
hall partners! Oh, you secandalons
mateh-making  mamma!"—and Maude
loughed merrily,

“But suppose 1 was, whom would you
clipowe?"

“Oh, dear, none of them, If it came
to the worst, I should say I was engnged
to Gren"

“My dear Maunde!"

“Nb; dear Maude never had the chance
yet: he never asked her, and I don't
think it at all likely he ever will, But 1
tell you what, mother, if I really was in
sieh a quandary, 1 think I should ssk
him. T ecould tell him nfterwards, yon
know, it was only to get myself out of a
sornpe, and Gren's been doing that for
me nlways yd

“Stop, Mande, and listen seriously to
what I hnve to say to you: Mr, Pearman
hns nsked in enrnest to be allowed to
pay his nddresses to you. Your father
recommends you to think over it quietly
and soberly. Bear in mind that we ara
vory poor, and that he will be very rich.”

“Mr. Pearman waonts to marry me!”
and the girl's face changed into a stara
of blank astonishment; “why, I never
saw him but once.”

“No, love; but It is true, for all that”

“Well, mother, I ean hardly belleve It.
On my word, I'm obliged to Mr. Ponrman,
I presume he thinks girls, like hothouse
fruit, are & mere question of what you
will glve for them, Best lot him know,

He is

mother ming, that yonr daughter Is ndﬂ}-
er to be wooed nor won In that fashlon.
(To be continued.)

ABYSSINIAN DETECTIVES,

Larious Experiment Employed to
Find Criminsls and Robhers,

A curious diplomatie ineldent has,
na the I'arls Petit Parisian hears from
Abyssluia, occurred at  Addis Abab.
According to  this story, whenever n
theft I8 committed the owner of the
stolen property applies to n sort of
corporation, known as “Lisd Aectal”

(or seekots after robbers, which sels
staod] tn the | Immedintely to work in a very simple
The Tork fand primitive fnshilon,

The chief of this corporation selects
In the presence of four
witnesses, glves It a bevernge, the com-
After
the child has drunk the Hguid a pipe
is handed to It, and after a flew
whiffs, which have completed the stu-
pefaction of the unlucky creature, It s
led out for a walk.

When at lust the child has stopped
before some habitation, it is promp-
Iy and very convenlengly nssumed that
the theft has been committed by the
tennut, who I8 ot onee arrested. The
chilef of the corporation 18 rewnrded
for hls share in the detection of the
presumed  cnlprit by o commisslon on
the amennt of the stolen property,

Now, 1t happened, n litle while ago,
that the child whiclh hnd ben pressed
into such o service, halted near o bit
of ground belongiog to a Earvopean le
gntlon,  The erowid, which bad follow-
wd, broke down the Inclosure, and the
Inelosgupe, and the ehief of the” “Lich
Actal,” thas enconrnged,  Tusisted  on
the wrrest of an Interpreter, 'Fhe re-
sult hus Leeng ns o our contemporary
adds, an emplatie protest on the part
of the diplomatie  corps,  which, at
| least, refuses to put falth in this queer
mode of tracking o thief to his lolr,

The Homely One—8hall you marry
Jack 11 refuse Him%? The Pretty One
—Yes, or If you sceept him.

Customer—I would llke some butter,
pledise,  New Asslstant (late of clgnre
gtorer—Medlom, mild or strong?

Mack—I)e  Broke's ancestors swere
nmong the first settlers.  Tallor—Ile
doesn’t take after them,—Town Toples,

“Yep, woman 15 certalnly de cause

of me belng dis way, If me wife hadn't
lost her job, 1I'd hiad o bome vight now.,"
--New Orleans Pleayune,
] Wife i(after a quarrel)—I wish |
had never met you, Hub—Oh, yes!
Now when @t Is too Inte you nre sorry
for me,—Boston Transceript,

She—How A1 Mr. SBmith ever come
to be suel o wonder ot golfing?  He—
Dattlog his collar button from under
the Ded with 0 vard stiok,

“Qee, Iritz, we bave been engaged
now seven venrs' “Yes, dear; that

Cmeans so omany yenrs less of marrled
Hfe"—Meggendorfer Blatter,

* “1 made enough money In Wall street

st week to buy a house and lot.”
“IDId yon boy 17 *Well, no; but 1
wish I had"—New York Herald,

She-—Do you think the married men
really envy the bachelors? Ile—Ask
mi if I think a barnyard fowl envies
the wiin duck.—Phlladelphin Record,

Query—Do you belleve In  vacelnn-
| tion every seven years? Reply—
lRul]wr! I'he operation keeps the girls
from plaxing the plano for nearly a
week |

Hurker—They say that Rounder's
wife has money.  Parker—Well, that
fsu't Rounder's fnult. They hove been
mierled only 0 week.—Chleago  Dally
News,

The [Mushand—Well, say what you
will, my denr, vou'll flnd worse men
than me In the worll. The Wife—Oh,
Tom, how ean you be so bitter?—The

Sketeh,
“Our  charges are the lowest In
town,” observed  the  barber.  “Cut

cutes, oh sald the costomer, ns he
woked at hls lncerats] chin In the
glnss.—Judge.

The Dear Givl—=He bad the Impu-
dence to nsk me lur o Kiss!  Her Denr
Friend—The fdea ! Whnt cheek! I'he
Dear Girl (blnshing)—Ie wasn't par
ticulnr which,

Migs Kitty—Before you were mnr-
rled, Mrs. Blunt, did  your hoashand
bring you many flowers?  Mrs, Blunt
—1 didn't have nny husband before [
wis married, dear,

“8o, your dianghter s Improving In
her plano playing?  *“Yes,"” answered
Mr. Cumrox. “You enjoy It “No
But It doesn't make me ns nervous ns
It used to)'—Washington Star.

Hubby—What!  Another new dresst
Witey—Well, don't be 80 cross,. 1
Botght 1t with my own money, Hubiby

Your own? Where did you get It
from? Wifey—I sold your fur coat,—
'uck.

*Of course)” gnid the optimist, “if a
man gets lnto the hablt of haoting trog-
ble he's sure to find 1" “Yes" replied
the pessimist, “and If he's so lazy that
ho nlways tries té avold It, it will tind
him. 8o what's the difference?”

rather

AN APPROFRIATE PLACA.

Polnt In the Service That She Waa
Anxlously Walting For,

Mrs, Martin and Mrs; Saanders wee
discussing the merits and dillvulties or
wilsts that button up the back,, and
Mrs. Martin said definitely that she did
not Hke them; they are (rescherous;
that one enn never be sure of them.
Her fricod adimitted that they are un-
certain, but declared that they are so
much prettier than the stiflf, straight,
buttoned-up-the-frout kind, that she
preferred  them.  “Exeept in
church,” she ndded, with a litle shrlek
of ainusement.

“I nlways take off my coat—St,
Thomas's Is sp dreadfully hot, you
know, and then [ sit way, way up hy
the chancel, If T aldn’t [ wonkin't
mind, for I ean stare down anything
wrong with the front of my walst
a rip, a tear, a caseade of Ink, even.
I Just put my whole personallty In my
glance, and people never notice.  But
I can't turn round In chureh,”

Mis, .\Iurllz‘mllr‘nnuml an assent.

“Amld the other Sunday,” went on
Mrs, Suunders, “I just felt something
wig wrong,  The minute 1 thok off
wy cont the congregation's eye seemed
glued on we, and then T was certadn
that those three buttons that [ never
can mannge hoad agaln betrayed me.'

“Whnt did vou do?" asked Mrs. Mar-
tin, cwith Interpst, for Mrs, Satunders
wis known to be resonuresful,

“OY nlrlly, I Just walted for an
appropriste pliee fn the serviee, and
then o

“Why, what In the world do you
mean?  What appropeinte ploce?" In
terrupted  Mres. Marting enrlonsly,

“O goosey! Why, when we knelt
down and sald, "We have left undona
the things that we onght to have done,’
of ponrse.  Conld anything be plalner?
I just buttoned them up, then and
there!"

"

“lliness’ of Metnls,

In s departinent bhenring the head-
Ing “Annotations,” the London Lancet
dlscusses the “Hinesses™ of the elements
and declares that some of the “slek-
nesses” (o which the metnls are sub-
Jeet are nlmost startlingly human In
thelr witure, The article snys, In part:

“I'hiere are abundant chemieal phoe-
nomena fndieptg  that stalbidty can
only be a relative term, nnd the truth
I8 prolnbly that no element I8 abso-
lutely stable. The discovery of radinm
has dntrodueed the doctrine of degrada-
tlon, but whether that pe definltely es-
tmblighed or not, and roadlo-energy
apart, spontaneons chunge would ap-
pear to be as true of lnorganie mate-
rinls as It I8 of orgnnlzed entities.

“Yellow phosphorus  gradunlly  as-
sumes o new complexion If left to the
agencles of thime, finlshing a beauatiful
dark red, s this a step In s retro-
grade movement townrd becoming, that
is, nn element of a lower order?  Why,
ngaln, does tin cromble to 0 gray pow-
dep If exposed for a long time to the
cold? Tinfoll succumbs In the same
wiy and becomes crystilline and brit-
tle right through., Why, agnin, does
the rallway line snap except that It Is
attacked by the same ‘crystalllzing
disense’? i

“It would even appear thut certaln
metuls have thglr ‘llnesses,” us though
thelr netivities were Interfered with by
n toxle process which muy be pushed
in many enges to such ao extent thap
the metnl ‘dies”’

Iundvisnble.

* Durlng n snowstorm on the Highland
rallwny a tealn was held op for an
hour or two.  The guard, o cheery Seot,
passed along the carvluges trying to
keep up the spirits of the passengers.
An old gentleman migeeily  compladned
that If the tealo ddo’t go on he would
“dle of cold.”

“Iak’ my adviee an® no' dae that,”
replled the guard, “Min® ', we chulrgo
n shltin® a mile for vorpses.” —Dundee
rAdvertiser.

A Mostponement.

1 thought you were golng to be mar-
ried In Muareh,” sald the tall girl

STt expected to be' sald the bloe-
eyed girl, *“but 1 hove put [t oft till
June because my hirthday comes  In
Mareh, and If [ get married then my
wedding nnnlversary and bicthday wil
come right together In future years and
I'll get only half n8 mny presents, bes
cause everybody will make one set of
presents do for both oceaslons.”

—ﬁnnr Mk,

The milk was not of the desired
gwoetness one worning, and Hitle Elmer
pushed his glass away after tuking »
sip.

"“What's the matter with the mllk,
Elmer?” nsked his mother.

YT guess the wmllkmon has been feed-
ing his cow on plekles,” was the reply,

Postal Treadmilis,
“Talking about treadmills,” said the
owner of the flat. “My little postman
anys he's been on this bent for niue-
teen years, Tmngine walking aronnd a
couple of blocks five or slx thwes a day
for nineteen yenrs."”

Too many people make the mistake
of putting up thelr future happiness as
collateral for the lonn of a few wul-
lars
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