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CHAPTER X.—(Contlnued.)

Grenville had made up his mind that he
was powerless; but still, all the same,
Mande's letter must be answered. This,
Bgain, was not so easy to do. When the
girl you are in love with appeals to you
tearfully to save her from being married
to womeboldy else, the obvious course
would seem to be to run awsy with her
yourself, But, as George Eliot says,
“Running awny, espocinlly when spoken
of us ‘absconding,’ seems, at a distance,
to offer a good modern substitute for the
right of sanctuary ; but seen closely, it Is
often found Inconvenient and searcely
possible.” 8o, though to emulate young
YLochinvar and bear off your fair Ellen
of Netherby may seem the proper thing
to do on the first blush of such oceasion,
yet, on mature reflection, it may prove
hardly fensible. Mrs, Lochinvar must be
clothed and fed, while the reiving and
raiding by which that adventurous gallnnt
donbtless siipported the lady of hiz love
would, in these dnys, be known by the pro-
snic term of “robbery with violence,” The
attention of Colonel Henderson and his
myrmidons, the grave consideration of his
countrymen, and an cloquent oration,
rather to his disadvantage, by a criminnl
court judge, wanld probably be the ter-
mination of young Lochinvar's career in
these daye,

What ix he to write? What is he to
eay? Can you not guess? Of course he
will sit down and do the very thing he
should not. He ean't help, but he ecan
complicate her troubles. love is essen-
tinlly a selfish passion. Having no con-
solation to offer her, no assistance to ren-
der her, he betakes himself to his desk
and pours forth his story of love and la-
mentation. He exhorts her not to marry
Pearman, but glves her no hint of how
she in to combat the difficulties that sur-
round her. He pours forth, In good, hon-
est, genunine terms, the tale of his love:
he dwells on the certainty of his having
a home ore long to offer her through his
own exertions, and winds up with a tre
mendous peroration about having loved
ber from her cradle. He has done noth-
ing of the kind. His love is a child of
something under a twelvemonth’s growth;
and though 1 fear &l lovers romance
fearfully, they thoroughly belleve in their
figments at the time. Then comes another
wheet of postseript ahont “ecan she lave
him?" he shall know no rest till he gets
her nnswer, And after it ix all dome
anid posted, Grenville Rose feels more un-
ensy than ever. He is not thinking =0
much of poor Mnude's troubles as What
will she day to hisx declaration of love?
He racks his brain for, every trace of
favor she hns shown him all the past
year. Sweet and cousinly she has been
ever, but no sign of love ean he rerall,
Fool that 1 have been!" he mutters; “I
have been so eareful not to give her a
hint of my feelings, I wish I had that
letter back. No, I don’t, I don't know,
in short and the last fragment con-
tained pretty well the gist of Grenville's
thoughts at present.

CHAPTER XI.

Maude, as she has alrendy explyined,
has been having a hard time of It at
‘Glinn these last two or three days. Life
has been all =0 easy to her so far, that
wbe hardly realizes the facing of this,
her first genuine trouble. Rhe 8 await-
ing the post anxiously thix morning : Gren
18 certain to write to her by return, and
her belief in Gren is unbounded.

Onee more the iey breakfast table she
o drends. Fer father looks at her as a
culprit who would subvert the old Gre-
cinn story, and sacrifice her parent in-
stend of presenting her throat to the
koife. Mrs. Denlson evidently looks upon
hor as n sainted martyr. She loves and
sympathizes with her deughter; she ap-
proves of her spirited refusal, but ghe
cannot desert her old Idols. “The king
can do no wrong.” Harold Denlson's
opinion must be hers outwardly, though
in her heart of hearts she may rebuke
herself for not being on her danghter's
side.

“A letter from Grenville for yon,
Maude,” gaid her father, as he threw it
across, She and her cousin were regn-
lar correspondents, so that it excited no
remark; yet the mother noticed that the
girl, Instead of tearing it open ns was her
wont, elipped it quietly into the pocker
of her dress. Mnude felt as If she pos-
wessed a talisman agninst her troubles,
anid determined to read it in the solitude
of hoer own chamber, and there she betook
Lierself ns soon a8 hreakfnst was over,

Her cheek flushed as she perused it, and
the large grey eyes opencd wide with
astonishment. Grenville's tale of passion-
ate love would have moved most girls,
albeit e hns not as yet in these pages
figured to any great advantage—atil]
Grenville Rose bad a shewd enough head
upon his shoulders, and was a comely
man to look upon, to boot. He told his
love well, and few maidens, even I they
do not reciprocate it, can listen unmoved
when that old-world story Is passlonately
told them. 'Thers was plenty of warmth
in Grenviile's fervent pleading, and after
reading the letter through twice, Maude
dropped the paper on her lap, and, utterly
oblivious to her troubles, fell into a rev-
.ﬂlo; goomed so mtrange, Bhe had loved
and admired Gren as long as she could
remember, but she had never thought of
bim o this way—at least, she did not

think so, and yet, almost unconsciously to
herself, of late she had been more solicit-
ous nbout gaining his good opinion and
pleasing him than of yore. *“To think
Gren should care about me in this way !"
she murmured ; “and l—do I love him? 1
don't know, He's ficer, and better, .and
cleverer than anyone 1 ever met. Why
didn’t he tell me this when he was here
lnst? I think I'd rather bave heard it
from himself, Ah! but doesn't he tell
me why not? and the girl once more
took up the letter and read:

“All this, my darling, bas been on my
lips for months, but how could I tell
you*—how could I seek your love who
had not even a home to offer? What the
struggle has been to see you go often, and
yet keep down what surged within me, I
only know. When I kissed your cheek
at parting last time, I nearly clasped yon
in my arms and poured out the gecret of
my soul to you. I did mot; it seemed
madness—it is perhaps madnesg now ; but,
my dariing, I could not lose yoi. Wlhea
you tell me that another seeks the prize
I covet, right or wrong, 1 must speak.
Muude, you must decide between us, Can
you trust me, and wait?"

Onece more the letter fell in her lap,
and the softened grey eyes and .slightly
flushed face angured well for Grenville
Rose's wooing,

“You," she muttersd, softly, *I think
I love him now as he would have me;
and If I don't quite yet—for it seems all
80 new to me—I know I could shortly,
Gren, dear, what am I to write to you?
I think it must be 'Yes.'"

It was wrong, she thought, to keep
Gren in suspense when he wns so dread-
fully in love with her; so that night's
mail bore a timid, fluttering little note,
the recelpt of which produced a tre
mendous state of exhilaration in that
young Templar,

But poor Maude, after the first flush
of exuoltation that enters the breast of
every girl at a welcome declaration of
love, quickly awoke to the fact that her
position was not a whit improved by it
She confided her engagement to her moth-
er, and for the first time in her life
Maude beheld Mrs. Denizon renlly angry.
“I'm surprised and disgusted with Gren.
ville,” eaid that lady. *“It's too bad of
him, taking advantage of a child like you
In this manner. T like him, always have
liked him, and, under different cirenm-
stinces, would have sgoner sren you his
wife than any man's 1 know. But he
can barely keep himself as yet, and must
know that his thinking of a wife at all
is foolish in the extreme, and that think-
ing of you is simply absurd. He's behaved
very badly, and if you don't promise to
write and break it off, you can say, by
my desire, 1 shall tell your father all
about it."”

“Ob, mother, you won't do that,” said
Maude,

“Not unless youn oblige me," snid Mrs.
Denison, sternly,

Poor Maude wns electrified. That the
mother she had been always accustomed
to pet, and do as she liked with, should
suddenly rise agninst her like this, was
past ler comprehension. Yet to anyone
who has made character his study, noth-
ing ean be more in accordance with the
usunl law in such cases. Weak, feeble
cheracters, when, either from eaprice or
driven by necessity, they exert such power
as mny be in their hands, invariably do it
tyranniceally and despotically,

Mrs, Denison has suffered of lnte from
the stern rule of her lord and master. In
spite of all Ler love for ber daughter, ghe
has become dimly conscious that there
will be no peace at Glinn unless Maude
yields assent to the ukase Harold Deni-
son has promulgated. Women of her
clnss can suffer, but they cannot resist.
Even now she would not utge Maude to
marry Pearman. But that her impecuni-
ous nephew had dared to entangle her
daughter in an engngement, especinlly at
this time, roused as much wrath within
her as her nature was capable of. Most
mothers, I imagine, would deem she had
grounds for indignation,

All this while Pearman has not heen
idle. Slowly, but surely, the legal notices
and proceedings progress, and Harold
Denlson knows full well that within three
weeks ten thousand pounds must be found,
or Glinn must go to the hammer, The
Pearmans conduct the * eampalgn  with
serupulons politeness, It Is quite in ac-
cordance with the old traditions of the
Battle of Fontonoy. They apologize for
every fresh process, and allude to it as a
mere matter of form. They affect to be-
lieve that there can be no doubt Mr. Den-
Ison will easily pay them off at the ex-
piration of the notice of forsclosure. The
old gentleman even indulges in pocularity
on the subject.

“Mean to have the very last day out
of us, I see, gir; and quite right, too," ha
chuelled, upon meeting the squire one
day.

“Yoes, Pearman,"* waa the grim retort ; ;
“1 learned the exacting of my pound of
flesh, to the last pennyweight, in your
hands, I have not forgot my lesson. You
burn It Into your pupils' minds pretty
deeply.”

The old lawyer has lald himself open
to another rebuff, and Denison has not
failed to tnke advantage thereof, Why?
Sarcasm breaks no bones, faw knew bet-
ter than that astute “feher of men.”
Hin mentiviness was tolerably blunt, and
he recked little what men sald to him,

or of him, so long as the fartherance of
the object he had in view was attained.
That his son should marry Maude Deni-
son was the goal he now aimed at, and
| that that was to be brought about, he
still thought far from improbable, To
that end he conceived, even while pross-
ing him for mon®y, it wus quite necessary
to keep on easy terms with the squire,
None knew better than he how bitter it
Is for a prond man to tnke his words
back, and if what be now played for was
to ba achieved, that was a necessity, The
tusk must be made #s easy as possible—
the unpalatable dravght sogared as far
as might be,

“He—he!” he answered; “yon will
have your joke, Mr. Denison. It's n
mighty pity you couldo't make up your
mind to concentrate the property once
more. Beg pardon, Squire,” he continued,
deprecating Denison's angry gesture;
“don't fear my alluding to it again. It
was presumption on my part, 1 know, and
if 1 said anything to vex you, I'm sure
I'm heartily sorry, You'll forgive an old
man, who, not having been brought up
with your views, saw nothing it the con-
centration of an estate. Yes, | know 1
was all in the wrong; it isn't likely Miss
Maude could be brought to think of such
a thing. I'm sure 1 hope the calling-in
of the mortgago is no inconvenience: you
cean easily raime it elsewhere. But Sam's
got so deep in the racing now, that we
must get that sum together before the
Two Thousand, I wish he wasn't: but
he's clever, Sam is—clever in his way—
too great a gentleman for we. No of-
fense, sir, 1 hope; but I'm a plain man."

~

CHAPTER XII,

Harold Denison touchsd his hat baught-
ily, and rode home; but the old usurer's
artful speech still simmered o his brain,
Why should it not be? It would cut the

tangled knot of his difficulties. He had
made inguiries. Young Pearman had
been brought up a gentleman, and visited

in several good houses in the county. He
naturally a little exaggernted this to him-
self, to justify the course he intended to
pursue; nay, for the matter of that, had
been pursuing for gome days, His wife
had told him that she had laid the Pear-
man proposition before Maude, and that
the young Indy had deelined, with thanks :
since which intelligence he had bullied
Mrs, Denison, and snubbed or treated his
daughter with cold indifference, The heads
of the family can make contumacious
children consclous of their high displess-
ure without any unseemly rating—ingdeed,
that may be looked upon #s mere mild and
salutary punishment compared to the ath-
er—that other which, to spenk metaphor-
leally, consists in being condemned to the
domestic ice house, It Is hard to describe,
stlll there will be few of my readers
who, if they have had the good fortune
not to experience it, but must have seen
some culprit enduring that slow punish-
ment—meled out more often, perhaps, to
dnughters than sons. But don't we all
know ity the chilling refoinder that mests
any attempt at geniality—the austere
look that seems to say it is heresy that
we should presume to forgst the measure
of our offending—the moral thong nlways
awaiting us should we show any signs of
relapsing into cheerfulness? Bah! those
physical torturers of the middle ages were
mere bunglers at their craft.

From this time poor Maude's life was
made heavy to bear. Harold Denison sent
for her to his study, and himself put
Pearman's proposu! before her. FHe en-
larged upon Its advantages, and declared
that It was her duty to save the property
to her descendants: on her head it rest-
ed whetlier the Denisons of Glinn should
cense to exist, as of course her future
hushand must take her name. For him-
sell, he cared not—he was an old man,
and it mattered little to him. Any foreign
watering place was good enough for him
to wear out his miserable life in. [le
deplored the follies of hin wouth. It
was sad that a father should plead be-
fore a daughter in this wise, e could
bear anything but the thought that the
Denisons of Glinn should be expunged
from the roll of the county in which they
had dwelt and been known sinee the Wars
of the Roses: all this it was In Maude's
power to avert. Why could she not mar-
ry this man? He hard been brought up a
gentlemnn, and mixed in the best society
in the county. If not quite her equal in
blood, he would repair the ghattersd for-
tunes of the family, Such matches were
made every day. The destiny of the plu-
tocracy was to strengthen the aristocrncy.
Far be it from him to put any pressure
upon her, but it was his duty as a parent
to lay the whole case befors her,

Gallantly did Maude fight her battle,
and though at the end of this long inter
view she stood with flushed and tenr-
stalned checks to listen to her father's
final exordium, she was stlll resolyte in
her refusal.

Put the struggle was too unequal, Un-
der the pressure put upon her by her hus-
hand Mrs. Denison bad not only made
Mande write a letter of renunciation to
Grenville Rose, but had penned him g very
severe philippic herself, in which she In-
sisted that all correspondence should
cense between them. She had further,
under the threat of revealing everything
to Mr. Denison, extorted a promise from
Maude that she would write no more to
her cousin. 8he knew her danghter well,
and felt Implicit confidence that, hor word
once pledged, troth would be kept,

I have described the first stage of the
attacks It Is a common enough atory,
as many A woman could bear witness to,
ns far as the general details go, Oan
you not easlly guess the result? 8he was
o high-spirited girl, and  bore herself
bravely In the beginning; but cut off
from all communieation with her lover,
she gave way at Inst to the moral pres
sure brought to bear upon her, and, with
pale cheeks and heavy eves, whispered her
mother :ihattthey mlz}ldtndo with her ns
they liked; If she con 't marry @
whe didn’t care who it was." i

(To be contlnued) . -

“Father, what are wrinkles?"
Wwork, my son,
ent.

“Fret-
fretwork."—Independ-

Nell—Ddo you think Misa Talkalot
really enjoys grand operas? Belle—
Oh, yes; fluently—Phlladelphis Ree-
ord,

“Do yes kape nothin’ but dry goods
here? “No, ma'am.” *“Thin where

will I be afther goln' for a wathered
sk

Mabel—Why, he yawned three times
while 1 was talking to him. Her Best
Friend—Maybe he was just trylng to
say something, dear.
“Father, what I8 an empty .title?”
“Well, an empty title {8 your mother's
way of ecalling me the head of the
house."—New York Herald,
“You say he's a professional man?"’
“Yes.” “But I thought he followed
automoblle racing?’ “Ile does, He's
a doctor."—Cleveland Leader.

The Bride—I want you to send me
shma  eoffoe pleasa. The Grocer—Yes,

tloor front—Woman's Home Compans
fon.

Ofecer (to recruit who has missed
every shot)—Good heavens, man, where
arg your shots golug? Recrnlt (tear-
fully )—I don't know, slr, they left here
all right '—I*unch.

“He woke up one morning to find him-
self famous.” “Well?" “But people
had forgotten all about him by the time
the 4 o'clock extrns were out."—Louls-
ville Courler-Journal,

“We have a man In this prison who
never ftried to escape,” declared the
headkeeper. “What's he in for?' in-
quired visitor. “Blgamy," replied the
headkeeper.—The Bohemian,

Teacher—What do you
by the word “self-denlal?" Pupll—It
Is when eome one comes to borrow

understand

NEW TYPE OF BUNGALOW,

—

Conerete Structure at Partland, Me.,
Which Is Well Spoken Df.

Cement Age describes a  concrete
bungalow at Portland, Me., In which
the exterlor of the house is of con-
crete panels. The concrete panels are
but one Inch in thickness, and besides
belng remarkably light, are strong
enough to bear an immense welght, The
panels are re-enforced with strips of
sieel wire, and In the tests applied to
them they withatood the strain of three
heavy men Jumping up and down upon
them and showed no sign of injury,
They are orpamented on the outside
with raised figures, scroll work, ete.,
from steel celling deslgns. The panels
were modeled In wooden frames on a
base consisting of a strip of steel cell-
Ing, by means of which the decorative
deslgn was trunsferred to the cement,
giving the panels an attractive appear-
ance. The wooden frames were made
of three-inch stuff and the exterior of
the concrete panel comes flush with
the wood, while the recess In the slde
which forms the Interlor affords two
inches of alr space over the entire
length and width of the panel, the ce-
ment concrete bhelng one inch  thick,
This 18 accomplished by filllng the
forms partially with sawdust or other
material before the cement concrete Is
poured in, then turning the form over
#o that the concrete can be pressed
agalust the steel celllng design of the
mold. After sufliclent water has been
poured upon the composition to insure

ma'am. Ground? The Bride—No, third | compnetness and perfect settling In the

mold, the sawdust filling I8 removed,
the Interlor smoothed off nleely and
the vompleted panel is left to dry and
harden,
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Vilbjalmar Stefansson, In writing of
his thirteen months' stny among the
Esklmos, tells, In Harper's Magazine,
of this great kindness to a guest who
could not pay for his keep, a stranger
whose purpose nmong them they did

not know.

In an Bskimo home I have never
heard an uopleasant word between a
man and his wife, never seen a child
punished nor an old person treated Ine

money from father and he says he Ia
not at home—Fllegende Bletter.

“And did yon enjoy your Afriean
trip, maj, ‘v ITow dld you lke the
ravages?:  ‘Oh, they were extremely
kind-hearted! They wanted to keep me
there for dinner."—London Oplnion.

Mother (1o future son-in-law)—I
may tell yon that, though my daugh-
ter Is well educnted, she cannot cook.
Future Son-do-law—That doesn’t mat-
ter much so long ns she doesn't try.

Pop, a man I8 bachelor nntll he gets
marrne] ¥s0't he? Tommy's pop—Yes,
my gon. Tommy—And what does he
eall hlmegelf afterward. Tommy's pop—
I'd bate to tell you, my son.—Philadel-
phin Record.

Behool teacher—Johnny, what Is a
patrlot? Johnny—A man that tries to
benetit his country. School teacher—
And what Is a politiclan? Johnny—A
man that trles to have hls country ben-
efit him—Judge.

“8Bo you abandond the simple style
of spelling?" *“Yes," responded the
former advocate of the fad. *I found
it so dificult to make people under-
stnnd that I knew better."—I'hiladel-
phla Publle Ledger.

“That organist Belle jllted for the

at her wedding.” “What did he do?”
“Instend of playing them up the alsle
with the wedding march, he struck up
0ld Hundred,"—Boston  Transeript.

Senlor Walter (to rather green as-
sistant at a recent banquet In a cele-
brated London hotel)—Now, then,
young man, do a bit o' something, and
don't stund s-gaping and staring there
as If yon was the bloomin' guest of the
hevenin".—TirBits

“T'hat Professor Blink fooled me bnd-
Iy." “How?' *“lle told me ethnology
was the sclence of the races nnd when
I went to the library and nsked for a
book on ethnology there wasn't 0 word
from cover to cover on how to plck
winners."—TIt-Blts,

“John, you suld we'd have to glve up
luxuries, and only allow ourselves
necessities”  “Yes, my dear,” “But
You came home Inst night from the
lodge In a taxleab; T heard 1LY “That
—or—that was a necessity, my dear”
—Boston Transeript,

“I hope' sald a patlent, courteous-
Iy, “1 have not brought you too far
from your regular round.” *Oh, not at
all!" replled the doctor. “I hiave ane
other patlent in the nelghborhood, so
I enn kill two birds with one stone !"—
Philadeiphia Inqulrer.

The girl wns a recent fmportation
from the Emerald Isle. “Mary," sald
her mistregs one day this week, “what
are you dolng with that elock?" Mary
(wlth the servants' hed room clock un-
der her arm)-—Plaze, mum, O'lm takin'
It to a watehmaker's, It's all out av
order, mum. Ivery morning at folve
o'clock It goes all to pleces an' makes
such a racket Ol can't slape.”

aged milllonaire played a spiteful t.rickl

conslderately, The household affalrs
are carrled on In an orderly way, and
the good behavior of the children s re
| marked by peactically every traveler,
In many things we are the superiors
of the Eskimo; In a few we are his In-
ferlors, The moral value of some of
his superlority Is small. e can make
"lwm'r garments agialnst cold than our

tallors and furrlers; Lie ean thrive in
barren wastes where a New England-
er would starve. But of some of Lis
superforlty the moral value ls great.
He has developed Individual equality
farther than we, he Is less selflsh, more
helpful to his fellows, kinder to his
wife, gentler to his child, more re-
ticent about the faults of his nelghbor
than nny but the rarest and best of our
race,

When T tried to express thanks for
thelr kindness In my fragmentary Es-
kimo, they were more surprised than
pleased,

“Do, then, In the white man's land,
some starve and shiver while others eat
much and are warmly eclad?"

To that questlon I sald, “No,” al-
thongh T knew I wuas Iylng. I was
afrald the competitive aystem could not
be explalned to them satlsfactorily ;
nelther was I, belng the poorest among
them, very anxious to try Justifying
1t.

The Roscvelt Iden,

A wrlter In the Loudon Times saym
that Theodore Roosevelt Is the hero of
every schoolboy In the Unlted King-
domw. No other Amerlean except Lin-
coln has ever been looked up to by so
many youths and young men as an
Inspiration and ns a civie model ns
Mr. Roosevelt. He hans a genius for
inspiring people to higher ideals, to
cleaner methods, His life story Is one
of the greatest sermons that has been
preached onthe Americancontinentsince
Idncoln wns assassinated. Mr, Roose-
velt started out with the stern resolve
that, let come what would, whether he
succeeded or falled, whether he made
friends or ‘enemles, he would keep his
recordl  ¢clean; be would not take
chances with his good name, he would
part with everything else first; he
would never gamble with hls reputa-
ton. He has had numerous opportund-
tles to make a great deal of money dur-
Ing his publie career, through graft and
all gorts of dlshonorable schemes, by
allylng himself with crooked, unscrupn-
lous politicians, but even his worst ene-
mies can never gay of him that he took
from Albany or the White House a
dishonest dollar. He has always re-
fused to be a party to any politieal

F Jobbery, any underhand business. He

has always fought In the open, has
kept the door of his heart wide open ;
he has kept no secrets from the Amer-
fean people. He hns always preferred
to lose any position he was seeking, 1¢
he must get smirched In getting It. Hea
would not touch an office or preferment
unles it came to him clean, with no
m of jobbery on 1t.—Success Maga-
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