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Along nbout Thauksgivin® time, when all
the leaves are down,

And all the frait's been pleked and all the
‘hlllg are turnin’ brown,

There's somethin’ In the alr that seems to
Ftir your blood s bit,

That maken you glad vou're In the world
and that you're part of It

The nong the wind goes singin' ln the ever
green's sulifime;

There's glnger (o a
Thanksglvin' time

man along about

There's somethin' wonderful ahbout the lee
so thin and white

Across (he parrow |ittle rot that dried ap
In the nlehet;

It's erisscrossed I A bhoandreed wara with
streaks and veins and [ines,

And sparkies out ke dipmonds when the
sun spunks up snd shines,

And when yun break It with your heel you
conldn’t hardly tell

Its maitlc from the Jingle of a Hitle allver
bell.

Along aboor Thankegivin® time It seems
somohow, as though

The sky Wwas nearer (o ua than it was &
while ngon;

And whea e clear how clear It !Is—the
eriep, fresh ale. 1 mean —

You'd almaost think It hlew through sleves
soewhers tn make It clean

Oh, when It's whiskin' strong ubd free, (t's
nothin® byt a erlme

stlr,

To oot get out wtd along about

Thanksgivin® thme.

IUs almost ke a miracle to see the fArst
snow Ay

To watch the milllon llttle
dartin’ from the sky,

To hear them hounce nenlnst the panes,
to wateh the wild things, tamed,

Go tumblin' down te melt as though they
kind of felt ashamed,

And wlen darkness comes and lets the wind
g0 muarmuaring,

It's llke the sweet old lullables our mothers
used to sing,

chunks come

about Thanksgivin® time there's

somethin' In the alr

That secms to make you brisk snd strong,
thnt kind of crimps your balr;

You fisel nll ready for the storms you know
on'll have to meot,

You're not afruld of anytliing that's walkin’
‘round on feel,

And Jookin' at It any way, the old earth's
quite subllme,

Although It's bare and hrown along about
Thanksgivin' thme,

~B8. E. Klser, In Chlengo Necord-Herald.

EDIE’S MISSION.

“Susle, to-morrow's Thankegiving.”

Lower over her sewing drooped the
golden head, and a tear trembled on her
eyeinsh ns sie answered:

“Yew, darling.”

“Aren't we going to have Thanksgiv-
Ing?" continued the ckild, “n little bit
of & Thanksgiviog, Susie? How mean
Uncle Ralph is to let yon work so
when—""

“Huosh, Bdie! you must not talk thos,
Uncle Ralph is very kind in letting us
have this cottage rent free, otherwise my
peedle would not support us.'

But little Hdle could not help thinking
of the great grim house upon the hill,
and the great grim man who otterly ig-
nored his poor relation. She thonght
sc loug and so intently ahout it that ut
last a daring resolution entered her curly
head.

“I'1ll go and see him and tell him all
ghont it, so 1 willl I'm not afraid of
him if be ia big and grim and cross."

And without pausing to consider the
doubtful undertaking, away she went In
the direction of the stutely mansion dark
and gloomy which wus the home of the
misanthrople uncle, who from belng one
of the plensantest of yonng fellows, In
bygone days, had changed thus sadly.
Rumor sald for two reasons—becnnsa his
betrothed, beautiful Nellle Clyde, had
deserted him for ber German musie
teacher, nnd beeause his petted. jdoliged
young sister had fallen in love with a
poor clerk and married him,

“1 will nevaer forgive you, never," he
had suld to her, sternly, “pot becnuse
your husband Is puor, but because he is
nhiftless.”

And she had gone, proudly, with brave
trust In her young husband—alas, but to
find her hrother's words prophetie, The
knowledge broke her heart, and she dled,
and was soon fullowed by her druuken
husband, lenving thelr two daughters in
bitter poveriy,

Edi¢ rang the Lell of the great house
with such violenee that it brought the
footman in grent haste to the door,

“1 have come to soe my Uncle Ralph,”
gho suid, bresthlessly. *“I suppose he's
fn bis study? Ob, you needn't show me
the way: 1 know it,” and she coully ean
by him up the polished stalewny—/for
had not her mother told her of every
pook and eranny in the old home?"'

At the far end of n gloomy room a
fire glowed sleeplly, and a gray-halrod
man sat in an armchole motlonless be-
fore it. DEdle crept in softly,

As she nearéd him she perce‘ved that
his face wus very sad and weary looking,
Bome look upon his face made her think
of her dead mother, and, almost hefore
she knew It, she had Hung both her
chubby arma about bis neck and kissed
hin cheek.

To say that Rutph Morley was surpris-
od but weakly expresses it; he was thun-
deratruck, and gased down in the dim-
pled littls face In mute amazement

Along

“REdle, little Edie!™ ha erled;: “in It
little Edle, m child again, and come back
to me?"

“You," maid the child, elinglvg about
his pneck; “1 was mamma’s llitle Hdin,
A T owill be yours If yon will let we"

Then he comprehended. 1t was not

his own little sister, but it was her
child: It waa her gentle, loving spirit
speaking to him through her. And hin

hard henrt Beenme tender, as he foldad
the ohild to hix bhreast and bowed his
head upon the soft. falr curls and wept
. . . . - . .
S|usie wearlly woending her way home
ward, pondering how hest ta axpend the
small change which she dared spare for
a8 Thankagiving dinner, was overiaken
by INarl Sehilling, her own trae love,
“h, Suaxie!™ he eeled, broathleskls,

“what do you think has happeaed ¥ Look!
hore is an invitation ta Bleak Hall, from
my wmployer, roquaesting the presency
nnd mivsell at his Thanks

[0 MOEFow What Is the

il my mother
giving dinner
worlld coming to®"

“'m gare 1don't know,"
"Unele Raolph I= no donht
appreciate Yoo, Kael"

“Hut he was that cross this morning,
he resemblad nn ivicle mare than any
thing else, There must bhe some mis
ke

“No," snill Susie, gravele; “it Is o very
kind luvitation, and you must
i

“Oh, certainly: bt how very surpris
ing. What will mother sa¥? Our paths
divide here, SBasle, so, for the present |
will say good-night.”

His mother surprieed! 1f she svas.
she betrayed 0t only by a sudilen pale-
ness, then a slight color. and placing
her bowed head in her handz ghe sobbed
softly.

qmi'!r-! :“H:H]o‘_
beginning to

aceept

A HANDFUL OF TURKEY THOUGHTS

The gobbhler grows rotund,
And so we shout “Hooray!"
And hurl our hat
On high thereat
And mmf and frisk and play,
And sigh, by sudden raptore stunoed:
“Alnck, a well a day!™
While thus we flp-
Flap o'er the sund
And gally skip
Joy's suraband,
We watch him spread his tall
As on he proudly struls,
And see bim puffed
And crisp and stoffed
With bread and sage and puts,
Till we would an the fork lmpale
His choleest Juley culs—
While Fancy's hreeze
Fills us a-sigh
With argosles
Of golder ple,
Oh, bird of rare penown

“By forgiving my former crueliy amil
loving me a Hethe, and  wenriug the
pretty things your madd Dhas selected, It
will please me to have you wear them,"

And when Susie entersd the parlor In
her Jovely tealliug Blue watln, Edie
sprang from her unele's arms with a it
tle ery of rapture.

“Oh! how beautiful you are, Susia™

The sound of cnreringe wheols hors 1)
vorted ler attention, It is Karl'? shw
eried, running to the window,

Yes, it was Karl, nod the sarprise he

| felt upon me 18 his betrothsd, rohed
ke a princess, in her unele's parior,
Inerensed when he presented his pale,

lovely mother to his smployer,
“My moather, Mr .\l‘\r‘.'-_l'_" he hegan.

then pansed, for a glince at his employ

er's white, agitated faoe; and his moth

o'y downeast and  softly-fushed, told

him Had met hafore.

Neallle ydp!"

sonfily “Nollle

widow, ofd nmd

they

ARTRaER
Clvde SeliNing, a
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Ppoor
ta whom' you «ent an invitation to a
Fhnnksglivipg

“Nelle!™ e repoated, Yl
woulil not have come to mork me In my
solitnide i less
the past was to be KShaull
it not he s it was, tweuly yenrs ago?”’

11 g nm wonhl foul
thus, at this {nte day,"" she said, in eon
fusion, 1 only might he
friends ance more.”™

“And o we wllL'"” he eried. “the very
bhest friends the worll has ever known,
(Oh, what a Thanksgiving vou hrought

mae, little Edle!"—The Hearthstione,

linney

a

engorly,

aml Toneliness, wnless-

forgotton!
stppose Yon

thounght we

The Thanksgiving Day Spirit,

tetter is a dinner of herbw where love
is thay a stallisd ox amd hatesd there-
with,  And that applics to the Thanks-
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That mnakes the engle look
To all Iulents
Like seven cents,
You're greater when the cook,
Who knowa Just how to do you brown,
And knows It like a hook,
Mokes you In glee
A ronsied dream—
A sympho-nee
Of bliss supreme!
Fall soon o'er you, bilthe fowl,
The knife and fork will elash;
And frst we'll hold
You hot, then cold,
And Iater In thut hash
Which whisks the whiskers off the scowl
Of sorrow llke n Aash;
While hand In hand
We slgh aud swoon
In faley-Innd
Beneuth the moon,

—R. K. Mupkittrick, In Sunday Magazine.

—

Susie, hasteniug homeward, beheld a
palr of superb horses and an elegant ear-
rliige at their humble door, and Edie,
with bright, eager face, came bounding
to meet her,

“Ol, Busie! I've heen to see Uncle
Ralph, aud oh! he loves me, he does
truly, and yon, too, and—and you're to
come with me in the carringe, you knouw,
to his bouse; he sald so, and—he sent
me after you,"

“Are you mad, Edie?" exclalmed the
ineredulons elder aister,

“No, no; get ln, right away—do get
in, commanded the excited child, dnd
an one in a dream Busie Green allowed
herself to be pssisted [nto the earringe

“lI went to see Uncle Ralph, und 1
kissed biny, anpd he kissad me, and eallod
me *his lrle Edie,! and—and 1 told him
all ahout opr hned times, and aboot that
paln In your side, and nbout Karl and
his invulid mother, how vou loved onch
other, aud—all. Uncle Ralph sald we
wera to live In his home after this, and
he would tnke enre of pws"

“It I8 a folry dream, Edle'

“No It tan't either: it's trie; and there
Is Unele Ralph on the steps awalting
um,"

1t wns no dream, Susie realized (it
foreibly when the grave, stern mau came
quickly forward and took her gently In
il arms and kissed her tenderly, and in
a kusky volce bade her “welcome home."

Buch & dinner as was ordered! Buch
light, and warmth, and beauty, as filled
the mansion throughout! Hdie was in
ecstanles and danced hither and thither
like n stray sunbenm. Her lovely new
dress apd dointy slippers burdened her
none; she enjoyed them among the oth-
er good things that bad befallen them,
But Susie protested feebly,

“Indeed, Unecle Ralph, you are more
than kind, more than generous; how can

1 ever mepay youl"

giving dinner as well as to any other
feast. No costly or skillfully prepared
viands can make up for the lack of that
geninl affection and sywpnthy which we
all understund thromgh sympathy, but
which Is so diflenlt to deserlbe, Whila
you cunnot extemporize this sentiment,
you ean avold doing the things thut pre-
vent It from having free play. Thera
s a meason for everything: apd the
senson for those truthful remarks or
justifiable actions that might provoke
resentment nod I feeling s not on such
a day as Thanksgiving, It i remarka-
ble how much the coldness, Indifference
or fuilure to enter into the spirit of anp
peeasion may do to spoll Its whole nt-
mosphere nnd to make the feast a dismal
fuilure, Whaiever #lse you nre on these
high festivals at home, do not be o “kil
Joy." Do not anffer your pride or van-
Ity, or even your desire 1o lend others o
ndopt courses that youn rogard ns best
for them, make you Indiferont or unsym-
piathetle to the maood of the hour, There
are many oceaslons and Thanksgiving
dany I8 one of them, when our highest
duty Is net to lmpose aur consciences
upon other people, Lot to contribute to
the pommon stock of happiness and sym-
puthy,~—The Watchmaun,

Somewhat of o Dampenor.

Mrs, Jimpson—Just see what mother
has sent us—a lovely big turkey for our
Thanksgiving dianer! It came by ex-
press thls morning,

Jimpwon Coyfully)—Dless her heart!
That's just like her! '

Mra. Jimpson—And she sent a note
saying she would be here to help us
ent It,

Jimpson (not qulte so joyfully)—-The

New York
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Hy CHARLOTTH M. BRAEMH

ife’s Secret, :

CHAPTER IX.

For some reason Pauline Malling waws
In n very irettable state of wiod, Per
haps she was regetting the mwoment's
impulse  that had prompted her to ae
cept o uameless young painter, Rabette,
too, secmdogly Bad o weight on hep wmind
She erepl about her work, Inylng ot
Mizss Malling's elegnnt  evening  tollet
with n subidueg wle yery Jdifferent from
her usnal polseloss netivity, Babotie was
doing her bost to got throngh her ddntles,
whew, ax I luek wonld have it, mewmory
for n ot asserted itself and bironght
befare her a picture of n pretty hlack
evand urchin tossing oo side to slide in
wind eryving out her onme
refnsesl the

fis mmnll ot
uncensingly ns he
deink offered By A hod he A0d et
The Mkl sobbod —sabibed andibly,
| Miss Mulling rolssl  her
their contemiplation of the

lokedd i dlgnified sarprise nt the yonng
Noting tor the Hesb e
Lo, Misn

.'-...'.'Iug
loye,

from
Curpet and

CNON

| Feenchwomian,

the signs of tears on her

“What I honveu's nnme W the mintter

with vt Babette ¥ I'-|~.|_\ don't et e

hitve nny weeping o watling, 11 there

T sre

than another, It Is n erying woman”
“uirdon, mademoizelle; the geief over

came e i spite of myself, 1 il not

oot thing U S T

|lh.‘lt I hinve m Hittle stepbirotlier, the

|
nnid day

intend o spenk; but, ns you have poticed
my sofrow, 1 will make bholid 1o tell yen
Ny
being in the world who s related to me,
ned | letter telling e he
s ey HL sl that he g=ks Tor me night
night and dey.” The poor girl's
bt shie rallism
T

lave here A

volve broke For s moment

el weut o I b andsolle
spure mo for just enongh time to get to
Dontlogete anad back tu see the poor little
fellow!™

ml what nm I to do in the tmean

dickenal That's just like baz took—
Times

titme 2" Panlive pxked Jilly O polrs
you ean @go if You like) it Fou el fid
coye bnok I am surprissd yon shanki
nek e sueh nn jatne thing, when yYoau
koow the homse will D Fadl of peapde thie
|11|\ i (0P DO I rw 1 coulil not puesos
Ll o swithout you 'ray o not oy wn
other word whout it, aud pivdse lvavo ofl
crving”

Habette moved nwns to 4he faz end

of the roa, wipsl her eyes, sl spowld

| for an lnstant quite still, repressing the
solis that shook hive I'eatne,
“If my Livrle Pleerveodies without ses

Ing me I will never forgivie you-—pever!
I will wateh for & chianee of dolug you
i ogrent larm; and it will come f | am
potiont,” the girl thouglit.

After drossing Miss Malllng nod mnk
ing the dressing roam tidy, Babette puss
wd through the ploture gullery ou her way
to Mrs, Porkins' sanctum for ber usanl
cup of ten. Thinking everyholy
Dg downstairs, she slopped ot Jack's canel
wind looked ot Pauline’s pletore,
think the world is made for
your plensure? You ave too high o lady
to trouble yourself with your servaots'
affairs; but pechiaps they will trouble
themselyves with yours, mwadame! 1 have
geen you tineh sud shevel ap strangely
sometimnes.  FPeople dou’t shreivel up for
uothing, anless they have o Tear of some
thing: amd il thvey fear,
there must be something bod to cause
it, 18 my little daeliug dies without the
comfort of Kissing His Dabette otice, It
will be your fauit; and all my life long
I will wateh, wateh, wateh, to ey to
repay your cruelty to e and hhw!—
and she looked ns if she meant it

Juek, who had stopped wotll the lost
moment Bokaliing s ratber ditealt lets
ter to Ethel in his own room, woas struck
by the intense hatred in the
faco ua he opensd the door, wondered for
the woment what conld have coused I,
wished the next that bhe could call it up
at will and use her as o owodel for a feud,
nnd the next moment forgot all about it
Therowing his letter on the hall table,
he hurrled nto tone drawlng room to
wike his peace for being late,

Babette Lad bhef quiet cup of tea With
Mys, Perkins, and, with a plentifal shed-
ding of tears, wrote to the wowman who
had churge of lttle Plerre, to say that
ghe could not come to her darling Just
uow,

The lettor wan Tull of loving mousnyges
and pruwises, spd the poor girl's heart
felt very heavy as she put it iote the
bug. Bhe had taken it into the hall her-
pell, There was another letter lylog
there ready stomped for the post; she
took it up enrelessly, recogniged it by the
red seal us the one Jack had had in his
hond when he passed Ler o the gallory,
aud stood transtixed with gorprise as ghe
read the nddress. .

“Phe nddress of that pretty demolsells
thuat I followed home from the musem,
by ler orders! Why, there is something
in this! Why, f she wants the address
of n ledy whe Is known te Mongienr
Doruton, does she pot ask llin, instend
of setting we to follow ber like a po-
licemann? I shall have that to fiod out!"

“Babette, 1 want you," Mes. Perkins
enlled from the door that shut off the
pelvants’ quirters,

Somethivg in the volew, some subtle
toneh of sympathy, struck  Babette's
gitek ear,  Mhe turoed so sharply that
Mrs, DPerkins had not time to doncenl
the bloek hordered letter she held in hor
hond, With & heart rending cry, Bubolte
sturtind forwnrd and soatehed the Jetter
from her

She was o quick, Impetuous, unreason
Ing aud onreasontble crepture; she did
not stop o conslder that she could not
have venchied the child even If Pauline
bad given her lostant consent,  Shi re-
membered only that ber wistress had
been cruel to bher In the thoe of her
trouble; and she registored a vow that, If
there woas any seceet In Paunling Mall-
fng's past life, she would bunt it out nnd
humilinte her,

- " . - . . -

A letter lay by Ethel's plate; but she
did pot toneh It Mr. Mallett, self-ab-
porbied an ever, dd vot potice how his
dunughter was stroggling to preserve her
usual composore ull through the break-
funt thme,

Juek Dornton had not intended to be
wruel when Le wrote; but, after destroy-

\

st

“Ho you

have n seurel

WOl 'S,

{ He mude up hin miod that ho would go

e g

ing a dogen shoats of paper 1o his desira
to he nolther too moft wor too hard, he
decided ot nst that the shorter and plain
of e mnde B the better; and this was
what he hud written:

“My Denr Kthel 1 should not have
hadd the cournge to do as you hinve dones;
bt perhaps yon are rlght —an indeed yon
nlwnys nre For the future will you
wllow e o conshdee myssif

“Noure falthtnl Ceivnd,
“JONN DORNTONY®

“1 am glad—#o very glmd 1 wrote |t
1t wonld hnve beew deeadful o we lind
marviod, aod Juek bad found out that
o il pot viare for me dfterwand, Now

I hind better destroy  that  saonyioas
ot ter I thonght that perhaps Jack
might have wished the epgagvment Lo
vontine, In which ease 1 shouhd have

went the letter o blm and asked for an
e nnation,

No Bthel went brnvely about her hom
dutles, though ligm were white
with the
hive foellngs.
wtrongth of mind she po
Bunlbinting griel sway from hers

”“'13_\ whoald 1 serrow for Him If he
e throw me off without one word ol
regret P70 oahie peked Angrily,

St in owpite of her detetipination to
veusli her love under the welght of her
sellarospect, she now pnd pigain felt ns
I her hoarr would biresk Mhe resolute
Iy dented hersolf the relief of tears, anl
witfferod Loy latensely In conse
DRI TR AN

lver yory
rosiraint she was putiing on
Sl treled with wll bt
semsnd to put her

horsoll,

fors

The theashios and the lyely robins and
POURY Sparrows wore hoving n good e
of It on the lawns ot the Wigwam that

morning,  Captpin Pelling wan Tomd of
those sibnll Biras, and Hsed to see thom
vhout the plaves, nod e bhad determiomd
to do o whant he could to tame them dJdae
g the lined winter weather, should he
Hveide to stay on o the SWigwam, whivh
et Lol tmken Turnishied] Tor six s

ol the HEbie

lll' i wot take el notice

eranlinres il imorning, though o was
one e stady T oamd sat so matlon
loms o dos ccamfortable cane clinlr ander

the vernnda that the more courageons of

the birds hogped abion: within a yard
ol lils Towt

The faer was Capinin Pelllug was dis
o iintud Fle had espected n Jetter

wither from ISthel or Me. Mallett that
morning, to seilieo thele vigil op the mor
raw,

eare 1O come,"
hinve been

“Ioven I they do not
e Lold |.|[;|~l“_ “[il-'_!- might
civil enongh 1o send some conventiooul
exose”

After awhile it ocourred to him that
perhaps the Mallete had wreitten, and
that the Ietter bad miscardled—ugnd he
felt somewhat relieved at the biare blea

up to town in Aoy cnse; and an e went
nlong he woulld decide npon what course
he would pursue,  Aopd all theough hin
vietllution he neser wilmiitted 1o
bimsell thot it was his

LT

longing 1o seo
lind fur the moment
wto o baing shuttie:

Ethel ngain thaot
tennsforted hilm
i'-tl‘.ﬂ.

Notwithetunding w short notlee, the
phadaton was rady a wioate befare the
uppointel time, looking percfect in every
detaill.  Polling hod the feins In hils hand
nnid Lils fool on tho st P, when he noticed
n telegraph boy voming townrd the houss,
e walted a Yes, it wan for
Wim!

"Irom Geoffrey Mallett, Buockingliam
strect, Moowmbury, to CUnptadn Pelling,
The Wigwam, Wimbledon, Shall be with
you ot 2 o'clock toanorrow, et sketelivs
in aspection arder,”

And the man of thicty felt a lad ngaly
in bls lght-bearteduess;, us he sent bils
handsowie bays nloug the road.

CIHAPTER X.

Jack's love-mnking went on  swim-
mingly during the lovely summaer wenthis
er nnd hmong the bheautles of Mulling
ford, The houwse wos foll of visitors
now, and, I aecordnpes with Padline's
winhes, their sugagement was kept strlot-
Iy private. Bull, in spite of all thoele
care, the state of afMuirs  wan prefty
shrewdly guessed ot by most of the P
ple about them, aud the well-bred guokts
wandersd mensely at Miss Malling's
sitdden it of unwurldbiness, Sirangoly
enongh, Bubette, with all her shupppess,
was one of the last 1o hene of her mis
tress’ Infatuation Tor the “artist chap,
ns he was acorinlully deseribed nmong e
servanis; bt the moment she did oo of
it whe bogan wondeting aud watehing nu
til in her own mdnd she wow thay
Miss Mulling was renlly deeply in love
with this goollooking  Me,  Darnton.
Babette liked Jack, nml, knowing, e shio
bolloved shn dil, the evll of Paoline's
heart, shie wun sorey UG think that suoeh
an ultogether oo chorming yonug
shonld be so thrown wiay.

Bo Babitte wus nlwoys on the wateh
for some clew thaot wisnlid |J|°T|l hers Lt
tiseaver her young misteess’ sooret: and
it this thoe she showed great interest
in Mra, PPerkins’ gossdp about the family
hoping to glean some serap of informis
thon that wight be of wee to bher in fur
thering her vovengeful purpose,

“And W omademolselle  bed o meaerelad
it the wishes of Milord Summpmers,
ar without his consent, she would haye
It the whole estute?’ she askad, one
evening in Aungust, ns sho sipped hey 1en
lelsiely,

Yoo, If she dld o before she was
twenty-five; but wfter her twenty-fifth
Blethdny she wia be feee o mnrey whoin:
noover sl plensess and, as sho will be
twenty-five on the seventeenth of next
wonth, there Is not much chance of hor
werificing the estute st this late day,
after waitlug until now,"

“That Is 80, observed Babette, with
a dissppoloted nir.  Bhe reflected for a
few moments, and a Hush of Intelligence
crossed her foee as she asked, “And If
mademoisella had  marrled In bher ex-
trems youth-—before she was known ns
the helress of the property—how then?"

Y1 think she would lose everything,'

“Who would have It after her?"

“Sir Geoffrey, the late baronet's
brother.”

et

LR L]

“Tw be sure! It must have been & great

Ilow to Kim when ha found himself eobe

everyihing by bis breoller's o
What did o do¥ Where did hiw

Ih"' |lr
Juntioe,
g
1 don't know,
af the anmily,
talil Kok pever
ngning s por on lilw hat
word, nid walkod sowny whh bis hesid na
il aw If b weore the hole o thonsnrds,

Ha ls an prowd hs any
nnl, birest o

far dHnn jHindte

whon  his
wear Lhe
without one

Wa've pover seen a wight of him sinew
that day, amid it's my bellef we never
whall*

Hubette bellovead she had fonmd the

li"jllulr' i Panllne's seceol teaihle That
there was weceet Tronble she pover donbt
for an lnntant Ml Wil obssrvisl hier
tdetrons oo eloanly ta e milsled on it

point; she Knew that nothing hit some
mighty fear econll eause thowe silden
wtarts, followed by periods of anxious,

henwy browsd thiounght, 10 which she wan
with et And, when Dabette woul upe
winirs, whe reasatied the malier onl,

I have besrd that she pever knew
khe was her hkrvsn untll after
tor father's death. What s more likely
then than she «hould have maerisl out
thore lun Ttaly cmarrlod some poor hdint
who was enught by hor protiy face? And
then, when my Indy suddenly tmds that
b I w rleh woman, she a8 thred of Chis
poor foal, and runs away wod onjoys her
(ITUEIHL I Funud
the doek spot dn my Hoe lady's el HF
this In on [ think, 1 ean take from hor

aele's

e by hedleve | hpvae

bt Deslovand Daticn utid ey richen nt Gne
blow. Mow glocloun that woulid be!™
Hler faew glowed with snvage satis

ol my ol
st by the

e thonight
Ml left her
'uline's dwessing

faction Wt the
plele n revengo
by wimdow of FukLE,

ainl paced ap amd dowo, her eXcitsmiont

holpng too gront for her to remnin still
The dusky glovo deepotosd il the rooin
wos all In shadow, sod preseibly a hoitise

ghted the cumilles i
tarklot

il enmme tn oo |
the Ihrge silver braoches on the
tnbile.

Aa the daor elosed behlnd the wald Iin
Belte redittiod her proosnide, anl camp
e 0 widden stop ws her eyes
the key ot in the Lok of o small bropse
box, ‘This box contaiboed Mise Muallitig's
private kexs! She [nchod np very lithleg
but what shie il loeck np shie was father
particvular about, and her Keys wWers -
vinrinhiy linlingn box, tlia
Kty ol mahaut with
hon

An Babotte stivod lou
Fancitintag
the rastle of silken skiria in

rosbind on

Kept g this
whlch she currivd

dull,
nze wt the key, she bearnd

the gallory

King with a

iglalde With n swiwsp ke o hawk's,
wid AW ) nolasless wan it she pluck
ed the little Rey from the look nnd slip
ped Bt into the pocket of her duinty feill

el apton, "Fhe pextonstant M Malling

turped the handie of the dear pmd wnw
Ifabette Pearraugiog the Jaes deaperios
rotttnd the looking 2 Hlin eronssd thie
rooan and went stenighit e the tahile,
Rinneed apilekly at the box, and then

turned to Bahelite
“Iave you seen the Key of this box 7"
“Not todny, T

f el le

“Provoking!” She took It uap o her
hands and shook It You, the keys aro
nnlide, fabistre, | winh your hot to leave
these rooms tenlght autll 1 come ap
tar. Dl I have sdroppedd tha Koy  monne

where. 1 don't suppose it will be found
until we have duylight te help useit ja
so smnll  Hlave your supper sent up to
you hery.'

"\.!'t‘l\f ﬂl“"t. mademalsille

Babette with her hanids held
tightly over bier heart, listeniug to the
rustle of the silken skirte along the gal
lersy nmd down the Then heg
expression changed from straloned attens
tlon to wivll trivmph, She threw her
elanped hands high over her head Nhas
locked both doors, elosed one window 1o
Feom. Multering, nnsd
then unlocked the sl bronee box. She
key from
Paullne's

Lol

Miairs

prevent the blimla

Innghod aus she plokeld out n
the booeh nmd teid o nnlock
lorgn desk.
AL lnst)" whe whispered, as the Jock
of the deak flew boes,
Mo hs

rantinmet V

Just Hesentment,

"You sny your beard began to grow
when you were 1" rewarked the vis-
itor nt the dime museinm. Moy [ psk
how long It hos tuken you to bring it
to 1ts  present  maguifieont  propors
tlons "

“Sir" sald the Bearded Lady, justly
Incensed, “yon nre the fest man that
hins ever dared to nsk iy age!"—Chl-
cige Tribune,

Chance for Him,

SARY mighed the fale mald,  *I
know what It & 1o have loved and
lost,""

“Indeed! exelulmed the surprised
youth, who had hopes that ber fathor
would glve him a Jol ns son-in-lnw
SO Illi.\'.

"Yes," explained the falr one, “Poor,
dear Fido passod in hls checks this
tworning.”

Boaying and Thinkiog.

“Why s 067 usked the young widow,
“thut you old bachelors suy such hop-
el things?  Maoerled men never talk
that way.,"

Pant's explalned,”  replled
the o, b A lachelor s In a position
to wny what o murrled man s only
peridited to think,

enslly

Feminine \\'n)-.__

Mrs. Howmer—Our pow nelghbor 1s
nn awfully forward wommun,

Homer—In what way¥

Mrs, Homer—Why, when I eallod on
her this afternoon she procosded to
tell me all ahout the troyble she has
with servants before I had o chance
to tell ber milne,
Arvtful Dodger,

He—Theu I muy hope?

Bhe—Well, you may usk papa,

He—Tmpossibile,

She—Why do you sny that?

He—Decauge I hnven't boen able te
get wlght of him sinee I loaned him $10
before Christinas,

His Ldea of 1t,

The Minister—Young man, you
ahiould be wmnking preparations for
elernity,

Young Man—I am, slr, The girl I
am engaged to 18 taklng lessons at a
cooklng schoal,

The red snow, which {s found in the
Alps and In some parts of the Rocky
Mountalns, owes !ts hue to a microm
cople piant of a bright red colon

Y




