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CHAPTER I1.—{(Continned.)

| report, made me what I am?

1 would

Sedge 1IN wan a staring edifice of con- | rather bresk my own heart than break

siderable proportions, with an aspect of
newness about It that fourteen years had
not done much to soften. It had been
built to the order of the present proprie-
tor, who had made much money by cot-
ton stockings, and had risen from twen-
ty shillings a week st the loom to lllal
splendor of his present life. It was a |
new house to suit the pew man who had
been Jucky enough to get rich. There |
were spacious grounds beyond, and there |
was n big room at the side, that was new
to Reuben Culwick sinee he hall last
wtood in his father's house, and it was |
this that he pulled up his horse 1o in- |
spect before turning into the carriage
drive,

Then he went rapidly along the drirce,
drew up in frout of the house, and step-
ped lightly and briskly from the trap,
giving the reins to a rosy-faced young
man in livery, who emerged from rome
stabling in the rear, to be of service to
the neweomer, |

“Old Jones has gone, then ¥ he said to |
the servant.

“Yes, sir.
Holston."

“And you reign in
we cannot all relgn.”

He knocked and rang, looking stead-
Hy through the glass doors the while.
Another new face—a smart young house-
mald, whom he had never seen before, to
replace Mrs, Perkins, who was stout and
sallow, came to the door and admitteg)
bim.

“In Mr, Calwick In?"

“Yes, sir, but he's engaged just now."

“You will be kind enough to give him
my card ¥

The maid servant took the eard and
departed, and Reuben Culwick, like the
merest stranger, and feeling like n stran-
ger, very doubtful of his reception, walk-
od up and down the spacious hall with his
hands behind him, and his hat in Lis
hauds.

I'resently the servant reappeared,

“Will you step this way, if you please,
wir ¥

Reaben followed the servant along a
corridor to a door at the extremity—the
door of the new room, he was eertain,

He's with Squire Bluck of

Lis stead. Woell,

my word. You know it," said the father
boastfully,

“Fifty hearts as well as your own-—
yew, [ know it,” answered the other, with
an unflinching gaze gt his father, “and
hence 1 come to you—not for assistance,
I don't want it; not for affection, 1 don't
expect it—<but with the simple motive,
which 1 hope that my letter conveyed to
you last week, to see you, 10 eXpress sor-
row for a Jong alienation, to feel glad
that yon are well, to tell youn that I am
not unhappy, and to go away again."”

The son's tones secmed to impress the
father, who subsided into his easy chair,

| from which he had leaned forward, as if

cowed by the eold, clear-ringing tonea
of the volee which fell upon his enrs, a
voice which subdued him, and an arro-
gance that had always been diffieult to
quell—which touched him, though he
never owned that—which made him oven
prouder of his son, though the time nev-
er came for him to own that, either,

The voung woman in the background
leaned forwnrd® with elasped hands until
he caught her glanes aguin, when she
once more turned bher eyes upon her book,

“Have you made your fortune?" asked
the father, in a diferent voice,

“Oun the econtrary, [ have been wome-
what unsuccessful."

“How do you live?"

“1 write—a little,”" he added modestly.
“It is n long story, that would searcely
interest you,'"

“It would not Interest me in the least.”

There was another long pause, during
which the son, still at his ease, still singu-
larly hards despite his respectful man-
ner, glaneed pound st the pletures on the
walls, ndmired them even, secretly but
not enviously, wondersd at their cost, anc
looked once more in the direction of the
Indy, whose pensive face and quiet grace
he admired also, and at whose presetice
he wondered in a greater degree, though
he repressed all exhibition of surprise.
Suddenly the father sald, with that sin-
gulur abruptness characteristic of the
man:

“You can stay here if you like.”

“For bhow long?" asked the son, sur-
prised at lust out of his assmoption of
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“WHO ARE YOu ' b

from his old remembrance of the house,
The door was opened and his nome an-
nounced, and he felt that he was passing
into a spacious apartment, the walls of
which were bright and rich with nany
pletures, and the ceiling paneled  and
massive, with ground glass in the panels,
for the proper transfusion of light on
Mr, Simon Culwick's “collection.” When
Simon Culwick had lost his son Reubon,
be had taken to the “masters,” ancient
and modern, and given them all the love
thint wans in his henrt,

But it was not at the paintings which
enriched the walls that Reuben Calwick
wnred with so muoeh of eurious sarnest
ness, but ot the big broad-faced man sit-
ting before the fire in a enpncions leath-
ern chair, and who was looking curlously
and steadily at him. There was a pret-
ty, foir-haired young woman, in geay cilk,
sitting nt the table in the recess of o hay
window, reading, and Heoben was con-
wcions of her presence—that was nll. She
rose not at his entrance, ouly looked to-
ward b with a eertaln degree of cusl
onlty as he advanced, and then tornel
to’ the pages of her hook as he held his
hand out to his father,

“Bo you have thought of me at last,
have you?" was rolled out in a groff hass,
as a large, white gouty-looking hand was
placed in that of his son. .

“Ho | have come back at last,” answer-
ed Reuben Culwick,

“You ean sit down,™ said the father.

“Thank you," said the son,

This was the meeting after five years'
absence—the ealm nfter the great storm
which had happened in that house five
years ago. This was the home that the
son had never liked, and that he felt he

did not like now, although he had some
to it of his own free will, There was |
n pause, during which each man took |

stock of the other without any particu-
lar reserve

“1 got your letter,” snid the fathor,
“and | might have sent the carringe for
you had It not rained so moeh."

“The horses might have canght cold in
stoad of me,” said the son dreyly; “buat 1
didn’t want the carriage. T was glad that
1 had not further to go last night than
Worcester.”

He looked toward the lady in the bay
window at this juncture, and his father
noticed the wandering gase, and paid no
attention to the hint which it conveyed

“Well, what have you been doing?
What do you propose doing now that von
are here? 1| suppose, after all that has |
passed, you have no intention of sitting
down in the house and waiting compla
cently for my death and my money ¥ the |
father inquired.

“You told me that | should never have
a penny of your money. If you rewember,
sir. 1| have never expected it aftor th ‘r!
day,” said Renben Culwick, |

“Why shonld you T said Mr Colwiek
n & lowd tone of volee, and yer without
betraying any possion. “Have 1 been
known In all my life to break my word ?

Has not sticking to my word, throagh |

thick and thin, in evil report and good |

IMANDELD REUBEN,

stoieal composure,

“Till we Jdisagree again,” said the fath-
er,with n short, forced langh; “that will
not be many days, [ suppose?”

“One moment, sir,” sald Reaben Cul-
wick, with grave politeness. “A mis-
take parted us, and we are laying the
foundation of another already, unless I
explain the first."”

foolish young fellow—when yon wanted
me to marry yoar friend's daughter.”

“You would have been rich—you wonld
have been respected—it would have been
for the best.”

“1 refused to entertain the proposal, if
you remember,”

“Remember! remember (! eried the
father, turning pale with anger:; “do yon
rinke this up ngnin to insult me?*

“No, to enlighten you,”™ said the other:
“nt that period, Mr. Culwick, 1 had prom-
ised my mother that T would not marry
the lady,” .

CHAPTER IM.

The effect*of Renben Onlwick's ane
nouncement upon his father was remack-
able. The big man rose from his chair
with his two large hands clenched, and
his face of a deep purplish hue, nnd
glared at his son in speechless weath,
Then he sank slowly and heavily into his
sent again, and panted for awhile. The
durk eoloring left the face, but the bushy
black brows retained their lower cueves
over the eyes, and the mouth was hard
and fixed, until the lips parted slightly to
allow a few words to escape,

“And this Is the first time yon tell me
that you were in lesgus with your woth
er?

“Yeu," answored Reuben, politely, *1
was a willful lad who had not been
hronght up well or looked aftér careflly,
and 1 had been only tanght to fear you,
My mother, who had been separate! from
you for some years, | was learning to re-
speet then. When we quarreled, I went

| to take care of her as well as I could. 1

was with her when she died,™

“You know how | hated your play-act.
g mother—how she hated me. Why do
you tell me that you sided with her, when
it would be so much the better policy to
keep this to yourself 7 said the father,
bitterly,

“Hecause T am not afraid of you any
lotger—because | see now where you
were wrong."

“And you expect me to forgive this de-
eeit. an old men do at the end of a play ™

“Or toward the end of their lives,” add-
vl Reuben,

Pon't talk to me of the end of my
Hfe,” he eried; “l dare say you have
thonght enongh of it—have considered
that it would be as well to sink your
cursed pride and your curseder temper,
amd come here In prodigalson fashion,
ifat it won't do: I'm not a man to be
howdwinked in”that way.™

‘I am not sorry to have seen you, fath-
er,” sald Reaben, rising;: “T came out of
my way —a long way out of it—to reach

| Worcester, 1 am glad to find you well
Good day.”
He extended his hand again, but this
time his father refused to take It
“You have come out of your way to
give me a fresh wound, that's all," said
the father, sullenly, “apd you have done
it effectually. I don't want you to trou-
ble me_again. You will not come heee
aghin 4t my invitation. 1 ean't forgive
you—why should 17 I never forgave
anybody. 1 never forgave your mother.
Your two aunts offended me years ago,
| you know. Kave I ever forgiven them?
One died last summer, and [ wouldn't
g0 to see ber—wouldn't go near her—and

| the other one Is in Bt. Oswald's alos-

| houses, blind as a bat, and living on
elght shillings n week. Eight shillings a

| week, and those pletures there cost me

eighty thousand pounds

“A good investment,” said Renben Cul-
wick, coolly, and eritically lpoking round
the walls: “they will increase in value
yeur by year, sir.™

As he looked round he became awnre,
for the figst time, that the Indy in the bay
window had disappeared. Rhe had pass.
ed from the room silently, through a see-
ond door at the extremity of the picture
gallery.

“And I never gave her a penny in my
life,” added Mr. Culwick, senior.

“Poor old Sarah—Dblind is she? and in
the almshouse, ton! 1 am sorry. 1 liked
old Sarah,” eald Reuben; “she was ane
of the few friends T had when I was a
boy, and when you were not rich, DBut 1
nm detaining you, and I am pledged to
reach London to-night. Good by agnin.”

When he lad reached the door, Simon
Culwick ealled out his name, and Reu-
ben paused and turned,

“1 am not deceitful,” sald the father,
“and 1 may as well tell you that I have
mnde my will, and that you will never
be a penny the better for it. It is all left
—all,” he added, “away from an unduti-
ful son.”

There was a moment's pause, and then
Reuben Culwick quitted his father's pres-
ence and closed the door after him. Ha
went from the room into the corridor, and
thenee nlong its entire length to the din-
ing room, where he thirew himself into a
chair with so thoughtful a mien that he
was not for the moment awanre that the
young lady in gray silk whom he had aeen
in the bay window was stepping back
from the big fleecy mat at the door, to
allow of his egress. When he saw her,
she put her finger to her lips, and he
repressed an exclamation of surprise.

“(io back,” she said, with an excite-
ment that astonished him; “don't give
up—don't leave him like that—it's your
last chance.”

“You have been listening,” sald Reu-
ben, coldly,

“To every word,” was the honest con-
fession; “and you have not sald a word
to please him, and much to offend. Why
did you come, If in no better spirit than
thin? Go back to him. Tell him how
sorcy you are for everything—do some-
thing before you go that will leave be-
hind a better impression,” she urged
ngain,

“No, I ean't go back." |

“Yon are an hard as he is,” she eried;
“an if It mattered what you sald to him
—an if it were not worth a struggle to
regnin _\'linr position here!"

Grasping her wrists, while her hands
covered her face to hide it from his flerce
gaze, Renben exclaimed in a wondering
tone, “Who are yon?"'

“Only the housekeeper, sir,” she said,
quaintly; “keeping house for Simon Cul.
wick—and in your place. You should
hate me as a usarper alrendy,” she sdd-
ed, mockingly, “if you had any spirit n

suid wonderingly. and without regarding
her strange taunts., "1 was not aware

“Why should you be aware of anything
about me, you who are as quarrelsome |
and strange as your father, and have
kept away so long? There, go home and
think of the best way to bring that old
wan to his senses.” |

“And interfere with your chanece,” said
Reuben, lightly. He was in better spir- |
ita already, and the odd manner of this
voung Iady interested him. |

“I ‘have no chanee,” she answered, “or |
I should not be very anxiona for you to |
get back. 1 should be too selfish—[
should try and keep you away, being as
fond of money as vour father ia"

“1 hardly believe this.™

“Mr. Renben Culwick ean believe ex-
netly what he pleases,” sald the }-uungl
Indy, spreading ount her skirts and mlk-|
ing him a very low obeisance, which he |
felt bound to return, after which ke
wonld have continued the eonversation
hod she not darted out of the door and |
disappeared.

(To be continued.)

hat They Said.
Penelope—Charley called last night.
Justine—That's twice in a week, isn't
It?
Penelope—Yea.
Justine—I suppose he'll
times In the next week?
Penelope—That’s what my brother
sAYyS.
Justine—And six times the next?
Penelope—That's what aunty says,
Justine—And seven thimes the next?
Penclope—That's what papa says,
Justine—And then what?
Penclope—Then we'll get
that's what everybody says,
Justine—And then what?
Penelope—Then [ sha'n't see him any
more of an svening; that's what mam-
ma says.—RBaltimore Sun.

come three

married;

T Mildly Rebnked.
“Didn’t you say that it was going to
rain to-<day

“1 " apnswered the weather
prophet. :
“But there hasn't been a sign of

molsture.”

“1 am perfectly aware of the fact. All
I could do was to offer the best opinion
on the subject that I could arrive ar. If
I could accurately foretell events, 1
should gquit working for a salary and
make a fortune in the stock market.” —
Washington Star,

8o Thonghtful.
She—There, dear, haven't [
thoughtful of you and unselfish?

He—How? |

“Why, 1 kept all these bills of mine
away from you until the middle of the
month!”

heen

To see what Is right, and oot to do it
Is want of courage, or of priociple. -

| bench (m), can be made by the same

Coafuclus.
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lncidents that Will
Interest and Enter-
tain Young Readers

Little Stories -ndz

Said by Children.

“Is your new nurse French or Ger- |
man?" asked the visitor. “I fink her's |
bwoken English,™ replied S-year-old
Margie, |

“Come, Harry,” sald his mother, “it's |
time all good Httle boys were In bed.”
“But, mamma,” rejoined the little fel-|
low, “you sald I was naughty lo-dl)‘.:
so that lets me out.”

“Mamma,"” queried little 4-year-old
Mabel, “was papa related to us before
he married Into our family?' “Cer-
tuinly not, dear,” was the reply. “Oh,
then we jost adopted him, dldn’'t we,
mamma? continued the small miss.

Little Dorothy was visiting In the
conptry last summer and, seeing a
black, red and white calf in the barn,
she ran to her mother and sald: “Oh,
mamma, come out to the barn and see
the cute lttle cow with a ealico skin.’

Mamma—Johnny, do you know what
day to-morrow will be? Johnny—Yes,
mamma; my birthday. Mamma—And
what would you like for the oceasion?
Jolhnny (after a pausel—I'd llke to see |
our schoolhouse burn down.

To Make Minilature Tors.

With scissors for tools and paper |
and toothpleks to take the place of
lnmber and beams, boys and girls can

' played 2,000 years ago.

| spread, hideous custoin,

peat the old rhymes contury after cen-
| tury, with little if any variation.

Blind man's buff, for example—a

survival of the ritea pecullar l". the
| worship of Odin, the sightless deu}-—|
is played to-day exactly as it was mkty woman 0‘

8o, too, is “tag,” which was uri‘!..nnl—
Iy a fragment of n sacred pantomime, |
or miracle play, portraying the old, old |
story of Diana and her nymphs.

[u' “London Bridge Is broken down"
we are treated to the entire ritual of
sncrifice, that wide-
which decreed
that a living child must be sacrificed
to the god of the structure ere it could
be expected to stand firm

First, It will be remembered, the
children urge alternative measures.
“London Rridge 18 broken down, ery
the two leaders, standing from an arch,
an arch,

the foundation

hands clasped, so as to form
beneath which the other little players
race, ns if in dread.

“Build it up with bricks and mor-
tar,” is the reply. :

“Rricks and mortar wil mold away."”

“Bulld it up with penny loaves—
with gold and sllver—set a man to
watch all day—set a dog to bark all
night,” and the rest of It

MADE OF PAPER

p———— e

AND TOOTHPICKS,

get lota of fun by making little ob-
Jjecta. To make a chalr, cut the figure
ia) twies out of a cardboard or a
playing card.

Where the deslgn 1s marked by dots,
bore small holes and stick the ends of
toothpleks through them, allowing only |
the extreme ends to stick out, and the
chair s ready (b). The same way you
can make a eradie (c).

A double lndder (d), a rocking-chalr
(¢), a stretcher (f), a push-cart (g), a
slelgh (h), a wagon (1), a house (k), a

slmple means. .

A table (n) 8 made by bending a
square plece of eardboard, as shown in
the pleture, and lnserting four tooth-
picks into the two places where the
paper Is bent under,

A basket Is made sut of a round ring
or a sguare (r and & and a smaller
round or square plece of cardboard, as
shown In the lllustrations.

Children’'s Games.

Children are Instinetive conserva-

tives. They play the old ganmes and re-

POETS IN THE POORHOUSE,

A Rather Pathetic Diacmssion of the
Worth of Rival Verse Makers,

In no country Is there among the
poorest and least educated u greater |
love of poetry than In Ireland; no- |
where are the poets of the people held |
longer or more fervently In remem- |
brance. Lady Gregory tells a charac-
teristic anecdote of a discussion which
she heard between two of the aged, |
toll-worn, poverty-stricken Inmates of
Gort Workhouse concerning the rival |
merits of two peasant bards of aixty
years ago—Raftery and Callluan.

The partizan of Callinan declared
that he had been a more respectable
kind of man, owning a lttle farm of
his own and his own cattle; moreover,
that be had more settled and respecta-
ble ways; also, that he was more good.
natured, and did not lash his neighbors
with satire; finally, that bhe was a bet-
ter poet, anyway, amd that Raftery, |
the blind, wandering rimester, admit
ted It by avolding any encounter with
him, and once wept with chagrin when
some satirie verses on his rival were
answered to overwhelming effect by
the rival's brother, also a poet,

The aged champlon of Haftery (real- |
Iy the more gifted poet of the two)
reluctantly admitted that he “would
run people down, and was someways
bitter”; but he, too, was kind at heart:
and she instanced the pretty Incident |
of the marriage of a poor servant lad
and lass “that was only a marriage
and not a wedding till Raftery chanc
od to come In; and he made It one.”
composing a grand song descriptive of
a noble feast. calling In the neighbors
te hear it, turning the oaccasion Into a
festival, and finally taking up a con
tribution from each guest, and bestow
ing the generous result on the bhappy
and astonished palr.

But the partizan of Calllnan was not
sllenced. “1 tell you." mald she, em
phatically. “Callinan was a nice man |
and a nice neighbor. Raftery wasn't
fit to put beside him. Callinan was g |

L]

|rmm that would go out his own back

mer
|

| Woman's Home Companion

Then, lastly, the hands are unclasp-
ed, the “arch” falls, catching one of
the players—preferably a lttle girl—
In its mock descent, after which all the
children shout In unison “Hurrah!
Hurrah! Now "twlll last for aye apd n
day, with a falr lady."—Pearson’'s
Weekly.

Little Sleepy- Head.
Oh, please, will some wise person say
Which is the really proper way
For mother's little sleepy-head,
To get each morning out of bed?
-
For often when | ery and pout,
As sister combs my tangles ont,
She mays “Oh, Rose,” and shakes her
head,
“You've got the wrong way out of bed!"

I've tried both right and left foot first,
I'm net quite sure which Is the worst;
But was it not unkind of Ned

To bid me “tall out on my head?”

Bo. please, If some one really kmows,
Just send a line—my name Is Rese,
At mother's house | always stay,

And our old postman knows the way,

door and make a poem about the four |
quarters of the earth. 1 tell you, you |
would stand In the snow to listen to
Calllnan!™

But just then, Lady Giregory records,
f bed-ridden old woman, who bad not
Jolned in the discussion at all, “sud-
denly sat up in bed and began to sing |
Raftery's love song, '‘Bridget Vesach'|
(Courteous Bridget). This she mntln-l
ned ns long as her breath Iasted; so |
the Inst word was for him, after alL”

Big Task to Sweep Floor.

It Is enough to blister one's hands
Just to contemplate the Job that con-
fronted the men who swept the Hoor
of the mammoth palace of agriculture
at the St. Louls world's falr. When
the eontractors finlshed thelr work ,|n|
that remalned to done
sweep the floor

be WAs to
It never dawned on
anyone how great the task was Cald

well & Drake, the contmctors orlered

| & dogen brooms and set twalve men to

work. When night came the r Inroads
n the twenty-tl acres of floor
Space were scarcel; ) They |
Increased the force ¥ to f-.'t".

and ordered 100 hrooms These

forty men worked ten days before the
blg floor waas thoroughly swept,

Somettmea
Bunday School Tencher — Bobby
where d Wl p 2 oy
s 0 good people go when thayl
Bobby (glibly}—Te heaven [

Sunday 8chool Teacher ~Yes, that Is :
ﬂ_ulnh And if a person who 1s wicked
all the way thro
- ugh dles, where dm!

Bobby—To the

police  station.—

A man who boasts of being able to
accomplish more In one day than any

other man ean In a week never has
occasion to do It

.lf OmMe men knew u-m::rﬁ as the
taik the encyclopedia would have t:;
retire from busivess

| ksonville,
Fla., daughter of Recorder of
Deeds, West, says:

“There are but few wives and

mothers who have not at times en-
dured agonies and such pain as only

women know of. I wish such women
knew the value of Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. [t
is a remarkable medicine, different in
action from any other I ever knew and
thoroughly relisble.

“1 have seen cases where women
doctored for years without permanecng
benefit who were cured in less than
three months after taking your Vege-
table Compound, while others who
were chronie and incurable came out
cured, happy, and in perfect health
after a thorough treatment with this
medicine. 1 have never used it myself
without gaining great benefit. A
few doses restores my strength and
appetite, and tones up the entire
system. Your medicine has been tried
and found true, hence 1 fully endorse
1" — Mnra, R A. ANpERsON, 225 Wash-
lnghm St., .Ia.cl:::n‘::‘l‘_l:;.‘ El:w-;m

If ariginal of & " -

it If orly f 7

| :nnt eanmof be

The experience and testimony
of some of the most noted women
of Ameriea go to prove, bevond
n question, that Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound will
correct all such trouble at once
by removing the cause, and res
sgtoring the organs to a healthy
auil normal condition,

“Does your daughter's hustmnd love
her as devotedly as ever?' “He does
when I'm around,” replied her daugh-
ter’s hushand's mother-in-law, grimly,
—Houston Post.

Mathers will find Mre. Winslow's Soothing
le'\:l'p tha best remedy w use for their children
the welhing season.

The Anxious Mother—Are you sure
my son has appandicitisa? The Emi.
nent Bpeciallst—We can tell you bet-
ter, madam, after the operation —
Life.

To Rreak I New Shoes.

Always shake in Allen's Foot-Ease, a powder,
Iteures hot, sweating, aching, swollen feet
Cures corns, lngrowing nails and bunions. At
nll druggists and shoe stores, 25¢.  Don't aceept
any substitute. fample mailed FREE. Address
Allen 8. Olmsted, Lo Roy, N. Y,

“IMs world alnt square,” growled
little Mickey. “Why notY" asked Jim-
my “'Cause the only ones dat get
free peanuts are slephants and polices
men."—Chlcagn Newns,

Piso's Crre 1¢ & good congh medieine,
It has cured ecoughs and colds for forty
years. At druggists, 25 cents,

He—-1'd llke to meet Miss Bond. She
—Why? “I hear she has thirty thou-
sand a year and no Incumbrance.” *la
she looking for one?'—Life,

FIT P!rﬂl.nlﬂur.l e s"nuwnmoqu-
after Arnt day'suse of Dr. Kline'sGirest Nerve

Rastorer. Send fur Fres 88 trial bottle and t
Dr. . I Kline, Ltd.. 621 Arch St., Philadelphis, R

The Masculine Theory.
Wife—I wonder why the fashions
for women change so often?
Hueband—Probably for the purpose
of enabling them to corregpond with
the feminine mind, my dear.

Horrible Thought.

Here's an astrologer who predicts
that King Edward is shortly to pass
through a lot of trouble, a dark clond
hanging over the empire. Some hor-
rible ealamity, don't you know,

I'll bet Alfred Austin is writing an-
other ode,~Life.

ABSOLUTE
SECURITY,

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of
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