e

s
- AP L

@ A g e S

SEE

L S

s

§

b e e

—

e
—

L g

Asthor of “Dora Desne™ “The
‘-. I l I

3

| AIKENSIBE

MRS. MARY J. HOLMES

* “Tompest and Seashine,” !C;'.Iﬂ“."ﬂ. bonp Novem

[ e e el e e o o

A A

CHAPTER 1.

The good people of Devonshire were
tather given to guarreling—sometimes
about the minister's wife, meek, gentle
Mrea. Tiverton, whose manner of house
keeping, or style of dress, did not exaet-
ly suit them; sometimes about the min-
Ister himself, good, patient Mr. Tiver
ton, who walnly Iimagined that if he
preached three sermons a week, attend-
od the Wednesday evening prayer meet-
ing, the Thursday evening sewing socle-
ty, officiated at every funeral, visited all
the sick, and gave to every beggar who
called at his door, besides superintend-
ing the SBunday school, he was earning
his salary of six hundred per year.

Sometimes, and that not rarely, the
quarrel crept into the choir, and then,
for one whole SBanday, it was all In vain
that Mr. Tiverton read the psalm and
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facts
to make him a favorite with
classes ; and, greatly to his surprise, he
found himself unanimously, elected to the
responsible office of sole inspector of com-
mon schools in Devonshire,

With no definite idea as.to what
expected of him, except that he was to
find out “whether a girl knew her P's
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ed rather npervausly his initiation. He
was not easy in the society of ladies, un-
less, indeed, the lady stood in need of
his professional services, when he lost
sight of her at onte, and thought only of
her disease. His patient once well, how-
ever, he became nervously shy and em-
barrassed, retreating as soon as possible
from her presence to the covert of his
friendly office, where, with his boots upon
the table and his head thrown back in a
most comfortable posjtion, he sat omne
April morning, in happy oblivion of the
bevy of girls who must, of course, ere
long invade his sanctum.

“Something for you, sir. The lady will
wait for an answer,” said his “chore
boy,” passing to his master a little three-
cornered note, and nodding toward the
street.

Following the direction indicated, the
doctor saw, drawn up near his door, an
old-fashioned one-horse, square-boxed,
dark green wagon, drawn by a sorrel
horse, sometimes called by the genuibe
Yankee “yellow,” and driven by a white-
haired man of a pleasing, patriarchal
appearance, which interested the doctor
far more than did the flutter of the blue
ribbon beside him, even though the bon-
net that ribbon tied shaded the face of
a young girl. The note was from bher,
and, tearing it open, the doctor read, In
the prettiest of all pretty, girlish hand
writing :

“Dr. Holbrook—S8ir: Will you be at
leisure to examine me on Monday after-
noon, at three o'clock?

“MADALINE A. CLYDE.

“P. B.—For particilar reasonis I hope
you can attend to me as early as Mon-
day. . M. A.O”
Dr. Holbrook knew very little of girls,
but he thought this note, with its P. 8.,
decidedly girlish. Btill he made no com-
ment, either verbal or mental, so flur-
ried was he with knowing that the evf]
bhe so much dreaded had come upon him
at last. Turning to the hoy‘ho sald,
laconically, “Tell her to come.

Most men would have sought for a
glimpsee of the face under the bonnet tied
with blue, but Dr. Holbrook did not care
a picayune whether it were ugly or fair,
though it strike him that the volce
was singularly sweet, which, after the
boy had delivered his message; said to the
old man, “Now, grandpa, we'll go home.
1 know you must be tired.”

Blowly Borrel ifrotted down the wtreet,
the blue ribbons fluttering in the wind,
while one little ungloved hand was seen
carefully adjusting aboat the ald man's
shoulders the ancient camlet cloak which
bad done duty for many a year. The doc
tor saw all this, and the Impression left
upon his waa thet Oandidate No. 1
war -h’HTn nlcsish kind of a girl, and

very good to her grandfather. Monday
afternoon was frightfully near, he
thought, as this was only Saturday; and
then, feeling that he must be ready, he
brought out from the trunk books enough
to have frightened an older person than
poor Httle Madeline Clyde, riding slowly
home with grandpa, and wishing so much
that she'd had a glimpse of Dr. Hol-
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down in
air intended for Madeline Clyde.

reminded the doctor of his perplexity,
also brought the comforting thought t
Guy, who had never failed him yet, could
surely offer some suggestions. But
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would, when she found that the whole of
the Remington property belonged to your
mother, and not your father.”

“Oh, yes! Bhe got over her pique as
soon a8 1 settled a handsome little In-
come on Jessle, and, In fact, on her too,
until she is foolish emough to marry
again, when it will cease, of course, as 1
do not feel it my duty to support any
man’s wife, unless it be my own, or my
father's,” was Guy Remington's reply

“She’ll bardly marry again, though she
may. She's young—not over twenty-
sixl—"

“Twenty-eight. Bhe Is not more than
three years your senior, & mere nothing,
if you wish to make her Mrs. Holbrook,”
and Guy's dark eyes scanned curiously
the doctor's face, as if seeking there for
the secret of his proud young stepmoth-
er's anxiety to visit plain Mrs. Conner
that afternoon. But the doctor only
laughed merrily at the idea of his being
father to Guy, his college chum and long-
tried friend.

Agnes Remingtom—reclining languidly
in Mra. Conner's easy chair, and over-
whelming her former friend with descrip-
tions of the gay partles she had attended
in Boston, and the fine sights she saw in
Europe, whithgr her gray-haired husband
had taken her for a wedding tour—would
not have felt particularly flattered, ecould
she have seen that smile, or heard how
easily, from talking of her, Dr. Holbrook
turned to another theme, to Madeline
Clyde, expected now almost every mo-
ment, There was a merry laugh on Guay’s
part, as he listened to the doctor’s story,
and, when it was finished, be said : “Why,
I see nothing so very distasteful in ex-
amining a pretty girl, and pugsling her,
to see her blush. I half I were
in your place. I should enjoy the mov-
elty of the thing.”

“Oh, take it, then; take my placs
Guy,” the doctor exclaimed, sggerly, ™
does not know me from Adam.
are books, all you will need. You went
to a distriet school once a4 week when
you were staying in the country. Yon
surely have some idea, while I have not
the slightest. WMl yon, Guy?

Guy Remington liked anything savor
ing of a frolic, but In his mind there
were certain consclentious scruples touch-
ing the justice of the thing, and so at
first be demurred, while the dedtor still
insisted, until at last he laughingly con-
sented to comipéncs thé examination, pro-
vided the doctor would sit by and ocea-
siomally come to his & g

“You must vr!h.: eertificats, of
courss,” he sald, “testifying that she Is

quelified m" “

“Yon, - M0 sbe 1n; bBnt
magbe she won't be, and my orders are

to be striet” Lt

“How did she look? Guy nsked, and
the doctor replied : “Saw nothing but her
bonnet. Came in a queer old go-gigele of
a wagon, such as your country f{
drive. By the way, when do you erc
the sea-again for the falr Lucy? R
says this summer,”

“Rumor is wrong, as usual, then,” was
Guy's reply, a soft Mght stealing into
his handsome eyes. Then, after a
“Miss

she were well acclimated, I should be
glad, for It is terribly lonely up at Alken-
side.” '
“And do you really think a wife wonld
make it pleasanter?” Dr. Holbrook asked,
the tone of his volee indicating a little
doubt as to a man’s being happler: for
having & helpmate to share his joys and

But no such doubts dwelt in the mind
of Guy Remington, FEminently fitted for
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the young men exchanged
while the doctor whispered softly : “Ver-
dant—that’s sdre, Wonder if she’d
knock at a church.” '
As Guy sat nearest the door, it wag be
who held it ajar while Madellfie came
in, her soft bro¥m ‘eyes with
something llke & tear, and cheeks
burning with’ .as pife took the
Mhﬂhtﬂb’ﬂl’hﬂlu‘tﬂ. who
found himself master of ceremonies.
Poor little Madeline!
(To be eontinued.)
= e —— ——
Just the Same. - _
mummmmm

an irate father to his youngest daugh-
ter. “What does your mother say
about 1t?"

“Well, dad,” replled Dorls as she
turned to go upstairs, “she says men
haven't altered a bit.”

Om the Jump.

“Iy it really only ten minutes’ walk
to the station from your house?” asked
Citiman.

“What a ridiculous question,™ ex-
claimed Bubbubs. .

“Nobody in lovely Bwamphurst ever
‘walks’ to the statlon. I may say, how-
ever, that it's only about eight and a
half minutes’ run"—Philadelphia
Press.

Afraid He’d Change,

“Could you guess how old I am?"
sald the girl with the crows' feet, giv-
ing a little giggle.

“Why, you're about 24" sald the
man who thought he ought to be kind
to her. &

“Remember,” she sald, with more
giggles, “I only gave you one guess.”
—Yonkers Btatesman,

A Plot,

“You seeemd anxlous to pick a quar
rel with him,” sald Knox.
" “Yea” replied Fox, “he’s to be mar
ried next month, and—-""

JARD T pee. Cut you out, eh?
. *Not at all, but I want him to eut
me out of his list of friends. I want
to save the price of a present.”—Phils-
delphia Press. '

Amother Good Way.

Deacon Slicker—I think the parson
is not sufficlently progressive; and yet
1 hate to suggest that we discharge
him.

Deacon Hatdshell—-Why not ralse
his salary? Then he’d probably drep
dead.—Puck. .

A Difeulty.

“Do you think there ls any use of
trying to reform spelling?”

“No. The people whose spelling re
ally needs reformation worst don't
read enough to know that a reform I8
in progress.”"—Washington Star,

Jemloma,

“She Is half frantic since hér tme

band died.” .
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while the side strips are made of Inch-
boards sawed 2 Inches wide. The earth

dralnage |s more damaging than bene-
ficial, as It allows the water to accumu-
late and there remain. If the system

Soil for Potted Plants.

The soil to be used for potted plants
should be a mixture of leaf mold from
the woods, sand and good loam, a little
powdered charcoal being an Improve-
ment. A plece of broken pot should be
put over the drainage hole, then emough
soll put In so that when the ball of
earth s placed in the pot there will be
about an inch of space froin the sur-
face of the soil to the rim of the pet.
Fill In the soll all around the ball, and
pack It moderately tight. Finally give
the pot a tap on the bench to settla the
poil. After all the .plants are potted
put a spray noszzle on the sprinkler and
give them a good watering, shading
with newspapers for two or three days
during sunshine untll re-established.
Never use a large size pot for a small-
rooted plant. If you do the soll will
sour and the plants sicken and dle.

Sorting and Packing Eggs.
Eggs to be placed on the market
shonld be carefully sorted and packed
as to size, shape and color. It s bet-
ter not to put egge having different col-
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“Yea, she s sure be went to
and she has fust.read that the
of angels are womien.”—Houston
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still alive at its place of origin In
Southern France, says American Culti-
vator. Although a French pear, It
seems to be as hardy as any and suc-
ceeds as far north as Ontario and In
parts of Northern New England where
any pear will thrive

It Is = goodl pear to grow om guince
roots, producing large specimens and
annual crops. It also does well on pear
roots. It |s a rather large pear, cholce
specimens averaging about three and
one-half inches long The skin Is yel-
lowish green, with reddish brown
checks and dots. The flesh Is white,
fine gralned and buttery and the flavor
pleasant and splecy, It ripens about
with the Bheldon in early October. Its
shipping qualities are excellent, and it
ranks among the first of the general
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In
is easy to be a famous novelist
nowadays® Mr, Wells laughed sourly.
‘Yes,’ bo sald. ‘In the past the authors
dled, but their works live Now the
works die and the authors live”

David Christie Murray, journalist,
traveler, novellst and playwright, died
in London recently In his sixty-first
year, having been born In English
Staffordshire April 18, 1847. Murray
was a reporter in Birmingham and Lon-
don In his youth, was special corre-
spondent of the London Times In the
Russo-Turkish war, and his travels In
Australla, Canada and the United
States were all pald for by his letters
written for English papers. His list
of forty-five books comprises malnly
novels He wrote too many books and
too rapldly—sometimes three In a year
—as, for example, In 1886, “Aunt Ra-
chel,” “Cynlc Fortune” and “First Per-
son Bingular”; In 1889, “Old Blaser's
Hero,” *“Novellst's Note Book,” “One
Traveler Returns”—this last with Hen-
ry Herman, of whom we know nothing;
in 1889, “A Dangerous Catspaw,”
“Queen’'s Bearf” “Schwarts,” “Young
Barter's Repentance.” Murray was a
clever man, industrious in his calling,
apt In conversation, ready In speech,
making addresses on special occasions
with a genlal fortulty. He had shown
of late a fondness for mystical specula-
tion. His last writing was an article
on “Theories of the Soul,” not yet pub-
lished.
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Breaking It to Him,

“Doctor, 1 suppose I'm' an old fool,
but I have made a discovery that glves
me some uneasinesa”™

“What s It, Kadger?

“l was passing my hand eover my
head the other day, and I found one
place that’s a good deal hotter than
any other spot. 1 thought it was all
imagination at first, but it lsn't. Put
your hand on the top of my head, pret-
ty well back. There, that's the place.
Doesn't It feel hotter than the ‘rest of
my head?”

“It certalnly does”

“Well, now, I am anxious to know
what that means. If it Indicates that
there's too much braln pressure at that
particular spot, I want fo know IL
Is it serious?”

“Kadger, It 1s."

“1 feared po, Tell me the truth, doo-
tor, no matter what It 1"

“I hesitate to tell you, becanse—"

“Doctor, 1 Insist on knowing.”

“Well, if you must know, Kadger,
that particular place on yout head feels
hot to your hand because you're getting
a bald spot there.”
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