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CHAPTER 1L —(Continued.)
“Ah! that is good of you indeed, 14
you knew the load that you have taken

off my mindl Tomorrow 1 will put
dowa in writing what 1 wish done about
her; she will not be penniless and you
will look after &1l that for her, will you
not? And besides, as I told you, it Is
highly probable that such a contingency
as her being left will never arrive, and
that I shall live for years to look after
her myself; indeed, I believe that the
peace of mind your promise has given
me will prolong my life to its unatural
limits™

Brian looked ronnd the room once
more; were the flowers and the feminine
trifles which adorned it the evidence of
Miss Laybourne’s taste, he wondered.

“Your daughter, is she in the next
room? May | not be intreduced to her?”

“Ob, she has gone to bed ages ago,”
replicd the naturalist, an answer which
fully confirmed Rrian in his conviction
that the roung lady ln question was ten
yaars old.

“Janie will take her,” he thought to
himself. “She Is a good, motherly crea-
ture; we can have her educated with
little Lorrie; one governess will do for
the two, and 1 daresay by and by Janie
will find her a hushand, and 1 shall not
have much trouble about the child.”

CHAPTER IIL

“Do youn belong, may 1| ask, to the
genus ape, bird or pixie?’ said Brian
Desmond, as he stood looking up Into the
branches of the cherry tree.

It wasa 7 o'clock In the morning, a
creditable hour for him to be abroad,
perambulating the garden. The b
were shouting their morning paeans
gether, in a glorious chorua of confused
sweetneas, The dew lay fresh and heary
upon the grass under his feet, the flow-
ers opened wide their starry cups to
greet their lond the sun, and Brian Des-
mond stared up into the cherry tree,
where, among the crimson drops of ruddy
fruit, wus perched a small, elf-like crea-
ture, with yellow hair, white garments
of indistinet formation, and preternatur-
ally large blue eyes that gazed down
gravely into his,

“Neither,” auswered the creature seri-
cusly, “Genns man—sex feminipe. |
am a woman."

“Indeed ¥’ dofMing his hat with mock
politeness. “I am glad to have been in-
formed of so ilmportant a fact; had you
not told me, I should never have divined
it. Why did you not say a ‘baby? "

“Because 1 am a woman,” she repeat-
ed seriously.

Brian laughed. This, of course, must
be Miss Laybourne, his foture charge,
aged 10,

Indeed, seen from this lower level,
crumpled up over his head, Into a small
twisted form between the arma of two
branches of the tree, she might certainly
bave passed for 10 years old.

“What is your name, you odd little
girl ¥

“Upon my tombstone [ shall be de-
scribed as Catherine [Elizabeth Lay-
bourne. As | am not yet pinced beneath
it [ have been hitherto called Kitten."

“You are a very amusing kitten, at
any rate,”” he said laughiogly. *Come
down and talk to me’

“Why should 1?7 You get up her and
talk to me."”

“(i00d gracious!
age?'

*Thirty-eight,” replied Kitten prompt-
ly. being well informed upon this par-
ticular point,

“Why, you seem to know everything,”
anawered Desmond, in surprise.

“Things ure not what they seem, then,
There is =omething I don't know yet.
If you come up here [ will tell you."

“Upon my life " he began, bhpt
simultaneously he began to climb also,
He swung himself lightly up on to the
branch, and landed himsell by Kitten's
wide,

“What is it you don't know?" he asked
her, noting that oo nearer inspection
ghe certainly muost he over ten.

“1 don't know whether you like cherry
tart of not.” e forehore with wonder-
ful self-chmmand to express his disap-
pointinent at this apparently irrelevant
retmark.

“Hum—that depends,” he said medita-
tively, “On the cherries to begin with;
they must be ripe. On the erust, which
must bo flaky. And upon the condl-

Do you kunow my

ment served with it, which must be
eream,”
“Then you had it all last night!” she

eried triumphantly.
wnas it niee?"

H0 it was not an irrelevant catechism,
but a trap to eateh him, after all. He
owned with confusion that he had not
tasted any of the cherry tart in ques-
tion.

“Oh, what n shame! and T had thought
of it so much. Why dido't you eat it?’

“] really don't know."

“It must certainly be as I mald to
Paddy,” she remarked, surveying him
reflectively with those grave infantine
blue eyes; “it must be because you are
too old.”

“As you are on the subject of age,
perhaps you will kindly favor me with
yours?" he sald,

“(lertainly. I am sixteen.”

wixteen!” he cried in  amazement.
“Why, | thought you were only ten."”

“I'hen you were very stupid to think
so,” she raplied, In a perfectly tran-
qn“ volce.

He looked at her attentively. He be-
gan to perceive that she was no child,
but & lovely girl of the most falry-like
type, & flower bud just emerging into

“Iyid you like it;
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womanhood. Her gold crowned head,
her pure dellcate-hned profile  turned
slightly from him, the transparent taper
fingers that played with a cluster of
erimson chorries—all were those of a
woman, and not of a chilh. He had
been stupld, no doubt!

And then he fell to wondering what
on earth he should do, should this
strange, olf-lilke, woman-child ever be left
ppon his hande. Rrian began to think
that he had undertaken rather more than
he bargained for,

“1 am golng to get down now, please.”

“Pray allow me to assist youl?" sald
Brian in his best society manner.

The nearest approach to a laugh that
Kitten ever indulged in fluttered softly
from her rosy lips. In lesa thine than it
takes to describe she had swung herself
lightly on to the dewy grass, and stood
looking up at him with grave blue eyes
in which there lurked now a susplelon of
demure roguery,

“Oan | assist you?" she sald, gravely.

Brian langhed. “What an elf you are.
I fear my descent will neither be wo
swift nor so graceful ax yours, Miss Lay-
bourne:™ nevertheless he accomplished it
althongh in a blundering fashlon,

They wandered along the garden paths
together, The dew brushed against their
garments, the flower dust from the gold-
en hearts of the marigolds, and the nas-
turtiums was shaken by thelr passing
footsteps. The flickering sunlight came
shaft-like down through the over-arching
boughs above their heads,

The professor standing between the
muslin draperies of the open breakfast
room window, watched them as they
came slowly along, Desmond's tall head
stooped toward his companlon, his hand-
some red bronze face burut by the sun
of foreign lands, was bent with friendly
kindness toward the upturned fower
like face by his side; his eyes that were
somewhat grave with the shadow of a
past grief, and somewhat tender, too,
with the reflex of n kindly nature, were
fixed with a pleasad admiration upon the
girl's youth and beauty.

Kitten tripped lightly by his side, shy-
ness was not in her; she chattered freely
about the cows, and the dogs, and her
pet starling in his cage, saying anything
that eatne into her head; sometimes with
the playful foolishness of a child, some-
times with that gleam of world-wise
shrewdneas which crossed her more friv-
olous moods with strange unexpected
suddenness,

The naturalist looked at them both as
they came nearer. His child was fair
and sweet and lovely. Brian was still
young, he was a good fellow, & brave
man and a gentleman. Through the old
man's mind there darted a sudden
thought.

“Why not?" And then he added to
himself, "That would be better for her,”
and a smile softened his eyes ns the
thought grew and grew upon him more
and more.

“Are you coming in to hreakfast, Miss
Laybourne?" inquired Desmond, as they
drew near the house.

“Hrenkfust! 1 have breakfasted nl-
ready!" .

“On what, Queen of the Fairles?"
Dewdrops, 1 imagine."

“Nop, upon cherries and milk; it was
my breakfast hour you broke in upon
when you interrupted me just now. You
startled me so that 1 had not time to
finish.”

“[ am very sorry, but you see [ have
po acquaintance with the habits of tree
¢lves: no doubt you dislike me extreme
ly for my blunder.”

“Nop, I don't dislike you,” she answer-
ed musingly: “in faet, I like you; yes,
[ think I like you better than I do
Roy Grantley.”

“And who, pray, is Roy Grantley 7

“Well, he's & boy. 1 have known
him for years'

“And yet you like me as well? I not
{hat rather ungrateful, Miss Kitten, to
this old friend of yours? e would be
angry if he heard you."

“No,” she answered simply, “becnuse
he does not mind ingratitude—boys don't
when they are infatuated.”

“And is Mr. Roy infatuated then
asked Brian, looking Intensely amused.

“Krightfully; he worships me, you
know. It is tiresome."

“And how ara you prepared to regard
me, as a worshiper or as an object ft
fur worship?”

He looked at her playfully, the grave
blue eyes met his, then dropped swiftly
—a slow flush mounted to her brow.
Bomething In the electrie glance of his
eyes caused her to tremble before him
with a sweet shyness that was something
new to her. And Brian Desmond saw
thut he had awankened the woman in
the child's heart.

All that day he wandered with her
about the woods and the flelds, with
stated intervals, of course of merious
conversation with her father, He picked
wild flowers for her, dog-roses and
honeysuckles from the hedges, long tralls
of briony to wind round her hat, or
meadowsweet and waving rushes from
the tangled fringe of the stream that ran
Iagily through the meadows below the
house,

Kitten soon recovered herself, and
chattered freely to him of her simple life
and its plensures. Now and then she
stole a slde glance up at him, and wsald
to herself: “He is far better than Roy,
though he Is so old."”

And Roy was away: he was paying a
vigit to his unecle, Thers was no sun-

e

burnt, shoek-headed boy to come clam-
bering over the fence to disturb her
tete-a-tetes with her uew friend

ex. “Roy s not amuslog lke Mr. Des
mond; he cannot talk and understand
th one¢ I8 thinking about; he ouly

looks foolish and says silly things, aund
he would be horribly in the way, poor

"
|hi‘ve-lhm days passed away with

lightning quickness; on the fourth Brian
was to go. Kitten counted the lessen-
ing houra as they speeded by, with ever
lncreasing naduness,

“Ouly oue day more’,' she sald to her
self when it came to the last. “Oue
more ramble in the garden. Oue more
lunch with Daddy sitting by, talking to
him of things 1 don't understand, Then
one more alternoon together in the woods
sod the fields, then the evenlng and the
dinner hour, and the stroll in the moon:
tlght for the last time. ‘Then night, and
in the early morning he will go." Bhe
reckoned up the precious moments as a
miser counts his gold, and after all he
duy was a fallure, as so many “last
days™ are apt to be to which we have
looked forward with a trembling eager
ness.

It rained all the morning Mr. Des
mond remalned closeted in the profes

sor's study for all the long hours between
breakfast and lunch. Kitten was told by
her father that she might “ran away."
She pouted a little bit, and resented for
the first time belng treated like a ehild
After a long thme she heard the study
door open and a step acroes the Hagged
hall outalde,

“Kitten! Kitten! Where are you?*
called & volce outside. A curlous sense
of happy shyness kept her silent, She
crouched closer under the shelter of the
old faded morone curtalns nad was still,
though her heart was beating steangely.
Khe heard him go oot lato the porch,
then come in agaln and go to the kilchen
door, Kexinh would surely tell him where
she was. The step came back yuickly,
the handle of the door turned,

“Kitten, are you here?”

Bho stooped her yellow head low over
her book, there was a reason why she
did not want to look up or to Answer,
But he saw her In her corner, a little
mite all in white, with a bent, suuny
head against a framework of faded red.

“Little witeh! where have you hidden
yourself? Why did yon not answer?
Why, Kitten, Kitten, what Is the mat
ter? Why, you are erying!”

She tried to turn away her tear-laden
eyes and to force her lips into a smile,
but the heary drops tumbled over on to
her amall hands, and the rosy lips could
only tremble.

“It is your last day,” she sald pites
ously: “and—and—it s half gone al-
ready."”

Ho sat down bealde her on the ground
and took the smalk frall hands in his
own. 1t went througa his mind to ask
himself who, for many a long year, had
shed tears for him, bLecause he was go-
ing away. A great tenderncss filled his
heart: It was not love, it was nothing
like love even, It was only such a pfity
as might fill the heart of a strong man
toward & child who is hurt. He wanted
to he kind to her, to console her, to do
her good, to wipe away those tears which
gorrow for him had conjured np, to coax
those trembling rosebod lipa into a smile.

“Poor little child,” he sald to himself;
“what ean 1 say or do to comfort her?
Kitten, would yon like to live with me
nlways?" he asked of her suddenly, “to
be never parted from me?'

She looked up at him swiftly, n great
gush of joy fashed over her face, n
smile of heaven-born happiness parted
her lipa.

“To live with yon!" she repeated won-
deringly.
her hands, s crimson flush rushed sud-
denly over her whole face and throat and
the small white fingers flew up to hide

the child eyes where the woman's love
had been quickened lnto sudden life,

He saw then what he had done and
what she faocied he had meant. Hoe
rose quickly and looked out of the win-
dow.

“It would be nice, wouldn't it, little
woman? You and I would become great
friends, but, of course, it Is nonsense,
for you have your father." he conld not
tell her how that father was likely to
die and leave her to his care, which was
what had been in his mind when he had
talked of her living with him,

A silence—then ns he atill  turned
awny his face, she sald gently: “Non-
gonse, of course! as you say, 1 have my
Daddy.”

He wan rolleved; her voice was so still
and quiet, there was no harm done then,
he turned round and looked at her. Bhe
hod rleen to her feet and stood facing
bim with her fingers slipped inte the
puge of her hook There were no tears
pow in her grave, sweet eyes, nor uny
burning blushes on her cheeks, ulo was
much as usnal, only, perhaps, a little
paler. Already the child was learning
the woman's lesson, to hide the wounis
of her heart from the eyes of the man
who makes her suffer,

“But 1 am coming back agnin to see
you very soon, Kitten; we shall have
many more good hours together in the
garden and the fields,”

“Yeu, that will be nice"

“Now run and get your hat: see, the
taln 18 nearly over and the sun Is com-
ing out behind that bank of eloud; by the
time you have wrapped yourself up well
we shall be able to get out and have a
walk yet before lunch."

She turned to obey him in silence.

(To be corltlmtld.!

Herolne,
Pearl—I suffered him to steal a kiss
last night.
Ruby—The nerve! And did you call
your mamma?
Pearl—No, 1 am brave,
in sllence.

I suffered

Down in ‘Taney County a sign on a
crossroads store reads as follows:
“Tea, underwenr and maple sirup; also
hides, pelts and carmels; also notary
publick and soft drinks."—Kadnsus City

Star. . e

Then her face dropped into|Bo
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and warm weather the blood is aroused and stirred to quicker
its effort to throw off these acids and poisons the skin suf-

by it. With the com-

Boils, pimples, blotches, rashes and eruptions break out and con-
tinue until the blood is cleansed and made pure. 8. 8. 8. isthe ideal

for this condition; it clears the blood of all impurities, makes it rich
strong and these skin troubles pass away. Rheumatism, Catarrh, Chronie
Sores and Ulcers, Scrofula, Coutagious Blood Poison and all other discases
of the blood are cured by 8. 8. 8. Book on the blood and any advice des

sired, free of charge.  FHE SWIFT SPEGIFIC CO., ATLANTA, GAs
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Circumstantl sl Evidence

At a lawyor's dinner the sublect of
clreumstantinl evidence was discnss-
ed, One lnwyer, says the New York
Tribune, sald that the best illustration
of clreumstantinl evidence as proof
wis In & story be had recently beard

A young and pretty girl bad been
out walking. On ber return her moth-
er anld:

“Where have you been, my dear?”

“Ouly walkiug In the park,” she re-
plied,

*With whom?"' pursued her mother,

“No one, mamma," sald the young
girl,

“No one?' her mother repeatad,

“No one,” was the reply,

“Ihen,” sald the older Iady, “ex-
plaln how It in that you have come

“Do you know, Miss Clara” sald y e
young Singleton, the othor evening, “that l hu"“ﬂ;":‘ " ‘"l“l"‘l:":.' when you
your face reminds me of a perfect wir | started with an umbrelln,

_ Bridge Built on Wool.

At the little town of Wadebridge,
Cornwall, England, there Is a bridge
of a unigue charcter, Owing to the
strength of the current, onlinary stone
foundntions would not hold, and nu.
merous devices were tried without sue
coss,  Eventually bags of wool were
sunk in the steeam apd the plles driv-
en In, and this strange foundation has
proved wonderfully firm and satisfac
tory.

To Break in New Shoes.

Always shake in Allen's Foot.Ease, & powdar,
It cures hot, sweating, aching, swollen leet
Cures corns, ingrowitg nals gaud banlons AL
all druggists and shoe stores, 2. Don't aceept
| any substitute Hample mailed FREE. Addres

Allen 8 Olmsted, 1o Roy, N. Y

A ln:ln;rtonr Hint
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o " - ™ by, |  Motbers will find Mew, Winalow's Boothing
p":)_::'," ItY" she queried. And why Syrup the best remedy o use for thelr chlldren

“Becnuse,” he answered, ‘it reflocts b b o m"t"_u "T
| nothing but the truth.”

“Oh!" she exclalmed, in 8 tond that
savored of disappolntwent, 1 thought

[the nnswer would be asltogether differ

World's Stook of Gold.
The nmount of gold In Europe when
| America was discovered s belleved

| ent."” | not to have excecded §225,000,000, In
“What dld you expeet me to say?’ he | the 404 years untll 1800 the world's
anked.

. X production s estimated at $9,000,000,-
% enatl wﬂl?;ﬂ:":h:':;';"‘l'.‘;: |000—halt of which was ndded to the
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| her engagement at the breakfast table, in gold bas been mined—almost &
| ‘lhlrd as much as during the preced-
'L‘:o Reward, ‘l'?ob-. - Ing 404 years. This despite the fact
thl r wl |
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uumnﬁnh by b-uldm antl::.mr;-t.lwdm llons, By the end of the present year
] wore .
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weors that they offer Oue undred Dollars | gix billlons-—nn Increase of unearly 00
or any case that 1t (sils to cure. Bend for liat { i
of testimonials, per cont in nine years,

Address, F.J. CHENEY & CO., Tolsdo, 0.

His Excuse.

“Ah-hah, squire!” chackled Hi Bpry,
the village wag and cut-up, upon en-
countering the old codger next morn-
ing after the date of the appearance
of the greatest show on earth, “Ketch-
ed ye in a yiden! Told me ye was goln'
to take boy to the circus and I seen
ye right smack up on the tip-top seat
last night, without a single sign of a
boy with ye!”

“Took the boy 1 used to be, yoars
and yenrs ago!" returned’ the veteran,
erubbedly. “I'm In my second child-
hood, golram ye!"—I'uck,

14 by droggists, 156
Haills l’ﬂu#ﬂh are the best.

Secretary Leslie M, Bhaw, for more
than twenty years prlor to golng to
Washington, was superintendent of one
and at times two Sunday schools, and
represented the Den Moines conferonce
three times at the general conference of
his church.
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he Kind You Have Iwnys Bought
ture of Chas, H, Fletcher, and has been made under his

mrmnal supervision for over 30 years, Allow no one
decelve you in this, Counterfeits, Imitations and
o Just-as-good *’* are but Experiments, and endanger the
health of Children—Experience against Experiment,

What is CASTORIA

Oastorin is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Pare-
gorle, Drops and BmthlngISyru 1t is Pleasant, It
contains nelther Oplum, Morphine nor other N
substance, Its ”T: is its g;ummtee. 1t destroys Worms
and aliays Feverishness, It cures Diarrhcea and Wind
Colic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation
and Flatulency. It assimilates the i*ood, lates the
Stomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural
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