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OHAPTER XIII.
Mrs. Callander was deeply wounded
and homiliated by her son's refusal tec

hold any communleation with her. Her
first care was that no one should suspect
the estrangement. For this object, un-
der the advice of her clerical counselor,
she resolved to winter abroad, soine
where on the Riviern, where It might be
;:f;um-d Colonel Callander would join

She spoke frankly to Henrletta Oake
k.v.'!»ut to no one else, The sympathetic
feeling for Dorothy, for her grandehil-
dren, which seemed to soften and human-
fze ber at first, hardened into her usual
imperious coldness. Why should she dls.
tress herself mbout the sister and chil-
dren of & woman who had so turned her
son against her that the desperate griet
of the mourning widower refused conso-
lation from his own mother?

Callander bid both Henrletta and his
sigter-in-law farewell with more compos-
ure than they expected. He thanked them
briefly for their kindness, and promised
to write from time to time,

When he was gone, the two weeping
women took counsel with Standish, Hen-
rwita describing the dowager's unfriend-
Iy aspect. It was then decided that Dor-
othy should take up her abode with the
children, ns soon as Mrs. Callander had
left the hotel, while Miss Onkeley went
up to towm, and, with the help of Stan-
dish, should find a snitable house for the
winter, as Heunrletta Oakeley's last orig-
inal idea was to devote herself to “that
dear Dorothy and those sweet, mother-
less pets!™  To Standish she was quite
coufidential, and remarked with her usu-
al aminble candor: “OFf course, London is
the best place for us. If Herbert comes
hiuck he will, of course, come to London,

and if I waut a little chunge, [ ean ensily |

ko to nnd fro. Then Mr. Egerton, after
the first wretchedness of this terrible
uffuir Is past, will probably renew his
attentions to Dorothy, who had much bet-
ter marry him; and London ls the best
place for a trousseaun.”

“You are looking very far ahead,” re
turned Standish, almost amused at her
practical view of things in spite of her
rincere sorrow, “It does not strike me
that Egerton has muoch chance, Dorothy
never liked him much, and now this cruel
grief seems to have turned her in some
inexplicable manner againat him."

Ready money is the true Aladdin's
Lamp. Before its potent touch moun-
taina themselves and dificulties melt
sway.

‘sultable furnished house, large enough fo
her peeds, and somewhat old-fashioned,
in a street leading from Kensington Gore,
near enough to Kensington Gardens tc
insure the children air and exercise, and
sutficlently removed from the noise of tle
mnin roadway to be qulet,
Miss Oakeley was solacing herself with
a cup of tea after a long day's sbopping
and transacting various business counect-
ed with the house she had taken, when
Btandish, who had been with her In the
forenoon, was ushered Into her sitting
room.
“What has happened?’ waas her ques
tion &3 soon as she looked in his face,
“Callander has given them the slip. He
s off by himself to Paris. I found a note
from his men of business at my rooms
when [ returnred after leaving you at the
house agent's this morning, and on going
there heard that he had started this morn-
ing, leaving very distinet directions re-
sjpecting money matters, letters, ete, He
had spent several houres with them the
day before yesterday., Ile had a short
codicll put to his will, and regulated some
affalrs; among other things he directed
that in what concerned Dorothy I was to
be cousulted. Dobson, the head of the
firm, quite laughed at the idea of his not
Leing able to take care of himself, Ha
aild that, though terribly crushed and
depressed, he never saw a man in & more
thoronghly sane condition. Callander left
an nddress in Paris, and will write from
thence, He sent off old Collins to Ford-
s, Dorothy will be horribly frightened
when e arrives”
“And Mr, Egerton, what does he say?”
“Fgerton seems in n bad way. I went
round to see him and found him wery
«qiueer. Callander sent him a note, saying
thut ha wanted no compauionship. Eger-
o could pot, T think, have accompanied
1. His man, a German, says he eaught
4 severe ohills at uny rate, he ls in a high
jever, nod more in want of cootrol than
poor Callander.”
“IHow very dreadful!” cried Miss Oake-
“I'iat poor Mr, Egerton has renlly
much fecling! Oue would not have
~l it from him, Who is with him?
wighit to have some one (o take care

Ly

He

of him."

“ile hins resolved to go into a hospital

' 8 private room, of course, Tie seye
Le will b guarded there against prying
tives. lle has no very near relations

i he seems pervously anxiovs to Le
slielded from them."

“Ilow very strange!

v old lounsekeeper, some
11 @, who could come to him!™

“Probably, but pot o London; be har

o town bouse, you know.,"”
it 1« all so dreadful. Nothing but mis

Line seems to follow us. [ s quite
{1 tened at the idea of Herbert '-’hll'
ull ulowe.™

“1 am not sure, after all, that it may not
be twtter for him to depend on himself,
to e nway from any who are associated
with this terrible tragedy.”

“I will get away as early as I can to
morrow, for T am sure poor dear Dorthy
will be dreadfully distressed when Col
linsg returns.”

This was not, however, the effect pro-
duced on Dorothy’s mind by the sudden
ppgearance of Callander's old servant;
whe wus supremely thankful that, anyhow.
Egerton was prevented from sccompany:
log her brother-in-law,

With her susplcions, it aeemed:’mﬂ

I thut Egerton shou
'ﬂ'l‘]:-ﬁs .rfe consoling friend of the be-
“cuvesd busbaad.

Surely he has
faithful

CHAPTER XIV.
The first lengthening days
have a saddening effect on those who
huve suffered. To Dorothy, and, Indeed,
n hee nffectionate friend Henrletta, it
~is a melancholy period. The little ones
fad coased to ask for “Papa™ or “Mam-

g-’h‘

1" und her guardian's visits were the
“uiy bits of sunshine In s life.
Ske watched with almost m: Inter-

't the growth of the baby boy, the un-
Slding of the Httle girl's intefligence.
a“‘thtm-nhnwuﬂ.m

In two days lhowm-‘l
r
J

| bad—

conversations were always a source o1
tranguil pleasure, but when he did not
tome for two or three days, her sense of
desolation was almost insupportable.
Meanwhile, Standish found bis position
‘mproved, his prospects brightening, since
his successful conduct of business con-
fided to him in Berlin and Vienna, also
the amount ot work he had e ajiend to

wes grew’ly InCreased, so the time Mo |

could place at hisa ward's disposal was leas
than formerly.

Hastening one dim afternocon ovp Pall
Mall, and looking out for an empty han-
wm, he eame suddenly face to face with
Egerton,

He knew the figure and bearing, but
was almost uncertain as to the identity of
the face, so changed was it in many ways,

The large eyes were sunken, and had &
pained, bhunted expression. The cheeks
looked hollow, the clear, olive tint had
become a dusky pallor, a large mustache
hid his mouth and altered him still more.
| “Why, Egerton!"
| “Btandish! | waas on my way to leave
| my ru:d at your lodgings to let you know

was in town,"”

! “1 am very glad to see yon. When did
you come up

1 “Yesterday. I am putting up at Long’s,
| I have given up my rooms in the Albany.
|I sm thinking of trying a little elephant
| shooting in Afriea if Callander does not
want me. I had a letter from him a cou-
| ple of daye ago. Which way are you go
ing? I will come with you."

“Dorothy had a few lines from him, too,
Inst week,” said Standish, as they walked
(om; “he had been to see his mother at
| Nice, and spoke of returning to Emgland.”

“So he does to me. He la, for the first
time, anxlous to know what succesa hus

attended our efforts. I trust he will re-
turn quite himselr.”

There was an Indeseribable melancholy
|in Egerton’s voice that struck Standish,
|and he felt some surprise as well as in-
| crensed interest In hils companion

“How is Miss Wynn?" continued Eger-

ton; “I have heard of her now and then
from Miss Oakeley, and I should greatly
like to see ber before I leave England if
she will see me,”

This was said in a constrained volce,
with pauses and breaks, as though he
|tomed himself to utter the words me-
| chanically.

“Just now, I am sure Dorothy will not
see you or any one, The boy ls rather
serivusly ill with bronchitis—rather a bad
business for so small a chap, His aunt
never leaves him. It would be an awful
I 2@ Callander to arft¥e sud 110 no
son, is all very hard on such & mere
girl as Dorothy. But she has more of a
backbone than her sweet, pretty sister

“Yes, yes,” interrupted Egerton, hastlly.
“Tell me, how is it that Aighty Miss Ouke-
ley hus stuck so steadily to bher role of
comforter?”

returned Btandish. “Henrletta Onkeley
has proved herself a capital woman. 1
bave grown quite fond of her. She would
make an admirable wife to any man who
koew how to manage e

“Oh, Indeed!” with a languld emile.
“Tell me more about the report of that
consul of which you wrote to me. I dom't
onderstand why they have not made more
diligent search for that fellow you all
saspect—Pedro.”

“We suspect! Don’t you? Come and
dtne with me at the club to-night and we
will discuss It all; now I must go on to
Miss Oakeley’s. I have not heard how
the boy is to-day.”

“Iet me come with you, I must sce
them again." It seemed to Btandish from

wns not an agreeable one.

“Come, by all means,” he returned.
They were soon bowling along towards
Kensington.

Migss Onkeley was not at home when
they reached the house. But Collins, who
remalned as the factotum, protector and
semi-dictator of the jolnt household, said
that she wounld be in soon. =

The gentlemen were therefore wn up
to the drawing room, where a tea table
was set ready for the absent mistress,

“] will go and see Dorothy, if you
don't mind, Egerton,” sald Standish, af-
ter morving somewhat restiessly to and
fro, looking at the papers and periodicals
that lay about. *She gemerally mounts
guard about this time, and the murse,
you remember, Mrs, McHugh"—Egertor
podded his head with a slightly imps
tient movement—*'goes to tea.”

“Don't mind me,” returned the other.

Standish had hardly left the room when
Aiss Oakeley entered it; she was richly
dressed, with abundance of black fur on
her cloak and round her throat, and look-
ed very handsome.,

“Oh! dear me, Mr. Egerton, T am so
| glad to see you. 1 conll hardly believe
my ears when Collins said you were here.
But do you know you are looking fright-
fully il? You don't mind my saying so,
do you? You ought to go away to some
warm, cheerful place. Reully, the gloomi-
ness of winter in Englaud is quite sui-
hdal, don't you think so?”

1 csunot return the compliment, Miss
Oakelay! You are looking remariably
welll It Is an age since we mel. T am
sorry I cannot see Misms Wynn, and for
the cnusc—the little boy, Standiah tella
me, s seriously ill."

“He is, indeed, bat he is a shade better
to-day. Dorothy bas been so unluppy
about him. It would have been terrible
it Herbert had returned to find Do bahy
boy, and Aunt Callapder would have been
sure to say he died from neglect. I am
very fond of Auvnt Callander; she has
many good points, but she d_uu fancy
such queer things! I am dying to see
Herbert agaiu! Of course, it bas been
an awful blow, but men don't grieve for-
He is really a young masn, and
ought to throw himself into his career.
And he is such a good fellow! Yon know
my deep interest in him Is of old date;
won't you take s cup of tea?"’

*No—no, thank you,” and Egerton, whe

| you.”

“Her beart Is better than ber hend” i

the tone of his volee that the necessity
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“That’s right; I thought the little fel-
low would pull through; be is a regular
Trojan.™

“He was in great danger yesterday, but
the night was better, and now he breathes
much more freely,”

“And now, I hope you will take soine
care of yourself, Dorothy! You look as
If you bad not slept for & week.”

“Not so lorg as that, but I should like
a nice gulet sleep without any dreams,”
and she sighed,

“Are you still so frightened at night?”
asked Btandish, looking down into her
eyes with a glance so wistfully compas-
mionate that Dorothy felt the delightfal
seuse of his sympathy send a
thrill of pleazure shivering through her.

“No, I am less frightened, but 1 dream
continnously.”

“l have left a visitor with Miss Oake-
ley,” resumed Staodish, placing a chair
for Dorothy, while he stood by the hizh
fender, “A visitor who wishes to sve

Dorothy looked up with a startled ex-
pression. *Who is it?”

“Egerion; 1 met him just now by accl-
dent, nid he came on bhere with nie”

Dorothy rose, and cume beside Standish
before she replied; then she suid in o low,
rapid voice; *I cannot see him, Paul. You
:ill not ask me, It is guite—quite wossi- ]

le.”

“l shall not ask you to do aun:thing
you don't like, Dorothy, but liter on you
really must get over this prejudice. You
must see Egerton some day.”

“I will try,” she said with a kind of
slight ehiver, “but you must give me
time."

“lle was very fasclnating at first,” said
Standish with a slight smtle. *“1 remem-
ber your comparing him to various herves
—let me see—Don John of Austria, Bir

I’hilip Sidpey, apd—"

“Oh, do not talk of that time, Paul;
it was too—too happy.™

“I"orgive me, dear Dorothy,” takirg her |
hund, *1 will not tease you to do any- |
thiug you do not like; promise to come |
for a loung walk with me to-morrow, if!
the Loy coutinues to hold his ground, |
You must not play tricks with your |
health; you are not exuctly a giant, my
dear ward.” I

Dorothy. made no reply; she stood very |
still, her hand in that of Standizh, while
he looked with grave, thoughiful eonsid- |
eration at the slight girlish tigure, the half
averted, pathetic face, the sweet quiv-l
ering mouth, It was sad to see the traces
of sOrrOW OD 80 yOUng a creature, espe |
cially as there was some element fn her
sorrow which he could not quite make
out. Standish sighed a short, decp sigh,
at which Dwurothy started from ber
thoughts, and withdrew her hand.

“I suppose I must go,"” said Standish, |
“If it Is five to-morrow, will you be ready |
for me st two? We will bave a ramble |
round the gardens.” |

“Very well, thank you, You are very |
good to me, Paul. Can I ever show you |
how grateful I am?" |

“Don’t talk of gratitude, There can be
no question of such a thing between us.” |

“Good-by for the present, Paul—till to- |
morrow."”

Dinner passed beavily eniougk. What-

Fever subject Standish started Egerton |

| share.”

ever partaken, The waliter had plac- |
ed the dessert before them when a tele |
was handed to Standish, who,
gluncing over the lines, of which there
were several, exclaimed with some excite-

It is from Eastport. ‘Some im-
portant evidence offered by a newly ar-
rived sallor. Come, if possible..’ "

{To be continued.y

Household.

Broiled Halibut.—Cut one and a half
pounds of halibut into slices one inch |
thick. Rub the fish inside and outside |
with pepper and salt; three-fourths of a
teaspoonful of salt and one-cighth of a

teaspoonful of pepper will suflice for all
the sliees.

Butter the broiler on both |
sides and cook the fish over a clear fire
from twelve to fifteen minutes. Put on s
hot dish, dot with butter and set in the
oven & minute.  Serve garnished withy
points of lemon and parsley.

Tomato Fritters.—To one pint of stewed
tomatoes add half an egg, balf a toaspoon-
ful of sda and flour to make as stifl as
puncakes. Drop by the spocuful inio the |
lard and fry brown. I

Pickled radish pods is another relish
that is acceptable with meat. Pick two
quarts of the tender green young *ods |
of the radishes. Souk them  in v -—ukl
brine over night. Scald them in the |
brine, which should be made by using |
a eup of salt to every gallon of water, |
amid if they are tender they can be pick
lisd: if not, they must be set away in the
brine and scalded again. If they are tho |
salt, soak them in cold water and rinsce |
umid drain them. Prepare the vincegae
in the same way as for the maatynia
podds and pour it over the radish pols,

I'each Sandwiches.—The  strawberry
<andwiches, so called, of the earlier ea- |
wn are now suceeded by a similar ar-
ticle with a peach filling. Bread made |
of haking-powder biscuit dough is rid o1 |
its crist und cut into oblongs, The peach- |
ws are slived, then lpl‘ihkl!'d _wilh pow- |
dered sugar and if to be specially good, |
a desertspoonfol of whipped cream is
placed oneach. They areof course served |
separately on small plates and eaten
with a fork, not piled up and handed |
around for the finger service 5o associa
tivd with & sandwich in  its generic
aArmse.

Progerved Figs —The weight of rilo
figs in sugar. The figs are soaked in cold
water all might, then let them simmer
till tender.  Take them out and cool.
Make a syrup, a cupful of water to
pound of sugar. Put in the figs and let
them simmer ten minutes, Then spread
the figs on dishes in the sun, and add a
little ginger, the juice of two I(’lyons
and the peel of one, to the syrup. When
thiz thick put back the figs for fifteen
minutes. Pt in jars, cover well to the
top with syrup, and seal.

Green Corn Timbales.—Beat three eggs
without separating, and one-half of a
teaspoonful of salt, a dash of cayenne,
three-quarters of a cupful of milk and
one cupiul of freshly-grated corn. But-
ter small-sized timbale moulds and two-
thirds fill them with the mixture. Stand
the moulds in a pan, pour boiling water
round them, cover with a buttered paper
anid bake in s moderate oven about
twenty minutes or until the centres are
firm. Turn out on a bheated platter and
serve with a cream sauce.

—A strange caslom i mllowed hy Mex- |
iran farmers. They uds axon of one color

“in the morning and another color in th |

aiternoon. They do not know why, but
they know that it must be the right!
thing to do because their forefathers did |
it

—In Sweden there are floating can-
neries. They are small vessels, which
follow fishing fleets, and men on them
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®  RUTHS

HEN Rodney Dare came

‘/‘ ‘} home from the war without

his strong right arm Huth
Trevor's friends wondered If she would
marry bim.

“Of course she will,” sald the friend
who knew her best. “Why shouldn’t
she? He's the same Rodney Dare now
that he was when she promised to inar-
ry him, isn't he?"

“Yes, but there’s a difference,” was
the reply. “Then he had another arm
to fight the battle of life with. Now—
well, I suppose It won't make any dif-
ferance with Ruth. Bhe always was
peculiar.”

“Thank God for such pecullarity,”
sald ber friend.
woman I have always belleved her to
be If she refused to marry im because

place to him. I know Ruth Trevor too
well to belleve that the |dea has ever
oceurred to her that this loss need make
the sl'ghtest difference In thelr plans™

Aud her friend was right When,
one day, Rodney Dare sald to Ruth: “I
have come to tell you that of course 1
do not expect to hold you to your prom-
Ise to me under existing circum-
stances, If you care to withdraw K"
she rose up before him with something

akin 10 anger in her face and looked

him squarely In the eyes.

“Huve [ ever given yon any reason to
think I card to withdraw 7" she
asked.

*No,” was the reply. “Bat when you
gave It 1 was a man, Now I am but
part of one.”

“I'll take that part of the man that's
left,” she sald. “It's the part that the
Rodney Irare 1 love lives In. Never
speak of this to me again,” she added.
Ani he never did.

But he would no: talk of marriage
ontil e had obtialned employment of
some sort, nnd for this he began to fit
himself. It was almost llke beginning
life over In learning to make one arm
do the work of two, but he had a brave
heart and a strong wlll, aud love stood
ready to Lelp him In the times when he
felt inclined to become discouraged.

One day Ruth said to him:

“I'm golng away for a month or two.
I've had a letter from Aunt Martha,
who lives in the prettiest little country
village you ever saw, and she wants
me to visit her. I shall enjoy a breath
of pure alr so much! Only, I wish you
were going with me, Rodney. 1 shall
think of you hark here in the city, and

feel half ashamed of myself for hav- |

Ing such a good time that you canno!
“I shall share it In thinking how

much good It Is doimg you,” he sald. |
“One does pot always have to take part |

In the pleasures of others to be bene-
fited by them. There's a sort of refley

| Influence, you know."

“That sounds qulte mataphysical.”
laughed Ruth, “but 1 think I under
stand what you mean and I promise to

| enjoy myself to the uwtmost In order

| that you may feel this ‘reflex influsnce’ |
to the fullest extent.” 1

| Before Ruth had been at Aunt Mar-
tha's two days she found that she had

been invited there for a purpose.

“Your cousin Hugh {s coming next
week,” sald Aunt Martha, *“I wanted
you to meet him. I know you'll like

him—at least, I hope Pou will, and the |
botier you llke him the better sulted |

|

I He did so and Ruth took the old worn'
' Bible from its wrappings. As she did
#0, some papers slipped from between'
its pages and fell to the floor. 8be| network we have a declded advance
stooped and gathered them up. Dm;

I'll be."
Ruth looked at her questioningly.
“You wonder what sort of a plan I
have In my head, | suppose;” sald her
aunt. “l'm not golng to say anything
more about it now, but Hugh knows.”

“] infer that it is some sort of matrl- |

monial plan.™ sald Ruth, *“If it is, put
it aside at once! I may Mke my cousin
very much—I hope I shall—but I could
Dot marry bhim.”

“Why?' asked Aunt Martha

“Becanse I am to marry Rodnoey
Dare," anawered Ruth.

“And who Is Rodney Dare?" demand-
od Aunt Martha.

Then Ruth told her about her lover.

“A man with one arm, too!” cried
Aunt Martha, “and a poor man, too!
You're foollsh, Rath.”

“Perhaps s0,"” sald Ruth, quletly, but
with a brave sieadfastness
volee. “But, foollsh or not, I love him,
I have promised to marry him and T
sghall keep my word.”

“You've got the stubbornness of the |

Trevors In you, I see.” sald Aount Mar-
tha, grimly. “But this—this obstinacy
of yowrs may make a great difference
with your future prospeots, as well as
my plans. I have conslderable prop-
er.y thnt mnst go to the children of my
two brothers. You represent one of
them, Hugh the other. [ wanted you to
marry cach other and keep the prop-
yrty together. If you persist In your
letermination to marry this Rodney
Jare, Ilugh may get It all.™

“Let him have i," sald Ruth. “All
e wealth In the world wouldn't Infln-
mee me In the least In this matter.”

“You're a Trevor, all through,” sald
sunt Mariha, angry, yet admiring the
pirit of her nlece In splte of herself,
“Well, since you've made up your mind,
we'll let the matter drop; bat if you are
sot mentioned In my will you needn'!
be !urpris».‘d."

“l baven't asked to be remembered
m It,” sa!d Ruth. “I don't want you to
think for o moment, Aunt Maﬂ&.

have never given it a thought.”

“Ierhaps not,” responded Aunt Mar-
tha, “but money comes handy some-
t!mes, and one wans to think twice be-
fore throwing away such a chance as
this.”

“l conld not change my mind If I
were to think a thousand times.” sald
Ruth, “I am just old-fashioned emough
to Detleve that there are other things
Jore necessary to one's happiness than

| said Ruth.

in her |

that |
[ care for your money. I assure you. J |

{about it. But by-and-by I began
| think it over and I came to belleve that
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“I1 suppose you haven't changed your
mind about matters and things?' sald
Aunt Martha, one day, the week before
Rath went bome.

“Not In the least,” replied Roth.

“You're a foolish girl,” eaid Aunt
Martha,

“Maybe, but I think not,” responded
Ruth.

When she got home she told Rodney
all about Aunt Martha's plans.

“Do you think I was foolish? shr
asked, amiling into his face.

“I think you're a noble, true-bearted
little woman,” he answered, and kisscd

! her. “I hope you'll never regret giving

up your share of your aumt's fortune

“She wouldn't be the | for a man with but one arm to protect
;nn with. 1 feel unworthy of such a
| macrifice.”

bhe had lost an arm. She will take its |

“There was no sacrifice abouot t,"
“l didn’t eare for the for-
tune and I do care for youn.”

8ix months later a telegram came
saylng that Aunt Martha was dead
Would Ruth come to the funeral?

Ruth went, and after the funeral she
and cousin Hugh sat down In the old-
fashioned parlor together, with Aunt
Martha's old lawyer and one or two of
her Intimate friends, to Hsten to the
reading of her will.

In It she bequeathed to Hugh Trevor
“all property now ln her possesalon, te
!which she had just title and claim,™

with the exception of the old family

Bible, That wemt to Ruth,

“l have brought my legacy home
with me,” she told her mother, on her
return, as she deposited a package
wrapped in thick brown paper, and se-
vurely tled up, on the parlor table. On
the wrapper was written: “Ruth Tre-

| vor, to be gfven her, unopened, after
my death,” I8 Aunt Martha's prim
penmanship.

“You don't mean to say that jyou
were left nothing but that?” cried Mra,
Trevor.

“It's as mnch as [ expected,” answer-
ed Ttuth.

That evening Rodney Dare came In.

Suddenly Ruth bethought ber of the
| package, which bad not been opened.
“I must show you my legacy,” she

gald, bringing the package. *“Cut the
siringa, Rodney, please,”

B |
m — e . I-ror brought me.
e R S S 5 P G Y B 1 S I B R B PR P B B RR RS | “Dear Aunt Marthar™ satd Ruth, sofo

| For answer he bent and kissed her.

bave chosen. He ought to be proud of

80 loyal-hearted a wife as you will
make him. Bometimes think kind!y of
the woman who never got much happi-
ness out of Mfe, and may this legacy
bring you more enjoyment than it has

ly, with tears rolling swiftly down her
cheaks., “I wish she could know how
much I thank her for her legacy—and
her letter. Do you know, Rodney, I'm
not sure but I value that most?*

“Your love and loyalty are worth a
thousand legacies,” he sald. And Ruth
threw ber arms about his meck and
eﬂed:"l'mn;hdl’orpuruka,ltod'
Dey!"—New Yeork Ledger.

e — ———— — |
ORIGIN OF LACE

Invented by a European Woman as
Late ao the Fifteenth Century.

In an Interesting article on the sub-

ject “Lace,” In the Woman's Home

Companion, Oriena L. Shackleford, nf—l

ter giving the history of machine-made
lace, goes to say:

“Handsmade lace bas a history fa: |
more fascinating. Some have supposcd |
that it originated in Egypt, the land
that gave birth to w:early all the arts;
bot search diligently as you may and
you will never discover In mummy's'
tomb, on soulptured or painted wall or
In any archaelogical find whatever the
plctorial or actual remains of this,
poetic tissue; nelther is there documen-
tary evidence of its presence there.
Gauses and nets, fine muslins and ex-|
quisite embrolderies, fringes, knotted
and plaited, you msy meet with fre-|
quently, but this fabric without a foun- |
datlon, this ethereal textile, named by !
the Italians punto In aria (stitch In|
air), you will never chance upon. Why?
Because It d&id not exist before the fif-
teenth century; because It was invent-
el by the Buropean wumen, forming
bher comtribution to the Renalssance,
and was unknown to Orlentals, who,
have even now no love for its pale per- |
fection, and do not use It In thelr cos- |
tumes nor in household decorations. Its|
lack of color makes it unlovely In thelr
eyea.

“Fanciful storles have been woven
to account for the Invention of the art,
and the honor has been claimed by both
Venlce ar ! Flanders. Yet i did not at |
once epring into belng In full perfec- |
tion, but was rather an evolution and |
came by degrees.

“In punto lagliato (cut point) we first
percelve a groping in it direction, for
with the plercings of white embroldery

—

RODNEY GLANCED OVER THE HALF-WZITTEN, HALF PRINTED PAGE.

wans a somewhat bulky document. The
other was an envelope, on which her
' pame was written.

“Here's a letter from Aunt Martha,”

she sald, and opened It

As she read It a tender light eame |

into her face. Then a look of surprise
and bewllderment.

we have & Mguter effect. In drawn:
work (punto tirato) another step was
galned, and In reticulated grounds or

Upon this net the pattern was darned
in. and In France it was called lacls,
the nearest word we have to lace. After
these efforts came a total emancipa-
tion from all foundations, and the pun
to In aria was an sssured fact.

“The first lace, it Is thought, was
made with the neadle (point), the pat-|

'tern belng traced upon parchment or | easy

SERMONSOFTHE DY,

Do not propnesy misfortune. If you must
be a prophet at all, be nn  Ezekiel, and not
s Jeremiah., In sncleot times prophets
who foretold evil were dolng rignt, forthey
were divinely directed; but the prophets of
avil in our time are generally false proph-
sta. Real troubles have no heralds running

head of thelr sombre chariots, and no one

Sabject: “The Art of Friendshl

und This Grace Will Become Enay—ie
an Ezekiel, Not a Jeremiah.

Texr: “A man that hath friends must

show himself friendly.”—Proverhs xviil., M.

About the sacred and divine art of making
and keeping friends I speak—a subject on

which I never heard of anyone preaching—

und yet God thought it of enough impor-
tance to put It in the middle of the Bible,
these writings of Solomon, bounded on ons
side by the popular Psalms of David, and
on the other by the writings of Isalab, the
greatest of the prophets. It seems all a
matter of bapharard bow many friends
we have, or whether we have auny frionds
at all, bat there Is nothing aceldental about
it. There s alaw which covers the accre-
tion and dispersion of friendships. They
did not “‘just happen so” any more than
the tides just hnppen to rise or fall, or the
sun just bappens to rise or set., It is a
sclence, an urt, n God-given regulation.

Tell me how friendly you are to others,
and I will tell you how friendly others are
toyou 1T do not say you will not have
enemies; indeed, the best way to get ardent
frlends is to have ardent enemies, If you
Rot thelr ecmity in dolog the right thing.
Good men and wowen will always have
enemles, becnuse their goodness Is a por-
petunl rebuke to evil; but this antagonism
of foes will make more Intense the love of
your adherents  Your friends will gather
closer around you beecause of the attucks of
your assailants. The more your enemies
abuse you the better your eoadjutors will
think of you.

The best (riends we have ever had ap-
penred at some juncture when we wore
espécinlly bombarded. There have been
times In my life whoen unjust assault multi-

lled my friends as near-as I eculd ealru-

te, about fifty n minute. You are bound
to some people by muny cords that neither
time nor eternity can break, and I will wur.
rant that many of those cords were twisted
by hands malevolent, Human na*ure was
shipwrecked rbout fifty-nine centuries ngo,
the enptuin of that eraft, one Adam, and
his first mate running the famous cargo
around on a snag in the river Hiddekel;
but there wa= at lenst one good trait of
human pature that waded salely n=hore
from that shipwreek, nnd that is the dispo-
sition to take the part of those unfalirly
dealt with. When it is thoroughly demdn-
strated that some one (2 being porsecated,
although at the start slanderous tongues
were busy suough, defenders nally guther
arounid as thick as boney bees oo & trellis
of brulsed honeysu-kle,

If, when set upon Ly the furies, you ean
bave grace enough to keep your mounth
shut, nnd Er@al'rvu your equipolse, nod let
others flght your battles, you wiil find
yoursell after awhile with u whole cordon
of allles. Had not the world given to
Christ upon His arrival at Palestive a very
cold shoulder, there would not bave been
one-half ns many angels chanting glory oat
of the hymn books of the sky, bound in
binck lids of midnight. Had it not been
for the heavy and jagged and tortuous
Cross, Christ would not huve bean the ad-
mired and loved of more pesple than any
belng who ever tonched foot on either the
Eastern or Western Hemisphere, Instead,
therefore, of giving up In despair becnuse
vou have enemies, rejoice in the fact that
they rally for von the most helpful nod en-
thusiastic admirer-. In othar words, there
18 no virulénce that can binder my text
from coming true: “A man that hath
friends must shiow himself friendly.”

It is my ambitlon to project especiaily
upon the young n thought which may be-
n ly shiape thefr destioy for the here and
the hereafter. Before you show yoursell
friendly you must be friendly, do not
recommend o dromatized geninlity. There
Is such a thing as pretending to be én rap-

ort with others, when we nre their dire

tructants, and talk against them and
wish them ealamity. Judas coversd up
his treachery by s resounding kiss, and
earesgr: may bw demonieal. Better the
mythologieal Cerberus, the three-headed
dog of beil, barking at us, than the wolf in
=heap's elothing, its brindled hide covered
ip by deceptive wool, and its deathifal
Jowl ealdenced into an (noocent bleating,
Disraeli writes of Lord Maufred, who, alt. r
committing many outrages npon the peo.
ple, seemed suddenly to become frivndly
and lovited them to & banquet. After
most of the courses had been served he
blew a horn, which wis In those times a
signal for the servants to briog on the de-
sert, but in this ecase it was the signal for
nssussing toenter and sluy the guests. [«
pretended [riendliness was a eruel fraud:
and there are now people whose smile ia o
falsehood.

Before you begin to show yoursall
friendly you must be friendly. Get your
heart right with God and man, and this
groce will becoae ensy. You may by your
own resolution get your nature foto n
semblance of this virtue, but tae grace of
God can sublimely 1ilt you into it. Suiling
on the River Thames two vess=ls rau
aground. The ownersol one got one hun
dred horses, and pulled on the grounded
ship. and pulled it to pieces. Tue owners
of the other grounded vessel walited
til the tides came in, and easily floated
the ship out of all trouble. So we may
pull and haul at our grounlded humuano no-
ture, and try to get it into better condi-
tion; but there is nothing liks the oceanlo
tides of God’s uplifting grace. If, when
under the flash of the Holy Ghost, we sew
our own folbles and defects and depravi-
ties, we will be wery lenlent, and very
with others. We will Jook Into thelr

“I—I don't understand,” she sald, paper and the outlines marked by | characters for things commendatory, and

looking from Rodpey to bher mother.
“She says something about

thread caught now and then to the|

deeds. ' paper to keep it In place. Upon this|

What does she mean by that, I won- | geaffolding the slight superstructure |

der?’

over the half-written, half-printed
page.
“It means,” he said, “that you're a
| wealthy little woman In spite of your-
self, Ruth. Your Aunt Martha had
bal her property deeded to you be-
fore she dled. That which she spoke
of In her will was the other half of it,
which had not been deeded away, and
you, of course, supposed that repre-
sented all. She leaves you her old
home, and other property In its vicin-
| Ity, to the value of a good many thou-
sands of dollars, I should say.”
“It can't be!” cried Ruth, excitedly.
“And yet it most be s0. Read her let-
| ter, Rodney—read It aloud, and maybe
It'll seem clearer to me.”

from me If I could have had my way

you were right and T was wrong. I
calculated from the head, you from the
|heut,mdth.heutlstobo
most In such matters, I think. I
|ronfumrhomybm
hood, and your loyalty your
' armed lover. You did just right, my
dear niece—jost right!—and to prove

try sest, and a enu the fish while they ave fresh. to you that I bear you mo ill-will for
he answered In monasyllables and looked —The Tartars have a quaint custem of “2“"" | not falling in with an old woman's
as If he were on the rack aking a guest by the ear when inviting Very well, you'll do as you chooss ' o ...,
M time, Standish mounted the stairs him to eat or drink with them. Jbout it, of course,” said Aunt Martha, | plans, I shall have bhalf mj
to u:?lq n'nm. where be Bad general- .—Tho nests of the termites or white | Irigidly. “But 1 t.hl.nk my opinion worth BESDAELY ASudad o J0% S Shaes e SRt
spoken to Dorothy during the boy's | ., .re proportioned to the size and Hllid!-'l.ll'. notwithstanding.” | &t any time after my death, which I
Y The Mitle fellow had taken & 8¢ | weight of the bullders. the greataat A HEE | have reason to bellsve happen at
linees. 3. which turned to bronehitia. fstructures in the world. Cousin Hugh cane. Ruth Uked him. | oo sime ang m1 there will
u'-'(') Paul, be ls better!” exclaimed | _The mooun moves through space at the | “Ot he wasn't Rodney Dare! Milllons of | 1. "o you will be to take possession.
b, the lnper room, &8 500D &8 rale of 3 33 (eel per secomd. [ls mean | MmoDey wouldn't bave tempted her to 5 God bless you, dear Ruth, and make
Dorothy, &*_ P * door. disbamioe Lo The carlh s 218 850 miles, warry Lim it she had bad po lover. l
she heszd bis knock Jou vy bappy with the mas oo

was bullt, and the method Is still the|

Rodaey took the Iarge document from 'same. Soon afterward the bobbius,
Ruth's lap and unfolded it and glanced |

came In as a factor, and the necdls!
snd the bobbins remain to this day the
only means employed to produce hand-
made lace. Bo that all of It resoclves [t- |

which is made by the needle, and pil-,
low. by the bobbins; or therc may hc »
composite artide, made by both.” |
I

“Hardly Worth While.” !

The St. Louls Globe-Democrat tellr
what purports to be a true story of ar
“Hastern woman” who used to be no
torious among her friends for the long'
tims it took her to dress. As the news |
paper puts it, “There was no case or
record of a guest who had been greet |
ed under her roof with any degree of
promptitude.” Now she has reformed |
and this is how the reform came ;houlri
One evening, at a private entertain
ment of some kind, she encountered s

certain bishop, an old friend of the fam | ;_ud the music and the bright fountalns? |
| o,

ly.
“Ah, my dear Mrs. Smith,” remarked
the eccleslastic. “How are you? ||
passed your bouse yesterday, and
thought of dropping In to see you.' !
“And you didn’t do 1t? That wus
very unkind of you.”

“Well, no. You see, I sald to myself
‘I have just one hour to call upon Mrs
Bmith. Bhe will take Afty-seven min
utes to dress. That will leave jusi
three for our talk. It is bardly wortk
while, "

Women Growing Less Istellectmal
remarkable diecovery has beer |

with men. In skulls of pre |
times the difference in capacity
and femmle skulls was
whlosuw;

— . I

What has become of the old-fashion

od man who, when bhe was mad, sall
he had his Irish wp?

not damnatory. If you would rub wvour
own eye a little more vigorously you would
find s mote In It, the extraction of which
would keep you so husy you wouold not
bhave much time to shoulder your brond-
axn and gn forth to split up theebeam in
jour nelghbor's eye. In n Christlan spirit
eep on exploring the characters of thoss
you meet, and I am sure you will lind
something in them fit for a foundation ol
friendliness,

You invite ine to come to your country

' s¢lf Into the two generic kinds—point,  *est and spend a few days. Thank yon! 1

arrive about noon of a beautiful summer
day. What do you? As soon as I arrive
you take me out under the shadow of the
great elms. You take me down to the
artificial Inke, the spotted trout fAoating
in and out among the white pillars of the
wond lilies. You take me to the stalls ad
cennels where you keep yvour flne stoek,
and hers arethe Durham eattle ana the
Gordon setters: and the high-stepping
steeds, by pawing and neighing, the only

Innguage thoy can spwmk, nsking for har-

ness or saddle, and a short tarn down the
rond. Then we go back to the houss, snd
you get me inthe right light and show me
the Kensetts and the HBierstndts on the
wall, and take me into the music room and

show me Lhe bird-cages, the canaries ln |

the bay window answering the robins in
the tree-tops. Thank you!

time,
ehnracters of others, and show the bloom

We say, “Come along, and let me
show you that man's charicter. Here l3n
green-scummed [frog-pond, and there's o
Nithy cellar, and I guess under that hedge
thore must be & binck spake. Come, sod
let us for an hour or two regale oursclyes
with the npisances.”

Ob, my [friends, Letter eover up the
tanlts and extol the virtues; and this habit
onea established of universal friendliness
will become ns wasy as it I8 for a syringa
to flood the alr with swectness, as rasy as
It will be further on in the season for a
quail to whistle up from the grass. When
we hear something bad aboat somebody
whom we always« supposed to be good, take
out your lead ponell, and say: “Let me
sec! Belore I neeept that baleful story
ngainst that man's ehuracter, 1 will take
off from it twenty-filve per cent. for the
nant of exaggeration which belongs to tha
man who first told the story; then I will
take off twenty-five per cont. for the wdli-
tions which the spirit of gossip in wwery
ecommunity has puat upon the original
story; then I will take off twenty-flve per
cent. from the fact that the msa mny have
been put into cireumsatances of overpower-
Ing temptation. So I have taken off sev-
saty-five cent. But I bave not hear!
b is side of the story all, and for that res-
1onl take off the remaining twenty-five
per oent. Exvuse me, sir, I don't believe n
word of it."

eGot
Your Heart Right With God and Man

| 3as any authority in our time to aunouncs

thelr coming, Load yoursell up with hope-
'ul words and desida, The hymn ones sung
n our churches is unfit to be sung, for it
ays:
Wa should suspect some danger near,

I never en- |
Joyed myself more in the same length of |

Now, why do we not do so with the :

Wheroe we possess delight.
In o her words, manage to keop misers
ible all the time. The old song sung at the

| pinnos & quarter of aventury ago was right:

“Kind words ean never die.” Sueh kind
words have their nests In kind hearts, and
when they are hatehed out and take wing,
:hey eirele round In flights that never censes,
and sportsman's gun cannot shoot them,
snd storms cannot ruMa their wings, and
when they cease flight Io these lower skies
af earth, they sweop around amid the high-
ar altitades of Heaven. At Baltimore I
talked into a phonograph. Tune cylnder
sontaining the words wns sont on to Wash-
Ington, and the next day that eylinder from
another phonographle instrument, when
turned, gave back to me the very words I
bad uttersd the day befors, and with the
same lotonations., Scold into a phouo-
graph, and it will scold baek. Pour mild
words Into a phonograph and it will return
the gentleness. Soclety and the world and
the ehurch are phonographs. Give them
soerbity and rough treatment, and acerbity
and tough treatment you will get baek,
Give them practical friendliness, and they
will give back practical friendliness. A
Inther asked bhis Hitle daughter: “Mary,
why 18 it that everybody loves you?"' She
answerad: 1 don't know, unless it is ba-
enuse I love everybody,” “'Aman that hath
triends must show himself friendly.”

We want something like that spirit of
ancrifles for others which waus seen in the
English Channel, where in the storm a boat
sontaining three men wias apset, aoad all
three were In the water struggling for
their lives. A boat came to their relief, snd
u rope was thrown to one of them, and he
refused to take It, saving: ““First fling it
to Tom; he is just ready to go down. 1 ean
Inat some time longer.,” A man ke that,
be he sallor or lnudsman, be he in apper
ranks of soclety or lower ranks, will al-
ways have plentyof friends.  What i= trus
manward is true Godward., We must be
the friends of God if wa want Himto be
our frivad. We eannot treat Christ badly
all our Hves and expect Him to treat us
lovingly., I was rewding of o sen light, in
which Lord Nelson ecaptured a Frenct offl-
ser, and when the French ofMoor offered
Lord Nelson his haud, Nelson replied,
“First give me your sword, and then give
me your hand.” Surrender of oor resis-
tance to God must precede God’s proffer of
purdon to us, Repentanes befors forgive-
ness., You must give up your rebellions
aword before you ean got a grasp of the
divine hand.

Oh, what a glorions stute of thinzs to
havethe friendship of God! Why, we coull
afford to have all the world asainst us and
all other worlds against us if we had God
forus. He could in a minute blot out this
universe, and in nnother minute mnke a
better universe. [ have no ldea that God
tried hard when He made all things. The
most brilllant thing known to us s light,
nnd for the creation of that He only used
a word of commund, As out of a Mint a
frontlersman strikes a spark, so out of one
word God struck the noonday sun. For
the miking of the present universe [ do
not read that God lifted so much as u o

r. The Bille frequently spenis of Giold’s
g:nd.ﬁ and God's armn and God's shoulder
nnd God’s foot; then suppose He should
put hand and sarom and shoulder and foot to
atmost tension, what cculd He not make?
That God of speh demonstrated and unde.
monstrated strangth, you may have for
vour present and everlasting friend, not a
stately and reticent friend, hard Lo got at,
but as wpproachuble ns a country mansion
on & summer day, when all the doors and
windows are wide open. Obrist said, 1
am the door.” And He = a wlhle door, &
high door, a palace door, an always open
door.

If God is
of the worl

four friend, you cannot go out
d too quickly or suddenly, so far
Rs your own happlness is cone oid. There
wers two Christlans who entered Henven;
the one was standing at a window in por-
feet health, watching a shower, and the
lHgbtning Instantly slew him; tut  the
Hgbtning did not flash down the sky ns
swiltly as his spirit flashed upward. The
Chiristinn mun who disd on the same day
next door had been for s year or two fail-
ing in health, and for the last three months
had suffered from s discase that made the
nights sieepless and the days an apguish,
Do you not really think that the case of
the ons who went Instantly was more de-
sirable than the one who entersd the shin-
ing gate through a long lane of insomnia
aud copgestion? In the one ease [t was
like your standing wearlly at n door,
knoeking and waiting, and wondering if it
will ever open, and knocking and waniting
again, while in the other cass It was a
swinging open of the door at the first
touch of your knuckle, Give vour friend-
ship to tiod, and have God's triendship for
you, and even the worst accident will e n
vietory.

How refreshing is human friendship; and
true friends, what priceless  tressures!
When sickness comes, and teouble cones,
and death comes, we send for our friends
flest of all, and their appearance in our
doorway in any erisis is reinforcement, nnd
when they have entersd, we sav: “Now, it
Is all right!™ Ob, what would we do with-
out personal friends, busipess friends,
family friends? But we want sometiing
mightier than human friendsblp in the
great exigencies, Whea Jonathan Ed-
wards, (o bis Anal hour, bad given the last
good-bys ta all Wiz earthly friends, he

«turned on his pillow and closed his sves,

contidontly saving: “'Now, whers is Jesus
of Nazureth, my troe nod sover-falling
Friend?* Yes I admies loman friendship
ns seen in the ease of Davhd sl Jonnt han,
of Faul and Onesiphoras, of Herder and
Goethe, of Gioblsmith nad Eevoolds  of
Becnmont and Fletehor, of Cowley and
Harvey, of Erasmas and wnins Mare, of
Lessibg  an Muondelssaohn, of  Lady
Chur=hill and Prines Anpe, of Orestes and
Pelades, ench regquestiog  that  bimself

tnke the point of the dageer, =o
the other might be spared; of Epa-
minondas and Pelopidns, who lockead

thelr shields in battle, determinsd to die
togather; but the geandest, the mightiest,
the tenderest Irlendsbitp ip all the aniversa
s the friendship betwesn Jesns Christ aml
4 believing soul.  Yet, after all T have
aid, T feel 1 have only dose what James
anrshnll, the miner, did in 1945 in Calis
fornia, before its gold mines woers known,
He renchod lo and put upon the tabile of
his employer, Captain Sutter, a thimbialol
of golid dust. “Where did vou get thot?™*
salil his emplover. Thereply was: 1 got
it _thiz moroing from n mill race from
which the water ha i been drnwn " Hat
aoptld liave  been
vl the thoamls,
nef that re-

that gold dust, which
tnken up bhotweaan the finger
was the prophieey amd spe
vealed California’s wenlth to all nations,
And to-duy I have onlv put Taeefs you
aprcimen of the vaine of divine Triendship,
only a thimbleful of mines Inexhuastilio
amd infinits, thoogh all time and all
oternity go on with the exploration.

Fxperience is by IIJI-]II":'\ gl ved,
and porfected by the Swift course of time

ATl that live must
nature to eternity,

die, passing throagh

1t is only imperfection that complains
of what is imperfect. the more perfoct
we are, Lhe nmorve geatle aml  quiet we
become toward the defects of others,

Nothing 35 so fieree but love  will
soften—nothing =0 share sighted bul love
will throw a mist before ils eyes, i

The more we v, st i We Cando
the more bugsy we are, the more leisurvae
we have.

i However _“’il‘kwllu'f‘ outsrips  men,
it hath no wings to fly from God.

Persevere still in that clear wa?' thou

lgm-st. and the gods strengthen thee

In the whole Rivilized world there is
but one iefidel in ifty thousand persons-
and vet he looks upon all the rest as
bigoted fools.

One ungrutefyl man does an injury
10 a1l who stand ir need of aid.

Woughttul evmcethy of Biaodish. Thelr : - , w:




