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up with hopes that rested on Teddy’'s as-
surance that Esme was a girl to stick to
& fellow through thick and thin, and that
of course it would be *all right;” but
these gleams of sunshime were but rare—
generally be was plunged into an abyss
To find that be had thrown
away a wife and fortune entirely through
& case of mistaken identity, from ignor-
ance of a somewhat transparent family
secre!, was a maddening reflection. He
bated to be alone, he hated to speculate
on “what might have been.” He wrote
to Esme, of course, and also to Mrs,
Brabazon, and he counted the very days
until the answers would come. He
thought with a sinking heart of the meag-
-er balauce at his banker's. Two hun-
dred and fifty pounds s year, besides his
pay, was the very most he could scrape
Ample hitherto for himself and
his modest wanta, but for Esme it would
And now his mind sometimes
dwelt for a very long time with the most
| polgnant, bitter regret, on the lost forty

]
1 C€HAPTER XVL

Yo, were in too great a hurry, old
ma, | Tedds, reproviogly., “Why
did 5 { take your time? you should
looh ! ¢ you lewp, Why did you mot
isk
“What was there to ask? Had 1 pot of despair,
secn (o0 mself?  And is not seeing be-
lieving ! wever dreamed that she bhad
auother brother; never. In any case you,
oF an vw, would have done just the
AL
“Uw awinlly sorry,” said Teddy, slow-
Iy, spraking with his eyes meditatively
fxed the gronnd; “sorry for the money.
It's # Lad business about that!™
“Aoges! it's not the money I'm think-
ing returned Miles, huskily.
4, if you are thinking of Esme, she'll
be " rejoined her brother, cheer-
falls Unce the mistake is known, and tosether.
you make the nmende hanorable, you peed
pot Lo o bit uneasy about her; it will be be beggary.
all right)” which was Teddy's usual way
of sumning up most guestions,
“All right? How very likely!" returned | thousand pounds.
bie cousin, sarcastically. *“She will never
sj~uk to me again as long as she lves,
never. Do you not understand that vo]

were within

cwp= and everything in the house, all

35 am when I'm in a rage, mad. 1

) put the sens between us.”
“Ilave you had any letters?”

Not one line since 1 came out. You

“What has happened now? whence this

one duy and a balf of being beaming face and these seraphlc smilea?”
ried, that the guests were bidden, the | lnquired Gussie, raising her eyes lasily

from her book, as her sister entered the

hut the bridegroom? 1 was, as 1 | reom.

“I've just had a letter from Miles,” re-

¢ stopped to breathe, much leas to | pied Esme, bastily advancing with an
t or think; all I wanted to do was | air of bashful elation; “such a nice let-

| vor?”
| *Oh, is that it?"' rejoined Miss Braba-
ma, in a very wintry tone of voice. “And

are the first who has opened my eyes w;m what has he got to say for himselt?"

the awful mistake I have made.”™

“Oh, of course he is in a dreadful state

“1 hope, .\[il«.'s." sald Teddy, bumbly, :sf mind. 1 believe it is really worse for
“that you won't hate the very sight of him now than it ever-was for me.” len-

me, for I was the
culastrophe.”
*No, no.

cause—innocently | iently.
enough, but still the cause—of the whole !

*I should hope =0, with a little, angry
|sniff. *I should humbly trust that he

Why should I? It was not ! was pretty thoroughly ashamed of him-

your fault, it was no one's fault, it was  self and his insane and idiotic bebhavior.

Just sheer bad luck,

ind

What evil spirit | You got out of the business better tham
wvd me to go to Portsmouth that | could have been expected, thanks to Mrs.

duy, of all others? he demanded pas- | B.'s presence of mind and talent for in-

sionately.

ventlon: assuring everyone that at the

“It i5 all chance,” returned Teddy. “Do | very last minute Miles bad been compell-
you kunow that once you were actually ed to go on foreign service!™

within & bair of finding it out? It all)

“*Thar only passed with outsiders,” sald

turned upon such a little thing as the Esme, shaking her head; *of course all

striking of a match!

It did indeed. I ! the servants annd the villagers and the

don’t know If you remember the last Bells knew; and the way people used to
night you were at Baronsford in August. ! stop on the road and look after me, or

Well, 1 was there, too, prowling about
the bushes on chance of seeing

“1 3
mpredwh; 1 st
one within twenty miles
thinks me the most finished
scoundrel, and, goodness knows, I eannot
blame them. Appearances are

Iy against me. I think the best thing you ;

can do for me, Teddy,” with a grim smile,
*is to blow my brains out guite accident-
ally.”

“Stuff and nonsense! If it is Hsme you
ere so much afrald of, I can tell you that
you need pot be uneasy; she will marry
sou ill the same.”

“Even it she would—which 1 am sure
she wouldn't—how could I marry with
scarcely nnything besldes my pa¥y?’

“Pooh! That's easily answered. Esme
has never been brought up to luxuries.
2h¢'ll make a grand poor man's wife.
Why, she used to turn my ties and patch
my coats,”

“Yes, nll very well for her to do thoee
things for her brother, but I'm differemt.
Why should I bring her to poverty? What
right have I fo ask ber to share my pit-
tance? Mrs, Brabazon would never listen
to it.”

“Mrs. B. be bothered!” interpolated
Teddy, rudely; “who cares for her?”

“And she will marry some rich swell.
A pretty girl like her, a face like hers,
will Lave dozens of suitors; and, of
course, she will marry one of them, and 1
can’t blame her”

“Not  she!" returned Teddy, stoutly,
“and 1'll tell you the reason, old fellow,”
taking his cousin literally by the button
of hls red-cerge coat. *“She won't look
at a duke, if she's the girl I take her to
be, and I ought to know her prefty well,
becanse'"—smiling and pausing for a mo-
ment.

“Yes,” with feverish eagerness.

“Becanse she likea you. Can’t you
grasp that?*

It was about the only pleasant fact that
had been placed before him this morning,
and he seized it with avidity. And he did
grasp it most gratefully.

“Of course, the loss of the money is a
bore,” said Teddy; “but I think you and
Esme would have fancied one another,
anyhow, without that. 0ld George Brab-
azon was certainly touched in the top
story, leaving the reversion after six
months to this perfectly unnecessary mna-
tive college in Caleotta. 1 think we all
are a little queer—Uncle Sandy, Uncle
George, Aunt Jane, myself—and you, with
your rushing out here at three days’ no-
tice, bave certainly qualified for belng
ecalled ‘eccentric.’ Hullo! rhere's the
breakfast bugle, and T must be off. Cheer
up, old man! it will be all right, you'll
see.”

“Captain Brabazon, sir,”" sald a rich
Milesian  accent, breathlessly; *“Mr.
Mitchell’s compliments, and would ye

oblige him with the lind of a tin of
cocos 7"
“Yes, yes, certainly!” impatiently; “go

us to be moving, too, to our
i: there's not muach to set
lefore you, Teddy, but cold stew and
black coffee, our rations being of the
least lnxurions description.”

“I'm not particular abour quality as
Jong s I have quantity, and I fancy you
are even better off for grub than we are.
You're sure you don’t hate the sight of
e, Miles?" he ndded diffidently, as they
once wore canie onear the tents,

“That's the second time you've asked
me that, Teddy. No. In fact, take it
all sirennd, now that | have got my breath
aguin, so to speak, I'm very glad to see
you. After ., things are pot so black
as Mey were yesterday. 1 might get on
the staff. [ might have some luck out
bere: and, it Esme will only forgive me,
if 1 thought there was any chance of
that, 1 would be all right.”

It would not be pecessary to describe
the condition of Milep Brabazon’s mind
at this period, unless the term ‘‘change-
able’” from fair to stormy might be ap-
plied to jt. At one time he was buoyed

Sha”un?e running out about nine o’clock ;

Baronsford | " dublously; “in
and complete ' but still I am always:

4

'twhhwr together and polnt, was too, 100
dreadful.”

. don
“X

"ple are staring at me and
m"

“Nonsense, my dear. Your affair is
forgotten long ago; you are mot of such
importance as you imagine; it was only
& nine days’ wonder.”

“Yes, I dare say you are right, Gussie;
people have had heaps of other things to
think about. Ah!" now drawing a long
sigh of relief, “of course it does not mat-
ter, as it's all right.”

“What on ecarth do you mean?’ de-
manded Augusta, sharply, turning balf
round in her chalr, and surveying her sis-
ter critically.

“I mean that the wedding dress, locked
away upsetairs, will be worn, after all,
when he comes home,” said Esme shyly.
To this remark there was no answer for
at least a minute, and then Gussle sald
very decidedly: :

“Esme, you must be mad; you would
pot think of marrying him now?"' speak-
ing as it were in ecapital letters.

“And pray, why not?" regarding her
sister with angry blushes.

“He did not say anything about it io
his letter, did he?" apprehensively.

“There was no occasion; we are as
much engaged as before; there is no
change.”

~No change! Oh, dear, no—certainly
pot. by no means!” sarcastically. *“What
are you going to live upon, you goose?
Your money is being turned into bricks
and mortar at the other side of the globe,
and Miles is a genteel pauper, who will
find quite enough to do to keep himself,
much less you, and your excellent appe-
tite,” with homely candor.

“RBuot"—hesitatingly—"but, Gussie, 1
have some money.”

“Not a penny unless you marry fo
please Mrs. B., and she hates Miles like
poison.”

“I think you are very unkind to say
11 these horrfd things,” returned Hame
‘ndignantly and with a suspicion of tears
in her volce, *“This is not the way 1 take
vour good news, when you have any;
and you slways pretended to lke Miles
w0 much.”

“8o 1 do, my sweet, silly sister, as 8
cousin, but not as a brother-in-law. Just
&it down here,” giving a chair a little
push, “and listen, for a few minutes, to
sound common sense. When Miles was
an eligible parti, you would not marry
him: your accepting him at all was sim-
ply because you saw him do a plucky
thing at Sandborough, and, carried off
your feet by the emotiop of the moment,
vou sald yes: and then the wedding was
burried on, and the dresses and presents
were such-delicious novelties you had not
the heart to go back! But you were nev-
er one bit in love with him; you would
rather have Teddy's little finger than
firty Mileses."

“You are wrong, quite wWrong: every
word you have sald has been wrong,"™
eried Esme, with blazing cheeks; “be-
cause Miles and I did not make an hum-
hling exhibition of ourselves and sit hand
in hand and arm in arm like other peo
ple,” expressively, “you imagine that we
—that I—don’t care for him. I do—very
much." .

“Fiddle-de-dee, fiddle-de-dee. I was not
talking of love, I was talking of sense—
my strong point, you will please to re-
member! This time next year, my beauti-
ful, impulsive sister, I shall have you up
to London, end marry you fo some Very
nice, rich and, if you are very good, ti
young man! Think of that!"

“Marry anyone you like yourself, my
dear Gussie; but, as far as | am concern-
ed, 1 shall never marry anyone but Miles
—never!”

“And yet, in this very room, and not so
very long ago, you raved and stamped
and all but Tore your hair out, and declar-
ed that, dragged to the foot of !he altar
you might be, but become his bride—nev-
er! And—ah! [ see you the

|
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episode—1 Bave just one little question
to ask, and only ome. Bupposing now,
for the sake of argument, that he won’t
m;;g tLou—whnt then "

- this was s phase of the matter that
Esme had never contemplated; but, al-
though she made prompt and cheerful ans
ewer to herself to her sister’s query, she
vouchsafed no reply, beyond what might
be called a superior smile, and loud and
‘l?li‘“lnplllll poking of a most offensive

Gusaie’s allusion to Mrs. Brabazon was
timely, Esme well knew. That lady had
nlways been antagonistic to her nephew
when he was a moneyed man, and was

that he was as poor as a church mouse.
Quite lately she had awakened to a due
:rpl!;:rﬂlﬂm of the unusoal personal gifts

Esme's visit to Brigh-
ton, her appearance at all the winter
country balls, had given her quite a rep-
utation, and a certain young honorable,
the eldest son of Lard Mangel-Wurszle,
was constantly finding his way over 1o
Baronsford. He was received by GGussie
with open arms, by Esme with smiles, for
he had besn ooe of what Mrs. Brabazon
would have called Teddy's “boon” com-
panions. He was a pleasant, rnddy faced
young gentleman, with a cheery volce,
frank, unaffected manners, and was real-
ly very much emamored of the beautiful
Miss Brabason. Of course he heard that
she had been engaged to her cousin, but
it was all broken off months sgo, and “the
dear girl had never really cared about
him; ir was a family business,” so Mrs.
Brabason had whispered confidentially to
Lady Mangel-Wurzle, and ahe looked for-
ward to a double wedding before long, for
Gussle had accepted her long-suffering
Freddy, who had come in for another
fortune, and already, as she remarked
complacently, “the presents had been both
numerous and costly.” Now here was
this odious, tiresome Mlles Brabazon
comi~g to the surface again, and writing
Mrs. Brabaron a long letter from some
outlandish camp in Bouth Africa. What
was to be done with him? What a worry
and affliction he had been from first to
iast. “What a good thing it would be if
the Boers were to kill him," thought this
amiable lady. Should she answer his
letter, or mot? After some very grave
reflection she decided that she would re-
ply, and by the next mail, in a friendly
spirit, giving him largely of her forgive-
neas and sympathy: but appesling to him,
forcibly, to release Esme from her pres-
ent ridieulous engagement. The epistle
took some time to put together, and as
she was sitting biting the end of her pen
in the throes of composition, Esme came
into the room with her hat on, and sald
she was going to the village with the
post-bag.

“] am pot quite ready yet; but in ten
minutes' time I shall have 1 am
writing a rather difficult letter to Miles.”

“Yes,” returned Esme, coloring, snd
looking at her Interrogatively.

“Of course 1 forgive him freely; but the
engagement must not be talked of just
at present; as matters are it would be too
imprudent. You see, my dear, although
he is very mice himself, he has nothing
to marry on now."”

:;l: we can wait, Mrs. Brabasoa.”

: I'm taking It to the post."
it to me, It can go In mine;
there is plenty of room in my envelope,
and I have a stamp."

Esme handed it over with a little relue-
tance. She would have liked to have post-
ed it herself! but she did not one moment
doubt her stepmother’s honesty of pur-
pose, and was firmly convineed, ten min-
utes later, as she walked down to the
village with elastic, springing steps, that
she was carrying it over the first stage of
its long, long journey, and that in five
weeks It wounld be in Miles' own hands.
Deluded young damsel! The instant she
had left the room Mrs. Brabazon had
taken up her epistle, had turned it over
meditatively, and sald to herself: ““This
billet doux will encourage him, and that
would be fatal to all our hopes: probably
she Is telllng bim she will walt for him
for years;” smiling contemptuounsly. *No,
no, we cannot have any of that kind of
nonsense:” so this right-minded, henorable
indy deliberately walked over to the fire,
poked an open place among the coals, in-
to which she carefully dropped the mis-
sive; for a second it lay, seemingly star-
ing gt her like some living thing, with
its clear address confronting her thus:

*“Captain Brabazon,

*24 Battalion, Royal Marchers,
“With the army in the field,
“South Africa.”
Then it became a delicate biscuit color,
then it curled at the edges and suddenly
shot up in a bright flame, and in another
moment a few black fragments, lazily
sailing up the chimney, were all that re-
mained of Miss Esme Brabazon's foreign

letter.
(To be continved.)

Notes of the Street.

Consolldated Lake Superior common
will, It Is stated, be placed on an & per
ent. dividend basis next month.

September was the best month the
jouthern export iron business has en-
joyed this year, the aggregite exports
selng over 30,000 tons.

A cable dispatch announces the fall-
ire of two Brazillan banks, the Banco
Industrial and Mercantile of Santos
ind the Banco De Para. =

The total net earnings of the Easton
sonsolidated Electric Co. for August
were $11,800, as agalnst $10.860 for the
.orresponding month last year.

Rallread earmings continue to show
satisfactory increases, and bank clear-
mge are gaining somewhat, which in-
ijcate the usual preparation for full
ausiness.

The annual inspection of the Pe.nn-
sylvania Rallroad by President (Cas-
satt and the Board of Directors, which
was scheduled for October 14, has been
sustponed to & later date,

——

Industrial.

The American Tin Plate Company
announce that they will start the finlsh-
ing department of the Niles, Ohio, tin
mill. The employes say they will not
return unless the scale Is signed, and
an attempt will be made to start with
pon-union men.

Five coal mines at Oak Hill, Ontario,
were tied by a strike for the union scale
of 80 cem; per ten against €0 cents now

pald.

The United States Circulit Court of
Appeals, at San Francisco, has guashed
the Indictments against ten men who
were arrested during the Coeur D'Alene
mine strike last year, for interfering
with the United States mails. It was
shown that the men did not know that
the train which they Interfersd wilr
carried the malla,

G6 51 F we can't agree, ma'am, it's
nhlgh time we parted company,”
sald Mr. Barnabas Buffington.

“My sentiments exactly,” sald Miss
Patty Chickson, “and the sooner the
better, according to my way of think

Mr. Bufiington was a portly ladivid-
ual, with & Roman nose, ron gray hair
and a stout, short figure.

Miss Chickson was tall and spare,
with little spiral curls and the remains
of & complexion, and with blue eyes
that had been passing bright twemnty
Years ago.

‘“I'bere is an end to all human endur-
ance,” observed the gentleman sternly.

“8ir," sald Mlas Chickson, “I have put
up with your eccentricities untll foi
bearance has ceased to be a virtoe.”

“A month's notice!” said Mr. Buffing-
ton, savagely flourishing his yellow slik
pocket handkerchief.

“You are quite at liberty to go at the
end of twenty-four hours, for all 1
care!” retorted Aliss Chickson with dig-
nity.

“Madame, 1 take you at your word,”
sald the gentleman.

“8ir, I shall congratulate myself If
you will” sald the lady.

Mr. Barnabas Buffington had lodged
with Miss Patty Chickson for ten
years. He was rich and eccentric: nhe
was poor und proud. As young people
there had been certaln love passages
between them—or rather the buds of
love passages, which had never blos
sowed lpto full perfection—and when
Mr. Buffington eame home from China
apd found his old pastor's orphan
daughter trying to gain a scanty live-
lthood by letting apartments he en-
gaged her entire second floor at once
and pald his way llke a rajah.

“Poor girl! poor girl!" sald Mr. Bar-
nabas Buffington. “But how thin and
old-maldish she has grown! 1 really
can't Imagine how 1 ever could have

fancled her a divinity. What fools
young men are, to be sure!”
“Poor, dear Mr. Buffington! How

stout and vulgar he bas become!™ said
Miss Chickson. “And only to think how

slender he was ! How the dreams
s youilLiful days do alter!”
Mr. Barnabas was not per-

fect enough to be canonized and Miss
Chickson had her petty pecullarities.
The comsequence was that little colll-
slons were Inevitable,

And one day there conmeé a longer
measuring of wordy words than usual,
and Mr. Buffington and Miss Chickson
formally parted.

“Ten yenrs 18 quite long enough to
tolerate this state of things,"” said the
old bachelor.

“I'm ouly surprised that I haven't
turned him away long ago,’” sald the
old wald.

Bo when Mr. Buffington had gone
away in a cab plled high with baggage,
Miss Chickson rang the bell for her
mald.

“Barbara,” sald she.

“Yes, ma'am,” sald Barbara. .

“Mr. Bufington has gone at last."”

“8o I percelve, ma'am,"” sald Barbara
“And won't he come back again
ma'am?*

“Never,”
spirit

“Oh,” sald Barbara, rather surprised.

“It will be necessary for us to reducs
expenses,” remarked the mistress. “'Of
course I cannot afford any longer to
keep s0 large & house as this. Mr.
Buffington, whatever his faults, cannot
st least be accused of parsimony.”

“Certainly not, ma'am,” sald Bar
bars. “Of all liberal, free-handed, kind-
spoken genta—""

“Barbara, you will oblige me by hold-
Img your tongue!” sald Mlss Chickson.
“Certalnly, ma’am,” sald Barbars.

“Get me a cup of tea,” sald Miss
Chickson, “and when I bave drunk It
I will go out to look for a cheaper
bouse In a less aristocratic nelghbor-
hood.

Barbara brought up the cup of tea In
& quaint little Wedgewood teapot on a
Japanese tray.

Miss Chickson drank It In silence,
looking sadly at the fire.

Tea was, 80 to speak, Miss Chick-
son's Inspiration. When she was low-
spirited or in doubt or puzzled, or In
any way thrown off her mental bal-
ance, she drank tea and stralghtway
became herself again.

Meanwhile, Mr. Barnabas Buffington,
tn the solitary splendors of the West
End hotel, was scarcely less {ll at ease.
“I don't like this sort of thing at all,”
sald Mr. Buffington to himself one morn:
Ing & month later. “It lun't home-like.
There's no cat here. Patty Chickson
always kept a cat. There's something
very domestic and cosgy-looking about
s cat. I'll go out and look down the
sdvertising columns of the dally paper
and see what Inducements they have
to offer in the way of qulet, respectable
bomes for elderly gentlemen.”

B0 It came to pass that Mr. Barnabas
Bufiington sallled forth, not house
bunting, but bome-hunting.

It was not a so readlly disposed of
business as he supposed. This house
was next to a livery stable; that one
contained a young lady who was prac-
ticing for an opera singer; the third
smelled as iIf the dralnage were defec
tive; the fourth was too splendid; the
fifth too shabby.

“I don't know but that I shall be
compelled. to slesp at the station-
house,” gloomily remarked Mr. Barna-
bas Buffington, “for, come what may,
pothing shall induce me to go back ts
that poisy hotel, where the walters
@on't come until you bave rung the bel
forty times, and the soup ls served
balf cold.”

«He was walking pedaively AloRs »

sald Miss Chickson with

3 AFTER THE STORM.

qulet and shady litue street, with botb
bands thrust down In his pockets and
the front of his hat tilted down over his
nose, when, chancing to look up, be
percelved a gray cat dozing In the bay
window of & modest-looking house, apc
on the doorway thereof was placed ac
unpretentious notice:

“Foard and lodgings at moderate
prices.”

"l like the look of that place,” sald
Mr. Butfington. “They keep a cat there
—a gray cat. It's not splendid. but It
looks comfortable. I'll try IL"”

e rang the bell; a neat lttle mald
servant In a white apron and frilled
cap responded to the summons.

“Please, sir, Missls ain't at bhome,
but 1| knows all about the rooms,"” sald
the little damsel. 1 can show ‘em,
aud 1 can tell you the terms.”

Barnabas Butfogton llked the look of
the rooms and be did not object to the
terms. There was a bright coal fire
burning in the grate.

“Missis wanted the roowns to be well
aired,” said the girl, courtesying at ev-
ery other word.

“Your mistress, my girl, Is a woman
f sense,” sald Butlington. *“This settles
the matter. ['ll ke the apartments
for a month, certaln, with the privilege
uf renewal if 1 ind myself sulted.”

He took off his hat, unwound his cown-
forter from sbout his neck and sat
own before the cheery shine of the
grate.

“Gio aml tenr down the bill at once,”

sald he. “And leave the door open so
that cats—""
“Hut, sir,” whispered the white

aproned lassle, “If my missis—*

“Never mind your mistress,” sald Mr.
Buthugton, cavalierly, “She wanted a
boarder and she’s got one! What more
would she have?”

And =0 speaking, be balled a cab In
the street, and bade the drver go for hils
trunk and hat boxes without delay.

Miss Chickson and Barbara had been
put selecting some new ple platters and
pudding basins, and little Betsey was
eagerly watching for them at the area
deoor when they came In

“Please, missis,” sald Betsey, “the
room Is let. And he's sitting upstalirs
now, with the ecat in his lap.”

“Who Is it?™ demanded Mliss Chick.
won.

“The new boarder, ma'am.”

“What Is his name?"’

“Please, ma'am. [ don't know,” sald
Betsey.

Miss Chickson walked off Into her
lttle parlor and sat down, fanning her-
self with her bonnet.

“Betsey,” =aid she, “go upstalra, pre
seat my compliments to this stranger,
#nd tell him I shall be glad of an Inter
view at ooce. He may be a burglar,
for what 1 know.”

“Yes'm."” sald Betsey.

And away she tripped, returning
presently.

“He's comin’, ma'am,” sald she.

And In stalked—Mr. Barnabas Buf-
fington!

“(zood gracious we!" sald Miss Chick-
SO0,

“1t's I"atty Chickson, isn't it?" sald
AMr. Butfington, staring with all his
eyes, 1 might have known that It was
the same cat. However, ma'am,” re-
.ap:ing into a belllgerent attitude, *1
won't intrude; I'll leave the premlses
at once.”

“Don’t,” sald Miss Chickson, falntly.

“Eh¥* sald Mr. Buffington.

‘1—I hope you don't bear malice”
sald Miss Chickson, “I'm sure I was
a little lmpatient.” .

“Don’'t mention It,” sald Mr. Buffing-
ton. “It was all my fault.”

1l was unreasonable™
Chickeson,

“l was a brute,"” sald Mr. Buffington

‘I have reproached myself bitterly,”
sald the lady.

“l haven't had & moment of peace
slnce,” sald Mr. Barnabas Buffington.
sincerely.

“Shall we forget and forgive?" whis
pered Miss Chickson.

“l know a better plan than that,”
said Mr. Bufington. “Let's begin the
world on a new basis.”

“I don't understand you,” sald Miss
Chlckson.

“1 like you and your ways,” sald Mr
Buffington. “I didn’t know how much
untll we separated. Let us settle down
together for life, Patty Chickson. Let's
be married.”

“Atour age?" sald Miss Chickson.

“We shall never be any younger"
sald Mr. Buffington.

“If you really think people wouldn't
Iangh,” hesitated the spinster.

“What do we care whether they do o1
not?" sald the bachelor, recklessly.

And the result of this conference w-
tiat Mr. and Mrs. Barnabas Buffiusies

sald Miss

are now sitting, one on either side of
the Liearthrug, with the gray cat In the
middle, as harmonious a trio as one will
often find.

And the bill Is taken down perma-
nently.—Cleveland Plaln Dealer.

-

Human Nature.

‘*There are very few people who don™
get interested in a good scrap.”

“That’s right. [ think there are i
pumber of advocates of universal peact
who would be somewhat disappointec
at an abrupt termination of the Bo#:
war.”—Harper'’s Bazaar.

Exclusive Information.
“BSay, pa, what's a bachelor?"
“A bachelor, my son, is & might)

lucky fellow, but don't tell your m:
that I told youl"—Der Fioh.

Odds and Ends.

Four miles from Bath, England, s a
mystericus monument known as the
Three Shires Stone. From It yom can
see parts of Somersetshire, Glouces-
tershire and Wiltshire,

The French Government considers Its
postal swstem rather in the light of a
source of revenue than as & public
service, which Is obvious from the fact
that it cleared about 93,000,000 francs
($17,949,000) profit through it jast year.

In Arkansas & man has planted red
birch, native willows and soft maple
for two milea along a stream to pre-
vent the washing of the banks.

A frult tree progagator has produced
a seedless apple. These new apples are
superior in flavor to the ordinary kinds.
High prices are being paid for the trees.

very early times Europe was
astonished by the wonderful things
which came from the Chinese—the sllk,
tea, spices, the great Ideas and Inven-
tions.

Healtn authorities estimate that 10
per cent. of the men who go to Cape
Nome never come back alive.

Even the common potato 18 good med-
fcine for rheumatism. A decoction of
potatoes used as a fomentatlon will
glve perfect relief.

A Chicago firm has set up a line of
automoblles to carry pasengers be.
tween Its store and one of the railroad
stations for 5 cenls.

A Florida man has purchased 300
acres of swamp land near Swan
Bridges, and will turn it Into a breed-
ing place for alllgators. These reptiles
are becoming scarce, owing to the ac-
tivity of Northern hunters and as there
is a steady demand for alllgator skin,
the speculator hopes to do well.

The Indlans are not an lmportant po-
Htical factor in this country, but there
is a county In Nebraska—Thurston
county—where they hold the balance
of power between the partles and are
cultivated accordingly by the politi-
clans. They number about 1500, and
comprise Omahas and Winnebagoes-

Useful Hints.

In brolling meat over coals never al-
low them to smoke the least. Afler
the coals have burned down somewhat
throw on a handful of salt to denden
the blue flame that arises. If the drip-
ping from your meat tukes fire remove
from the stove to cool for a few min-
utes. Don't try to blow It out, as there
is danger of burning the face,

All vegetables are better to be sea-
soned when they are ready for the ta-
ble. Never et them stand after coming
off the fire. Pul them instantly Into a
colander, over a pot of bolling water,
if you have to keep them back for din-
ner.

Cauliffiower should be tied up In a
net or a plece of white mosquito net-
ting when bolling, and served with rich
drawn butter. Roll twenty minutes,
Look carefully through this vegelable
for worms, just the color of the stalk.

Hlack lace will resume much of its
pristine beauty If washed in thick suds
mixde of tar sonp, The lace must be al-
lowed to dry without rinsing, as the
tar imparts a slight stiffness which ls
very desirable.

Electric Sparklets.

An electric canal service I8 to be
maintained between Cloncinnatd and
Dayton. .

The rubber annually made up into
golf balls is sufficient to insulate an
Atlantic cable,

Prof. J. J. Thomson has discovered
bodies smaller than atoms and these he
calle corpuscles.

The Mediterranean squadron of the
French navy s being equipped with
wireless telegraphy Instruments,

A 35,000,000 municipal telephons= plant
s being installed in the clty of Lon-
o1, which is expected to serve 40,000
subscribers at & nominal rate.

Out of the Ordinary.

In China a doctor's fee varies frem 8
=nts 1o a quarter.

A penny will buy twenty times a8
nuch nourishment in the shape of oat-
neal as in the form of beef.

There are po snukes nor frogs in Alas-
ta, but there are toads.

Women clean the streets of Cannes,
the cleanest town In the world,

A Chinese drink s made of lamb's
jesh, bruised with rice and fermente 1,

Meat has been preserved in a frozer
state for thirty years, acd found per-
fevtly eatable at the end of that time.

Among the Banks.

The Traderg' 3ank has been Incor-
sorated to do a general banking busi-
qess in Kansas City.

The State banks of Kansas have 1
-eserve of 310,965,000, the largest In the
alstory of the state.

The amount of national bank notes
n circulation September 30 was a2k, -
135,973, an increase of $4,112163 since
August 31 and of $85045845 since Sep-
:ember 30, 1809,

Chicago bank
ser were $516.737

clearings for Seplem-
085, u decrease of $65,-
R/TI00 from August. They were the
smallest since February. As compared
aith last year, there wns a reduction
3 $32,116,402, or 57 per cent.
pmAtep il et

Personals.

Joseph Jefferson has given §1000 tow-
ard the relief of the Galveston sufferers,
He attended school In Galveston vhen
t mere boy, and his earller successes
n his dramatic carcer were made in
Jhat town,

John Hopkins, who was for mors than
forty years the organist at Rochester
~athedral, Engiand, died recently In his
iightieth year. His lust performance
m the Cathedral organ was a “Jdead
narch” on the occasion of the death of
‘he Duke of Saxe-Coburg.

When Emperor Willlam drives in Ber.
in he Is followed by two officers on bi-
sycles, whose duty It is to Arrest per-
wns who throw letters into the lriper-
al carriage,

—ee e

I cease to be depressed by learning

glowly If 1 am te learn forever.

You know that a little thought and
a little kindness are often worth more
than & great deal of money. This char-
ity of thought is not meraly to be ex-
ercised toward the poor; It is to be
exercised toward all men.

Persons who cheat themselves are
easy victims to others.

Instead of a little position In this
world exalting a man tw honor, it is
service that exalts man and makes him
worthy of any position In this world.
Away from the idea that some have
that you must have position to be great.

Hope is a flatterer. o

Nothing is truer in the experience
life than that seifishness overreaches
itself, He that would get the most out
of life must contribute of his thought,
sympathy, time and substance for the
good of others.

—The which used to be a
plague in Australia, are now getting
80 scarce that It pays to ralse them in
herds.

;'ER?ON
Rev. Dr. Calmage

dahject: Thickening Gloom — Growing
Old Without Religion & Dismal Fros-
pect—Consoling Suggestions to Those
Who Have Passed Life's Merldian.

[(Copyright 1vea |

Wasmisatox, D). C.— In this sermon
Dr. Talmage discourses upon the invita-
tion given to Christ to stay overnight in
the Oriental village, and makes some con-
molatory suggestions. e text i« Luke
xxiv. 29, “Abide with us, for it is toward
evening.

Two villagers, having concluded their
errand in Jerusalem, have started out at
the city gate and are on their way to
Emmaus, the place of their recdence.
They go with a zad heart. Jesus, who
had been their admiration and their jov,
had been hasely 1

red and ent .
As, with sad face and broken heart, they
pass on their wav a  stranger accosts
them. Ther tell Him their anxieties and
bitterness of soul Ie in turn talks to
them, mightily expounding the Seriptures,
He throws over them the fascination of
intelligent conversation. They forget the
time and notice not the ohjects they poss
and before they are aware have come in
front of their house. They pause before
the entrance and attempt to persuade the
stranger to tarry with them. Thev press
upon Him their hospitalities. Night is
coming on, and He may meet a prowlin
wild beast, or be obliged to be unsheltered
from the dew. He cannot go much farther
now. Why not stop there and continue
their pleasant conversation? They take
Him by the arm, and they insist upon His
coming . addressing Him in the words,
“Abide with us. for it is toward evening.”
The lamps are hghted, the table is spread,
pleasant socialtiesareenkindled. They re-
{mce in the presence of this stranger guest.
e nsks o blessing upon the hread they eat,
and He hands a picce of it to each. Sud-
denly and with overwhelming power the
thonght flashes upon the astounded peo-
{alv--it 15 the Lord! And as they sit in
yreathless wonder, looking upon the resur-
The

rected Iy of Jesis. He vanished.
interview ended. He was gone.
With mmany of us it is a bright sunshiny
day of prosperity. There is not a cloud
in the sky, not a leaf rustling in the forest,
no chill in the mir. But we cannot expect
all this to last. He is not an intelligent
man who expects perpetual davlight of
jor. The sun will after awlile near the
orizon: the shadows will lengthen.
While 1 speak many of us atand in the
very hour described in the text, “For it 18
toward evening” The request of the text
is approvrate for some in every commi-
nity, for with them it is toward the even-
ing of old age. They have passed the me-
ridian of ufe. They are sometimes star-
tled to (ain: how old they are. They do
not, however, hke others to remark upon
it. If others sugeest their anproximation
toward venerable Appearance, they sy,
“Why, T am not so old, after all.”" They
do, indeed. notice that they cannot lift
quite as much as once; they cannot walk
quite so iast; they cannot read quite so
well without spectacles; they cannot so
easily recover from a cough or any ocea-
sional ailment; they have lost their taste
for merriment; they are surprised at the
quick of the vear; they say that it
only sesms but a little while ago that they
were boys; they are going a little down

something in their vision, something in

ath, something within to remind them
that it is toward evening.

he great want of nﬁ such is to have
Jeaus abide with them. It is a dismal
thing to be getting old without the reju-
venating influence of religion.

will help us across it

with cadences of mercy. When the ax-

strength and beauty around us and we

divine mercy to sing in our branches,
hen the shadows hegin to fall and we
feel that the day s far spent, we need
most of all to “applicate the beneficent
Jesus in the praver of the villagers,
“Abide ¥ith us, for it is toward evening.”
e rer Lest of the text is an appropriste
er-le: ation for all those who are ap-
woaching the gloomy hour of temptation,
here is nothing easier than to be gowd

humble when there is nothing to puff us
un, or forgiving when we have not bLoen
pssailed, or honest when we have no in-
ducement to fraud. But you have felt the
grapple of some temptation. Your nature
at some time quiked and groaned under
tne infernal power. You feel that the devil
was after vou; you saw your Christinn
graces Tretreating;
would fail in the awiul wrestle with sin
and be thrown into the dust. The gloon
thickened. The first indications of the
night were seen.

tan, in all the surging up of tumultuous
passions and excitements, you felt with
awful mngﬁnah that it was toward even-
ing. In the tempted hour you need to ask
Jesus to abide with you. You can beat
back the monster that would devour you;
yvou can unhorse the sin that wounld ride
you down; you ean sharpen the battleax
with which you g{iﬂ. the head of helmeted
abomination. Who helped Paul shake the
hrazen gated heart of Felhix? Who acted
like a good sailor when all the erew howled
in the Mediterranean shipwreck?

word of recantation would have unfastened

kindling fire?

When the night of the soul came on
and all the denizens of darkness came rid-
ing upon the winds of perdition, who
gave strength to the soul? Who gave
calmness to the heart? Who broke the
spell of infernal enchantment? He who
heard the request of the villagers, “*Abide
with us, for it s toward evening.” One
of the forts of France was attacked, and
the outworks were taken before might.
The besieging army lay down, thinking
that there was but little to do in the
morning, and that the soldiery in the fort
could be casily made to surrender. But
during the night, through a back stairs,
they escaped into the country, In the
morning the besieging army sprang upon
the battlements, but found that thewr Iarry

was gone. So when we are assaulted by
temptation there is always some sooret
stair by which we might get off. God

will not allow us to be tempted above
what we are able, but with every tempta-
tion will bring a way of escape that we
mﬁhe able to bear it.

e prayer of the text is appropriate
for all who are anticipating sorrow. The
greatest folly that ever grew on this

t 18 the tendency to borrow trouble,

t there are times when approaching
sorrow 1% s0 evident that we need to
making especial pmwnliuns for its ecom-
ing. of your children has Iately be
come a favorite. The ery of that child
strikes deeper into the heart than the cry
of all the others. You think more about
it: you give it more attention, not because
it is any more of a treasure than the oth-
ers, but because it is becoming frail. There
is something in the cheek, in the eye and
in the walk that makes yvou qumte sure
that the leaves of the Hower are going to
be seatt The utmost nursing and
medical attendance are ineffectual. The

becomes feehie, the comp'exion light
er, the step weaker, the laugh fainter. No
i for that one through hall

more rompin
A nursery is darkened b
:d.m}.im calamity., The heart fee

hill; there is something in their health,

their waik, something in their changing
nasociations, something above, something

When we
stop on the down grade of life and see
11t it dips to the verge of the cold miver,
we want to behold some one near who
When the sight
loses its power to glance and gather up,
we need the faith that can illumine. When
we feel the failure of the ear, we need the
clear tones of that wvoeice which in olden
times broke up the silence of the deaf

men of death hew down whole forests of

are left in solitude, we need the dove of

natured when everything pleases, or to be

vou feu ed that you

In all the trembling of |
ur soul, in all the infernal suggestions of

Wha
helped the martyrs to be firm when one

the withes of the stake and put out the

be | climbing the air,

! You have song Tejowed i the care of &
mother; you have done everything to
make her last days happy; you have runm
with guick feet to wmit upon her every
want. Her presence has been a perpetual
blessing in the homsechold. But the fruit
gatherers are looking wistfully at that
tree, r soul is ripe for heaven.
gates are ready to flash open for her en-
trance. But your soul simks at the thought
of separation. You cannot bear to think
that soon you will be ealled to take the
last look at that face, which from the first
hour baa looked upon you with affection
unchangeable. But vou see that life is
ebbing, and the grave will soon hide her
from your sight. You sit quiet: vou feel
heavy hearted. The light 1s fading from
the sky; the air is chill. It is toward
evening.

The words of the text are pertinent to
us all from the fact that we are nearing
the evening of death. [ have heard it
enid that we ought to live as though each
moment were to be our last. 1 do not be-
lieve that theory. As far as preparation
in concerned we ought always to be ready,
but we cannol always be thinking of
death, for we have duties in life that de-
mand our attention
when a man 14 seiing goods it is his
business to think of the bargain he is
making; when a man s pleading in the
courts, it is his duty to think of the in-
terests of his clients; when a clerk is add-
ing up accounts it is his duty to keep his
mind upon the column of figures. He who
fills up us life with thoughts of death is
far from being the highest style of Chris.
tinn. 1 knew a wman who used often to
say at night, “I wish I might die before
morning'” He is now an infidel.

But there are times when we can and
ought to give ourselves to the contempla-
tion of that solemn moment when to the
sonl time ends and eternity begins. We must
go through that one pass. There is no
roundabout way, no bypath, no circuitous
route. Dhie we must, and it will be to us
a shameful occurrence or a time of admir
able behavior. Our friends may streteh
out their hands to keep us back, but no
imploration on their part can hinder us
Theyr might offer large retainers, but
death would not take the fee. The breath
will fuil, and the eyes will close, and the
heart will stop. You may hang the couch
with gorgeous tapestry. but what does
death care for bed curtains? You may
hang the room with the finest works of
art, but what does.death care for pletures?
You may fill the house with the wuilings
of widowhood and orphannge. Does doath
mind weeping?

Listen to PPanl’s battle shout with mis-
fortune, hark to mounting Latimer's fire
song; look at the glory that hath reft the
dungeon and filled the earth and heavens
willh the crash of the falling mavoaclea of
despotism  and then look at those who
have tried to cure themselves by human
prescriptions,  attempting to  henl gan
grene with pateh of court plaster and 1o
stop the plague of dying empires with the
quackery of carthly wisdom, Nothing can
spenk peace to the soul, nothing can an
strap our crushing burdens. nothing can
overcome our spimtual foes, nothing can
open onr eyes o sed the sarrounding
horses and chariots of salvation that fil
all the mountans but the voice and com
mand of Him who stopped one night at
Emmaus.

You ought to be willing to exchange
your body that has headaches and side-
nches and wenknesscs innumerable, that
limps w_ ‘1 the stone bruise or festers with
the thorn or Hames on the funeral pyre
of fevers, for an incorruptible body and an
eye that blinks not before the jasper pates
and the great white throne ut betveen
that and this there is an hour about which
no man should be reckless or foolhnrdy.
1 doubt not your courage, but | tell you
that you will want something hettor thaa
a strong arm, o good aim and a trusty

ord when you come to your last battle
fou will need & better robe than any you
have in your wardrobe to keep you wasm
in that place.

Circumstances do not make so much dif-
ference. It may be bright day when you
push off from the planet, or it may be
dark night and while the owl s hootin
from the forest. It may be spring, and
your soul may go out among the blossoms,
apple orchards swinging their censers in
the way. It may be winter and the carth
in n snow shroud. It may be autumn and
the forests set on fire by the retreating
year—dead nature lud out in state. It
may be with your wife's hand in your
hand, or you may be in a strange hotel,
with a servant faithful to the last. It
may be in the rml train, shot off the
switch and tumbling in long reverberation
down the embankment—erash, crash!

I know not the time, I know not the
mode, but the days of vur life are being
subtracted away, and we shall come down
to the time when we have but ten days
left, then nine daya, then eight days, then
seven duys, six days, five days, four days,
three days, two days, one day Then
hours,—three hours, two hours, one hour.
Then only muinutes feft —five minutes, four
nunutes, three mimutes, two minutes, one
minute. Then only seconds  left—four sie
onds, three seconds, two seconds, one see-
ond. Gone! The chapter of life ended!
The book closed! The pulses at rest! The

feet through with the journey! The
hands closed from all work! No word on
the lips! No breath in the nostrils’  Hair

eombed back to lie undisheveled by any
buman hands. The muscles still.  The
nerves still. The lungs still. The tongue
still. All still. You might put the steth-
oscope to breast and hear no sound. You
might put a speaking trumpet to the ear,
but you could not wake the deafoness. No
motion. No throb. No life. Sull! Still!

On earth with many of you the evening
ie the happiest part of the twenty-four

hours. You gather about the stand. You
talk and Iaugh and sing. You recount the
doy., You plan for the morrow. You

have games and repartees.  Amid all the
Loil UF the day that is the goal for which
lyau run, and as you take out your watch
or look at the descending sun you thrill
with the thought that it s toward even-
ing. So death comes to the disciple.

%\'hut if the sun of life is about to set?
Jesus is the dayspring from on high, the
perpetual  morning  of every  ransomed
spirit.  What if the darkness comes?
esus is the light of the world and of
heaven. What though this earthly house
does crumble? Jesus has prepared a house
of many mansions. Jesus is the anchor
that always holds. Jesus i the fountain
that is never exhausted. Jesus s the
evening star hung up amid the gloom of
the gathering night

You are almowt through with the abuse
and bnckhningbof enemies. They will call
vou no more by evil names. Your good
deeds will not longer be misinterpreted or
your honor filched. The troubles of earth
will end in the felicities of heaven. To-
ward evening! The bereavements of earth
will soon be lifted. You will not much
longer stand pouring your grief in the
tomb like Rachel weeping for her chil-
dren or David mournimg for Absslom.
Broken hearts bound up. Wounds healed.
Tears wiped awasy. Sorrows terminated,
No more sounding of the dead march. To-
ward evening. Death will come sweet an
slumber to the evelids of the babe, as full
rations to a starving soldier, as cvenming
hour to the exhaus workman. The sky
will take on its sunset glow, every cloud
n fire psalm, every lake n glossy mirror,
the forests transfigured, delicate mists

ﬁ'-mr friends will an
nounce it, your pulees will beat it, your
joys will ring it, your hips will whisper it,
“Toward evening.”

—Africa Is the most elevated of all
the continents, It is the continent
of “platenus.” The great table land
in the south has a mean altitude of
over 3500 feet: the wide table land on
the north has an average elevation of
about 1300 feet,

—1In the province of Smolensk. Russia
there is held évery three months a lot-
tery in hushands and wives, ©ho are
chosen by the chance drawing of a lot-
tery ticket.

—A woman who wears a stuffed bird
on her hat is liable to a fine of from
$25 to 30 by a hiw recently passed by
the Legislature of Arkansas.




