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(‘ me at once, papa
delighted; they
to bring you, thinkiag I

me over

e

hersalf

| might succeed, where, perhaps, they as the

11 would fail. t I know you will come, it quivering

| darling. You will have peace and qui- its life hlood lrop by
et at the Cedars, and there you can that to Y.r!h‘* ("I*a'h\lrke te
watch r s of that wretched | was indebted for all B ;-rn) An d
Mrs. Chadwlc One thing is certain, i lation 1 B

| no lady is going to visit her. She is | hearth, his
socially ostracised here and migbt as ! ery which
well be dead. Don’t refuse to come, ;| unsuspecte
Lesley,” Maude added, with a loving And he co
kiss, “and Mrs. Greysou shall come, | stood there
too.” he did o ler in oving from

So it was finally decided that Lesley this pretty, painted snake

should go to the Cedars until some- wait to sting unsuspecting
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| thing definite could be decided for

her

future, and Mrs. Greyson accompanied
her, while Lawyer Greyson and the

doctor took up their quarters for a few
days, at the village hotel.

At the Cedars, Lesley found qulet
and all that her kind friends could do
to alleviate her sorrow was done, deli-
cately and tenderly. But Lesley's
heart was wrung with bitter anguish,
which no trouble could assuage

Where was John Ardsley in all her
trouble? Where was he in her hour of
darkness, who should have been at her
side to comfort and cherish? Her
heart sank in sheme and suffering, and
bitter humiliation, and from the bot-
tom of her heart the poor girl longed
most earnestly to die Tr, be done for-
ever with this life’s sorrow, and dis-
appointment; and lie down somewhere
out of sight, gway from the pitiless

ayes of a cold, unsympathetic world,

and pass away Lo the life beyond. DBut
she was young and strong, and with
the young life is ten 3

One evening, in her boudoir at Chad-

wicke Hall, which she had had fittedup
for herself all inblueandsilver, Lurline
lounged idly in a satin chair, attired
in a delicate lavender silk, with black
lace trimmings; for already she was
lightening her mourning and wearing
colors which served to enhance her
delicate beauty. Her long golden hair
was all over her shoulders, in a shin-
ing cloud; one slippered foot, dainty as
a fairy’s, was resting on the silver fen-

der, for it was autumn now, and tha
evenings were bLeginning to get chilly.

}‘nr heud rested npt n one rosy p,«.m

L\u ull
glancing
15 ¢ nt this
happiness once more. To be able to
control all this wealth and grande

is

now, when, only few months
was turned from the door, te

beg, as best sulted my convenience.
hat a change from my life a few
weeks since, when I lived in those
stufly ms at that execra hotel,
and dined on tough beef and nerable
every day what a grand
little move of
heckmate!’ In
)’ ehe went on,
1an, a clever, de-
€ g woman—above all else, a beau-
tiful woman-——always wins. There is
no question of [ ire; and men with
all their unted wisdom and strength,
the 1er sex,” ha! ha! are as blind

Ounly when they fail
they are sure to lay the
blame upon some woman, if possible.
Heaven help the woman who may be
responsible in such a case; and if not
responsible, Heaven help her just the
same, for she is sure to get the oppro-
bium. However, there is no failure
for me. Ah, what a glorious thing is
money!"”

She did not hear the faint tap which
sounded upon the door of her boudoir.

as bats or moles.
in the game,

One light a2lone burned in the center
of the room; she arose to brighten it.

she did so the door swung slowly
open; she turned to confront the in-
truder. A man stood on the threshold;
a man with a pallid, indignant face,

and eyes fairly blazing with desperate,
angry light. It was Morris Dudley.

For an instant they stood there, fac-
ing each other. Pallid and wild eyed,
she looked like some wild creaturesud-
denly brought to bay. He sprang for-
ward and caught her white wrist, glit-
tering with bracelets of diamonds set
in jet, by which she compromised her
inordinate love of jewels and an out-
ward semblance of mourning; he
clutche her wrist firmly and turned
his burning eyes upon her own

d

“Answer me,” he hissed, in wrathful,
vengeful tones ‘Lurline 8t. Cyr,
where is my wife? What have you

done with Viva Dudley?”
She laughed a low, sneering laugh;

but underneath it all you could see
how she led Woman, where is
i Morris Dudley,

y. pe your iden-
tity from the first; but I know you
now, Mrs. Barton Chadwicke, formerly
Lurline St. Cyr, the cafe siuger, the
trapeze perfo r, outcast from pure
and refined society. Oh, inscrutable
Providen thrcugh what vile necro-
nancy came you to this elevated posi-
tion? You, who in years gone by
lured that unsuspecting, innocent girl
to her own ruin! You, who tempted

her with glittering promises until she
turned her back upon her humble
home, which at least was pure, and
went to join you in your foolish antics
on the stage. My poor, simple-hearted
Viva, who saw not the poison in your
honeyed words, and the falsehood of
the bright pululm which you painted
ot hor future, and the wealth and fame
oue day to be hers. Once more I de-
mand of you, madam—what have you
done with Viva Dudley—my lost wife?
Apswer me, and truthfully, or as there
i8 Justice, 1 take your
miserable life.”

cowered before
and all the time
coming in fitful gasps

‘I—I— know nothing of her, your
Viva,” she returned, sullenly. “She
weat to her own destruction—yes—hut
willlugly—with her eyes open. If you
think a woman can be led against her
own will or desire into evil, you are
greatly mistaken, monsieur.”

a God of will
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her breath was
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The tone and the accent which ig
that moment of excitement eame back

to her from the vanished past, r

his oman was of French o
Aud yet, she claimed descent from the
Chadwickes, through both parents, and

not one drop of French blgod had ever
coursed inreugh a Chadwicke's veins.
Morris Dydley rejeased his hold up-

reeled unsteadily in the grasp of

his strong hands, and then he recol-
lected her sex, and that she was weak,
and he released his hold upon he i
“One cannot kill such as ¥ ke
cried, * ause you are women,
Though you slay innocen ind muider
pu v in the hearts of ot s of your

sex, because you are wom |

The day of retribution
and you cannot es-

hands of God.
will rely
cape
He

and

come,

urned away and left the room
the house.
Chac

M cke sank into a saat,
pallid and g

sping. After a time the
old light came back to her beautiful
eyes, and the color to her dellcate
cheeks. She poured out a wineglassful
of brandy, and dramk it every drop.
“Ha! ha!” she laughed, derisively,
“you think to intimidate me, Morria
Dudley! I'll be even with you yet, if it

CcOsts me 1 life!

ny
CHAPTER XIL
Not False.
nt over to the Cedars
early the next morning. He felt that
he held in his hamds a clue which
might lead ultimately to the detection
of what he firmly believed to be a
gigantic fraud, and he counld not rest
until he had conveyed his impressions
to the Greysons.
Maude Bradburne met

Dr. Dudley

W

him in the

hall, in a becoming suit of white cash-
mere and scarlet ribbons. Pretty, pi-
quant, warm-hearted Maude'! She weut

ight up to the young physician and
d her little hs in his.

“I am glad that have come, Dr.
Dx dley,” said in her frank,
e rd manuer, “for I am so

nhm.a.ﬂd about Loule She scarcely
and her strength Is fast
I co believe that if some-
t £ done arousc her de-
spoundent spirits and give her hope fer

r sleeps,
her.

is not to

the future that the poor girl will die.
And, doc she one of the best girls
the I 1;!: my heart would

Maude was true blue, and Dr. Dudley

knew it. But he could not unfold to
her the turned-down page in his own
history. So he sought Mrs, Greyson

and told her his own sad history. How,
yvears before, when he had been a stu-
dent in Germany, he had met and
loved a young French girl—Viva Dud-
ley. It was & romantic affalr. Dud-
ley, not yet graduated from the medical
college, was poor as poverty; and the
girl was an orphan, living with an
aunt, who treated her with cruel harsh-
ness. The sequel is plain. Dudley
married the girl and took her to his
humble home, and then went back to
finish his collegiate course, confident
that armed with his diploma as a phy-
sician he would be able to hew his way
through the difficulties in life. Left
alone, necessarily a great deal of the
time, Viva made the acquaintance of a
woman who seemed to her unsophisti-
cated fancy a very angel of light and
beauty. Her name was Lurline St.
Cyr, and she was a fourth-rate actress,
singer, trapeze performer. It was not
long before she obtained complete as-

8

cendancy over Viva's foolish mind.
She imprinted upon her imagination
the vivid scenes of her own gay life.

She made the girl-wife believe that she
herself had power to become great
actress. She never rested, just through
love of destructicn, until she had
won the girl from allegiance to
her husband and finally from her
home.

With his medical diploma at last in
his hands, Morris Dudley sought
little white cottage wi he had left
his childish wife. All was the same,
The tall white lilies nodded their fra-
graut heads at tl.- doorway,; the pur-
in at the
had fled
his home
lan
to
respor
and
beau
and
Dud-
is no

a

sheer

ner

the
are

ple morning glories peered
Dudley

but
ne to her

npty,
vonder that
with the woman
sible for this worse than
locked upon her, in all
ty, enjoying the prestig® of wealth,
an honorable namae, that
ley said in his heart, “There
God!"”

He told his sad story now
Greyson; told it in a few and
the kindly old lady grew grave and
sad. When he had finished she wrung
his hand. *I thank you for
fidence, Dr. Dudley,” she said, slowly,
“and what you tell me fills me with
alarm, and yet—would you believe it—
1 have a little hope. 1 begin to
lieve that there is a conspiracy afoot,
and perhaps we may yet be able to get
at the bottom of the mystery. Heaven
grant it.”

“Amen!"” responded
vently. Then after a pause, he added:

‘1 am going to find your husband,
Mrs. Greyeon, and confide the situation
to him His superior knowledge and
experience may suggest some mode of
procedure. Try and keep that poor
girl as cheerful as poss e, and in the
meantime I think we must soon learn
smoething of Ardley’'s whereabouts. I
have set a detective on his track. He
must be a contemptible villain to de-
sert that poor child in ber hour of sor-
row."”

“l do not believe that he has de-
serted her,” returped Mrs. Greyson
gravely, “and if T am not mistaken we
will yet unearth a teirible mystery and

Viva

own r

lattice;

o

des red. (

w

when he

10 wWa

you stoc face

face

murder,

her bo

Morri

to Mra.

words,

your con-

Le-

the doctor, fer-

find that he Las been 1foully deait
| with.”

At that very moment, Lesley—alone
in the pretty sitting-room assigned

| welfare

afw standing before her==Max Ruth-

ven.

€he arosg, and maqved towalrd
door, withohit a word. e tollo
her.

‘Sit dowp, Mrs. Ardsley,” be said ip

a tone of the deepest respect, agd ad-
dressing her by her vew name, 3as a
matter of course. “lI would not have
intruded upon you—believe me-=but 1
Bave something of importance to ¢om-
municate!”

She started, and the faint color
surged into her pallid face. He went
on slowly, transfixing her with bis
dark, scintillating eyes.

“Yes, it is very important—gravely
so; and you must prepare yourself for
a fearful shock. Mirs. Ardsley " He
hesitated.

Lesley sprang forward, her
qQuivering with iutense emotion,
eyes shining, her short
quick. She could speak,
great was her emotion.

“Tell me!” she
en’s sake, tell me,
it anything about &

He bowed,
bis dark face

“John Ardsley
he said slowly; “his
been discovered at last.

‘““Thank Heaven!

form
her
and

§0

bre

scarc

“for Heav-

Ruthven—is—is

panted;
Mr

with a grave look upon

pearted villain as he was
overcome, in the presence of this
unselfish devotion

“He 18 not false to Ruthven
said, in a low tone; *“not false to you—
for—he is dead! Listen, Lesley! Do
not look like that. Do you hear
I am saying? He was dr
river, not far from the
saved you—where yvour horse ran
with you that day—you remeraber
and—and his body was washed ashore
this morning!’

girl's

you!"

what

in the

CHAPTER X1II
Viva

When Dr. Dudley ret

tel he found awaitin
iz

ter, addressed
opened it mechan
the contents all

the col
it white
Heave
though

* he
had

3 he
struck and clutching the f

ed, reeling

“If T might
he moaned.

one cold hand.
spa this!"”
true?”

Again he read tha letter,
as follows:

“Morris
that
which is false

rec

Dudley: When 1

old
your Viva was dead I tol: l you that

yvou

She is not 1d; and

if you will v llere,
Paris, you cent
darling,’ y (was
not that what you called her, mon-
sieur); living in gllded When
you do see her, I imagine ) will con-

clude that the morgue wc
. better fate. Ah, Morri

think I am even with you
n it

you insult a woma
to pause, and ask

Wi

line Chadwie

Lur ke.”
For a time the stricken man stood
1ike a statue, bere fe and motion:
then a low groan escaped his pale lips

bowed his
gave way

he
and

and sinking into a seat,
head upon a tabl
to the awful 1 had fallen
upon him like a su deu bnm For he
had believed, he had hoped, that she
was dead; better death than a life of
sin. He had thought that Viva could
not be living, and Lurline’s reply to his
fuestion had confirmed his belief.
Still, might there not be a faint hope
of her reformation—if he could only
find her, and strive to lead her back
to the paths of rectitude; not his wife
--10, never again, for the Dudleys were
a proud race, and Morris would not
blot his own falr name. But—might
he not save this erring woman from
eternal ruin? There was but one step
to take, and it was the very step which
Lurline Chadwicke had not counted
upon—had been certain that he never,
never would He decided to go
at once to Paris, and prove the truth
of this vile assertion. Lurline had be-
Jleved that he would sooner die than
face his wife. She would have been
full of consternation had she known
the truth; that in his room at the vil-
lage hotel Morris Dudley was prepar-
{ng for a hasty trip to Paris. He had
taken Lawver Greyson into his confi-

SOrrov

take.

dence, and the old man approved of
his course; so one cool, crisp autumn
morning Morris Dudley stepped on

board the vessel which was to bear him
over the ocean, to look upon the
and degradation of the woman who had
once been dearer to him than lif
The voyage was not a protracted one,
and at last he landed at Havre, and
started at once for Paris—gay, giddy,
glittering Paris, given over to the
frivolous reign of the monarch Misrule.
Arrived there, he left his luggage at his

sin

e itseif.

hotel, and started without delay for
he place Indicated in that cruel let-
ter—No. 211 Rue de Villere. He

found a small, commen-looking house,

pot at all the palace which he had pie-
tured, and ascending the steps rang
the bell A npeat Nttle maid servant

apswered the summons. Dudley was

pstonished at the plain, almost poor in-
torier which met his view, and in
wondering surprise managed to stam-
L request to he lady of

see

vas admitted ¢» the plain little
hallway and waited a few moments, Al
length the swish of sweeping garments
upon the bare floor announced
proach of a lady. His heart few into
his throat, he pressed his hand to his
brow, and ralsing his eyes, he saw be-
fore him a tall, graceful woman, her
golden halr coiled low at the back of

the ap-

Ler head, and & palr of serious blue
eyes regarding him attentively. A
lady; no mistake; and Morris Dudley

paused before her, with an inward con-
viction that he had been mistaken, or

The words burst like a wail from
Lesley's white 1i ‘Oh, thank Heav-
en!” she repeated, wildly even
though he is false to me! DBetter false
to me than that he is d or per-
chance suffering! Tell me—tell me all,
I implore you!’ !

Max Ruthven stood amazed. Never |

| before In all his selfish life
had be encountered {
abneg:

was the victim of a wicked plot. He
bowed courteously as she paused.

“I think there is some mistake!” he
began, “but I was directed to this
house. You are English, madam!”

mething in his tone assured her |

that he was no impestor; she bowed in
the affirmative,

“My husband is Rolande,
lish artist!
volce; ‘“‘we have lived
house for the past elght years
did you wish to see, sir?"”

I—ther

the Eng-

in this
Whom

slcal

]

Rue de Villere, to

of the same name.’

ted o 211

find a la

her—chanced to ralse her eyes und ghe

I'his
Mrs. Rolande,

returned

“agd no

is ce

rtainly 211,
yeditatively,

0
Q

lady of that game h" jed On this
black since [ have livec € at to
my knowl eum and 1 should

have known {t, for we ¢
this vicinity, and all are cousequent
friends and assoc!

Dr. Dudley managed
it in a dignified ma
was in his heart a strange con
of something wrong.

Either Lurline bad duped him or
had lost Viva +
turned next to 21 on
with a wild idea that

make his ex-

er, but there

viction

he
and fo He
the

there might

again

streat,

same

)een a mistake the num

large restaurant Uore the n
which he sought; and at last he gave

up in de: «;v. r and began to believe that

he ha eceived by a
cked ng woman. He ought

e migh
late,
and couraged
to America

t frequent h

but ail in ve

ke
first

pe a woman
po a huge bun-
di 1 directly
in front im, and th
a neighboring street |
her uncoy 2d features.
cry he bounded forward and met her
face to face
iful Father!” he cried, “Viva!”
a low moan, the woman totter-
ps, and then, throwing her
she fell on the pave-
at font
CHAPTER XIV.
Only a Card.

Lesley! Lesley! Oh, don't look at
me in 8 a wild, d'\l piring  way!
weep and i1 me as the
cause of al OTTOW and
anything, only do not st there in

i frozen horror and despalr,
! ! Oh, Heaven, I have

wild

words dropped from Max

Ruthven’s ashen lips. White and still,

dazed, bewlldered by the awful shock,
the suddenness of the fearful! blow,
Lesley stood, half comprehending his

meaning. To her there was but one

word now; it caught and held within
fts relentless grasp all the hopes and
and possibilities of happiness in
—that one cruel, bitter word—
Ruthven caught her cold, white

3, and pr

¥ ed his lips upen them
1ked,

> knew not what he

fo

did

Hc was scarcely consclous of his
own actions. All that was best and
truest in this man's nature was stirred
by sight of this wordless grief,
this dumb despair. In that hour the
evil in Max Ruthven’s heart died a
sudden death, and bitter remorse took
possession of Hm. All the iniquity of

which the man had been guilty slunk
away out of sight now in the presence
of the one pure love of his whole god-
less life.
Frightened
and tearless

calm
he

at Lesley’'s stony
agony he \pr.xr" to

belirope and rang a wild pea

brought Mrs. Greyson and 1
terrified haste to the apartment. A
few words from Ruthven sufficed to

explain the situation

“Oh, my poor darling!" cried Maude,
throwing her arms about Lesley’s neck
and drawing her head down upon her

houlder. “Cry, do try to cry, Lesley.
Oh, Mrs. Greyson, what can we do to
break this unnatural calm? It wil

Kkill her.”

“Speak to her of him—of Mr. Ards-
ley” suggested Mrs. Greyson. “Lesley,
dear,” she added, taking the girl's cold
hand in her own, “he is dead. John,
he whom you loved so dearly, your
own husband, is dead, Lesley.”

“Dead!”

Lesley repeated the word in a bewil-
dered tone; her eyes stared vacantly
before her; but nothing seemed to have
power to unlock the floodgates aud let
the wild tears burst forth.

“Let me make a suggestion, if you
please, Mrs. Greyson,” ventured Max,
at last. “Suppose the—the body is
drought here into her presence? The
sight of i’ might have the desired ef-
fect I am afraid tkhat she will lose her
reason. See how vacantly she stares!”

Maude flew from the room to break
the sad news to her parents.

A conveyance was dispatched at once
to bring the body; and later in the day
the solemn little procession wound
slowly up the long avenue which led
to the Cedars.

The body was fearfully mutilated,
the face swollen and discolored, but the
hair and mustache were of the same
hue as John Arndsley’s and the gar-
ments were identifled as those of the
missing man; even a ring—a peculiar
ring, which all present recognized as
having belonged to John Ardsley—was
found upon one swollen hand of the

corpse. But no papers were discovered
upuu the body; nothing, save a satiny
ard—a lady's iting card—and on

k‘n back a line penciled in a delicate
hand

The detective who had been upon
John Ardsley’s track, and who had
n the one to first discover the body,

be

took

this card from the hand of the
coroner, with a grave expression upon
his swd face, and he kept hls own

ere no marks of violence up-

o y, and the inguest resulted
verdict of accidental drowning.

1 doubtless fallen over the steep,
ipitous bank, into the foaming tor-

ent below; though there wer hose
who shook their heads dublo at
thi , for no one knew that xu.ul
an ep bank just at its curve
the late steward of the

burfed at once, tn the

burial place of the Bradburns,

and a plailn monument erected; for
Lesley was too poor now to afford a
miore costly structure, and silence folll
over whole sad affalr :

It was the night after the funeral, a

dark, gloomy night Lesley had at
last found rellef In tears, and had
sobbed, and wept, and moaned until
she was weak and worn. She we
the window of her room, and f
the curtain peered out int
It w iark and d end
wind red the b branches
| of the trees y, and a few drop
of rain were be ning to fall, hera
| ing the coming rm. At last Leg
turned and car t up har waterproof,
{ and putting It on, drew the hood over

" she returned in a low mu- |

her hes then, unobserved by any one
in the house, she glided downstalrs,
out into the starless night. She turn-
ed in the direction of the burying
ground with a wild desire t nd
il \
Ler
with an e
and t

now her head; but Le

uothing, kgew yothjpg oply that

upoun

elt

Ak upon ) knces ) the cold
gKround

Su niy e lifted her eyes and a

1 shriek irst from her trembling

i T'here Lefore her peering at her,

¥ light made by a rift in the

was the dead white
Ardsley.
* ¥E CONTINUED. |

Ve

HOW HL WON H ER

The proudest sometimes unbend, and
td¢ Dotanical Gardens were, for one
afternoon, throwing off thelr usual
reserve. Ordinary folk hal only to
come across Regent's Park from Ches-
ter Gate and present a card at the en-
trance to the gardens, and the bowler-
hatted old gentleman at the gate wel-
comed them as though they were most
important members. Miss Llewellyn
and Master Kenneth Waller,

| The scarlet-coated band, perched on

seals near the glass house, with a
| crowd of smartly dressed folk in front

of them, started a cheerful selection
| from a comic opera. Miss Llewellyn,
| a composed young woman in an ordin-

ary way, as young women are who
| work for a living, found herself in
| quite a delightful mood. Music can do
| much when it tries.

‘Are those orchids they are carrying
there?” asked Kenneth. “Hasn't that
chap got a brown face who's telling
the men where to take them? Scem
to have seen him somewhere before.
you, Miss Llewellyn? Hullo! Brown-
faced chap's coming this way.”

Miss Lleyeliwyn looked up and then
looked down again quickly, and for a
moment her face went rather white,
Her band trembied as she held it out.

“Mr. Bradley,” she said. “How do
you do? I did not expect to see you
LCA(‘.”

“I did not expect to see you again

anywhere,” he said.

“This is my little friend, Kenneth
Waller,” she said. “Kenneth, this is
Mr. Bradley.”

“What's the matter with your face?”
asked the small boy. “Have you been

| abroad?”

Mr. Bradley placad a broad fist on

the round iron table and leaned down
toward Master Waller good-naturedly.
He s ed a2s confused at the meeting
s Miss Llewellyn, and as unprepared
with conversation.

“I have been abroad, young man.
I've been hunting orchids.”

“Are yvou home for good now?” ask-
ed Kenneth,

Miss Llewellyn gripped the parasol
that rested in her lap with both hands.

“I can't do any good at home,” said
Bradley. “I am off again to South
erica in a day or two.”

“Why don’'t you stay in London?”

“Nobody asks me to stay.”

Master Waller next invited
Bradley to teke his chair.

“Yon dor't mind?” asked Bradley of
Migg Llewellyn.

“Not at all,”” she sald politely.

“May I smoke?”

“Let me strike the matoeh,”
posed Master Waller,

Mr.

{nter-
“I'm awfully

good at that. And tell us some of your
adventures.”

‘They wouldn’t Interest Miss Llew-
eliyn.”

‘Gdrls don’t count,” said Master
Waller. “Tell me. Make it,” said
Mester Waller, appealingly, ‘“one

where you nearly lost your life.”

So ten or fifteen minutes were thus
oceupied, the small boy seated on
Bradley's knee and staring at him with
cpen-mouth astonishment. Miss Lilew-
ellyn, ber head bowed, studied the
banhd programme. Bradley told the
stoyy very well, without obtruding his
owh share in the adventurs, and when
he had finished punched the small boy
humorusly to bring him back from

th America to Regent's Park.

“And is that story true?” asked the
small boy, respectfully.

“It bas that drawback, youngster.”

“Well,” said Master Waller, “I'm a
man that's awfully fond of adventure,
but I shouldn't care for that. What
did you think of when that fierce ani-
mal was waiting to spring upon you?”

“Guess.”

“Can't,” sald Master Waller.
you, Miss Llewellyn?”

She shook her head, and again be-
came Interested in the band program-
me, Bradley looked at her and waited
for her to speak, but she made no

“Can

sign.

“Is there any chance of seeing these
orchids, Mr. Bradley?” asked the
vouth. “It'll be something to brag

about to my people if I could just get a
| sight of them.”

“We'll all go over to the marquee
and have a look. Miss Llewellyn, will
you come, or shall we leave you here?
There's rather a crush.”

“Let's leave her,” suggested Master
Waller. “Miss Llewellyn likes being
alone.”

“I think I will stay here,” she sajd.

“We shall be back in ten minutes,”
said Bradley.

Master Waller had to trot to keep
up with the long strides of his new
friend, but he did not mind this, be-
cauee he felt a kind of reflected glory
in being accompanied by the man who
bhad brought home gome of the rarest
of the amaeing specimens in the
crowded tent.
| “Girls are a nulsance, aren't they?”
‘raald Master Waller, looking up con-
fideptially.

“Sometimes,” sald Bradley.

“She isn't so tiresome, though, as
some.”

“I think I agree with you there.”

“Works awfully har@. Too hard, my
magpme says.”

“No unocessity for that, surely,” sald
Bradiey, rather sharply.

“But Miss Llewellyn has to live,”
| urged the small boy. “My mamma
tays that she was well off for a year or
two before her father died, but since
that—"

“Her father dead?”

“Here, 1 say,” sald Master Waller.
‘Don’t grip & man's shoulder Iike
that."”

“Borry!”

“Thkey come into money, sO my mam-

ma says, only some few years ago—"'

“l remember that."”

“And then Miss Llewellyn's gover-
nor put all into something, and it
never came out again. That's why she
has to manage the calisthenic school
that I go to. And I say! Can you touch
your toes with the tips of your fingers

Mr

va now?”

1 Master Waller,
there to tea along

ik Ive

1 my sisters
there
hat's

veen
(That's a fine orchid
You can't see it now; a girl's

in the way.) And Miss Llew-

her |
friend, walked on the grass in the di- |
® | retion of the music.

Shouldn’t like to be an orchid, would g

|
|

ellyn’s got mr:'ui‘ny nice furniture and
photograpns, and—" Master Waller
slapped his knee suddenly., *“I remem-
ber now where 1've scen your face be-
fore, Mr. Bradley. Only without the
short beard.
“Come outside,’
tell me.”
made their way through the
exit. Bradley
and bent to hear the
reply.

said Bradley, “and
hey
crowd and reached the
held his breath,
the small boy's
“On Ler dressing table,” whispered
Master Waller, confidentally, “in the
tifullest frame you ever saw, and
re are you going?”

“Back to Miss Llewellyn,” ecried
Bradley

“Weil, but,” said Master Waller,
protestingly, “wait for me.”

Bradley did not obey the young man.
He strode across the lawn, past the
band, which was playing a quick
' march that was not quick enough to
| keep pace with him. Before Master
Waller found the two there had been &
| swift exchange of low sentences that
altered their views of the world, and
| made them both think of it as a place
where happiness is to be found.

“And why did you refuse me before,
| dear?”

“Because all my people pressed me
to accept vou,” said Miss Llewellyn.

“The excuse of a very obstinate
young woman.”

“Why did you—why did you not ssk
me again?’ she demanded.

“Because,” said Bradley, “it was just
then that your father came into that
money."”

“The excuse of a very independent
man,” said Miss Llewellyn, touching
with pretty affection the big hand that
rested on the round table. “When—
when is it that you leave for South
America?”

“Not until you tell me to go, dear,”
he said, promptly.

“Here, I say,” crled Master Waller,
arriving after some difficulty. “Youm
two! Don’t lose sight of me, mind.
Miss Llewellyn, bave I been a good
boy?”

“I've a great mind to kiss you, Ken-
neth,” she said.

“Rather have some more lenemade.”

“As Kenneth declines your sugges-
tion,” sald Bradley, signalling to a
walter, “may I venture to submit my-
self—"

“Hush!” sald Miss Llewellyn.—We-
man at Home.

Better Off Single Than Married. !

The woman who proudly declares
that she can not even hem a pocket
handkerchief, never made up a bed in
her life, and adds with a simper that
she’s “been in society ever since she’
was 15,” should mot marry. And
there are others,

The woman who would rather num
2 pug dog than a baby.

The woman who thinks she can get
$5,000 worth of style out of $1,000 sal-
ary.

The woman who wants to refurnish
her house overy spring.

The woman who buys for.the mere
pleasure of buying. .

The woman who thinks that men
are angels and demigods.

The woman who dees not know
many cents, halves, quarters, di
and nickels there are in a dollar. L

The woman who would rather dle
than wear a bonnet two seasons old.

The woman whe thinks that the
cook and the nurse can keep house.

The woman who thinks it {s cheap-
er to buy bread than to make it.

The woman who buys bric-a-brac
for the parlor and borrows kitchen
utensils frem bher neighbors.

The woman who wants things just
because “other women" have them. |

The woman who thinks that she ll
an ornament to her sex if she wins @'
progressive euchre prize.

Dog Fired the Gun,

“Doc” Davis, a farmer, living three
miles from Nicholasville, N. Y. wa@
loading an old-fashioned muzzle load-
tng gugl, when it was accidentally dis-
charged, perbaps fataly wounding
him. The load tore off three fingers
and then penetrated the face and head.
The stock of the gun rested on the
ground, and it seems that Davis' dog,
which sat by ecratching himself, struck
the hammer with his foot and caused
the explosion.

A Gigantic Task. '
Herr Schultze of the Berlin Academy
of Sciences, has taken upon himself
the formidable task of preparing a
work describing all animals that exist
pow or have existed within historical
times. The Academy allows him $7,000
to cover the expenses of his undertak-
(ng. :
A Polyglet Dirt Shoveler. J
W. S. McClelland, who shovels dirt
tor the Panhandle Railroad Company
tor $1.25 a day, speaks eight languages
and holds diplomas from the College
je France and the University of Ma-
drid.

Bowls for Curious Stamps.
Pretty bowls of the popular Dresden
or satiny Belleek are kept on writing
desks or library table to Lold the curi-
pus stamps, monograms or letterheads
slipped from the daily correspondence.

Troubles of the Chinese anom.

The Bmperor of China is a very
highly educated man, and he is
jally learned in the maxims of
fueius, on which all Chinese rules Q‘
morals, philosophy and jurhnudnz
are based. Tep years ago he und
took to study the British language, and
an Amerfcan miesionary was ipvited
to become his tescher, but he was
warned that he must always bpng
some ome with him, for no man is ever
allowed to soe the Son of Heaven slone.
The Emperor is very skilful with the
bow, and of late years he has prac-
ticed a great deal with the rifle. Like
his fellow sovereigns of Burope, the
Emperor hae aaything but an easy life
of it. When Ii Hung Chang returned
to Pekin after his travels round the
world, the Bmperor hear: him read his
report of all that had occurred to him
tiwough one long night.

A Queer Sign.
Huntere are scouring the woods and
flalds of Ohlo for woodcock, and on
every band signe read, “No hunting
allowed on this farm.” On ome farm
near Delphos they have been surprised
to find the following posted: “Take
Notice—Hunters welcome, and when
the bell rings, come to dinner.” On
his letter heads the owner has the fol-
lowing: “Capt. Ira Stout. Farmer by
occupation, dealer in this world's
goods only. Having no use for the Bi-
ble, gods, ghoets or the devil.”

“Miss \\'ia'g‘,es“crlh thinks she's
eligible to th )rder of the Crown
[S ste can trass her lineage
L f the Englleh sovercigns.”

ow far hus she got?”

“Sbhe told me yesterday she had
struck a bar sinister.”

“] guess that's right. 1 knew her
great grandfather was a bartender.”




