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“You be a fool, Sue Thorpe, that’s
what you be,”’ said Mrs. Thorpe, de-
livering herseli of the opinion to the
subtject thereof, while she made rat-

tle amongst the cups and saucers in |

their transit
table.

Sue Thorpe sat in the recess of the
kitchen window that looked .out on
to the sunlit garden. The drowsy
gtiliness of the summer afternoon
was only broken outside by the buzz
of the bees as they flitted Irom
flower to flower; and the only 5ig:ns
of active life beyond the open Win-
dow were those self-same bees, and
a pair of giddy butterflies that chas-
ed onc another across the cabbages.

In silence the girl sewed on, pay-
ing no heed to the wverdiet her mo-
ther's lips had uttered. DMany times
had she heard it before, and no
doubt she would hear it often enough
—certainly so long as she remained

from dresser to tea-

gingle,

“Fancy you a-refusin’ Joe Pot-
ter!’’ Mprs. Thorpe went on; ‘‘you
ought to be 'shamed o' yourself

throwin’ away th’ good bread th’
Lord 'as seen fit to ’'old out to
you. Ingratitude, bhase ingratitude,
I calls it of you, Sue Thorpe.”

She filled two cups with tea from
a little china pot as she spoke. Only
when she saw this did Susan open
her lips.

“Brain’t ye goin’ to wait for Gran-
ny Grimes?’’ she asked. ‘“‘Ye lnow,
mother, T ha' asked ’'er up to tea
this a’ternoon.'’ -~

““Well, she b’ain’'t come, then,”
snapped Mrs. Thrope, stirring her
tea viciously,

“But it D’ain’t four yet,”” said

Susan, looking at the old clock that
slow solemnity against
the wall. ““An’ I told 'er four.”

“Well, T 'as my tea when I wants
ft,”” answered Mrs. Thorpe, “an’
there be your'n, Sue. I b'ain't a-
goin’ to wait for anybody.”

““Not for Mrs. Potter?”’ Susan sug-
gested meekly.

Her mother glared at her.
Potier was her bosom f{friend, and
the pair had set their hearts upon
the wedding of their respective ofi-
gpring, a setting much to the liking
of Joe Totter, but nothing to the
taste of Susan Thrope.

““Not for Granny Grimes,’”” said
Mrs. Thrope. *“*You think o' nought
but th' Grimeses, though what ye
can sce in that lout of a Bob Grimes
I don't know. "I b'ain't a man,
but a baby.”

““'E be man
swered Susan,

““An old man afore ye marries un,”’
responded lher mother., “‘I'd be
"'shamed for cverybody to know I
was waitin® to step into an old wo-
man’s shoes. An’ ye never Lknows
when Granny Grimes is goin’ to die.
She be gone seventy-five an’ looks
like goin’ another seventy-five. ¥Ye'll
'ave a long wait, Sue,’”’ and she
laughed bitterly,

“I'd be 'shamed to talk like wyou
an’ think like you; mother,”’ Susan
answered, her cheeks crimsoned with
anger. ‘I don’t want 'er to die—"'

““An’ yet till she do Bob Grimes
can't make ye ’Is wife.””

I can wait.”’

“An’ grow old an' ugly, so when
th' time comes ’e’ll find missin’ all
those pretity looks that ‘e fell in
love with; it be a nice thing to wait
for; an' you won't see twenty-five

Mrs.

enocu’ for me,’”” an-

again.”’
The girl sighed. Despite the un-
pleasant way her imother- had of

drawing the picture, making all its
rugged shadows prominent, exagger-
ating them, perhaps, Susan had to
admit its chief outlines were correct.
It has been an understood thing be-
tween Bob Grimes and herselfl that
they would marry when his grabd-
mother died. For eight vears now
it had never got beyond heing an
understanding, and Granny Grimes,
despite her having passed the allot-
ed span, was as tenacious of life as
ever.

But Susan knew that Bob loved
hor, and, what +was far more im-

rtant, she loved him. . Still, until
is grandmother died, marriage was
not for them; he had to work and
keep her, as she had worked to keep
him when his mother, dying, left him

alone in the world, too young to
fight for himself. It was his duty,
and though it bore on him heavily

he intended to religiously perform it.
Had he married Susan, either they
would all have had to starve or
Granny Grimes would have had to
find a cold home in that building of
which she had so great a terror to
the poor-house. For Bob Grimes wzs
only a farm hand, one of manv on
the Squire’s big farm, and the twelve
shillings that was paid him weckly,
while being enough for two to live
on, would mnever have sufzed Jor
three,

He has not realized all this eight
years before, when with love in his
heart he had poured i%s song into
Suszan’s ears, and she had not rea-
lized either; but later the truth of it
came to them both, with the blow
to the man that was lightened, how-
e'~sr, When the “voman said she was
willing to wait.

““} was p=<arried an’ you was born
afore I was your age,’”’ pursued Mrs,
Therje, not Wwithout some pride.

'is gran’mother to th’ workhus.”

The old «clock on the wall was
seized with a sudden fit of rasping
and sneezing that imbued the chain-
supported weights with life, and as
it struck four slow strokes they
swung and lengthened and shortened.

Susan placed another cup and sau-
cer on the table for the coming of
Granny Grimes.

““Well,"' she said, *‘it .b’ain’t worth
talkin’ about any more now."’

‘““No, it Db'ain’t,’”” agreed her mo-
ther; ““but if I was Mrs. Grimes I'd
'urry up an’' die or go into th’ ‘ouse;
an’ if I was you I'd tell Bob ’e'd
'ave to choose atween me an’ ’is
gran’mother, 0' course, it b’ain’t
‘or fault nor ‘is'n,”” she added,
growing somewhat conciliatory; ‘‘but
vou b’ain’'t a-goin’ to go on wastin’
yer life in waitin' for somethin’ that
might never come,”’

““T'hen, as her eyes fell on the gar-

den, it suddenly attracted her at-
tention.
“’Tore she be, Susan,’” and she

crossed to the window.

She turned the next moment in
astonishment. *““Well, I do declarec!”’
she exclaimed; ““I thought Granny
was a-comin’, but it seems she be a-
goin’.”

Susan crossed to the window just
in time to see the bent form of
Granny  Grimes pass through the
gate, closing it carefully behind her.
She turned to her mother, her face
white and tears in her ecyes.

I do ’ope she ain’t a-'eard,’’ she
said. ‘‘Dear old soul.”

“P'r'aps it’ll ’elp vou a bit if she
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ness that certainly did not spring
from her heart. She was sorry, in
a way, if Granny Grimes had heard,
and there was .little doubt that she
had, or the old woman, she knew,
would certainly have entered instead
of turning , back. But there, it
couldn’'t be helped. If Bob Grimes
had a duty to perform towards his
grandmother, Mrs. Thorpe had also
one to perform towards her own
daughter, she told herself, in which
excusc she found justification for

whatever she‘had said.
* - - #* o "y

Granny Grimes had set out for
Mrs. Thorpe’s on that sunny summer
afternoon with a light heart and a
brightness in her wrinkled face and
aged, dim eyes; but when, after hav-
ing overheard the caustic comments
of Susan’s mother, she turned from
the cottage and passed through the
gate homewards, she staggered under
a heavier burden of sorrow than she
had ever known before.

The discovery came to her age-dull-
ed senses with little of that terrible-
ness of a shock wiilh which it would
have struck a younger woman and it
resulted in no  hitter resentment
against the woman who had so
coarsely laid bare the truth. It took
her some time to properly realize its
full purport.

Of course, Bob ought to be marri-
ed like other men. Ie was young
and wanted a home brightened by
the presence of the woman he loved,
and he would have had it long ago
but for her—a millstone round  his
neck, She was in the way, a help-
less old woman, fit only for the
grave, a load on his shoulders, ham-
pering him, bearing him down, rob-
bing him of the joyvs and pleasures
that only a loving husband and, a
happy father could know.

=Slowly her feeble brain spread out
pPlain to her sight the situation as
she ought to have seen it years be-
fore. Why had IDBob never told her?
cshe wondered, recollecting how ten-
der and loving he always had been.
She remembered, too, how often she
had asked him when he was going to
be married, and  his laughing reply
that he was in no hurry, there was
time enough wet; but she had never
realized before that it was for her
sake he had remained single, that his
marriage would have meant her con-
sipnment to the poor-house.

The poor-house! IHer feeble old
frame shivered, her old heart ceased
its heavy beating as that possibili-
ty - loomed before her. She hated,
with the deep hatred of a pride
‘which she knew she had no right or
reason to harbor, the thought that
there, amongst the unloving and un-
loved, she might have to end her
days. Up to the present only DBob,
by his great sell-suacrifice, had kept
her ifroin it.

But it scemed there was nothing
for it but for her to pass within its
forbidding, hard, high brick walls;
Bol must not be burdencd longer
with her. And death was not com-
ing her wayv., True she was. old, old
in body and feeble in mind, and ut-
terly incapable of working for her-
self, but she had a tenacious grip of
life, and life showed no signs of re-
leasing its hold.

Clearly, there was nothing but the
poor-house lelt; it was a hard, bit-
rtm‘ thing to flace, but it had to be
faced, she told herself, for her
grandson should be freed to marry.
It would not be fair to him to spoil
his chance, and Susan had waited
long cnough; sh& might get tired ol
waiting and marry some other man,
iand Bob, who would he have to
‘thank for it but his grandmother?

The feelings in the old soul's heart
did not find reflection on’ her face
\when Bob trudged in from his work
lin the flields to Lea. He was tired,
for it had been a long, hot day, but
as happy as cver,

“Well, Granny,

L

he said., as hne

was Mrs. Thorpe's reply, giv-
en with an assumption of shameless-

t find.

san’ll be disappointed.”

““I be goin' some other day. DBob.”

While the man sat at teca the old
woman watched him with her dim
eyes in silence. Presently she said:—

“When be ye a-goin’-io marry,
DBob?"’

““By-and-by,”” said PBob, with a
laugh. “Why? Are ye anxious,
Granny?'" =

“I've bin a-thinkin’, Bob.’’

““Thinkin’ what, Granny?’

‘““That I'll never be at th’
din’,”’ she answered.

Bob, with the cup half raised to
his lips, looked at the old woman
opposite. Xe knew in his heart she
undoubtedly spoke the truth,.

““An’ don’'t 'e think Susan’ll get a
bit tired o’ waitin'?"’ she went on,
‘““She’s waited these eight years.
An’ you've waited long enough; you
be thirty next August, Bob."”

““Oh,”’" he said, with an assumecd
lightness of  heart. *She don't
mind, P'r’'aps this wyear; p'r’aps
next, Granny, It just depends.”

““When I die, eh, Bob?"

The question was 80 unexpected
that Bob almost dropped the cup to
the floor.

““O’ course,”’ the old woman went
on, '"‘ye can’t keep yerselfl an’ me an’
g wife on twelve shillings a week,
Bob."

“Who's bin
asked the man,

““No one, Bob.
out:
'ouse.”’

‘“Not as long as I live, Granny,”
cried Bob; ‘‘not as long as I can
work.”

“But I am, DBob; then ye cen mar-
ry Susan,”’ persisted Mrs. Grimes.

“If Susan don't like Lo wail—"’

““She’s bin a-waitin' eight years,
an’ it ain’t fair, Bob, to expecct ‘er
to wait longer.”

wed-

tellin’ these things?”’

I just thought ‘em
an’ I'm goin’ in th’ poor-

Bob realized the truth of his
grandmother’'s words.
““But,”” he said, ‘“‘but—she said

¥ FF

she'd wait, an’,” with a gulp, *if
she don’t like to wait any more she
can find somcone else.”

““But you love Susan, Bob, don't
?E?J‘J

““Oh, don't talk about it, Granny,"
the man asked, with a pained look
on his face. *'0O’ course I love Su-
san, but it was you kept me as a
baby, an’—Granny, Granny, I wish
I was rich,” and he dropped his
head on his arm.

She bent over him, smoothing his
hair with her bony hand.

““Now, don’t ’e talse on, Bob,’’ she
said, softly. “'Don’t ‘e take on.”

He lifted his face and caught her
hand.

“Mother's mother,” he cried, look-
ing up into her wrinkled, tear-stain-

ed face. ““Never the poor-house,
Granny, never.”
# * E 3 " * -

It was twelve o’clock at night and
the man slept a troubled sleep in
his little room, when Granny ecrept
to the door of it and listened care-

fully. She  caught  his regular
breathing, and sofily iurning the
handle entered the room, shading

the feeble light of the candle she
carried from the sleeper’s face. She
stood a moment and looked at him,
her heart filled with love and sor-

row, big tears coursing down her
faded, hollow cheeks. She heard
him  murmur, “Granny—Susan'’ in

his sleep, took a step forward to
kiss him, then stopped, turned out
of the room, and softly closed the
door.

“I might ’a’. waked ’'im,’" she.mut-
tered, _

She threw a shawl over her head,
took up her stick, gazed round the
old rocom, where she had passed all
her life, smothered a sob, and, pinch-
ing out the candle, passed out of the
house fer ever. _

Therc was no moon, the night was
black, but she knew well the road,
and without fear made ber way
along it, with one refrain singing
through her brain: ‘‘Never the poor-
house, Granny, never.”” Well, the
poor-house it should not he, since
Bob would not yield; but it was the
poor-house or—death,

She passed  through the sleeping
village street out into the hard, long

road and trudged it bravely. She
was old and helpless, old and use-
less. Nature had forgotten to make

provision for
though a more
ment i]m[I filled
poor-house,

She tutned off from the road up a
narrow lane, whose shadows were
made the more profound by the
thick, overhanging trees.  Presently
she paused; it was somewhere here,
the gap in the hedge she wished to
Ah! here it was. Bhe crawled
through and stood up, a dense wood
around her, through whose darkness
ran a narrow path. She took a few
steps forward, then halted. How
black and silent it was here!

Above the song of ithe wind came
suddenly the short, sharp sound of a
gun-shot. The old woman started
and trembled. It was followed im-
mediately by another, by the loud
cuy of voices, and the sound of
heavy bedies  rushing through the
wood. Not six paces ahcad ol her
a man sprang oacross the paith and
disappeared; there was the report
and the fash of a gun to.the right.
- Apother man  Dbounded into the
path,. with yet another at his heels,
The pursuer caught his prey, they
grappled and fell, and, fighting,
rolled fromn side to side, while the
ald woaman., naralvezed at tha eicht

such human derelicts,
thoughtful Govern-
the gap with the

enough as that of the Squire—and
she sprang forward and brought her
stick down on the head of the upper-
most man. HHe collapsed like a log,
and the Squire secrambled to his feect
as two keepers dashed to the scene.

T_C}nﬁ fell on the man, the other
seized the woman, then fell back in
surprise,

““Squire,’”” he cried, ‘' ’'ere’s a wo-
man!”’

The Squire caught her arm.

‘““What are you doing here?’’ he de-
manded. ‘““Who are you?”’

“I be a-doin’ nothin’, Squire,’”’ an-
swered Mrs., Grimes, while she trem-
bled wvicolently, mnot from fright or
fear, but because she found herself so
unexpectedly in the great man’s
presence. “I be Granny Grimes,’’
she went on. “'I was a-passin’ when
I 'eard guns, an’' ‘eard you'cry for
'elp, so I 'it th’' other man with me
stick."

““A-very strange story,’’ said the
Squire, ““but I know I owe my life
to someone who aimed a blow at
the poacher before either of you ar-
rived,”’ speaking to the keepers ‘‘I’'ll

take the woman to the hall; you
two bring that chap along.”
It was half an hour later, when

the captured peacher was safely
locked up in a barn till the morning,
that the Squire took Granny Grimes
in hand.

““Now, it strikes me your grand-
son is mixed up in this,’”” he said,
sternly, with his cold eyves fixed on
the old woman’s face.

““I swear 'e b’ain’t, Squire,”” she
answered. ‘“’E be at 'ome in 'is
bed.’’

““What were you doing in the wood
at that time of night?’’ asked the
Squire.

The old woman trembled, but made
no answer.

“*Now, come along; no nonsense,”
he said, gruflly, “‘or you will also be
in the police-court in the morning.”’

““No, mno, Saquire,”’ she pleaded.
“I’ll tell ye; I was passing through
the wood to the pond to drown me-
self,”” and she began to cry bitterly.

““Drown yourself!’”’ cried - the
Squire, in surprise. ‘“What for, in
the name of Heaven?”’ ;

‘1t was that, Squire, or th’ p
'ouse,
‘ouse.”’

By degrees he got {from the old wo-
man her  astonishing story of her
grandson’s inability to marry, of her
determination to commit suicide, of
her night walk to the pond; and
then the Squire did a strange thing.
He took her old, wrinkled hand,
shook it, and kissed the back of it,
for he could see there was truth in
the old woman's words, and he
knew that ito her he owed his life.

poor-
an’ 1 be airaid of th' poor-

““Well, you won’t go to the pond,”
he said, when he had made her drink
hot coflee. “You will go home
again, and I will see your grandson
in the morning."’

““And, Squire, you won’t tell 'im?
I wouldn't like ’im to know,”’ Gran-
ny Grimes staimmered.

““He ought to know,"” he answered
—*“know what a dear old grandmo-
ther he's got, but since you wish it
I will say nothing. You are net
afraid to go back alone?'’

Squire,”” and she started out once
more on the road she had never ex-
pected to .tread again.

» * * * s 4 *

““Such news, Granny,” cried Bob,
rushing in the next night. ““The
Squire’'s given me a cottage an’
doubled my wages. There be a good
un for ye, eh? I wonder what 1 ha’
done to deserve it?”’

And, wondering still, while Gran-
ny cried and laughed in her joy, he
rushed away to tell the glad news to
Susan, and suggest their marriage
in  the following 1month.—London

Answers,
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THE KING'S COLLECTIONS.

The King carefully prescrves the
artistic programmes of proceedings

in which he has taken part. Thesc
souvenirs, which number several
thousands, are all pasted in  large

albums, which are kept in the library
of Buckingham Palace. In the same
way the King has kept all his thea-
tre programmes since his carliest
playgoing days. This is., without
doubt, the most curious and wvalu-
able collection of its kind in the
world, for managers do mot give
kings and princes  ordinary pro-
prammes. The bill of the play plac-
ed in the Royal box u=ed to be
printed on silk or satin, with a
heavy fringe, It is now, as a rule,
lesg elaborate, but not for tlat rea-
son less artistic,
3

CHRISTIAN ACTION.

An interesting story revealing a
splendid trait in King Edward’s
character is attached to a silver
inktand which was long in daily
use at Marlberough House, and is
now at DBuckingham TIPalace. AVhen
Prince of Wales, King IEdward one
day watiched a blind man and his dog
vainly trying to cross the road, in
the most congested part of PPall
Mall. Placing  his hand on 1he
man’'s shoulder the Prince himself
condueted the man safely acress. A
fow days later a beautiful silver ink-
stand arrived at Marlborough House
with the inscription : ““To the Prince
of Viales from one who saw him con-
duct a blind beggar across the stireet
—in menzwoty of a kind and Christian
acstion.” The donor is dLill  un-

L rmaarn .

““There be nothin’ to be afeared of,
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Arm of Venus Would Bring a For-
tune—A Famous Bronze
Bowl.

The greatest ireasure in sculpture
the world has ever known is ime
periect, and +the piece missing—a
right arm—would bring the finder in
a King's ransom, so may be termed
a treasure in itself, This ai'qn, ol
course, belongs to the Venus de
Milo now in the Louvre at I’aris,
and twenty-eight years ago it turn-
ed up in England, and was proved
by experts to be the genuine arm of
the Venus. The owner, however, re-
fused to part with it, and concealed
it somewhere lest it should be stolen
by thieves. When he died he left
no recorid as to where the arin was
hidden, and from that day to this
ite resting-place has remained a
mystery, :

Somewhere there is an old hronze
drinking-cup which would easily real-
ize $100,000 if put on the market,
It is the famous bronze bowl found
in Epgypt a century and a half ago,

on which was engraved the ancient
history of the Pharaohs. It wasg
gtolen from an Egyptian temple in
1739 and brought to Europe. I'rom
that time it miraculously disappear-
ed, and forty years later the Ifrench
Government offered $14,000 fer. its
discovery, but the famwous cup had
vanished, in all probability for ever.
GREAT PICTURIS,.
have an unhappy knack of disap-
pearing, and lucky would be the in-
dividual. who came across BSir
Joshua Reynold’'s ‘‘Countess ol
Derby,’”’ for it would realize $150.-
000. This was acknowledged o be
Reynold’'s greatest portrait, bui not
long after it was painted it disap-
peared from the Earl of Derby’s col-
lection and has never since been
heard of. There are also two Van-
dykes and a Rem'brandt missing for
which the National Gallery would
willingly pay $200,000, and no
doubt the Earl of Crewe would give
a four-fipure reward to anyone who
restored the Cupid cut by some van-
dal from +the picture of a former
Countess of Crewe and her son, who
was painted as the little sprite.
Hialf a century ago the Italian
Giovernment ofiecred $50,000 to any-

one who would rediscover the Flor-
entine chalice. This is a goblet ol
green Venetian glass, made in  the
sixteenth century for the Pope and
engraved with a picture of the Re-
surtirection. Its manufacture is said
to have occupied two years, and the
secret of the glass, which was thin-
ner than paper is lost. The cup was.
stolen from the Vatican; but no one
came forward ito claim the ofiered
reward, and the probabilities are
that the cup has been smmshed.

A SIMILAR TREASURI,
which vanished in an equally strange
manner, was the Marsella wvase of
Dresden china. It is the only picce
of china missing from the famous
Marsella collection, the +value of
which is sct down at $75,000, and
it. bears upon it the cross arrows
and a lion’s head. A few years ago
the vase was said to be in the
North of England, and it is safe to
assert that if anyvone rediscovers it
he can command a price running
well into four figures.

Probably in some lumber-room in
England there is an old sword
which, if the owner only knew it
is worth £10,000, It was the
Stale sword presented by the nation
to Edward I11., and at one time the
hilt was studded with large rubies,
but these disanpeared long before
the weapon followed them into ob-
geurity some years ago. Any one
of our national museums would pur-
chase the sword for the sum men-
tioned, while it is not unlikely that
in a public auction-room the bidding'
would rise even higher.—London Tit
Bits,

i
THE SHOWMAX'S DESCRIPTION.

“NMr. Showman, what is that?”’

‘““That, my dear, is ihe rhinoceros.
He is cousin German or Dutch rela-
tion to the unicorn. e was born
in the desert of Sarv Ann and f[ceds
on bamboo and missionarics. Ile is
very courageous and never leaves
home unless he moves, in which case
he goes somewhere else unless he is
overtaken by the dark. He was
hrought to this country against his
will, which accounts {for his' low
spirits when he’s melancholy or  de.
jected. ITe is now rather old. but
has scen the day when he was  the
voungest specimen  of animated na-
fure in the world., Pass on, my lit-
tle dear, and allow the ladies tc
survey the wonders of creation as
displayed in the ring-tailed monkey,
a hanimal that can stand hanging
like a fellow-critter, only it's by its
tail.”’

. _—
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TEACH YOUR DBOY TO SWIAL

parent  who has a hoy wha
doesn’'t know how to swim should
see that he learns, Possibly some
day that knowledge will save his
Jife. Certainly during many dayvs it
will add to his stock of happiness
and health. There are few 1more
thorouzh forms of excrcise than
swimming. INvery muscle is Inrouvght
into play. The chest and lungs par
ticularly are developed., Greates
chest = development, if it does not
take the form merely of pectore

The

museles enlarged by amificial - s




