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Finis! The man working away for
dear life in the fading twilight that
June evening wrote the magic word,
laid down his pen, and looked about
him for the first time in LwO solid
hours. At last his wonderful symp-
hony was written. Yes; not another
note would he add, not a single bar
revise: it should go before the judges
in that big contest he was striving
might and main to win just as 1t
toil, the best that was In him, the
fair flower of his achievement that
was surely destined to bring fame
and fortune, maybe something still
more precious, in ils train.

His chance; the golden opportunity
ef a lifetime! “Two hundred guineas
and a gold medal for the best syni-
phony by a British composer.””  All
uncxpectedly it had fallen out, bring-
ing with it a golden vista to his
glowing thoughts. Once let him win
¢hat, and everything was simplified.

There was no pinnacle of fame, mno
point of soaring ambition so high
that to it he might not aspire. 0Old

Farley Ainsworth, most generous of
Yenefactors, would laugh now at the
bare idea of calling him son-in-law;
guch a possibility as the lad he had
bofriended daring to fall in love
with his own daughter had never en-
tered the head of the proud, music-
loving old squire, or he would have
taken specdy means to nip the 1ro-
mance in the bud. But afterwards—

Tt seemed to Stephen Otway that
all the face of Nature would be
changed at that one stroke. Rising
from the table at which he had been
working, he went to the piano and
began to play. A Chopin mnocturne,
dreamy and elusive, first; then the
jovous rondo of the Waldstein son-
ata, filling the little room with the
music of a hundred rippling, sun-
kissed brooks; and from that he
drifted softly, all unconscious, into
the other—his own. Tiis fingers
scarcely secemed to touch the ivory
keys, brushed them with the airy
lightness of a butterfly; yet the man
who had softly opened the door and
stepped inside halted involuntarily
at sound of that strange, sweel
moelody,

“Steve, you miracle, what's that?”
the tense, hushed
across. ‘‘Not—mnot the
You don’t mean it!
wonderful: no one else can ever hope
to win!”’

“You think so?”’ He had broken
off abruptly; swung round with lips
just parted, and the blue-grey c¢yes
staring past in that sceming eliort
to focus some dim, nebulous ohject
in the darkness of the passage. *'l
do not know what to think.
times I am full
others Anyhow,
am grateful for that alone.
another stroke will I write; I

symphony?

il’s finished; I
Not

thought of going down home for a
day or iwo to—"

““Yes; pot_a bad idea, old
would do you good
doubt.”” That hesitating pause. *'1L
—I only wish mine had half such a

chap; it

chance! I say, Steve, talking of
home—-""
“Yes?'’ Stephen Otway  looked

across inquiringly; the change ol tone
was not to be mistaken.

“J-~T—ph, look here, how am I Lo
say it? The fact is, I've been a fool
and pot into a mess again. Will
you lend me some money till my
next cheque comes? I must have fifty
pounds by to-morrow or else it’s
ruin, and I daren’t go to the dear
old governor again. It would break
hig heart.”

“Trifty pounds?’’

141"(3_@}-_:‘
bad luck lately, but I'd no idea it
was so much until to-day. IL've
scraped up secven from somewhere.
Steve, you're my only hope. See me
through this once, and I promise
never to touch a card again as long
as 1 live—ves, honor bright.

IFifty. pounds! Stephen
face grew grave as he turned away,
"*his was not the first time
Clive Ainsworth had come to
row from him. Ile paused a
before replying.

“JI,ook lhere, Clive; I am a poor
man, as vou know. I do not possess

while

ifty pounds in all the world; and if

I lend you what I have it will be on
one condition only—that vou never
handle cards or dice again. What
guarantee can you give me——"'

“Guaraniee!’ The other flared wup
hotly in a moment. *“What the
dickens are you hinting at, Otway?
Have I not just given you my word?’

“Yes—for the third time. Twice
before I have helped you out of a
gimilar difliculty on similar terms,
I see no use in going on like this—
no finality.”

“T see!’”” The sneer was obvious,
“you do not miml my father spend-
ing a hundred pounds on you, send-
ing you here to study and all the
rest of it, because he fancied he saw
a spark of talent somewhere in you;
but when it comes to lending me a
paltry ten or twenly you hesitate!
T admire your generosity, Yyour
pride! Or perhaps you have forgot-
ten—""

T have forgotten nothing.”’
white, set face would have moved
another man to pity if not shame.
«your father has heen the kindest,
most generous of men to me; and I
can nerer by any chance forget his
goodness. I wvrould do anything to
save him pain; and if only I could
think that you—",

That

i

whisper thrilled |

Why, man, it's|
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fagged oul—want a rest. 1 have even | nan of the house had snapped,
1

| sweeping sounds of the violin

without a!

I know I’'ve had a run of}
i hoarsely, 1o

I
1

of it. I know I'm no saint—I never
was—but I've never let a friend = go
the wall yat; and mark my worids,
Stephen Otway, you shall be sorry
come day that wyou refused to help
me! 1’1l make you regret it! You
may think I've had my eyes closed
lately, but you're mistaken, All that
love-making with Sybil—oh, I know
how to upset your little game!™

¢There, that will do, Clive! No
more, please! You are saying things
that later you will regret. If I

thought you really meant them I,
too, should be angry. Come and sce
me again to-morrow; we will talk it
over when you are more composed.”’

“Ng!”" He had drawn  himsel
apart; stood there, handsome and
defiant, with a heectic little spot on
cither check. ““No, we will not! It's
now or never, Otway—I mean it!
Choose quickly—yes or no!”’ The
other's half-impatient shrug incensed

him beyond measure; he waited for
no more. ‘“Very welll That ends
it: remember it’s your own doing.

G ood-night—and good-bye!™

Yes: that was it. ""Good-night—
and good-bye!’ Full five minutes al-
ter he had flung out of the room the
older man stood there in the grather-
ing darkness trying to realize, Lo
make himself belicve that he had
really gone. Clive could surely ncver
mean it—never! TIle would be back
in the morning, nay, to-night, with
that winning smile on his face, pour-
ing out apologies for those hasty
words. Not possible for a moment
that he really meant them!

Laughing awkwardly he turned
away to light the gas and draw
down the blind, and then went back
to those carefully-written sheets of
manuscript. Just one maore look to
make sure that he had eopied ithem
correctly; then he would wrap them
up and put them away salely till
morning, till he could carry them

| with his own hands to the big col-

i

|

Otway's  towards night.

bhor- i had

b

Lheir fate was to be de-

lege where
precious to be trusted

cided. Too
to the post! _
Tn the morning he would not own

to feeling disappointed that there
was no letter; Clive was comilg

round shortly, that was all. Dut the
hours passed, with no Clivr, no com-=
munication of any kind, and he grew
idgety; told himself that he had been
harsh and ungenerous. In the alter-

noon, anxious to purchase reconcil-
iation at any price, he went to ithe
bank, withdrew his little stock  of

money—carned hy playing solos at
occasional concerts or Cily dinners—
and sent five &£5 notes, with a fow
hastily scribbled words, 10 Clive's
address. By night they were back at
his own, with no word at all; and
for just the moment he was staring
at them with eyes that scemed trans-
ixed, his lips quivering like a Wo-
man’s. Only the moment; then he
had snatched up hat and gloves, and
was rushing round to Clive’s lodging
at top speed. The grim misunder-
standing must be ended once for all,
“Mr. Ainsworth?’”’ he panted, as
the door opencd to his knock, "Is
he at—"" No more; therec was
time. ‘‘CCone out!’’ the vinegary wo-
the
that
cone from the room above giving her
words the lie even as she spoke; and
it was straightway closed in his face.
Cruel—yes! Trudging back home in
that queer agony of anger ands des-
pair, it scemed to him that
again could the old close intimacy
revive; that one rcbufl had severedd
it for ave. Small wonder that after-
wards there was only silence, and a
breach ihat widened with the days.
+#+ - #* 5 - & -
A Ltime of strenuous work and
harder waiting. None bhut the man
himself could ecver know the bitter-
ness of those dragging weeks, the
hopes of onc day that were fears the
next, the ceaseless, well-nigh automa-
tic swing of the pendulum "twixt
hapny confidence and black despair.
“1'11 win! I must win!”’ he said,
himsell at times; and
next moment would be tortured with
the thought that tens of others must
he saying just the same.
When the fateful day had dawned
at last his restlessness knew no
straint. The hours literally crawled

A quarter to eight! Heedless of
steady drip-drip of the rain, he
hurried through the glistening
streets, paid his shilling, and
mingling, an unkwown unit, with the
crowd that threnged the big concert-
hall. To-night would either make or
mar him, which a few more minutes
would decide. :

At eight o’clock a rolling thunder
of applause. The bushy-haired con-
ductor had mounted to his desk; a
sharp rat-tat, his stick poised for an
instant in the air, and the concert
had begun,

The first two items on the pro-
gramme Stephen Otway heard as in
a dream, then, all at once, he stifl-
ened, and bent forward with every
nerve in his body stretched taut. A
tense, pregnant hush as that white-
shirted figure edged through the
swaying body of fiddlers to the front
of the platform. ‘“‘Ladies and gen-
tlemen,—After very careiul considera-
tion, the judges in this interesting
conlest have awarded the palm to
the composition submitted by  Mr.
Clive Ainsworth—-"’

To one man in that wvast audicnce
it seemed as if his heart had ceased
to beat just for the sccond. The rest
of the announcement never reached
him: that sea of faces swung about
him like floating wraiths within a
mist, and the roar of mighly break-
ors was surging in his ears. Just a

year since the hazel-eyed girl had
looked up at him for that one in-
stant of time with ihe strange new

wondrous light in her cyes and pro-|

not ;

Never ;

T0= ¢

was |

-

shattered irretrievably, and—irony of
fate—it -was Clive . Ainsworth -who
had beaten him! ,

And the—— Was it real, or only a
trick of fancy, the plaything of his
overwrought iagpagination? That open-
ing phrase, Lhose first few bars of
melody that had floated softly across
the waiting hall! Never Clive Ains-
worlh’s—never anyone's but his own!
There was some mistake, a ghastly
plunder in the name; or else—

Dazed, stunned, unable for a mom-
ont to realize the bitter truth, he sat

there listening to the smmooth an-
dante, the tripping allegretto, that
rushing rhythmical finale with the
weird chromatic scale-passages for
the violins—his own, every note!

The priceless symphony on which he
had spent so many hours, built so
many hopes!

Dead Sea fruit that storm of cheers
that broke from the audience at its
close; gall and worm-wood those re-
peated cries of ‘‘Encore! Encore!”
Next thing he knew he was outside
in the cool, fresh air, trying to think
it all out—that bitter, blinding scnse
of ireachery dimming all else in  his
brain. What did it mean—what
could it mean—save r one thiug?
Stolen!

Three solid hours he tramped the
streels, beating out that grim trag-
edy of a Ilifetime. Ineredible, un-
thinkable, ihat the man who had
heen his friend could have carried
pallry rage so far!

And then He had reached  his
lodgings, gone up the ereaky stairs
with the heavy, shuflling tread of one
[ool-weary and despondent, thrown
open the door of his room, and-——

“*Clive!”’

That moment would surely live for

ever in his memory. There they
stood a full minute, facing one oan-
other, neither seeking to break the
straining silence. Then——

“Stephen, you were there! You
heard o

“Yes; I heard!”” A world of bitter
accusation in the tone. His lips had
frametl invective hot and angry; but
he beat the impulse back and waited
to hear mose.

“T was mad—out of my senses! Tt
was that night vou refused to lend
me the money, You had showed me
the sheets and told me they were f[in-
ished, and I saw tilhe chance to—to
be revenged. I came back here after
you had gone out. 'They were in

that drawer, made up into a parcel |

and addressed; and I took them out,
put blank ones in their places—"

“You, stole them?”’

“Yes. I can never ask you to for-
give me, never forgive mysell. ISver
since then I have lived in torture,
hoping night and day that some
other might be successiul; but you
see! Now my cup of bitterness 1s

full; I am punished tenfold. My
father—— Ilere, look! I—I can’t say
it

A telegram had fluttered from his
hand. Otway picked it up mechani-
cally, lit the gas, and read:
“Trather dangerously ill; come at
once.—Sybil.”’

Next moment he had faced back

‘sharply.

‘now!’ It

“Well?”’

“T can’t go, Stephen! I—I daren’t
was almost a scream.
“Phe dear old governor had set his
heart on my winning this thing; and
I couldn't—couldn’t tell him—'"" 'The

voice broke ofi into a convulsive sob; |

the man was shaking like an aspen,
Otway looked at him pityingly; then

| erossed the room and began to finger

a railway time-table.

“Pwelve-fifteen from Fuston!” Tle
pulled out his watch: stood in
thought a moment. “T'll go!”” he
said, curtly, “You can stay here if

iyou like!™

“You will? Heaven bless you for

'{that, Stephen!’” said the other, fer-

vently. “You're a good fellow; it's
ten iimes more than I deserve. Scnd
me word how—how things . arc going,
won't you?”’

I'ive minutes later, as Stephen Ot-
wav hailed a hansom and told the
man to drive full speed to IHuston,
he caught himself wondering for the
gsecond time that night if the whole
of it was not a dream—some subtle,
slinging spell that all at once would
break and leave him staring stupidly
at the vivid sense of actualily.

No dream, however, that midnight
journey into Warwickshire; no dream
the white-faced girl who crept soltly
down the stairs in that early dawn
to greet him, the starled question
staring from her eyes before ever

‘she spoke a word.

““Stephen! But where is Clive? He
will be too late!’” TIis mumblad
falsehood, and then: “Yes; very {ll
indeed! A sudden heart attack; the
doctor has been with him hall the
night. You will not mind if 1 go
hack?'’

L.ater she came to him again. lle
found himself obediently up Lthe
stairs into the darkened room where
old Tarley Ainsworth lay, very still
and very feeble.

“‘Stephen, boy, how are you?'’ The
words were hard to catch; all but in-
distinct. *‘Clive is coming soon, they
tell me! I want to see the lad once
more, to tell him Tam proud—we are
all proud, ITe won the medal, Step-
hen, c¢h? Couldn’t help but win it
could he?"

The wrinkled hand was quivering
feebly in his own. Bending down to
listen, Stephen Otway felt a lump
riso in his throat as he rememberad
the debt of gralitude he ownetd the
old man lying there. e glanced
across at the girl standing by the
window, and made a sudden grim
resolve.

““Yes, he won it,”” he said, quietly.

Later, walking slowly away from
ihat house with the closed shutters
and the drawn blinds, it seemed to
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Nothing mattered now; all the days
would be alike—a miserable, haunting
drudgery. He recollected reaching
Fuston and walking to his lodgings;
but nothing more that was clear.
His brain rocked stupidly; there was
o dull, head ache, and a sense of
heaviness that bore him steadily
down—down—Lill at last there came
a final blank.

- ® ¥ * * *

Ten whole days that grim snap
of feverish unconsciousness remained
and life and death were playihings
'twixt which he hovered like a fret-
ful child, uncertain which to choose.
When the dark cloud lifted he knew
that he was lying in bed; there was
a little table holding medicines Dby
his side. The dark-robed figure secat-
ed by the window heard him move;
turned round to look. Suddenly it
gtruck him that the figure was fam-
iliar; what could Sybil be doing
here? He said her name, hali ex-
pecting that the vision would dis-
golve at sound of word.

#Stephen! Oh, how glad I,am!”
She came to him with joy shining
bravely in her face. *‘There, don’t
try to tell; lie still and get quite
strong and well. I know cverything

—all the miserable story. Clive has!

told me what a hero you have been.”

Afterward? Nay, the story is too
true—needs none but the telling of
one’s own heart. Stephen Otway
and his wiiec are happy, and success
has como to him in plenty since
then, never tinged, it may be, with
the golden, glowing halo that would
have crowned that first big task, but
still sweet Lo both of them. The
little Sybil who has come to Dless
and link their lives more closely has
never seen that wondrous Uncle Clive
sends her frequent pifts from
far-away South Africa; bul mother
and father often tell her that some
day she shall do so—when their ship
comes in!—London Tit-Bits.
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CHINA WILL HAVE A NAVY.

Will Closely Copy Japan’s Naval
Armament.

that a
the

A despatch from Pekin says
scheme has been drawn up for
ereation of ' a new Chinese navy.
Prinece Pulung, who represented
(CChina at the St. Louis Exposition,
is said to be the originator of it,
and he has been assisted by impor-
tant members of the Government and
high oflicials. Prince Ching, Yuan-
shiltai, Viceroy of Pechili, and Tien-

| liang, all belonging to the hoard for

the organization of the new Chinese
army, are co-operating in  working
out the details, and it is said that

i the funds necessary to carry out the

scheme have been arranged for. A

gpecial Ministry of Marine will  he!

ereated, and its organization ancl
the technical language to be employ-
ed will be borrowed from Japan.
It wasg also intended {o obtain the
sorvices of a Japancse naval officer
of high rank to act as adviser.

The central office of the new naval |
Padministration will he at Tientsin,

with subordinate establishments at
Shanghai, Chefoo, Nanking, in the
Chusan archipelago, and at Tapengi
or Mirs Bay, near Hong Kong. The
existing stations of the fleet at Tien-
tsin and Nanking will be fortified
and taken over by ilhe central ad-
ministration, and naval schools will
be established at the six  stations
named under Japanese and foreign
instructors. The eventual tactlical
and sirategical organizalion of the
new Chinese navy will be in a num-
ber of divisions, composing two or

'more squadrons, to be determined on

later, to be known as the active

fleet, and in

The plans, so far as matured, have
been adapted from the Japanese,
whose naval department gave im-
portant assistance in the matter, and
the Viceroys of the difierent coast
and river provinces arc aclively co-
the central Govern-
ment in carrying through the scheme.

i

CAB STEALING.

T.ondoners Who Make a Practice
of Purloining Heacks.

It will come as a surprise to most
people to learn that cab stealing is
by no means an uncommon thing in
T.ondon. A cabman who has had
any experience in the great metropo-
lis would not take the risk of leav-
ing his wvechicle even for a [few min-
utes, unless he placed a reliable man
in control, but the unwary are Ire-
guently robbed of horse and vehicle,

The caly thief usually drives some
distance from where he stole the pro-
perty, and takes advantage of some
socluded spot or quiet street to aller
ihe number of the wvehicle, so as to
escape immediate detection. This
done, he has two alternatives. Ile
cither tries to earn a few shillings
in - fares before abandoning the cab,
or else he makes away with the
whip, rug, mat, and lamn, leaving
the vehicle for the police to Lake
charge of when found. Some thieves
actually go to the irouble of strip-
ping off from the wheels the India

rubboer tires.

A MAN OF CREDIT.

A distinguished Irish lawyer, al-
ways in impoverished ecircumstances,
once took Chief Justice Whiteside to

spe his magnificently furnished new
house in Dublin.
«Ton’t vou think,”” he said, with

a complacent look about, “"Lhat I de-
sorve great credit for this?”

“Yes,”" the judge answered, dryly,
tand you appear Lo have got it."
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A FAD IN WHICH WE ARE FAR
BEHIND,

In China They Make Wall Cowver-
ings Out of Canceled
Stamps.

‘The inmates of charitable institu=
tions all over Burope, and cspecially

in  BSwitzerland, have for a long
time  been engaged in making
fancy things from stamps. An or-

phan asylum at Le Loele, Switzer-
land, for example, is partly maintain-
ed by old postage stamps.

This has resulted in the impression
lon the part of many tourists that.
11,000,000 stomps would entitle an
orphan to admission into the asylum.
but such is not the case. The asy-
' lum yearly receives thousands and
'thousands of old stamps from per-
gons all over Switzerland who are
interested in the charity. The one
hundred or more girls in the institu-
tion arrange the stamps in little-
packets and sell them to collectors.

The income derived from  this.
source alene in several thousand dol-
lars each year. To this sum is added
' that from the sale of the articles of
fancy design which are also turned
out.

It is said that in many of the mon-
casteries scattered all over ISurope:
the monks occupy a preat deal of
(Lheir spare {ime in decoraling the
fwalls with scenes entirely composed
‘of ponstage stamps.

The Chinese, as a matter of fact,
have gone in for stamp decoration
‘more than any eother nation in the
lworld. They were carly attracted to
 Lthe artistic possibilities of old
‘stamps. It is said that at first they
‘asked missionaries for old stamps,
and the missionaries resolved to turn
this demand to account. They evolv-
ed a scheme by which they could ex-
change

OLD STAMPS FOR FOOD

to be supplied to wvarious Chinese
charitable institutions which they
maintained,

As the missionavies were well aware:
ol the enormous quantities of can-
celed stamps which are yearly thrown
|away here, they wrote home telling
| of their scheme, and the pastors here
hecame interested in the movement.
They sct about the task of collecting
old stamps [rom their parishioners.
with such energy that immense guan-
tities were soon sent to China.

This movement has become so gen-
eral that the people in many parish-
es now collect and save all the old
stamps that pass through their
hands, and when a suflicient guanti-
ty has been accumulated they are at.
once forwarded to China. Last year
it is said that more than enough
stamps to fill a freight car were col-
lected and sgent. DBut even this tre-
mendous number did not seem in any
way to glut the stamp market, 1lor
the Chinamen took all that were of-
{fored for sale and asked for more.

The Chinamen usge the stamps as a.
substitute for wall paper, and it is.
'not unusual to see the inside ol a
Chinaman’s abode covered with
stamps. In Canton a wealthy man-
darin has three rooms of his resi-
dence completely papered with differ-
ent varieties from all over the world
artistically arranged.

Tor the borders there were accur-
ate representations of dragons com=
posed of the French black ten cent
stamps. Then crosses, squares and
triangles, made up of different color-
od varieties, supplicd the place of
the usual wall paper patiern, Some
of these designg indicated the expen-

diture of much patient effort and:

slkill, .
Tt was inceed owing to this cus-
tam  of covering  walls with old

stamps that some ol
TG RARBST ISSULS

1 Lhe world have been preserved. In.
one case a missionary to Hawail
had one of the rooms of his house
papered with the igsues of different
countries. A friend who was visiting’
him discovered . number of
ITawaiian stamps of a certain var-
iety which had not previously been
known to collecltors, among them the
two cent stamp of 1851. Six  of
these stamps were removed from Llic
walls, and they are said to be the
only specimens aof this particular
variety now extant.

Perhaps the best thing of this kind
ithat has been seen in New York is-a
large reproduction  of the Dritish
coat of arms. This also has bheen
made of stamps of all denominations
and countries. While nothing but
stamps has been used, vet the repro-
| duction is accurate in the smallest
detail, even the lettering of the
legend ““Toni goit qui mal y pense”’
heing perfect. Tispecial care has been
taken to arrange the stamps in
colors that blend, and the effect when
ane stands some distance away is
such that it is hard to believe that
nothing but common postage stamps
has heen used.

Javery detail has been careiully
| worked out, and pach will withstand
'the closest serutiny. The crown sur-
| mounting. the shield is especially well
reproduced.  The jewels are cach cuob
lfrom a stamp of the proper color,
and the whole effect is most hril-

liant.
- 4

(There's only one good thing about
{hat voung puppy that came to st
vou -last niglit,”" said the iraseible
father, “‘and that is he’s healthy.™

Ewmrn -

“I'm surprised to hear yon atlnit
that much,”” replicd th=2 durtiful
daughter. I wouldn’t, excepl for

the fact that swhen you mel him  in
the hall last night I heard you say,
‘Gh, George, how cold your nofq
3 i :
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