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s :—-:h; young chap for his mother.
-"[-:;t' gill, 1 think that on the mext
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P ta g ‘dip elongside of either ome
= while the other ‘tends’ him. L}.I:r
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. gz well commence pow As any
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“ i Ste may think it's most too
worons 3 business for her only boy:
o, Tom, ain't you and 1 spent
s oor lives under waler and are none
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| vorse for it now e X { 1
s so, Bill. Why, 2 diver in his

| . with a good ‘tender’ at the sur-

O ig just as safe oS 4 parson in his

N . Yes, you'd better go and see
' <" continued Tom reflectively, “and
say

b ¢ talk with ber. And, say, mate,
oif she wants anything, o0 that we can
¢t for her afore we go away again.”
sl right, old man. So long!™”
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= .- of the schooner emerged from
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I stten think over it. Sometimes
n pessed with the recollection, and
m ggzin, | wish it had been somebody
that bad gone through what Bill and
be and not us.”
Wiy, man. what is it that you and
e mite have dous that you dislike to
il o mind? 1°ve known you both for
T 2 years. and, though I say it to
fiee, [ pever saw two squarer men
gt vater in my whole life.”
T, cap'n. 1 think we have done
tyeear what is right sinee you sailed
= empany. Lut shortly afore you
2with us there was something that
el whick both Bill and 1 would
Fil we 2re worth it it hadnt, al-
: I'm bLeginning to feel that it
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-WL Jo. It was way back in 'Go.
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b o vk jost inside of Chesapeaks
.',_I*‘F"tm‘"“ Cape Henry light and
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“Tour i ¢ Some day.”
 "Rrenh P.‘!.[“F‘j he as he took the
are) ..z‘.nd Frbﬂ‘;’” That's Nancy
¥ing gt 11 Fo0Cing up, I saw Bill
""Enunlfe Picture with his face as
*the !Eh_‘w Ral tops'l. Then, thrust-
gk e 010 his pocket, he hissed
s I:h; &l ﬂ.mﬂh';d tt‘?‘lh‘ ":';ﬂ' Tom
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%0 the ghy thl him, and, touching
Tt g o0 I asked as gently as
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mt‘l:f the uhm: pullgd the picture from Lis
pocket, but in deing so it was torn in
two, and I only secured one-half. At
this instant out shipmates separated us,
and for the rest of that day we avoided
each other as much as possible,

"Dn_ }:Iundn:r morning, as we were
*dressing” oursc.ves side by side, as usual
ready to go down to work, I could hear
Eill muttering under his breath, and just
as his ‘tender’ was screwing on the face
piece to his helmet I caught a most ma-
lignant look upon his features, but he ut-
tered no threats aloud.

“My companion had scarcely reached
the bottom ere I was in the water and
rapidly descending. I had made up my
mind to give Bill as wide a berth as pos-
<ible during the day and began my la-
bors, stripping off the copper from the
WI‘H‘;E well aft, while he was amidships.

“We bad been down perhaps half an
!Enur and I was commencing to feel a
little more at ease when all at once I
beard a slight tapping on my copper lel-
met, and a hand was placed upon my
shoulder. I had been knecling, but quick-
Iy rose to my feet and, turning, saw Bill
ﬁt-‘fnding before me, but his aspect sent &
chill to my very heart. Fle was extend-
ing toward me a knife, the blade of
which he touched with one finger and
then pointed to my weapon, which Lung
in its sheath at my belt.

“] comprehended his meaning. It was
a challenge to mortal combat. But what
a place for such an encounter! I am
ashamed to admit, however, that nfter
the brief first instant of surprise I 1/ .gan
qm feel an insane desire to overcome and

subdue my rival, even though it was in
a struggle to the death.

“So, dropping the short iron bar with
which I had been previously working, 1
drew my knife in turn. On seeing this
move Bill ceached forth one bhand and
grasped mine, which he gave a convul-
sive pressure, and then waved me back
to prepare for action.
| “Now began the battle. The thrusts,
as vou must know, were somewhat im-
peded by the pressure cf the water, but
still they were given with sufficient force,
it they hsd not been skillfully parried,
| for any one of them to have proved fatal.
In a little while we found ourselves
locked, each with his left band grasping
the other's wrist, while the knives waved
to and fro above our belmets.

“Suddenly I began to lose my air and
was horrified to see a small piece of the
rubber hose drop down before my eyes,
and I knew that Bill bad severed the
pipe. But still at that moment I remem-

r thinking that it must have been an
accident, as Bill, even in his anger, would
Inut take such a mean advantage over his

adversary.

uSuffocation quickly followed, but be-
fore entirely losing consciousness I gave
the signal to be drawn to the surface.
| and then I knew no more until I found
myself lying upon the schooner's deck.
with helmet off and my head resting on
Bill's knee, wiping the blood and foam
| from my nostrils. He was ‘dressed’ just
as he had been when going into the wa-
ter, barring the removal of the glass "face
piece’ in hia headgear.

“YWhen I opened my eyes and looked
around, 1 saw him wave the rest of the
chaps aside, and then be bent down un-
til the cold copper of his helmet touched
my cheek as he whispered: ‘Thank God,
Tom, you're safe. But don't, for the
sake of our friendship, say a word of
what's happened to our shipmates.
oh, if you can forgive me yourself”

“Forgive him? Why, bless him, I've
loved him since that moment. And never
from that day to this has the affair been
spoken of to any one but ourselves.”

“How was it that he cut your hose,
willing to take your life, yet still did so
much to bring you to*" asked the cap-
tain incredulously.

“RBill was quick tempered, and he was
in an awful rage. He would oot have
hositated to have thrust his knife into
my beart, albeit be would have been
sorry for it the nmext instant, but cutting
the ‘pipe’ was an accident, and when he
saw the terrible death with which 1 was
ihreatened his anger’ disappeared like the
mists of morning before the gentle sea
breeze. 'The boys told me that when I
came to the surface I was in Bill's arms,
and it was his own hands which unlocked
the helmet from the ‘collar’ and gave me
air. They also told me that he would not
stop to have his ‘weights’ unbuckled nor
his ‘headpiece’ removed, but just knelt
down beside me, calling all the while for
me to open my eyes, just as though I had
been a brother.”

“How about the voung woman who
was the cause of all this trouble? What
bacame of her?’ inquired the captain
with much interest.

“Oh. Naney? Poer girl!"” said Tom.
“¥Why, she didn’t care nothing for either
of us two fools. All the time we were
thinkinz that we might prevail upon her
to cruise in our eompany she had agreed
to sign articles with a young mate of an
East Indiaman. So when we found that
ont we both of us took a job which lasted
ns about two years down in Key West.
But when we got back we heard that
Nancy had been a bride, a mother and
I was then a wigow, the poor chap whom
<he married having been lost at sea on
his very next voyage.

“Then Bill and 1 hunted her up, and
when we found her we adopted her for
our sister. We came out here to F'risco,
where business is better than on the At-
Iantic coast, and she came, 100, and we've
looked after her ever since.”

“Her child? Did it live?” inquired the
captain interestedly. 2

wWell, I reckon it did. Leastwise it
was alive a couple of bours ago when 1
saw it going over the rail yonder with &
month's pay in its pocket to gladden a
mother’s heart,” replied the old dlver,
with a quiet chuckle.

“What! Do you mean that Neddy.
your ‘tender,” is Nancy's boy 7" :

«“That's just about the size of it, capn.
And he’s a boy that no woman need be
ashamed of either, aod if ‘his mother will
let the lad follow the business into which
he's started—and that's what Bill has
gone up to the house to find out—I'll

fi ears there won't be & diver on the
‘::?:iﬁc coast whe will ‘dip’ deeper or
work longer under water than the same

Nancy?® asked the ecaptain.

- pever MACTY 2
Tl!;lu:l:.ﬂp!“ exclaimed the diver in a
low voice. *“Not until either Bill or I
have ‘sonnded” for the last time and been
laid away . in our armor.

she might.”

As to m.-nrl I 3

“T'm sorry to hear your late lamen
annt didn't Jeave you anything. 1 thought
she believed that charity begins at

o began and ended

wyvell. her charity
with the Home For Aged Women or

some such institotion.'"—Atlanta Coasti-
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wager my gear and ‘dress’ that within

TWO FRIENDS.

I homer him who needs must chop the stone,
Must pluck the root up, murder beast and bird,
Thien label with a very butcher's word

The bleeding pieces. Though he build his tm..t

On brittle sialks and hollow carcass bone,

Etild by a princely purpese is he stirred,
_.'un! guch his thirst for knowledge long deferred,

Kind Nature counts him in among her own.

But bim 1 love the muses make their care,
Leading his feet wherever he may go

To spell the gentle magic of the air,

Of golden boughs and darkest brooks that flow.

He has my heart, for perfect things and fair
He finds and leaves them fairer than they ETOW.

—dJohn Vance Cheney in Harper's Magazine.

OO0

$ THE NOVELIST

AND AN EPISODE
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It was a perfect spring afternoon, and
a little party of three, mounted on mules,
were plodding along the track that leads
from Cape Spartel to Tangier.

Grierson, the novelist, allowed the reins
to drop round his animal’s neck and pro-
ceeded to roll a gigarette. By his side
rode an upright, ‘elderly man with close
cropped hair and a keen face, and the
third member of the party, a young girl
of about 20, was some HO yards ahead.

“It has been n first class sort of day,”
observed the elder man. “Celia and I
owe vou a debt of gratitude for having
looked after us this week in Tangier.”

“The luck has been on my side,” re-
turaed Grierson, with a langh. “You see,
1 eame over hiere from Gibraltar as a cer-
tain young person’s society was exercis-
irgr o depressing influence on me.”

“I1id she bore you?' asked Ardell

“The reverse. She has charmed me
more than any other girl for a longer pe-
riod than I like to think. The point is
that her parents insist on her having
nuthing to do with me, which at least
¢hows they are not wanting in good
sonnd common sense.”

Ardell laughed and gazed contempla-
tively on the surrounding stretch of coun-
iry.

“] conld put in nnother month here
woll, but I'm afraid it would hardly suit
("elin,” be said, with a nod toward the
trim fignre riding in front of them.

“Is- she in a huge hurry to see Eng-
land ¥ asked Grierson. He knew a little
of his companion's history. Ile was a
wealthy Australian sheep farmer who
bad lately sold his run and determined
on n visit to England.

“Not so much that, but eagerness to
meet the man.”™

‘T'he novelist opened his eyes,

“(h, is she in love too?" he said, with
a sizh.

“Yeos: I bad a voung Englishman on
the farm as manager. He was with us
ahout five vears, a decent sort of fellow,
n gentleman by birth, You meet a good
many of that sort up and down the runs
in the bush,” said Ardell. *“Eventually
he feil in love with Celia and asked my
consent. I liked the chap and gave it.
Then one day there came a letter telling
him there had been a big snap in his fam-
ily chain and that he bad stepped into
an estate and money in England.”

“] know.,” nodded the novelist. “I've
nsed him in a good many of my books.
Sn he went, and you are following?” he
added, with a smile.

“Yes: he said he would return and
fetch Celia when things were settled up
a bit. Bat shortly after he had gone 1
snddenly took it into my head that I had
Jone about emouszh work for one man’s
lite, so sold the farm and brought the girl
away on this trip,” Ardel laughed. “Te’ll
be somewhat of a surprise to him. You
goe, there wasn't time to write, 80 he
doesn't know we're coming.”

I'resently Grierson urged his mule into
a gentle trot and succeeded in getting
level with Celia.

~1 thought I'd just like to congratulate
you,"” he began.

A touch of color flew to the girl's
cheeks, and her eves glistened. She made
a wonderfully pretty picture, he thought.

»Are you interested in love affairs?"
ghe asked, with a smile. ;

“\{y dear young lady, I've been vainly
trying to invent a new ome ever since I
first begzan to write!” he exclaimed. Then
liis tone changed. *Now, please tell me
2!l about him—is he as near perfection
g+ n mere man can be?”

+] dJon't know about Archie being
that,” she answered, with a laugh, “but
he ia the man I love, and nothing else
matters much, does it?"

A hsolutely nothing. But I wish your
opinion was more universal,” he added,
with a sizh, as be thought of the young
person in the parly he had left at Gi-
Lealtar.

An idea seemed to strike him, for a
guick light came into his eyes.

“Does Archie””— he began, then paused.
“Py the way, 1 hardly like referring to
Lhim as Archie. It seems &0 horribly
tamiliar. What Is his other name?"”

wTrevor—Archibald Errington Trevor,”
ghe raid, with a laugh.

“I've been trying to get alongside of
you for five minutes!” cried Mr. Ardell's
voice from behind. “Do, for goodness’
cake, rein in your thoroughbred for a
moment, Celial”

The girl, with a laugh, turned round to
him and waited. Grierson rode on and
kept a little ahead of the others for the
rest of the way. His face was unusually
grave, and he seemed buried in thought.

They reached the town, and, wishing
to do some shopping, he separated from
his companions. When at length he also
arrived at the hotel, he caught sight of &
tall, good looking young man standing in
L the hall. He was chatting to & girl at
his side. Grierson gave a start, then hur-
ried toward them.,

“This is very absurd!” he exclaimed
as he shook hands with the girl. *I left
you to go on to Seville and Madrid, mot
to follow me here.” ;

Lady Constance ldughed.

“YWe started, but father was so terribly
anxious to get a glimpse of Morocco that
at length we had to give in—so here W€
are.”

She moved toward the staircase.

“Mother was a little nupset with the
crossing.. 1 am-:just going to see how she
is getting along: then I will return,”” she
niﬂ, with a little smiling nod of fare
well.

Grierson watched her disappear, turd
¢d to the young man and, linking his arm
within his, drew him to an alcove IE
which there was a seat. .

“You know, it’s realiv too bad of yonu t¢
bother me in this way,” he said reproach
fully. “But there's no alternative. I fee!
bound to tell you what an awful scoul
drel 1 think you!™

His compaaion looked at him in 0=
der.

“What on earth has happered, Ci°
son?" he ecried,

The novelist opened his mouth to speak,
but paused as he caught sight of a light
figure tripping down the staircase. He
gripped the younger man’s arm and nod-
ded in her .direction. The girl—it was
Celin Ardell—crosged the hall some three
yards in front of them and entered a
drawing room without seeing them.

Trevor breathed heavily. He did not
speak. His eyes were fastened on the
door through which Celia had vanished.

“Sufficient explanation, eh?" said
Grierson. “A month or so after you left
tlfle farm old Mr. Ardell sold out and de-
cided to bring Celia to you. They halted
for a week here, and that dearest of lit-
tle girls is actually counting the hours
that will bring her to the man who stole
her love and who in return’'—

Trevor winced.

“Yes,"” he broke in; “I've been an aw-
ful scoundrel. 1"hardly know how it hap-
pfied. 1 left her feeling she was all the
world to me. Then, the new life in
1-151glnnd. with money, troops of new
friends, new faces—I somehow seemed
to forget, and"”"— he paused— *I thought
ghe might forget alse!” he continued
lamely. *“I know it was playing it hor-
ribly low down.” Ile looked up at Grier-
son anxiously. *“Do you think it will
matter g0 very much to her?"

“0Oh, no!” retorted the novelist airily.
“She has only lavished on Fyou every
scrap of love she has to give, and finding
you are not worth it will only break her
heart. DBut that’s a mere tritle and not
worth considering. You will be able
to marry Lady Constance and boast a
wife with a title,”

Young Trevor rose to his feet.
was very white.

“What do yon think you will do?”
continued the novelist. “You see, if you
happen to have actually proposed to
Lady Constance'—

*]1 haven't!” put in the other man
shortly.

A slight gleam came into Grierson’s
eyes as he watched his companion.

Suddenly Trevor swung round on him.

“(3oing to play the man?" said the nov-
elist quietly. .

Trevor nodded and walked sharply to-
ward the door of the room in which the
girl was. Grierson came after him at a
run and laid a hand on his sleeve,

“Omne moment, Archie!” he said rapid-
lv. *Lady Constance—yon thought her
pretty, brizht, intellizent. You had mon-
ey, she a title. Head turned a little?”
He paunsed. “But it wasn't love, not
love, Archie?”

Trevor looked at him for a moment,
nnd a ghost of a smile trembled on his
lip.

“No, not love,” he said decidedly.
Then he opened the door and strode in.

Grierson walked along the corridor to
the billiard room in a thoughtful frame
of mind. He glanced in and saw it was
empty. A second or so afterward Lady
Constanece approached him.

“AlL'" he exclaimed. *“Come along in
here! I want you to listen while I talk!"

“I have been doing that off and on for
some years,” she eaid, with a smile.

“Ypee: but this time I shall be very in-
teresting. 1 can’t remember anything
I've =0 wanted 10 tell you.”

They seated themselves on a lounge.

“Are you ready?” he began.

She nodded.

“YVery well; listen to this: Archie Tre-
vor will never have the exquisite honor of
becoming your husband!” he said dra-
mittically.

He was watching her narrowly. He
saw a slight touch ef color pass ever her
cheeks, but there was a smiling look in
the eves still. He was satisfied.

The bantering tone dropped from his
voice, and he told the story to her quiet-
ly. She listened intently and at the con-
clusion indicated the direction of the
drawing room with a little excited ges-
ture.

#and he is actually in there with her
now ¥ she eried quickly. -

“And she's just deliriously happy.” he
sald, with a nod. He turned round to
her. *“Are you glad?”

"“Yes" ghe answered softly.
glad he played the man.”

Grierson jumped up from his seat and
gtocd in fromt of her. His face had
lighted up again, and there was a humor-
ous twinkle in his eyes.

“Don’t you see?” he cried. “Now that
you cannot marry the man your pareunis
picked for you, obviously the only thing
you can do is to marry the man you
would choose for yourself."

“Buat I haven't chosen,” she protested.

“Ah, but you would if you dared!" he
exclaimed. *“Just forget you're a lady of
title, forget the desirability of marrving
a man of immense wealth, strike out a
line for yourself and marry the man who
has adored vou for tem years. It wiil
mean a bit of a tossle with the parents,
bat think how furions the fun will be.”

She looked up at kim doubtfully.

“Yes: I'm serious in just one thing,”
he said pleadingly.

Archie Trevor's voice was heard from
the other end of the hall

wGrierson!” bhe was crying.
you, old chap!™

The novelist turned excitedly to
Constance.

«rhere! You can tell from his voice
that he's happy. Think of the embar-
rassment it would save you, tedious ex-
planations, too,” he raced on. “And, be-
sides, I'm not really poor! My last book
was so utterly bad that it ran into 20
editions, and dramatized versions are be-
ing played everywhere—packed houses in

He

“y ery

“] want

Lady

Scandinavia last week. I'm stupidly
rich !’

“Come along!™ cried Archie’s voice im-
patiently.

“Can’t!"" Grierson called back, with his
eyes on the girl sitting on the lounge.

Lady Constance slowly raised her head
and met his imploring gnze. BShe was
smiling. and the blood went tumbling
through his veins.

“What's the matter?"’
coming nDearer..

“I'n engaged,” sald the novelist lacon-
ically.—Mainly About People.

The volce was

On Denth and Burial.

Re mot solicitous after pomp at my
burial nor use any expensive funeral cer-
emaony.

That man were better forgotten who
had nothing of greater moment to Tegis
ter his name by than a grave.

Neither can 1 apprehend a tombstone
to add so great a weight of glory to the
dead as it doth of charge and trouble to
the living.

Uuquietness importunes a living body
more than a ceremony can advantage one
that is dead. :

Death, if he may be guessed at by his
elder brother, Sleep, cannot be so terri-
ble a messenger, being not withont much
ease, if not some voluptuousness.
sides, npothing in this world is worth com-

Lonse top to fetch it much
.+ ceep grave, furnished with
et ¢ empty of desires.—
Froncis Qeporne (1593-1008) .- ek
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Biroke ye here an stroke ye there:
Bmooth the world an tak’ your ease,

There's nae use scrafchin o' a match
Till ye want to raise a bleeze.

Btroke ye here an stroke ye there;
SEmooth the world an keep it quiet.
Folk are like to Tabby's tail—
Ye canna pu’ her backward by it.

Etroke ve here an stroke ve there;

It's better rubbin straicht than crookit.
Gin ye want to catch a fish,

Ye've got to hae the bait to hook it.

Btroke ve here an stroke ye there;
Folk will stan’ a deal o' strokin.

A wee bit crumb that's swallowed wrang
Gars ve do a deal o' chokin.

Stroke ve here an stroke ye there;

Bide your chance an tak’ your grippit.
The folk that pu’ ag'in the thorns

Are gaen to hae their gairments rippit.
—{harles Mcllvaine in Harper's Magazine.

HIS DEAR
LITTLE GIRL

The Sto

of a Recreant Lover
hanged His Mind.

That was what Terence Dawnay had
always ealled her ever since they had met

and loved each other. He was in Ireland
now with his reziment, but he wrote very
regularly to his dear little girl, and,
thongh there was no question of any for-
mal engagement between them, he had
assured her that their understanding was
as sacred a bond to him as any publie
beirothal, and of course she believed him,
for she was voung and she loved him.

She was thinking of him as ghe walked
down the path to meet the postman. This
was her letter day, and Irish letters al-
ways came by the midday mail to the
Devonshire village where she lived within
gight and sound of the moaning sea.

It was late in June, and the summer
wind tossed her pretty hair against the
cheeks, which were soft and flushed like
a peach. The postman was coming up
the hill. A smile crossed his weather-
beaten face ns he caught sight of the
waiting figure.

“Two letters, missy, this morning,” he
gaid. as he sorted them from his bundle.
“That's all, miss."”

Two letters!

She went out on the eliff side with
them. One was, of course, from Terence.
How well she knew his dear, untidy

writing! She smiled as she put it in her
pocket. That must be kept as a bonne
bouche.

The other one was in quite strange
handwriting, and she tore it open, look-
ing at its contents with bewilderment. A
blank sheet of paper inclosing a small
newspaper cutting met her eyes. What
could it mean? "The color faded from her
checks.

“We understand that an Interesting en-
gagement will be announced before the
end of the summer, and we may safely
offer our good wishes to the beauty of the
year, Miss Sargeant, at the same time
copgratulating the gallant fiance on his
lack. Mr. Dawnay is well known in
Dwublin, where his regiment is at present
quartered.”

The little bit of paper fell to the
ground. Of course it was not true. It
could not be true. Some one was trying
to make mischief between them. That
was all. Why, he was hers—he had been
hers from the very first day that they
had met! The newspaper did not know
what it was talking about. Sbe eyed the
envelope with disgust. Who had done
this thing? And who was Miss Sar-
geant? Terence never mentioned her.

She pulled his letter out of her pocket
and opened it, reading it with a sudden
chill which quenched the happiness in her
pretty eyes.

My Dear Little Girl—I have hardly a moment
for & letter, so I am afraid this will be very short,
but {here is 8o much tc be done here just now,
what with polo and goodpess knows what clse
besides, that 1 bave enough to do to gel every-
thing done in the day. ['m going down to .stay
near Cork next week with some people called
Sargeant—jolly house and mno end of payeties, of
course. I wish [here something had been @cratch-
ed out] I could have madaged to Tun ever to you,
dear, but it is quite impossible. You see, there
are our maneuvers coming on, and I must L
within easy reach of headquarters. I don't know
shat there is anvthing of interest to tell you. I
have been thinking lately that it’s a bit rough on
vou to be kept hanging on for such an inter-
mirable time—npot that I've altered, you know
that—but, you see, things are not locking very
bright for us, are they? It's awiully late. 1 must
stop. Good might, dear little girl. Ever yours,

TERENCE.

The sun was hidden by a thick cloud,
the sea moaned on the rocks below, and &
light wind ruffled the waves. It looked
like a change in the weather. But the
girl did not notice the signs of change.
Her eves were fixed unseeingly on the let-
ter in her hand. She stooped and picked
up the little paper, which she had allow-
ed to flutter to the ground unheeded. No
need to read it again. It.was imprinted
on her memory for all time. She wonder-
ed what there was for her to do. Must
it be renunciation?

That was a question to be answered at
once, and before she turned her steps
homeward she had made her resolve.

L 3

“Our dance, Miss Sargeant.”

The girl looked up.

“Ig it? No: I don't want to dance. Do
you mind if we sit it out?”

“Do I mind?” repeated Dawnay, with a
look in his blue eyes which only amused
the beautiful Miss Sargeant. She had
seen that look so often that it made little
or no impression on her. Had she not
danced and flirted through some dozen
seasons and received more than her share
of attention? Of course Terence was &
nice, dear boy, but as to anything else—
she langhed at the mere idea. She was
striving for a higher destiny than that,
in spite of all the society papers
their rumors.

in a low chair
fan to and fro.
oughly. He believed that here-was the
lady of his dreams.

“Have you any more dances to spare
me?” he pleaded. “I know I was late,
but that was not my fault.”

“Not one left,” she said indifferently.

&he talked to him in

the cool shadow and listen to her.

“And when do you go on leare?” she
sald lazily.

“That,” he said steadily, “entirely de-
pends on circumstances.’

Why had she pever written to him?
Had she given him up without a word,
without even a strnggle?

The thought paralyzed him.

Truly he was to be sorely panished for
his madness.

' [is eyes fell on ® revolver hanging

1 letter.

Dawney looked at her as-Shetlay thask
wurin:* a -;-:u'.t Hea- e
He believed imiher-tio#- | jore he was followed by two others,

against the wall, but he turned a
with a grim smile. He was not thtu
to run away from trouble when he found
himself face to face with it. He was no
coswvard at least.

Then, with an exclamation, he seized &
letter which was stuck up on the mantel-
chelf, possibly put there by his servant
I cn the previous evening.

It was a letter from his dear little girl
after all! For a minute or two he hz.rg
dared open it. Then he tore it open
read its short contents with eager eyes.

“I ghould have written to you before
now, my dearest—for you are always thag
—only I have been very ill and am only
now up on the sofa and can only write
you these few lines to say that I love
you, dear, I love you so much that 1 must
do what seems to me the only thing left
for me to do, and that is to give yom
your freedom. I don’t blame you, dear.
I shall never think badly of you. Al
ways believe that I love you better thag
anything on earth. I sign myself for the
last time, Your Dear Little Girl.”

Twice he read the little heartbrokems
A knock at his door awoke him
from his miserable thoughts.with a start.

“Eight o'clock, sir,” said his servant’'s
voice,
| “Meaning the little girl you left im
Devonshire?' ghe said, with a mocking
gmile. “Oh, I know all about her! Lord
Carruthers—you know him?—told me he
knew her people.”

“T don't know what vyou mean,” he said
hotly. *“There is but one woman in the
world for me, and she”—

He broke off. A couple were passing
their retreat, talking in light, laughing
tones,

“Rhoda Sargeant? Oh, she will end by
marrying Carruthers, of course. Bhe is
only playing her usual little game with
that nice boy, Dawnar. She might spare
such a youngster. That sort of womam
has no mercy”—

The voices trailed away into silence.

“Yon heard that?’ said Dawnay m
hoarse accents. *“But it is not true! It
can't be true that you have been playing
with me all these weeks!”

The woman looked at him for a mo-
ment. Some good angel, & rare enough
visitor to her, urged her to tell the truth
for once. She did so with a curious feel-
ing of pity. The boy was in such ear-
nest.

“It is quite true.”

Dawnay staggered to his feet.

For a few terrible minutes he looked at
her in silence—a silence which frightened
her.

“Then heaven help the man who loves
you,” he gaid and turned and left ber.

Terence Dawnay sat in his quarters
with his head buried in his arms. The
cool dawn crept in through the windows
on the motionless figure. For hours aft-
er his return from the ball he had not
moved.

Presently he raised his head and looked
about him with hagzard eyes. He got up
stifiy and drew a long breath.

His infatuation was dead. He bad
called it love in his youthful ignorance,
but the bewlildering lizht of truth had
dispelled that idea forever. What a fool
he had been! He stood for a moment
looking out on the still, gray morning and
with & sudden flood of remorse remem-
bered the letter to which there had been
no answer—the letter which in a moment
of his blind infatuation he had written
to his dear little girl. Ile loved her—
loved her. Dear heaven, had he throws
away the substance only to find himself
striving to grasp a shadow?"

“(Come in, Stevens!” he shouted as =
gudden idea flashed upon him. “I'ut
some things up in my bag. 1 may be
away for a day or two. And just get my
serge out, will you?"

He was still in his mess dress, but his
man paid no attention to that. 'In a few
minutes he was in his usnal undress uni-
form and striding over to the colonel's
quarters.

Obtaining three days' leave, he was
able to catch the night mail from Kings-
town to Holyhead, and the next after-
noon saw his arrival at the little house
where his dear little girl had struzzled
back to all the pain of life, which at
present seemed shorn of all its gladness.

He walked straight in. There was Do
one to be seen, and, opening the door
~ently, he stole into the room where his
dear litle girl was lring looking out at
the distant blue sea with such sad, tired
eyes.

She looked around as she heard the
door shut, and a cry burst from her lips—
a cry which brought Terence to her side,
and the mext minute he was down on his
knees, holding her to his heart and kiss-
ing the cheeks which bad grown so thim
and white.

“My sweet!” he cried. “Only tell ms
that you forgive me! Oh, darling, I have
been pearly mad since I wrote that letter
to you! Can you eversforget me and take
it back? You shall know all, dearest.
Only tell me that you love me first.”

“That is such a very stale story,” she
whispered faintly, with a smile which told
him that the gates of Eden had opened
to him once again.—Woman’s Life.

They All Got Seats.

A pugnacious looking young man with
red hair swayed from a strap in a crowd-
ed Walnut street car the other evening
and glared at a Chinaman who was for-
tunate enough to occupy & seat Three
or four women were also standing. The
red haired young man fixed his gaze se-
verely upon the Chinaman, but the latter
appeared unconscious of his surrounding=.

After a few minutes the young mam
tapped the Celestial upon the shonlder
and exclaimed: *“See here, John, why
jon’t you try to be an American citizen P
Get up and give one of these ladies your
seat.” *“Allee light,” responded the Chi-
naman, immediately rising.

One of the women sat down, and them
the pugnacious looking young man turned
his attention to several other men whe
were seated, buried in their newspapers
“There are sem# other American citizens
fn this car,” he remarked audibly to ne

 , e in particular, “whe haven't the po-
: wtersws of & Chinaman.” One of the

boeos urﬂnﬁlﬂ-ﬂmmthﬁmlﬂlm

and the women eventually all secured
seats.—hiladelphia Record.

Blowing His Own Nose.
YWhen George IV was prince regent, be

her low sweet | visited Doncaster, and at the time his
voice, and he was quite content to git in | royal highness was suffering from = cold.

One day the royal party were
themselves to the people from & balecony.

“Which is the prince? I must see the
prince!” cried am excited old Yorkshire
woman who had come to see the “Sret
gentleman of Europe.”

what's him,” said a bystander, point-
ing upward—"him wi bandkerchief
in his hand.”

“Eim!"eﬂulthet:.ld hdr!n%tum:l.
contem “That prince! "
ME.P‘!‘.“P"W“ Standard.
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