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CHAPTER XVIL.—Continued.

“To begin with, 1 bad the good for-
tune to fo low Mdme. de Brefour and
ber female attendant from Euston sta-

tion to Hollow-wood, ten miles ""““'hu

of London—here they alighted, and
proceeded on foot about a couple of
miles, and entered, a desolate house
by the wayside, where I distinctly saw

at the window the face of Leon de Bre- |

four ; they remained there for about
half-ap-bour—aiter which tbhey return-
ed to Euston.”

“And after "

“lI am sorry to say that, at Euston,
the crowd was so great, that 1 lost
sight of them.” 1

Mr. Dane frowned slightly. To him-
se/l he said—"Then you might as well
have stopped at bome.” DBut aloud be
remiarked— ,

“You bave done very well, Trichet,
It is quite what | guessed. By the
way, you hawe not, | suppose, found
out where the lady lives V' N

“No, sir. You nephew bas certainly
not been to see her. At the same time

l am convineed that there is some com- |
munication between Lhem—as the evi- }

dence of the bookseller shows. llhﬂ"’ﬂ
followed him like a dog, sir, lii’-'_i a
shadow—in fact, it was under the im-
pression that Geoffrey was going to
weet the Miss Hailidays at Faulkner's
rooms last Saturday that I came to
such trouble, for 1 made bold to join
the party unasked.
not there.”

Mr. Dane shot a swift glance at him |

bencath his heavy bruws. This was
news to him ; because Mrs. Dane, in
her timidity, had certainly given him
Lo understand the contrary. He made
a mental seore against that lady.

“Why not, I wonder " he remarked
indifferently. :

Albert smiled meaningly. His smile,
beheld beneath his patched-up nose,
bhad a truly ghastly effect.

“Well, Mr. Dane,” he said, with an
aflfectation of reluctance and besitation,
‘'You see there are wheels within
wheels in this world—and there are de-
licate little matters in the private lives
of most men that it is somewhat un-
engerous to pry into.”

“Explain yoursell, Trichet,” said Mr.
Dane, coldly, “1 am not fond of rid-
dles.”

“Certainly, I will explain. It is
probable that Faulkner was not will-
‘ng to ask so powerful a rival as your
nephew to meet the lady whose affec-
tions he is anxious to gain.”

“"What " Mr. Dane fairly jumped.
‘A rival.  What do you wean, Trichet!?
Do you mean to tell me that Miles
Faulkner has dared——"

“Exactly, sir. 1 am sorry to say be
bas dared.”

As Albert admitted this, he appear-
ed to be profoundly concerned ; he look-
ed at his feet with a melancholy air,
and sighed deeply.

“What ! to aspire to the hand of Miss
Angel Halliday ' eried his chief, whose
horror at this fresh complication al-
most threw him off his guard. Then,
recovering himseif gquickly, he added,
with a shrug of his shoulders, “"Ah!
but | see—my good friend, you have
MYI™ R Glr gigantic friend is pa y-
Ing his attentions.®

“Oh, no, sir,* 1aterrupted Trichet
quickly. I am in a position Lo cun-
tradiet that suspicion entirely. It 1s
the object of my fondest hopes to make
Miss Duleie my wife.”

“Indeed, Trichet |

“Mr. Dane, 1 love that girl with all
my heart—l worship her—I adore the
ground  that she treads upon!" And
carried away by his emotions. Albert
slid down on to one knee by the side of
his chair.

“Mr. Halliday's room is on the floor
above,” remarked Mr. Dane, drily.
“What has this got to do with me, if
you please 1

“Everything, Mr. Dane — every-
thing !" eried Trichet, with enthusiasm.
“Hecause, as every man in this great
house knows, nothing can g0 on in it
without your sanction. Allow me, |
enireal you, to plead my cause.”

Matthew Dane, like all autocrats,
was not insensible to flattery, he lik-
ed his power to be acknowledged;. he
smiled a little grimly, and intimated
by a sign that he would graciously con-
sent to hear the lover's story.

“Mr. Faulkner, when out of your
presence, sir, makes no secret of which
sister he prefers; buat his jealousy is
0 greal, that because | unwittingly
placed myself between the sisters, he
Was unable to distinguish my friendli-
ness to the elder from my love towards
the younger, coasequently he lost his
head, and with a burst of the most
frightful passion, let loose a huge and
viclent bull-cog, whom he keeps chain-
ed in a baek yard to frighten away
thieves, and set him upon me. [ was
most horribly mauled by the brute,
and only escaped with difficulty with
my life.”

“But this is shameful I ¢cried the old
man.  “This must be looked into—it is
a case for the police.”

“"No, Mr. Dane, Nol | bave forgiv-
en him. Mr. Faulkoer has tendered
his apologies, and for the sake of the
lady, whose pame | honor, | have econ-
sented to overlook the afiront, and to
bury the past in silence. We cannot
drag in a lady's name, ¥ou see, sir "

"l understand, Trichet. Let me tell
you, you have behaved very well in
this unforiuoate matter.”

“Thank you, Mr. Dane, thank you,"
replied the young man modestly. *[
bave, 1 hope, striven to show forbear-
ance and good feeling—and | may look
to you, sir, may 1 not, to keep this lit-
tle untoward episode a secret | And
How permit me to lay before you my
hopes coneerning Miss Dulcie.”

""ll]" good fellow, I am not her fath-

er.
“No, Hr.ri}am. but you are capabla
of mlli:u?nmng: her f{ather., and [ waat
Lo ask for your good office
o B S on my
Mr. Dape sat silently strokin his
chin in the palm of his bhand [urgwmu
moments. He
puzzied by his clerk.
a keen, shaft-like glanee
though a sudden
ed h:
turned enquiringly towards him, no-
thing could be gathered, save a most
natural and lover-like anxiety as to the

suspicion had cro-s-

answer to his request.
"To deil you the trath,” said his
chief at le

ngth, “I am not quite sure
that Mr. Halliday would mneﬁdur you a

Diamond Cut Diamond
THE ROUT OF THE ENEMY.

but Geoffrey was 4

'be  a dangervus enemy.

' body else to do.

seemed (o be somewhat |
Once he darted |
at him, as'

i mind ; but from the candid face |
| reached out his ha

OR,

sufficiently good match even for
' younger daughter. Etu-;}
| rupt me.
| You have, I believe, no other source of
| INCOMe—yOouUr prospects—""

"My prospects are very good,” said
Trichet promptly, looking very straight
at him across the writing-table.

Then Mr. Dane, with a slight start, |

something like a mild eleetric shock,
looked back at him, and in that mutual
o' the master, for the firat time, pre-
ceived the man in lieu of the puppet.
"l am delighted to hear it,”
mild
tulatory voice. "“May I ask—'1"
“Certainly, Mr. Dane, you may ask,
and I will tell you. Every poor man's
prospects, Mr. Dane, as you will be the
first to own, depend upon the work
that he is capable of doing. If his

' work is simple, his prospeets are gen-

erally unambitious: if his work be
difficult and somplicated, his prospects
should be of a fair remuneration for
the labor and the delieate nature of
the work which he

“"Enough of this!" cried old Dane,
springing to his feet, *“You have

You have done. [ understand you,
Arichet ;: you want to extort something
out of me. Have | not made you my
clerk a

“A fine position, truly, for a
scendant of the old Trichets ! said the
young man, with scorn.”

“And the money, Trichet ¢

“Mr. Dane, do not insult me. Do
you think | ean go on doing your dirty
work—spying and sneaking and hang-
ing about after people—for nothing
but a mi=erable cheque or two, which
barely suffices to pay my expensesf
My dear Mr. Dane, do be reasonable.”
He paused a moment. The old man
was livid with rage. Albert looked
at him—and as ke looked, he smiled

 slowly. *“Won't you sit down againf™”
he asked blandly. _
And Mr. Dape sat down. In that

smile he had read a whole volume of
argument. Trichet's smile had said to
him, “l am a valuable ally, but I might
I have done
your dirty work for years, got strange
information for you in wunderhand

| ways, cheapened bargains for you, per-
| sonated

foreign agents—done little
strokes of sharp practice
which you could not possibly have dar-
ed to do for yourself, or trusted any-
In this way [ have
materially assisted the House of Dane
and Trichet to ride
storm and panie,

too scrupulous integrity.
this, 1 h 3 it
for you upon individuals whom
nave suspected. [ tracked Leon de
Brefour to his very death, and am now
employed in watching his so-called
widow, as well as the movements of
your own nephew.
over, who wiil do all this for you

Matthew Dane, as he

but own to himse'f that
do 'l'-iilhlll_ll that eclerk.
Now let me tell vou mp-~ about
& frank and engaging candour, *]
daresay if I addressed mys=elf to Mr.
Halliday he would
I am hardly in the

@ wife. But a few judicious words

liday I should be taken

ship.”
" Albert Trichet | almost shouted |
Mr. Dane. “ Are ¥you mad ! Into part-

nership 1"

“ Well, and why not 7 answered the |

Young man tranquilly,

Mr lJ;my began pucing up and dewn
the room in a state of great perturba-
tion

“Such an idea has never
to me io my life |

Sl he murmured, half

1 daresay mnot] ] daresay not I-I
of ecircumstances |
Pray do not be disturbed |

ideas are the birth
and of time |

Mr. Dane, Let me put it to you fairly
and reasonably, You

legitimate son, " He paused half a sec-
ond, and gave his chiefl a furtive

gquu---.. “Mrl'. Dane took absolutely no
notice What do you intend v do
about the House—you are not going

to allow
lack of
Duleie.

it to collapse, 1 imagine, for
& Successor{ [ marry Miss

fdl:n'l'l.l:l'.l-'.. My
liday's money is thus kept in

business, instead of being carried awa
Lo strangers. And W

Carry on the business—g
and a true Trichet i

" Mr. Albert
stopping short

and regarding his elerk lixedly, “].ruurr

Your salary is £200 a year. | Somehow,

was his
response, in a thoroughly l:-::mErH-i

can perform.™|

wen paid, and over-paid, for the work |

| day.

for ycu, !

in which other mer-|of his soul.
cantile houses have floundered in their | alrous
Besides all |
ave played private detective
you |

If you throw me ; )
| service, and to receive at her hands

| : resumed his |
chair at his clerk's bidding, could not
he could not |

 Now.that time had s

=

occurred |

have no son—no |

Leoffrey, if you like, and if
he does not fly in the face of hig good |
marry Miss Angel. Hal- |
the |

_ have the Huuﬁﬂj
of Dane and Trichet of the future to

true Dane
s | upon earth—ibat a man—the creature

Trichet,” suid Matihew, | ™ade in the image of the Maker of
in his perambulations | *!! nobility and purity,—was incapable

do without your humble servamnt, Mr.
Dane—aithough 1 fear, [ sadly fear,
that you do not like me much.”

This was said with a smile, and
might be taken as a sportive little jest.
Mr. Dane, however, answered the re-
mark in all seriousness :

“On the contrary, my dear Albert,
I have always bhad a great regard

' and affection for you. Only you know,
his |
| don't inter- OF two little mistakes in my life; and,

I have, like mauy other men, made one

you occasionally give me a
reminder of them. I'm an old man you
see, and don't like these r-:minderg."

“Nol” said Alhert, locking at him
with an evil grin, “ And I awm a living
reminder, am I not {"

Then Matthew Dane knew that he
knew, and that the tool whom he had
made use of, and despised as thorough-

ly as he hated him, bad goiten a hold |

over him in his old age that no other
man on earth could ever have power
to get.

“He is a sneaking cad,” he said to
hiself, savagely, when the young man
had gone cut from his presencs.

But though he said it, he realized
for the first time in his life that a
blow had been struck at the uh_uuluta
power that was (he ruling passion of
his existence.

CHAPTER XIX.
It was a week since Geoffrey Dane

had been to Cromwell Road. He had |

refused ali invitations to dine at his
uncle’s and had {urned a deaf ear to
those pleasant little suggestions of the-
atres and concerts in company with
the two pretly sisters and his aunt,

 which had been alluringly laid out for
de- |

his acceptance. He bad avoided their
society in every instance, absenting
himself not only from Miles' tea-party

 but also from the Sunday lunch and

dinner, at which his presence was in-
variably expected. Geoffrey’s eyes had
been opened to his own danger. That
copy of Congreve upon his table had
taught him to what end he had been
drifting, and into what peril he had
been about to fall. A few more such
meetings, a few more such evenings,
—such glances from soft kind eyes and
smiles from sweet red lips—and Geof-
frey knew that he would be undone,
and propose to Amngel Halliday.

And it would be his undoing, and
hers. Of that he was very sure. How
was a man to make one woman happy,
when at” the very bottom of his heart
he would be for ever hankering after
another ? That was how it would be
with him if he married Angel Halli-
[t would be for his own utter
misery, and moreover it would be a
cruel wrong towards her. 8o, for
her sake as well as for his own, he
determined to keep out of her way.

Then again he took shame to him-

| self for his infidelity, even in thought
through periods of | to hor whom he had made the Queen

Geoffrey had strange, chiv-
notions, uncommon amongst
young men of this practical and self-
seeking generation. It seemed to him
that he had been false to his ideal,
unirue to the dream of his higher na-
tere!l Had he not told her that his
love was hers, his love at her feeti
—that he desired no other reward save
to be allowed to devote himself to her

that which it pleased her o meie out
to him? He took himself to task be-
cause he had Iallen short in that
whick he had undertaken to be to her.

] _aofi

A
he had resented ber leaving him, he
began to ask himself wheihar after

say as you do, that lall =he hid net some good reason for
position Lo support | what she did; wheiher she, who was
; from | 80 far wiser and better
you would materially affect my case, |
Of courss, in marrying Miss Duleie Hal- |
intoe pariper- | :
had accused ber, for the step which | Dever shown the slightest desire to
Perhaps it had seem- Mmike

than he was,
might not have had some excellent
cause, far beyoad the eaprice and the
ficklemess of which he in his blindness

she bad taken.
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The short January day was closing
in. The twilight mingled pleasantly

with the ruddy glow of the fire, and

the girl at the window could mo long-
er see to read. She looked, instead,
inte the neighbouring garden, bounded
by low hedges and windbowed firtrees
sharply outlined against a glowing
crimson sky. And on the same back-

 ground the small head made acharm-
' ing silbouastte ; the rounded cheeks and

dainty pointed chin, the low, straight
brow, and little self-willed nose, and
above all the soft halo of fluffy hair.
The thin rasping voice of a mother,
roused the girl {rom the wintry
thoughts which had saddened her large
dark eyes. A list of domestic cares
was enumerated, and then the girl's
mother approached the window and en-
deavored to claim the fugilive attention
of her daughter by subjects mnearer
bome.

* Maisie,” she began, hesitatingly, “ 1
want to speak to you again about—
the girl knew the particular tone of
voice, and broke in quickly with: “Oh !
mother, please not that]” " My dear
girl, it's positively ridiculous the way
you always interrupt and refuse to lis-

| ten Lo reason,” and, with a whine, " it
makes my position exceedingly awk-
ward and unpleasant.

What am 1 to
do with you ! Do you realize your age,
Maisie ¥ Nearly 24. Why, your sisters
were all married before they were your
age, and Connie had two children.

“"At present,” the mother went on,
relentlessly, 1 am besieged on all
sides by men who wish to marry you,
for you are a pretty girl, Maisie—pret-
tier than any of your sisters, and more
like your grandmother, who was quite
a belle in her time—but in afew years
nobody will look at you, your chunces
of happiness and of making a good
mateh will be over forever. Percival
Sutton,”"—" Au! I knew that was com-
ing,” sighed the lirl,—"said he would
come (o tea this evening, and he is
very amxious to speak o you. To-
night you really must give him his
answer, and I can only say that if you
send him away with a refusai I will
take no more trouble about you. He is
the best match in the county ; young,
rich, intelligent, helr to a baronetey
—and remember, nooe of your sisters
18 lLitled—indeed, yuu canunot do bet-
ter.”

u:;ﬂ“ a pause zhe went on, 1 want
to know whal stands in your way of
doing as the others bad sense enough
to do—of selting my mind at rest about
you, and of taking up a position in
life as the wife of a good man.”

“ You mean of a rich man!” the girl
sald languidly, folding ber hands and
again turning her eyes to the gar-
den.

A tail man, with bowed head and

LHAUAS vlsapoad buleimd e seons srolk-
ing restlessly over the little lawn, a
few inches of freshly fallen snow dead-
ening the sound oi us quick footsteps,
and the giri watched with unconscious
[ascination the dark shadowy prints
left in the flat whiteness. ‘The tall
stranger, with the grave face and ath-
letic though now stooping form, buad
had

friends ; indeed, seemed

ed to her right that ha should be sub- |datm'mim'.l:| lo avoid any chance or risk

jected to this hard and bitter test of |

his sincerity—and then, alas ! how mis- | mother had

erably short had it not fallen of the | Pewcomer, she had found him at home

standard to which he might have at-
tained. Dimly he began to be AWAra,
Lthat between them there was built up
fome barrier over which it would nev-
er be possible for him to pass—some-
thing outside and beyond all those
things that were clear as daylight to
him; the difference in ereed and age,
the singularity of her position with
regard to her father-in-law, and the
friendship wh'ch—as he truly believed
—was good Lellowship, but not love.

If ali these, by some miracle, might
be swept away, there would still exist
=ome othec thing of which he knew
nothing, and which of itself was suf-

| ficient to part them. But is a man
such a poor ereature, he asked of him- |

sclf, that he is incapable of lovin

for the sake of the loved one alone

Has he so litile heroism, so POOr a no-
tionn of se!f-sacrifice, that he musi
needs have all, or else fling all away
upor the winds and the waves? Was
there no self-devotion, no unselfishness
of purpose, no purity of life, even 1eft

of such a high and God-like love ¥ Had

mother's maiden name, which you have | thi® thing died out from the face of

assumed, was Josephine Trichet; your  the earth? W h"! he remembered how |
’ a few pleasant idle days, a natural |

father—'
“ My father—is dead, Mr. Dane,’

said |

vielding to the seductions of the hour

Albert, looking at bim significantl | —and even a champagne supper, act-
“I have letters,” he ﬂdfiﬂﬁ: in ':lnmﬂ; | ing upon his senses and his lower na-

Voice, * letters to my mother

that | t9re, had been powerful

enough al-

Prove—but we will not, | think, dis- | MoSt to drag him down from the Olym-

tl.lll’li.l the a:hes of

the dead.
wish to rake

5 them up, have you {"
Not at all. You aye right. Poor
man, he was  although of lowly birth,
& most deserving and
son—a sad pity be died so Young !" He
upr-:-‘kr hurriedty, almost with confusion.
There was a moment's silence. Al-
I:-E:t watched him narrowly,
Does he guess what I found in the

letters " asked the younger man of |

himself,
= Uue!rhr know that he was born
before his mother's murriage ¥ asked

thf: elder in his inmost soul.

So you see, do You not, that for
the sake of your old friends, my moth-
¢r and my father, | bave a certain
claim upon you, independent of the
sérvices I have been fortunate enough
ll:lul'vl:_l.lh'r you " said Trichet at length.
" Well, no doubt, there is something
in what you say, my dear boy. I am
willing to think it over, in order to

endeavor to fal] in with your mot un-
reasonable views, ™ :

He sat down by (he table again and
nd to his clerk with

of frankness and Sym-
Albert took

: 2
Warmly, be band and shook it

“Ah! that is right ; now we under-
stand each cther. You see ;,,-:u can't

An appearaoce
pathy.

respectable per- |

gram. Please
to release it.

er’s parish plasther.
dote quick as poasible
girl,

wich I wood like it to be

What is good for to extingulah it, The
enclosed money is for the price of the
extinguisher. Hurry plasg,

: | Pus of his aspirations to the Hades of
! bave no | the sordid considerations of this world's
| comforts
| deed, he realized how deep was the
abyss into which he had well
| fallen.,

and eonveniences—then, in-
nigh
(To be Continued.)
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A DRUGGIST'S ORDERS.
Here are some ordera recently re-

ceived by a druggist in a neighboring
city:

This ehild is my little girl, I send

yoir five cents to buy two sitless pPow-
ders for a

groan up adult who is sike.
Dear Dochter, ples gif bearer five

sense worse of Auntie Toxyn for to
gargle baby's throat and obleage,

You will peas give the leetle boi

five cents worth of epecac for to throw
up in a five months' old babe, N, B.—
The babe has a sore stummick.

I have acute paininmy child’s dia-
give my son something

My little babey has eat up its fath-
Bend an ante-
by the enclosed

insides ang
exti e

I haf a hot time in my

made up the fire, and lowered
blinds.
through the hall, wrapping a soft
cloak about her as she went, and
openin
quietly
to the snow-covered garden. in the low
hedge which divided
boring patch there
large enough to squeeze through, and
a moment later she was skimmi
across the very lawn where she had
just seen the owner's
tiplying in the snow.
pected, he had left
and through this
into the hall, and thence
wn from which as yet
showed her a charmi
from floor to cei
inad
beheld

ONTARIO ARCHIVES
TORONTO

of doing so. Years ago, when the girl's
called upon the lonely

and he only acknowledged the visit by
a polite note of thanks, explaining that
he never made or received calls, and
lived a life of study and unbroken sol-
itude. To-night, as her mother talk-
ed, and the girl's attention wandered
to the growing number of blue-gray
foolprints in the snow, an anusual cir-
cumstance arrestel her thoughts and
drew her still farther firom ihe sordid
and wearisome conversation. A servant
caome out of the house and handed to
the man an orange-colored envelope,
which he did not open till he was
again alone. Then he disappeared.

Ihe girl returned to consciousness
with a slight start, and became dimly
aware of a question in her mother's
face and voice. She risked, at random,
the first answer that occurred to her:
"“Oh, yes, if you like, mother!]” The
reply was evidently appropriate, A
smile diffused the hard, weary features
of the elder woman; the very silk of
ber gown seemed to squeak sudden ap-
proval.

“ My dear good child, this is sweet
of you! Thut poor young man wiil be
s0 happy.” Whereupon the dear gooid

' child was enveloped in o black silk e

brace and covered with impulsive
kisses,

“ And will you tell him so yourself,

dearie; or shall I see him alone first ¢

[ expect you will both feel a little shy
and constrained.”
“I should like you to see him by

yourself, mother,” said the girl, rising
and wondering with complete disinter-
| est what would be the vuteome of her
mental aberration and wandering re-
sponse.

“And I may tell him—" sgaid the

mocher eagerly.

" Anything you like,” her daughier

answered as she disappeared.

The servant entered with a tea tray,

the
passed swiftly
gEray
. then,
u side d end closing it

hind her, the slipped out in-

The girl

it from the neigh-
was a broken space

footsteps mul-
o Lr:i nh::d bhad ex-
18 garden door open
she made her way
i}:tcL the only
a t
A cozy fire and a re émlnm;nr'—
study, lined
llnt‘ th books,
arm-chair before the fire she
three-years'

seen of his face she had not thought
him remarkable in wpurlm-tllill
main was without doubt y
handsome. She had believed the bow-
ed form belonged to a man of 50 at
least, whereas this man could not have
been more, and was proably less than
35. A vague sense of vexation filled
her, and she wished she had not yield-
ed to the ridiculous impulse which had
brought her thither. Then, in a mo-
ment, a revulsion of feeling made her
glad, with a great throb of gladness,
that she had obeyed the dictates of
ber folly., He looked up from the fire,
egazed at her distractedly for half a
second, and when he spoke his wvoice
showed no surprise. .

“Come in and shut the door,” was
his greeting; [ have beem wanting
Fﬂu.”

“You are alone, as usual 1" she ask-
éd, drawing nearer.

“I am 1%“'1.1'3 alone. Why in the
world did you ecome "

“You had a telegram just mow, n
the garden,” she explained; “ 1 fear-
ed it might be bad news." :

“He gave a little, hard. mirthless
laugh. * Bad news has long ceased to
be possible in my life,” he said eoldly.
“ Was that why you came "

T YEH."

“ Reison enough to keep most peo-
ple away,” he remarked drily. They
looked at each other and were silent.
At last she asked: * Why do you walk
rouind and round your lawn every ev-
ening "

He shrugged his shoulders. * Force
ﬂ; habit, 1 suppose; it is the way I
think.”

Then, hastily changing the subject,
he inquired: “ What will vour mother
1y when you tell her whare you've
been

“I don’t think it will oceur to her
to ask. Her thoughts are taken up
it the present moment,"—she glanced
at the clock—" in accepting an offer
of marriage on my behalf. She is an
admirable woman: T am her sixth
daughter, and when she has disposed
of me we shall all have been married
before the age of 24.

The girl was gazing at him steadily
and without flinching: wvaguely she
found berself wondering if there had
ever bheen a time in her life when she
had not known him—when, in fact, this
stranger had not been her first and
greatest thought, the supreme interest
which completely filled the emptiness
of her world. 8o had love coms to her
unsought, and as yel she knew it not
hy that name. When she spoke her
voice was low and appealing: * Well,
it can matter Jlittle how one works
out one's destiny if in the end all will
infallibly turn out well. For instance
I shall marry this man of my mother's
choiee, and perhaps for a few vears we
will be miserabls together; but at last
death will free on« of us and then
life's object will becom= clear, and |
will view it with the impartiality of my
last hour, from the standpoint of age,
experience or resignation, as acharm-
ing picture in a circular frame, and
shall smile to see how well the colors
blended.” She laughed hopelessly.

" Poor little girl I" he muttered, ris-
ing, and, leaning against the mantel
piece, he looked down at her with
Yearning, dreamy eyes. “ Shall Ttell
you the riddle of my life ?" he asked
She assented.

“Ten years ago T married {he gir
my father chose for me—an heiress,
the only child of rich and indulgent
parents. We did not love each other
—a punishment which I doubtless de-
served. Less than a year afier our
marriage I first noticed a strange ex-
pression in my wife's face, which dav
by day became more apparent, and
then she began to talk strangely and
to say senseleas things. Vainly I strove
to fight the fear which was fast Erow-
ing to certainty, till at last the vio-
lence of a mad woman left me in
doubt no longer as to the terrible
thing which had come upon me. [ dis-
covered them, that her grandmother
had died in an asylum, and that a
hrother, whose very existence had heon
hidden from me, had shot himself while
temporarily insane. 1 won't deseribe
‘o you the horror of the next few
months, when the best brain doctors
n London pronounced her ease hope-
lessly incurable and when [ had done
all T could to restore the balanse of her
disordered mind, withoui avail. 1 di
not want to send the poor thing away:
but the matter was taken out of my
hands, When I was recovering from
a knife wound in myv left temple—you
see | am destined 10 CArTyY u reminder
of her to my grave—the doctors in-
sisted on removing her to an asylum,
and there I have been obliged to leave
bher ever since.”

The girl had drawn nearer to him ;
his story had been a shock to her, but
her thoughis were not of herself. “"How
dreadful!” she said, “and how lonely
you must ofiem be! Why have you
never let me know vou all {hese yvearst”

" I—=1 dared not !"--he turned aWRYy.
He did not see the glory of love and
suffering that shone in her soft dark
eyes. Maybe he heard both in her
voice, for there siole into his eyes the
light of happiness.

" It was unkind of You,” she =aid : 1
might have been better than nolhing.”

She crept close (o him, amd shyly
put her hands ia one of his: he bent
over them, holding them to his birow.
* Little girl you don't understand,” he
said softly. * Better than nothing |—
It was just because you are better thap
everything that I ecould not say 1o you
‘Come!" Every day since I first came
here I think I would have given my
soul to see you come in at the door
a8 you did to-night. And so the Years
passed. I was often lonely, but it sat-
isfied me to know that YOUu were near,
It amused me to wonder what we
should say to each other if eVer we
met."
" Yet,” said the girl, 1 wonder that
you can hold such bappy theories about
life? Do you really believe that your
riddle will be solved ™

“1 think,"” he answered gravely, “it
was solved by the telegram you saw
me open in the garden ; it brought me
the news of my poor wife's death—and
you came to save me from the horror

of my thoughts.”

The girl would have drawn awa r
hands, but he detained tham;r E;r
swayed a little, and he eupported her
with his arm. “ I must g0 back,” she
said faintly. He folded her cloak about
her tenderly. “I am going to take yon

bome,” he said

. —
All the prisoners of New York State
penitentaries are practically in a state
of enforeced
tentaries where the
last year insanity spread
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TOLSTOI AND THE CZAR.

The Becent Mecting of These Twe Men —
The Mighty Primnce and Friend of the
Peor.

Few incidents have occurred in many
years more memorable for what they
express or signify than the recent
meeting of the Tsar Nicholas 1I. with
Count Tolstoi.

Intending to return through Moscow
from one of his southern journeys, the
tsar found that the town in which Tol-
stoi lives would be one of the reflresh-
ment stations on his route, and he
sent the count a carefully worded note
inviting him to an interview.

The weeting took place, Tolstoi
wearing the simple garb of a laborer
and attended by a few of his peasant
friends, and the Emperor of Russia with
his magnificent suite, dressed in bril-
liant uniforms.

Nicholas talked of his celebrated
peace proclamation, and evidently wi-h-
ed to know his famous subject’'s opin-
ion of it. The great philanthropists
commended his motive in proposing he
disarmament of nations, but courteous-
ly intimated that in this grand work
his majesty himself would be expected
to set the first example.

What was said during that remark-
able interview, however, could hardly
be more important than the fuc! that
two suck men met and gave audience
to ach other. Representing what they
did, their talk was like a conference
between the fifteenth and twentieth
centuries.

In the person of the tsar were em-
bodied all the traditional ideas of hu-
man nequality. Count Tolstoi stood
for man as man. One was incarnate
autocracy ;. the other was incarnate
democracy. One represented a Chris
tianity which interprets Christ in its
own way; the other represented a
Christianity that takes Him at Iis
waord.

Rarely have two men of opposite cul
ture stood side by side facing 1(he
world's future who would influence 1 he
world’s future more than this prince
of rank and riches and this champiop
of the poor.

i
THE WELL-DRESSED WOMAN.

The woman of whom good dressing i
apn individual characieristic does nol
allow any one (o dominate herin the
sclection of the various details of hes
wardrobse, She is not considered a
sinecure by her milliner or her dress
waker, nor does she follow prevailing
lincs in a fear of being considered eo-
centrie,

To begin with, whatever the texture
of 1he material, the real ki yuole to be-
comingness is color, and the nice
and carcful selectivns of every shade is

L

due, ofien, the great success many
soviely women achieve in ‘heir corroet
dressing. Rules are given vut from

lime 10 time for color sele Lions, but

wWoman's actual

holding material about ber face in the
light in which the garment is to be
worn, wheither for day wear or by
artificial  filumination ihe idea of

the hair and c¥es being matchoed is oft-
en at fault, for so much depends upon
the clearness or brilliancy of the com-
Mexion.

“Be not the first LYy whom the new
o iried” does mot Hpp.y w dressing,
HIOGe gl *—l‘.l:ll.i.ld be une B prige Lo I L=
i L, if nul 1ndeed e whole 1rend of
LBl ume, the lessir o ures,
which, because of their artistic beau ¥,
are ifien the distinguishing puiuts of
the whole., Careful dressers personal-

1 he

ly direct ihe making of their gowns,
even Lo the smallest detail Ibhe au-
Busi modiste has no terrors fo t e,
It is th ¥ who must wear (he Eown,
and thiy should know whal they
waml., H_Ij. L oulher hamd EUWD de=
SIENINDE Is an ari-—a Lade D —mog eyguaal-

ly disiribuied, and wany, mwany wollen
would ¢ bu SOrry spectacles of |L|1|j|'
launched at once 1o oullining eulire
lollel s,

Before deciding upona toilel study
Jour own iines and con ours.  lemem-
ber your gown cam conform 1o Jou—

Joll are praciically afixed and fore-
Evne conclusion, and if Yowu ara slend-
€ or sioul, you will remain so: und it
18 1o the outlines of your dress or
wWrap i1hat you must look for the
enhancing of charms or (he COVering
of defects,

“uﬂ lr.-u'k [T :I'_Ii.J.'ILj" over all Lhe
dresses you have had w hich were a
Particular and lasting satisfac lon,
and you will find a ke yuole ol similar-
Iy somewhere, ]| iy be colod, but
likely it was the grace iL gave 1o 1he
‘nglh of your waist or the si pe of
Lhe houlder. Bear ihese | PRy recol-
leciions in mind and quie: ¥ wncorpor-
alte them in | he f:mhmum; ol Your
new wardrobe, :

Velvet and fur are almost universal-

Iy becoming, while lace is a bad se-
lection for many features, If lace is
[VET | carcfully, select Lhe shade. Pure

while, used i ma=se8, ofieh
lendency to
Ihl'fl'ﬂ.iull-'i.

. has a
inlensify comple xion -
"vhile brownish or cream
the reverse elfect, A
touch of volor at the meck, or in ihe
inner facing of a hat, is often just 1he

richt complement for the 1im of your

Few women know the oullines of
their own heads and are, thercfore,
only occasionally seeg at  their bst;

and this happens when by whim or ac-

cident the hair is becomingly dressed,
I'bhe hair is nolure's rinﬁ'llI touch of
Bhe may have wmude but
of your features or color-
She adds this sofr, pliant mass
0 do with ay You please;, and i1 is
o ﬂtlraf-?linm"";l“l own fault if she is
Ve | slric
hF;rIHifllI. , indeed, not sirictly
ou feel that in the main you must
follow Prevailing modes. yiet jiiu“r neck
'8 80 short that you feel jike You wers
'n a pillory inthe pew, high collars.
he next best thing to do 1s to af-
fet an up-ind-down decoration for the
band, thereby giving it an Appearance
of added height instead of the rounded
sl yle orthat which is topped off with
nts which make the face look like
a flower heart i its petals all
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upon a sather pimmg
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