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H: will recover, al
red greatl).

said. “He & a magnificent player.”

should comsider my journey here a
wasted ome. _HIJ.L’ I can't. He is in the
midst of deiicate and important ne-

a time Lo play goll. It is an absurd

axplain it,"”
“the greatest mem have had their
bobbies, you know. | need mnot re-
mind you of Nero's liddle, or Drake's
ey [0

‘endan said, “Lo conneet his visit here

ter left by the tide; and beyond, the
marshvy eountry was broken only by
that line of low cliffs, from which
the little tufta of E'rf' sprouted
feebly. The waves w

most to her fest were barely rip-
ples, breaking with scarcely a visible
effort upon the molst gand. Above:
the sky was gray and threatening
only o few minutes before a cloud of
white mist had drifted in from the
sen and settled softly upon the land
in the form of rain. The whole out-
ook was typleal of intense desola-
tian. The only sound breaking the sl
lence, almost curlously devoid of all
physdeal and animal noises, was the
woft washine of the sand az her feet,
and every mow and then the jingling
of sliver harness as the horses -of
her carrlage, drawn up on the road
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“The goll very likely,” Wollenden

Herceutt frowned.
“H 1 thought so,” he said, “I

otiations—] know as muck as that.
le would not come down here at such

dea ™
“] really dom't see how else you can
Wollenden remarked :

‘Quite unnecessary,” Harcutt de-
lared briskly. “Frankly, | don't be-
weve tn Mr. Sabin’s goil. There is
somebody or something down here
onnected with his schemes ; the golf
& @ ﬁuh[urfllur'. e [.l'.FI.j".'t well be-
A EA ha does H?E!j’thiﬂﬂ 'I-\I'-I.EH."

“It wiil tax your ingenui'y,” Wol-

vith anything in the shape of poiiti-

1] schames."

“ My Mgenuily accepts the task, at
wny rate,” Harcutt said. “I am go-
ng to find out all about it, and you
pust help me. It will be for both ocar
ntarests.”

‘1 am -l|r.'u..||1," Wolfenden ~msweared,
that you are on a wild goose chase.
-y Il am quMe willing to help you

[ can.”

“Weil, te begin,' Harcult =aid:
you have been wilh L= some iime
o-day. Did he ask you any questions
ybout the locality ¥ Did he show cuar-
swsily in any of the rl'e*r-u'ltll'l'l'[!-'l'f"

Vollenden shook his head.

‘Absolutely none,” he answered.
he omly conversalion we had, in
vhich he showed any intereat at all,
sas comcerning my own people. By

¢ bye, that reminds me! I told bhim |
{ an incident which occurred at Der-
ngham Hall last night, and he was

yriainiy interested and curious. 1
hagoed to look at him at an unex-

_rr_’-—_r.u __‘_.d- -; } .:- o T T -
A S e S e o o A L=

e b moniant, and his a ppearance
wwolnished me. 1 have never seen
im look 50 keen about anything be- |

will you tell me the incident at |
wice, plense Harcutt beeged
rly. It may contain the very
lue for which [ am hunting. Any-
hine which interests Mp. Sablo in-

sreatd T, {
There is no secrecy about the

natter,” Wolfenden sald. 1 will
!l you nall about 1. You may per- |
anaps have heard that my father
wis been in very poor health ever |

dnee the great Solent disaster. It
Jortunately affected! his brain to
wrtain extemt. and he has been

the viotim of delnsicns eaver since.
Ul metE Berlous of these is. that

w has beon commissions by the
iovernment to  prepare. apond a gl
Fant scale. a plan and ti-'H.'riptltm
ur const delences and navy. e

as o sccretary and typist, and

vorks ten hours a day: but [rom
thelr report and my own observa-
oud, 1 nm afraid the only result s

alisolute anintelligible chaos. !
t of course, we have to take
. riously, and be thankful thnt
& is Y WOrS Now  the Inclkdent

h 1 told Mr. Sabin was this.

it rhit 0 man called and intro-
] nselfl as  De. Wilmot, the
it mind ap winlist. Ho represent-
that he had boen staying in

o neichborhoosd, amd was 8] 1
v terms with the local med-
here, De. Whitlett. My father's
had been mentioned between

B hiim vl b had become much in-
tereatex] In it He had o theory
' his own for the investigation of

h coses  which consisted. brielly,
of careful serutiny of any work
one by the patient. He brought

ettar from Dp. Whitlett, and
that if we would procure him
rht of my [ather's most recent
wwnuecripts, he would give us an
winlen on the case. We never had
the slightest susplcion as to the
irutlh of his statements, and 1 took
m with me Lo the Admiral’s

Cunly However, while we Wern
andd he was rattling through
the manuscripts. up comes Dr. |

& itlett, the local man, in hot haste.
w letter was a forgery., amd the
nin  an Impostor. He eaCn el
Jirough the window and got clean
vway. That ls the story as I told
t to Mr. Sabin. What Jo you make
of &7
Harcutt stood up. and lald his
e upon the other’s shonlder. '
Well, I've got my clues, that's |
' e declared: *“the things a8 |
dnln as sunlight ™
Wollenden rose aleo to his feet.
‘T must be a fool,” he sald, * for
ertainly can't see 1L
Harcutt lowerms hls volee.
Lowk here. Wolfenden,” he said, |
hnve no doubt that you are right
Wl that your father’'s work Is of
» valwe, but vou may bD8 Yery
sure of one thing=Mr. Sabin Jdoed
8 think so™
“1 don't sen what Mr. Sabin has
ot to do with it,” Wollenden sald. |
Hacratt Llang hesl. .
“Well, T will tell you one thing,”
» sabd: it is the contents of
oidr father's study which has
roircht Mre. S2abin to Perivgham.™
CHAPTER XXII.
From the Easinning.
roman stood in the midst ol a
wil lerness, gazing scaward.
\round her was a long streteh of
vot  sand and of seaweed-stalned
ocks, rlsine from little pools of wa-

1 I

rolled al-

‘bove, tossed thelr hends and fidget-
“l. The carrlage Itsell gro-

-y TR
tesquely out of place. The coachman,
with powdered hair and the dark
blue Deringham livery sat perfectly
motionless, his head bent a little for.
ward, and his eyes fixed upon his
horses ears. The footman by her
#ide stood with folded arms and ex-
pressdon as wooden as though he were
walting upom a Bond street pave.
ment. Both were weary and both
would have liked to vary the mono-
tony by a little conversation: but
only a few yards away the woman
was standing whose curious taste had
led her to visit such a epot.

Her arms were hanging listlessly b
her slde, her whole expression, a{
though her face was upturned toward
the sky, was one of intense dejection,
=omething about her attitude be.
fpoke a keen and intimate sympathy
with the desolatlon of her surround.
ings. The woman was unhappy ; the
light in her dark eyes was inimitably
#id. Her cheeks were pale and a lit-
tle wan. Yet Lady Depincham was
very handsome—as handsome #8 a
wWoman approaching middle age could
hope to be. Her figure was still slim
and elegant, the streaks ol egray In
her raven black hair were few and
far between. She might have lived
hand In hand with sorrow, but it had
done very little to age her. Only a
lew years ago, in the erowded ball-
room of a palace, & prince had de-
clared her to be the handsomest wo-
man of her age, and the prince had
the reputation of knowing. It was eagy
to believe It.

How long the woman might have
lingered there it is hard to say, for
evidently the spot possessed a pecu.
Uar lascination for her, and she had
given hersell up to o rare fit of ab
straction. lut OB g nd—
WK it the low  walling ol
that seagull, or the more
distant ery of a hawk, motionless in
mid-air and scarcely visible against
the cioudy sky, wlich caused her to
turn her bhead ioland? And then she
eaw that the solitude was no longer
unbroken. A dark objeet had rounded
the sandy little hendland, and was
coming steadily towards her. she
looked at it with a momentary inter-
est, her skirt ralsed in her hand, al-
ready a few steps back on her return
to the walting carringe, Was It o
man? It was something humnn, at
any rate, although Its progrossion
was slow and ungraceful, and marked
with & peculiar but uniform action.
=he stood perfectly still, a motionless
fizure against the backeground of wan,
clond-shadowed sea and gathering
twilight, hier eyes rivetied upon this
strange thing, her lips slightly parted,
her cheeks as pule as death, Gradually
it came nearer and nearer. Her skirt

 dropped Mo her nerveless lingers, her

eves, 0 moment before dull, with an
infinite and pitifol emptiness, were
lit now with = new light. She was not
alone, nor was she anprotected, yvet
the woman was sullering froin o
spasm of terror—one could scarcely
imagine any =ight revolting enough o

ceall up that exprossion of acate and

trembling lear, which had suddeniy
transformed her appearance, 1t was
a8 though the level sands had ylelded
up their dead—the shipwrecked mar-
iners of generations—and they all,
with white, sad farces and walling
voices, were closingz in around her. Yet
it was hard to account for a terror
#0 abject, There was certainly nothing
in the figure, now close at hand, which
seemed capable of lnspiring 1t

It was a man with a club foot—
nothing more nor liss, In fact, It was
AMlr. Sabin! There was nothing about
his appearance, save that ungainly
movement caused by his deformity, In
any way singular or threatening. He
came steadily nearer, and the wonall
who awaited him trembled. Perhaps
his expression was a trille sardonic,
owing chielly to the extreme pallor
of his skin, and the black flannel
clothes with invisible stripe, whicih he
had been wearing for goll. Yet when
he lifted Lis soft felt hat from Lis
head and bowed with an ease and ef-
fect palpably acquired in other coun-

tries, his appearance was far from un- |

pleasant. Ile stood there bare-headed
in the twilight, a strangely winning
smile upon his dark face, and his bhead
courteously bent

“The most delightful of nnexpected
meetings," he murmured, 1 am alrald
that I have come upon you like an
apparition, dear Lady Deringham! |
must have startled von! Yes, 1 can see
by your face that [ did; I am ro rOrry.
Doubtless vou did not know until yes-
terday that I was in England.”

Lady Derlugham wuas slowly recov-
ering hersell. she was white still, even

to the lips, and there was n strange, |

sick pain at her heart. Yet she an-
swered him with something of her
usual delileratencss, conscious perhapa
that her servants, although thelr
heads were studionsly averted, had
yvet witnessed with surprise this un-
expecied meeting. -

“You certainiy startled me,” she
gald : “I had hoagined that thisa was
the most desolate part of all unfre-
quented spots | 1t is here I come when|
1 want to [ecl absolutely alone. T did)
not dream of meeting another [ellow]
creature—least of all people in they
world, perhaps, you!”

“LLY he answered,smiling rently, ‘was
perhaps the better prepared. A few
minutes ago, [ron the cliflls yonder, 1
gaw your carriage drawn up here, and
1 saw you alight. I wanted to speak
with you, su 1 lost no time in scram-
bling down on to the sands. You have
changed marvellously little, Lady Der-
ingham : ’

and you,"” she sald, “only in name.
You are the Mr. Sabin with whom
my son was playing goll yesterday

morning °©
“] am Mr. #=abin,” he answered.

“Your egon did me n good service a
week or two back. He is a very I!pu
young fellow ; I congratulate you.

»*apd your niece,” Lady Dering-
ham asked ; *who is she ? My son spoke
to me of her last night."”

Mr. Sabin smiled Taintly.

w Al ! Madame,” he said, “there have
been 80 many people lately who have
been asking me that question. yet to
yvou as to thew 1 muss return the
same answer. Eh:! is my niece!

“You cali her " !

“She shares my name at present.’

«1s she your danghter ™"

He shook his head sadly. i

] have never been married,” he sald,
with an Indefinable mournfulness In
his flexible tones. 1 have had neither

A l|

I She looked dowa at his del'urmil‘-;r.'

and, woman-like, she shivered.
“It Is no better, then ?" she mur-
mured, with eyes turned seaward.
“It s absolutely incurable,” he de-
clared.

She changed the subject abruptly.

' ““The last I heard of you,” she said,
‘was that you were In China. You
were planning great things there. In
ten years, I was told, Europe was to
be at your mercy !

“I left I'ekin five years ago,” he
gald. “China is a land of Cabals. She
may ¥et be the greatest country In
the world. I, for one, believe In her
destlny, but it will be in the genera-
tions to come. I have no patience to
Inbor for another to reap the harvest,
Then, too, a craving for just one
draught of civilization brought me
westward aguin. Mongolian habits are
interesting, but a little trying."

“And what,"” she asked, looking at
him steadily, *‘lias brought you to Der-
Ingham, of all places upon this earth?”

He smlled, and with his stick traced
a qualnt pattern in the sand.

*“l have never told you anything
that was not the truth,” he sald; "I
will not bezin now. 1 might have told
you that I was here by chance, for
change of alr, or for the f. Neither
of these things would nve  been
true. I am here because Deringham

village is only a mile or two from
Deringham Ha ]t

She drew a
jingling of ha
ed thelr hea
her of the cl
vanta.

“What do you want of me?" she
asked hoarselys

He looked at her in mild reproach,
a good-humored smile at the corner
of hls lips; yet, after all, was It
good humor or some curious out.
ward reflection of the workine of his
secret thoughts ? When he spoke, the
reproach, at any rate, was manilest.

“Want of you? You talk as though
I were a blackmailer, or something
equally obnoxlous. Is that qulge [aipe.
Constance ?"

she evaded the reproach: perhaps
khe was not conscious of it. 1t wus
the truth she wanted,

“You had some end in coming hers,"
she persisted. “What s it? [ can
pot concelve anvthine in the worll
you have to galn by coming to see
me. We have lelt the world and so-
clety ; we live buried. Whatever [resh

closer to him. The
a8 her horses toss-
patiently reminded
roximity of the ser-

| schemes you may be plannlng, there

s no way in which we could heip
You. You are richer, stroneer, more
powerful than we. | can think,” she

have brouzht you.”
“And that ?" he asked, deliberately.

tremulous wistfulneas in her eves,
and with solteninz face.

m o m————

“It may be,” she said, “that as you
grow older you have grown kinder:
You may have thought of my great

desire, and you were always gener--

ous, Victor, you may have come to
grant it!

The slichtest possible change pass-
ed over his [ace ar his Christian nama
slipped from her lips. The firm lines
about his mouth certainly relaxed, his
tnrk eves gleam~d for n mwoment with
a kindlier lizht. Perhaps at that min-
ute for both of them ecame a sudden
Hlting of the curtnin, a lingering
backward glance lnto the world i
their youth, passionate, beaatilul, s

|
1

|
|

ductive. There were memories there
which giill seemed set t0 muasic —memn-
ories which pierced even the armor
of his equanimity. Her eyes [illed
with tears as she looked at him. With
a qulck gesture she lald her hand
up<can his,

“Belleve me, Vietor,' she sald, *l
have always thoneht of yvou kindly :

Fake, and your silence was magnifi-
cent. I have never forgotten it."

His face clouded over, her impulsive
words had boeen alter all il chosen,
she had touched a sore polnt! There
was something in these memories dis-
tasteful to him. They recalled the one
time in his life when he had  been
worsted by another man. His cynie-
l=Em returned.

“1 am afrald,” he sald, “"that the
years, which bave made so |little
change in your appearance, have
miidy You a sentimentalist. 1 ean
assure vou that these old memorles
sildom trouble me.”

Then, with o lightning-like Intui-
tion, almost akin to inspiration, he
paw that he had made a mistake. His
bost hold upon the woman had been
through that mixture of sentiment
and pity, which something In thelr
conversation had reawakened in her.
He was destroying it ruthlessly, and
of hls accord. What folly !

“Bah! I am lying,” he sald softly
“*why should 1? Between you and me,
Constance, there should be pothing
but trath. Wo at least should be sin.
cere, oneg to the other. You are right,
I have brought you something which
should have been vours loug ago.

She looked at him with wondering

i

|

[ |

|

|

!|

i :

i_HrH nave sulfercd terribly f[or my
|

I

| OV Ps,

“You are golng to glve me the let
tai'l"'.‘-i ?"

:’ullllrf'l-i ol o j ] Lo rhie ayv | 1
. 1ly one thing which may | pival’

=she looked at him with a certain |

Ll

tor.,” she sald, “It will make me very
happy. You would not ask me, I know,
unless—unless——"'

“You meed have no fear,” be in-
terrn calmly ; “it s a very Ilt-
tle ng. Do you think that Lord
Deringham would know me again af-
ter s0 many years "

“My husband "

“Yes I"
She looked at him in something like
amazement. Before she could tha

question which was framing itsell up-
on her lips, however, they were both
aware of a distant sound, rapidly
drawlng nearer—the thunder of a
horse's hoofs upon the soft sand. Look-
ing up they both recognized the rider
at the eame Instant.

“It is your son,” Mr. Sabin eald
quickly ; “you need not mind. Leave
me to explain. Tell me when 1 can
find you at home alone?"

“] am always alone,” she answer-
ed. “But come to-morrow."

CHAPTER XXIIL
Mr. Sabin Explains.

Mr. Sabin and his niece had finished
their dinner and were lingering a
little over an unusually lusurions des-
sert. Wolfenden had sent some mus-
catel grapes and peaches from the
forcing houses at Deringham Hall—
such peaches as Covent Garden could
scarcely mateh, and certainly not ex-
cel. Mr. Sabin jooked across at Helene
as they were placed upon the table,
with a significant smile.

“An Englishman,” he remarked,

pouring himsell out a glass of bur- |

gundy and drawing the cigarettes to-
wards him, “never knows when he is
beaten. As a national tralt it is mag-
nificent, In pritate life it s a little
awkward."

Helene had been sitting through the
meal, still and statuesque in her
black dinner gown, a little more pale
than usual, and very silent. At Mr.
Sabin's remark she looked up quickly.

“Are you alluding to Lord Wollen-
den V" she nsked.

Mr. 2abin lit his cigarette, and
nodded through the mist of Dblue
Emoke,

“To no less a person,” he answered,
with a shade of mockery in his tone.
“I am beginning to find my guardian-
ship no sinecure after all! Do you
know, it never occurred to me, when
we concluded our little arrangement,
that 1 might have to exercise my

authority ngainst so ardent a sultor. ;

You would have found his lordship
hard to get rid of this merning, 1 am
afraid, but [or my opportune ar-

———

s —

=

“By no means ™ she arswered. * Lord |

Wollenden is 4 gentleman, and be
was not more persistent than he had
a right to be.”

“Perhaps,” Mr. Sabin rl-rlmrl-:f_'ﬂ,:

“vou would have been better pleased
k. I had not come Y’

“I am guite sure of it,”" she ad-
mitted ; “but then it is g0 like you to
arrive Just at a crisis! Do you know,
[ can't help fancying that there 1s
something theatrical about yoqur
comings and goings ! You appear—and
one looks for o curtain and a tab
leaux. Where could you have
dropped from this morning *"

“From Cromer, in a dJdonkey-cart,”
he answered, smiling. 1 got as {ar as
Peterborough last night, and came on
here by the [irst train. 'There was
nothing very melo-dramatic abuvat
that, surely!"

“1t does not sound so, certainly.
Your playing golf with Lord Wolfen.
den afterwards wiag commonplace
enough I

“1 found Lord Wolfenden very in
teresting,” Mr. Sabin said, thought-
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THE WATER SPIDER

AND ITS HABITS.

It seams strange that a m-rtu.in*[
1

kind of splder is capable of forming
n bubble, taking it

the water and discharging it into
its nest, soO that the eggs. and
later on, the young, are kept dry
and given alr. Yet this is what the
water spider does.

Although this spider llves in laud,
whera It needs plenty of alr to
breathe, It is really hatched under
the water, and spends a great deal
of its time there beaeath the sur-
face, Its body is covered with hair,
whiclhi holds the: alr like drops of
water; and when the body is
charged with these ailr particles,
the splder dives down under the sur-
face, forming =a bubble which it
holds between the hind legs and car-

ries with it. It is only in this man- |

ner that It can furnish abtr for the
interior ol Its nest, keeping it dry
until the eggs are hatched.

First., of course, the mother spider

NEST BUILDING AND EU

builds her nest. This s placed some
distance down in the water, and Is
n sort of cell spun in the shape ol
an egg baving an opening on the
under side. When this is completed,
ghie rises to the surface, and there
charges her body thoroughly with
alr. Then once more she dives un-

| der the surface, the water [orming

fully. “He told me a good deal which |

was lmportant for me to Enow. |
am hoping that tonight Le will tell
me more."

“To-night ! Is he coming here 7

Mr. Sabin assented calmly.

“Yew, I thought you would be sur-
prised.

But then you need not see |

him, you know. 1 met him riding upon |

the sands this alternoon—at rather
an awkward moment, by the bye—
and asked him to dine with us"

“He refused, of course ?"

“Only the dinner; presumably he

doubted our cook, [or he asked to be |

allowed to come down alterwards. He
will be here soon."”

“Why did you ask him?"

Mr. Sabin looked keenly across  the
table. There was something in the
girl's face which ke scarcely under-
BLOOU.

“Well, not altogether for the sake
of his company, ! must confess,” he

a bubble which gradunlly swells out
from the body. 'This she skilfully
hold: between her furry hind legs,
firmly, and yvet gently, #0 that It

wont break and escape. Swimming
to the nest, she discharges the bub-

down through | ble in it. This, of courses crowds

| out some of the water, leaving the

top fillad with air. As the nest I
large, regoiring a great deal, the
gpider makes another, and yet an-
other trip, until the whole interior
in free from moisture. By this sim-
ple process she keeps the oges dry,
and furnishes alr for the young un-
til they are large enough to swim
out and get it for themselves. :
But as muen as this spider lives
under water, it is always dry. No
matter how long it may have been
swlmming around under the sar-
face, the moment it comes to the
top, there is no trace of molstare
in It. The reason of this is, thag

| the air particles that cling to Ite

hair, keep off the water, and pre-
vent it from soaking through the
gkin. Another strange thing abous
it is, that it can swim with great
gpeed, In spite of its  balloon-liks

BLE TRANSFORMATION

burden. The best way to watleh
the water spider is to place one in
a vessel Tilled with water, and oom-
taining some water plant. There %
will quick!y spin its web, and if Ted
on fies and bugs, lead its aquatio
cxistence.

The eges of this spider are lald In
n cocoon, shaped something like Che
top of a round dish. It generally
containg a hundred or more SgEs,
each one of which is separated [roos
the other.

H |
She sank Into a chair and looked

at him blankly. ‘
“Put it is impossible,” she cried.

“There are all the ties of relation- |
ghip. and a common stock. They are |

gister countries.” )
“Pon't yvou know,” le sald, “that
it Is the like which irritates and re

which has boen at the root of the

great jealousy, which seems to have | gincere, possibly

spread all through Germany. I need
not go Into all the causes of It with
vou now ; sulficlent it is to say that
all the recent sueccesses of England
have been at Germany's expense.

| mex] was glven by Taleold

' eplepsy,

| There has been n storm brewing for |

long ; to-day, to-morrow, Iin a week,
surely within a month, it will break.”
“You may be right,” she sald ; “"but

| who of all the Frenchwomen I know

replied. “He hns been wseful to we,

and he is in the position to be a
great deal more so0."
The girl rose up. She came over and

stood before him. Mr. Sabin Enew at |

once that something unusunl was go- |

ing to happen.

“Yon want to make of him.,”" she
gald, in a low, Intense tone, * what
you make of everyone—a tool! Ln-
derstand that 1 will not have 1t

“Helene !

The single word, and the glance
which flashed [rom his eyves WOH

“[ am golng to give them to you,” | expressive, but the girl did not fal-
he sald. “With the destruction of | ter.

this little packet falls away the last
link which held us together.”

Hoe had taken a little bundle of let-
ters, tied with n faded ribbon, from

“Oh'! 1 am weary of It,” she cried,

| with a little passionate outburst. *1

am sick to death of it all! You will
pnever succeed in what You are

his pocket, and held them out to her. 1 planning. One might sconer expect a

Even in that salt-odorous air  the
perfume of strange scents seemed to
creep out from those closely wrltten

Lady Doringham clasped the packet
with both hands and her eyes were

|
1 sheets as they [luttered Il the breege.

|
| very bricht and very g0l k.
|

wife, nor child, nor friend. It 19 well
for me that I have not ™™

1t I8 not so. Vietor,” she mur-
murad. “There 15 a nesv and a stronger
link between us now, the link of my
everlasting gratitude. Ah! you were
always generous, always quixotic!
“ome day I felt sure that you would
do thiz."

“When I left Europe,’ he sald, “you
would have had them, but there wias
no trusted messenger whom 1 could
yspare. Yet if I had never returned
ithey were &o bestowed that they
|would have come Into your hands
Jh'ltrh perfect safety. Even now, Con-
stance, will you think me very weak
when I say that I part with them
Ilnlt.h regret ? They have been with
tnm through many dangors and many
trange happenings.”

“You are, sie whispered, “the old
letor again! Thank God that I
ave had thls one glimpse of you! I
alm ashamed to think how terrified
I'\bave been.” r

<he held out her hand lmpulsively.
took 1t in his, and, with a glance
her servants, let it fall almost
mediately.

‘Constance,” he sald, “I am going
away now. I have accomplished what
‘ame for. But first, would You
to do me a small service? It ls
a trifle.”

A\thrill of the old mistrustful fear
her heart. Half ashamed of her-
self qphe stifled it at once, and strove
r him calmly,

“If {there is anything within my
pn-wn’ which 1 can do for you, Vie.

-l

miracle.
I am tired of masguerading. I have
had more than enongh of It.”

Mr. Sabin's expression did not alter
one lota ; he spoke ns soothingly as
onc would speak to a child.

“I nm afraid,” he jsald,quietly,"that it
mnast be dull for you. Perhaps 1
ought to have taken yom more nto

po now. Listen : You say that I shall
never succeed. On the contrary, 1
am on the point of suceess ; the walt-
ing for both of us is nearly ove:"

The prospect startled, but did not
seem altogetiier to - earapture her.
She wanted to hear more.

“1 recelved this despateh from L.on.
don this morning.,” he sald. “Baron
Knigenstein has left for Berlin to

1 shall go back to Vienna. | Louise (Duchess of Argyil)

would care to reckon themselves the
debtors of Germany 7
(To be Continued.)

SALUTING DAYS.

Same Changes Will be Made In the
List Now.

For many years, even before the

reign of Queen Vietorla, it was the

"custom of the bombardier to the cor-

——

galn the Emperor's consent to an |

agreement which we have already
ratified. The affalr 15 as good as set-
tled; It I8 a matter now of a few
days only.”

“Germany " she eXclalmed, Inereda.
LIU;IIE'IL “1 thought it was to be Ilus-

“S20," he answered, “did I. I have
to make a certain rather humiliat-
ing confession. I, who have always
considered mysell keenly in touch
with the times, especially since my
interest in European matters revived,
have remained wholly ignorant of
one of the most extraordinary phases
of modern politics. In years to come
history will show us that it was in-
evitable, but I must confess that It
has come upon me like a thunder clap.
I, ke all the workd, have looked upo
Germany and England as “"natu
and Inevitable aliles. That la neither
more nor less than a colossal blunder!
As a matter of fact toey are natural
enembies [ . |

poration at Windsor to [fire royal
salutes on royal birthdays and royal
anniversaries., The list of the days
on which this form of celebration is
to be carried out has jost been re-
vised by the King, and includes “Vie-
toria Day."” Salutes, [or the preseut,
will be fired in the Long Walk of
Windsor Great Park, as follows:

March 10—Wedding day of the
Ring.

March 18—Birthday of Priocess

April 14—Birthday of Princess Henry
of Buttenberg.

May 1—Birthday of the Duke of
Connaught.

May 24—Birthday of her late Ma-
Jesty Queen Victoria.

May 26—BEirthday of Princess Chrls

my confidence; very well, 1 will ﬂ”'.th”l-

May Z26—DBirthday of the Duchess
of Cornwall and York.

June 3--Birthday of the Duke of
Cornwall and York.

June 20.—Accessiyn of her late Ma

| Jesty Queen Victoria.

June 23—Dirthday of Prince Edward
of York.

July 6—Wedding day of the Duke
of Cornwall and York.

Nov., 9=Birthday of the King.

Nov., 21=DBirthday of the LEmpress

' Frederick.

-

Dec., 1—Eirthday ol the Queen.

June 28, the anniversary of the
Queen’s corconation has been struck
off, and after 1902 the anniversary
of the Qunecn's accession to the
throne will also be omitted.

Signs of Insanity.

Fribley—Mrs. Fairplay isn't exact-
ly right, is she? BSlightly deranged
mentally I should say ¥

Gibley—Nonsense ! What makes yon
think sof _

Fribley—I heard her admit that an-
other woman looked well in a bon-

net.

“SH he wants to marry yow, ¢h?”
demanded her father, “Do you know
anything about his means 7"

“All I know is that he means tuh

marry me,” replied the ‘irL

MOMHNMAMMED AND His RELIGION.

Talcott Willlams® Lecture on the
Founder of 1slmm

An Interesting address on Moham-

Willlnms

pels the like. It is this relatlonship | in Philadelphia. He said

WA songe Of INEpeLlral on, }ll'l':llhf_'..blr
acoeompanied h]’
nssoelated
with cataleptlle trances, came L0
him in his 40th yecar. The founders

of all religwons but one hinve reach-
ol thia age before beginning to
preach their new faith. A period of
fasting and prayer in  the annual
[ast of 40 days, which he made ob-
ligetory on all Moslems, was ae-
companied by the [irst of his reve-
lations upon the unity, the all-
knowledge and the alsolute power
of God, in whom alone human woak-
npess and lgnorance could rest and
[ind strength for eovery lrinl and
knowledge [or every need. For ten
years after this inespiration he led
the lile of a neurotic, anxious, per-
soruted and taunted poet, preacher,
exhorter and ethisal teacher
*Threatened with death, be fled
(622) at 52 to Medina, and 100,
000,000 of his lollowers reckon
every date from thls epoch. For teg
years more he was the Oriental
ruler of the Arah typo, mercless
gave when policy regquired mercy ; of
high physical courage, not without
treachery ; adding to his liarem a8
f[ancy prompled him; the king, chiel,
politician, Jlawsgiver, post, orator
and pr si1. His utterances through
= ¥Years, hall those of the inepired
and rejected seer and hall the ae-
ceptedd and ambithbuns raler, oconstl-
tute the horan, his monument.
“But the strength of his faith lise
in Its acceptance of the ‘religion of
Abraham,” Semiti monothelsm, I
truth a development, but at all
stoges held up as  the primitive
ideal of the race, ined to the best
moral type of Lis environment aad
uncompromising trust in the Jdivine
wlll. Ité weakness lay In the ab-
gence of o personal link between ba-

undoubtedy

manity and the divine, a compre-
hension of reciprocal ryghls or af
ethical creed basel on a highly de-
veloped society., The alsence of this

har made lslamism an case of ap-
rested development, in which, with
some high and lofty spirits, Lhe
great ass have decided that it ke
easier to say prayers [live thoes a
day than to be good.”

Mad Cat in Omnibus.

The experience which befel the oo-
cupants of an omnibus in the Place de
la Republigue recently was a distinot.
ly exciting one, writes a Paris corres
spondent of the London Express,

A [Iried-potato dealer having aool-
dentally spilled some boiling oil om
a cat whioch had got In the way, the
animal in Its agony dashed into the
passengers, tearing them and thelr
clothing, lacerating the cushions and
yelling madly all the time.

When the ooccupants had stamped-
ol from the vehicle a “sergent de
ville” entered, and after an exciting
duel, put the poor animal out of Its
misery with & blow (rom his sword




