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CHAPTER XL —(CoNTINUED.)

*“The decree has gons forcn. There Is
from it no-appeal, [ am to dle. I have
felt the eertalnty a long time, O, for
orie year of existence, to right the

wrongs 1 have done! But they could
mot be righted. Alas! If [ had centuries
of time atsmy command, I could not
bring back to life the dear son my
eruelty, hurried out of the world, or his
poor wife, whose fair name I could, in
my revenge for her love of my son, have
taken from her! O Hubert! Hubert! O
my darling! dearer to me than my
heart’s blood—but so foully wronged!”

His frame shook with emotlon, but
no tears came to his eyes, His remorse
wis too deep and bitter for the surface
sorrow of tears Lo relieve,

“Put it out of your mind, grandfath-
er,” sald Arch, pressing his hand. “Do
not think of it, to let It tronble you
more, They are all, [ trust, in heaven,
Let them rest.”

“And you tell me this, Archer? You,
who hased me so! You, who swore o
solemn oath to be revenged on me!
Well, I do not blame yom. [ only won-
dar that your forbearance was 80 long-
suffering.’ - Once you would have re-
Joiced to see me pufter as 1 do now.”

“1 shouldFeay it to my shame, God
forglve me for my wickedness! But
for her’'—looking at Margle—"'1 might
have kept the sinful vow I made, B8he
saved me."”

“Come here, Margle, and kiss me,”
sald the old man, tenderly. “My dear
ehildren! my precious children, both of
you! 1 bless you both-—both of you to-
gother, do you hear? Once I cursed
you, Archer--now I bless you! If there
i3 2 God. and I do at last belleve there
s, he will forgive me that curse; for I
have begged It of Him on my bended
knees,”

“He 18 merbitul, dear guardian,” said
Margie, gently. “He never refuses the

earnest of the suffering soul.”

“Archer, grandmother dled a
lttle ., My ecruelty to your
father , for twenty long years,
8 maniac, t before her death, all de-

lusion w, ept away, and she bade
we love forgive our grandson—
that g t tell your father and
mother,, she met them in heaven,
that at sll was well here below.

I promised her, and since then my soul
has ‘@t peace. But I have longed
to go to Her—longed inexpressibly. Bhe
bad U,ﬂl around me, but so im-
palpab) when I put out my hands
to touch , they grasped only the air,
The hagds of mortality may not reach
after - which have put on Im-
mortalffy.”

He lay quiet a moment, and then
went on, bgpkenly:

“Archer,4 wronged your parents bit-
terly, I have repented it in dust

and as| Repented It long ago, only
1 was roud and stubborn to ac-
knowle Forgive me again, Arch-
er, and me before I die.”

“I do e you, grandfather; I do
forgive You with my whole heart.” He

stooped, &84 left a kiss on the withered
foreh |

“Margi8,” sald the feeble volce, “pray
for me, that peace may come."

She looked at Archer, hesitated a
moment, then knelt by the bedside. He

stood and then, urged by some
uncon le impulse, he knelt by her
side,

The girlish voice, broken, but sweet
as musie, wﬁ up to Heaven in a peti-
tion so fervent, so simple, that God
beard snd answered, The peace she
asked for {dylng man came.

Her pleading ceased. Mr. Treviyn
lay quigt, his countenance serene and
hopeful., His lips moved, they bent
over him, and caught the name of
“Caroline.”

Treviyn's hand sought Margie's and
she did not repulse him., They stood
together silently, !'ooking at the white
face ou the pillows,

“He in dead!” Archer sald, wnoftly;
“God rest him!"

CHAPTER XIIL
FTER the funeral
of John Treviyn,
his last will and
testament was read,

deal
when It was known
that all the wvast

possessions of the
old man were be-

fortune did not chaunge
fole, He gave less tme o
f s true, but be spent it in
udy. MHis early sducation bad
and he was doing his

o rqmedy the lack
Harly In the suwumn following he
of grandiather, he went o
After Lhe lapse of & yoar,
1 New York, The s
Mis arrival. he went aut
Park. Margle had passed
there, with an old Irisnd

cheery light shone from the window,
and streamed out of the door which the
servant held open,

He inquired for Miss Harrison, and
was shown at once into her presence,
Bhe sat In a low chalr, her dress of
sombre black relieved by a white rib-
bon at the throat, and by the chestnut
light of the shining halr that swept In
unbound luxuriance over her shoulders,
8he rose to meet her guest, scarcely re-
cognlzing Archer Treviyn in the
bronzed, bearded man before her,

“Miss Harrison,” he sald, gently, “it
Is & cold night; will you not give a
warm welcome to an old friend?”

Bhe knew his volece Instantly, A
bright color leaped to her cheek, an
embarrassment which made her a thou-
sand times dearer and more charming
to Arch Trevlyn, possessed her, But
she held out her hands, and said a few
shy words of welcome,

Arch sat down beside her, and the
conversation drifted Into recollections
of thelr own Individual history, They
#spoke to each other with the freedom
of very old friends, forgetful of the fact
that this was almost the very first con-
versatlon they had ever had together.

After a while, Arch sald:

“Miss Harrison, do you remember
when you first saw me?"”

Bhe looked at him a moment, and hes-
ftated before she answered,

“I may be mistaken, Mr. Treviyn, If
#o, excuse me; but I think I saw you
first, years and years ago, in a flower
store,”

“You are correct; and on that occa-
slon your generous kindness made me
very happy. [ thought it would make
my mother happy, also, I ran all the
wiy home, lest the roses might wilt
before she saw them.”

He stopped and gazed into the fire,

“Was she pleaged with them?”

“Bhe waws dead. We put them in her
coffin. They were burled with her.”

Margle laid her hand lightly on his,

“I am so sorry for you! I, too, have
buried my mother.”

After a little silence, Arch went on.

“The next time you saw me was when
you gave me these,” He took out his
pocketbook, and displayed to her, fold-
ed In white paper, a cluster of faded
blue-bells. “Do you remember them?”’
“I think I do. You were knocked
down by the pole of the carrlage?”
“Yes. And the next time? Do yon
remember the next time?”
uI “'n
“I thought so. I want to thank you,
now, for your generous forbearance, |
want te tell you how your keeping my
secret made a different being of me.
It you had betrayed me to justice, 1
might have been now an inmate of a
prison cell, Margle Harrison, your si-
lence saved me! Do me the justice to
eredit my assertion, when I tell you that
I did not enter my grandfather's house
because [ cared for the plunder I should
obtain. 1 had taken a vow to be re-
venged on him for his cruelty to my
parents, and Sharp, the man who was
with me, represented to me that there
was no surer way of accomplishing my
purpose than by taking away the treas-
ures that he prized. For that only 1
became a house-breaker., [ deserved
punishment. [ do not seek to palliate
my gullt, but I thank you again for
saving me!"

“I could not do otherwlse than remain
silent. When I would have spoken
your name, something kept me from
doing it. I think I remembered always
the pitiful face of the little street-
sweeper, and I could not hear to bring
him any more suffering.”

“Since those days, Misa Harrison, 1
have met you frequently —always by ac-
cldent—but to-night it s no aceident.
I came here on purpose. For what, do
you think?"

“1 do not know-—how should 17"

“l have come here to tell you what
I longed to tell you years ago! what was
no less true then than it is now; what
was true of me when | was a street-
awesper, what has been true of me ever
since, and what will be true of me
through time and eternity!"

He had drawn very near to her—his
arm stole round her walst, and he sat
looking down into her face with his
woul in his eyes.

“Margle, I love you! 1 have loved yon
since the first moment | saw you.
There has never been a shade of waver-
ing: | have been true to you through
all. My first love wiil be my last, Your
influence has kept me from the lower
depths of sin; the thought of you has
been my salvation from ruin.  Margle,
my darling! 1 love you'! | love you!"

“And yet you kept silent sll these
yoars! Ob, Archer'

“1 could not do differently. You were
as far above mo as the evenlug slar is
above the sarth It shines upon' It would
have been base presumption in the
poar saloon-walter, or the dry goods
clerk, to have aspired o the hand of
one like you.  And althoush | loved
you s, | should wever have spoken. had
nol fate ralsed me 1o the position of a
fortune aqual 1o your own, and given
me the means of offering you & home
worthy of you.  But | am walting for
my anawer, Uive it o we. Margie "

Mer shy ayes met his. and he read his
anawer In thelr clear depths.  Bul he
wih 100 eaacting 10 e satisfied thus

“Do you love me, Margie! | want to
hoar (he words from your lips. Hpoak
darling. They ave for my oar alons
and you need not blush to witer them

“I do lave you Areher. | believe |
have laved you ever slaee the Ars "

“And yeu will be mine! Al wmy
awe

She gave him her hands.
the head, with its soft, bright hair, to
his breast and kissed the sweet iips
again and agaln, almost falling to real-
ize the blessed reality of his happiness.

It was late that night before Archer
Treviyn laft his betrothed bride, and
took his way to the village hotel, But
he was too happy, too full of sweet con-
tent, to heed the lapse of time, At last
the longing of his life was satisfied, He
had heard her say that she loved him.

And Margle sat and listened to the
sound of his retreating footsteps, and
then went up to her chamber to pass
the night, wakeful, too content to be
willing to lose the time In sleep, and so
the dawn of morning found her with
apen eyes.

CHAPTER XIII,

— HE ensulng winter
Wil 0 very gay one,
Margaret Harrison
returned to New
York under the
chaperonage of her
friend, Mry, Wel-
don, and mingled
more freely in so-
clety than she had
done since the pea-
won she “came out,”
Bhe took pleasure in It now, for Archer
Treviyn was welcome everywhere, He
was o favored guest in the most arksto-
eritle homes, and people pecullarly ex-
clusive were happy to recelve him foto
thelr most select gatherings.

His engagement with Margle wan
made public, and the young people were
overwhelmed with the usual compll-
ments of politely expressed hopes and
fashionable congratulations,

The gentlemen sald Miss Harrison
had always been beautiful, but this sea-
son she wis more than that. Happlness
Is & rare beautifier. It palnted Margie's
cheeks and lips with purest rose color,
and gave a lght to her eyes and a solt-
ness Lo her sweet volee,

Of course she did not mingle in so-
clety, even though her engagement was
well known, without belng surrounded
by admirers. They fairly took her
away from Arch sometimes; but he
tried to be patlent, Before the apyle-
trees ln the green country valleys were
rosy with blossoms, she was to be all
his own, He could afford to be gen
erous.

Among the train of her admirers wan
A young Cuban gentleman, Louls Cas-
trani, & man of fascinating presence
and great personal beauty., He had
been unfortunate in his first love, She
had died a few days before they were
to have been married-—died by the hand
of violence, and Castranl had shot the
rival who murdered her, Public opin-
lon had favored the avenger, and he
bad not suffered for the act, but ever
since he had been u prey to melancholy,
He told Margle his history, and it
aroused her pity; but when he asked
her love, she refused him gently, tell-
Ing him that her heart was another's.
He had suffered deeply from the dis-
appointment, but he did not give up
her soclety, as most men would have
done, He still hovered around her,
content if she gave him a smile or a
¥ind word, seeming to find his best hap-
piness in anticipating her every wish
before It was uttered,

Toward the end of March Alexan-
drine l.ee came to pass a few days with
Margle. Some singuiar change had
been at work on the girl. She had lost
her wonted gayety of spiriis, and was
for the most part subdued, almost sad.
Her eyes seldom lighted with a smile,
and her sweet volce was rarely heard,
She came, from a day spent out, one
evening, Into Margie's dressing room.
Miss Harrison was preparing for the
opera, There was a new prima donna,
and Archer was anxlous for her to hear
the wonder. Margie had never looked
loveller. Her pink silk dress, with the
corsage falling away from the shoul-
ders, and the sleeves leaviug the round

arms bare, was peculiarly becoming,
and the pearl necklace and bracelets—

Archer's gift—were no whiter or purer
than the threat and wrists they en-
elreled,

ITO BB CONTINUED. )

CARRIED TO GRAVE IN A DRAY,

A Salelde CGambler Whe Left Unigue
Instructions o le Obeyeod.

Fort Scott (Kaun,) special: Howard M,
Cummins, & gambler of Clinton, Mo,,
and widely known in Missourl, Kansas,
and Texas, committed suicide st his
room in the Huntington hotel in this
¢ity the other evening by taking mor-
phine, He first attempted (o hang him-
well by suspending s trunk rope from
the bedstead. He was discovered by
the chambermaid, but took morphine
in an hour or so snd dled shortly after-
ward, Cummins was & brother-in-law
of K. K Larimer, a tallor of Clinton,
Mo, for whom he left a letter, He was
A son of Judge J. . Cumming, depart-
ment commander of the . A R, of
Oklshoma territory and the probate
Judge of Kingfsher county, He was
Known as one of the wost daring gams
blers of the three states, having eper-
ated tu all the larger oltles. e re-
eontly came here and won #4500 from
the gamblers, and then went o Hous:
ton, Tex., where he operated a few
days age. Mo returned hove Friday and
haid bean complaining of sickuess  He
wenl 1o his reom bhelore noon and wae
found st supper time, He loft & lotter
diving directions as 1o the disposition
of his body. e asked (o be buried hope,
and that none of his relatives be natls
Aed until after the funeral  He dos
manded that his money be glven o his
parenia, abd that he be buried o o pine
bax in & cheap lot, adding that he did
not bellove I wiving & B0 wan o e
burial Cummine was recenily s

ehison. Kan, st Welr Oy, Pitisburg,
Kagsas Uy, Cllnten and olher places
Me was I8 yoars ald. He crdered W
funeral, no parads, Be Invitations and

ol i & drar

He drew |

——

e o

 TRAPPED BY A BEAR.

“Wisconsin was the great bear coun-
ty,”

ployed an agent for Pete Uoldon of AL | g that you call b

e diplay, and ordered his body hauied |

between the bear man aond the artise,
“Missouri

Latin twined about them, 1 do not

know what the signification Is. 1 ney-
er heard nny great bear storles from
that state. But Wisconsin was the
bome of more kinds of bears than any
of the Northwestern states, [ am go-
ing to tell yon of an escapande—~1 sup-
pose I may use that word in a bear
story—1 had up there way back in the
enrlies,

“I wish to remark in advance that
there is nothing in the ment line which
goes to the very quick of the
olfactor
no fonder of fish than a bear, The
fresh fish s his long suit,

“IL was out fishing in Wisconsin, near
the old homestead, one day., | had un-

While the Benr Sal Deslde Me With
n Look of Intensity Thnt Was Hu«
LLIFN ]

usunl good luck, and siarted home

sald tbe bear story man to the
L reporter, after peace had been restored |

has two bears on their | but I walked to the grounds.

haunches for n state seal, with some ' ¢ared anything about & circus, but I
| always liked animal shows,

hear ,
{ paying the way. [ put up a dime and
fin the odor of fish. A cat 18| joined the bear push. 1 saw at once

bear I8 also fond of fresh pork, but | yhowed evidences of his remsmbranee,

londed with plke and plekerel, 1 had

my shoulder,
va¥, I heard a nolse, and, looking back-

not the sort of a hear you have in
my stories, He had more neck and
lows foot, | saw the bear was of that
bulld which makod winners inoa foot
raee, 1 had starvied ononormn
ther wis an old, wuoceupled log eab-
In near hy, 1 way say that this log
cabin wos my ancestral hall, My peo.

and bad moved from It into the 1wean-

“I resched the cabip, got in ol
closed the door and barred 1, T foumml
av old lndder in the house, and 1 et it
on end and ellmbed np to the Joists, on
which were a few loose bonrds,

st down to awalt whar the desinstie
wirtter would call the denovement, |

cabin, and soon be stopped. 1 detected
his whereabouts by o shadow which
darkensd a log that | discoverea, too
late, to be looswe. | wateliod the bear
squeeze himselr through thar erack,
Al ope thine | thought he hod stuek, |
never saw any anbmal compress ilim-
self as that bear. He mode it, and
alter he had surveyed the room, he
seented me apd my bag of fish, |
kupew he could not get up to me, but
I began to think of how [ had eaged
myself. The bear sat on his hind legs
and looked at me with a sort of 've-
Ccome-t-sy expression,

“I threw him a tish, which he de-
voured without any effort, [ threw
him another and he ate that, Finally,
I threw a big one at hlm, and it knock-
ed out one of his eyex, but a little
thing like that wever disturbed him,
I fed him fish until he expanded like
an inflated  bladder, and then  he
gtretehed himgelf on the floor, keep-
ing his eve turoed toward me. After
some time the bear got up aod iried to
get through the same crack by which

len with fdsh he could not get through,
He came lwek and iy down, and |
wus then satisfied that | had to get cut
of there test | Lo po ldea of remain
ing antil the bear wont down ta lis
aatural siae

“f pivked up oo board asd Knocked
some shilngles off the ool aml thea
cruwled ot 1 sl down o the wige
of the rool amd shioned down on the
projecting logs  Then | walked to e
erack through whivh the bear bl

orack. | weut howe. | vane back the
nest day amd threw the bear  sanme
fooad 1 contined o do this vt many

woeoks bad passsd. atd e the wean
Me | cnme 1 love the bear, and he
wotlld Hek my band Wo n dog 1 used
1o go b the cabidn amd teds O Bl rcks
e woukd vake walks with ne
Cumpanian Tur ihe Viaherman
Oftens | bave sat ol the wige of &
srvain ‘Iill‘ for the stoker to nd)
vate 4 blie, while the ar sat heside
me with o loak of ltvasiiy that was

Bavamsatin. | oronily dleiab aiusais e i
maga  That bo | 'hink every animal
has beaom 4 Baman e bis day. Wi

et jady o loala
Nut one day the agenl of 4 civus
| ned menagerte stopped @t v LU S
by . Mo alfered me SIS amd »
frew toket for my boar and alihough
| tisre was A0 al0acimeai el wvon we

As | was plodding my |

thei in n sack which | earried over ! *howman was never in It with

ward, I saw 1 was pursiued by a bear |

I knew

ple o ocenpled it o the ploneer days, |
wion near by in thelr days of prosper- !

Bruin Patrolled the Cabin '

Then |
I pnlled the ladder up after me and vy punting-knife, and with this he

heard the bear making a patvol of the | Loy with another of its scores of arms

U Saw a Slgn en Canvas, & Pleture of & Bear

he had entered. Hut IO-II;--J “awol- ’_m_a‘a_rr ™ ”m-lllal was

S I, e o (b T 0 i i

erawlod and molled & bog against the | the Tribune

e . i S,

and the bear, I let him go. Bee what

money will do! [ solnetimes have

wished I had not sold the animal, but
I could not keep him. He would cry
after me just like a young one.

“I hnd weaned my affections from
him, however, and two years after 1
was In Milwaukee, Were you ever in
Milwankee? There was a circus and
menagerie in town and I walked to the
grounds—I thought you might think I
rode, because I sold the bear for §15—
I never

I walked
around to the owner, and there | saw
a sign on canvas, a plcture of a bear,
and on It were these words:

H WONDERFUL %
: PERFORMING :
i CONBECRATED 1
i CROSK-EYED BEAR

S EE R R e e (R

“A man on the outside of the tent
was lecturing, and every few minutes
he would say something about 10 cents

It was my pet. 1 spoke to him and he
Ile was ecututic In his aetion, and the
showman In charge got kind o' hot
about the famillarity, and was going
to put me out, But when 1 told him
how It was and that the bear was not
to blume the showman sald it was all
right, only he didn't want me to play
it too strong before the publie, as it
broke up the delusion, Uve forgot
which word It was he uxed,
Noaght Mim n Menns of Fish,

“Then T auked the showman how [t
lover of Doc Walts and thut Doc had
crated cross-eyed bear, 1 told Lim 1
had heard that chestuut befere, but he
sald Doc Watis was the original ,and
written a nlee hymn about the conse-
that it lny between that name and Doe
Watts, and he thought the other sulted
was he named the bear what he had,
the bear's apprarance and that was
why 1 am not telling you that as orlg-
inal, It has been worked on several
ocenrions,

“1 told the showman how well the
hear loved fish, and asked the privilege
to buy him & mess for auld lang syne,
ete, The showman asked me If he
wasn't In the fish business with the
bear, and I ylelded, 1 bought the fixh
and took them to the bear, but the
the
bear, 1 bade the bear adieu, and 1
had a letter from the showman later
asking me If I dido’t want to buy the
bear, and he sald o the letter that the
bear had eried out his other eye after
I had left him. But I had enough
trouble without annexing a blind bear
to my kit,” Chicago Chronlele,

TOWED B YA DEVILFISH.

Thrilling Esperience of 0 Kentnelk.
lun With an Octopus,

('ol. R. T. Holloway of Lexington,
Ky.. who Is spending the winter at
Naples, some  miles south of Fort
Myers, had o thrilllng experience one
afternoon  while fishing in Rookery
by, The bow of his boat was selzed
Ly a hnge devilfish and towed swifily
seawurd, Col. Holloway carrled a

severed the tentacle that held the hoat,
bt the fish lmmediately grasped the

anmd plunged throngh the waves at &
furlous pace, Col, Holloway cut ten-
tncle after tentacle, only to see another
thrust forward,

At last he dropped the hunting-knife
and wselzing a repeating rvifle he be-
gan shooting into the water where he
sipposed the fish to be, hoping to
strike It by n lusky shot. After firing
n number of times the speed of the
boat diminished. Col. Holloway con-
tinued to shoot, and soon the boat
cime nearly to a stop and the fish rose
to the surface, having been plerced by
many bullets. The contest had been
continued more thap three hours, and
ol Holloway was over thirty miles
from Naples, He started to row back,
but was fortunately seen by a tishing

sloop. which towed him to Naples,
reaching there about 11 o'clock at
night.

The dead devilfish was still attached
to the Kentuckinn's boat, being towed
by the last tentacle It had puar for-
warill, Over sixty tentacles hnd heen
cut, and the fish had nearly as many

over  2,am
pounds. In severnl places where o
tentacle touched the boat the womd
waus dented. Florida Letier 1n (lobe-
e rat,

HEID'S QUESTION ANSWERED

Haw & Sap Was Pul 1o the Toih.
une's Interragative Headlines
Hefore Whitelaw Held becgine milu-

Ister 1o Frunce he devoted o goos deal

The Hibrary at Ardenvohr, the res!
dence of the SBinart-Grahams, Mabel
Ntuart-Graham, only daughter, stand
Ing near the fireplace, Maxwell Lelth,
tutor to the Louse of Cirnham, sented
writing at the center table, Heads of

the house dining out.  Tune, 8050 p, m
Bhe (drumming Impatiently on the

mantelplece and glanciog in his direc
tion)—You dou't seem to care that this
Is my last evening; that I am golng
away to-morrow; that I shan't be back
at Ardenvdlir for months,

He~It would be generally supposed
that you are to be envied. You are
golng out into the world, You have
life before you with all its possibili
thes,

Bhe (with an inflection of asperity In
her volee)— 1 wish you would not spenk
%0 like a copybook, Whut you say may
be true enough, I have a box full of
new clothes up stalrs most givls wounld
covet, and yet (Hloglng herself mpa
tiently into a chalr nud gluncing cov

ertly at him), I would a thousand thines
rather be putting on my old serge
gown and be sitting down to Hornee

He (still writing) -That feeling will
wenr off, You will enjoy the novelty
of the new life. You will get fresh In
terestn,  You will be admired |

Bhe (pouting)—1 don't want fresh in-
terests, 1 don't care (slgniticantly) for
the admbration of the wultiinde,

Bllence, except for the seratehing of
his pen.

She (risiug and golng 1o the table
near bim—What are you weiting 7

He—Bome Latin verse of your broth
er's, | am correcting It,

Mhe (watehing him) It seems fulfbre
of mistakes than usual, (With a burst
of lrritation,) Can't you leave It 1o
nlght? 1 don't suppose you care how
miseralde I am, | dare say (with a
dry wob) you will just go on when | am
nway as If nothing had happened, only
with this difference, that yon won't
be bothered with my mistakes,

He (pallug visibly and pushing away
his writing)-Youn are depressed to-
night.  To-morrow things will look
brighter,

Bhei her eyes full of reproach)—You
are very unkind, (Hoer head goes dowin
on her hands on the table,)

He (agltated, rises and paces the
room; stops near her anpd lays his hand
on her howed head; speaks rather un
steadilyy Do you know how hard you
make thlugs for me? Do you know |1
would willlngly glve thig right hand to
save you nohappiness?

Bhe (Jooking up with quivering lps
Ix that all you have to say to me?
He (turning his head away)—It is all
I dare sy, There are things In this
world you don’t know abont that eome
before inclination,

Nhe (desperately) I don't understand
about such things. I don't eare about
thom. 1 only kiow that 1 s misera-
ble,

Billlard room In Continental hotel,
Robert Stuart-Grabam, Maxwell Lelth,
tntor, occupianis, )

Robert S8toart-Greaham (reading the
Posty~0m my soul, Mab has stolen a
march upon us and no mistake,
Maxwell Leith (testily chalking a
eue with o hand that shakes slightly)
What are you talking about? Pray
be more explicit,

Hobert  Stuart-Graham — Listen  to
this! (Heads alond): “A marriage has
been arcapged and will take place
shortly between Major the Hon. Halg
Elmslie. younger, of Mount Elmslie,
Royal Scots Fusileers, and Mabel, ouly
daughter of Robert Stuart-Graham, of
Arvdenvohr, Argyllshire, N, B Good
old Mab! Made all the running In her
tirst season, and it was only yesterday
that she had her hair down her back
and frocks up to her knees, (Throws
down the newspaper aond lights a
cigar,) Wonder what sort of fellow he
is. Hope he has a moor and keeps a
vacht, 1 say, Leith, ean you pleture
Mab in the capacity of lndy of the
manor?

Maxwell Lelth (replaces cue In the
stand and makes somewhat abruptly
for the door)—The sun's coming ont,
after all, Much too fine a day to spend
cooped up In doors. 1 believe 1T shall
go for a stroll.

Robert Stuart-Grabam  (Qeft  alone,
yawns amd throws himself on a seat
and pieks up the fallen papery-—1 don't
know what the fellow calls “fine.” It's
as blnek as thunder over there, He's
as capriclons as the weather ltself, |
wishh he had known his mind before
Higgins made up his golf foursome
for this afterncon without me.

Dmwing room in Mayfalr, Major
Flmslle aud Mabel Stoart-Greanlunn oc-
cupnnts,

He (holding her hand and luylng‘
with a dismond ring on the third fine
goer of the left handy - Apd se you are
leaving me toamorrow, and you have
ouly this paltry ring 10 remind  you
that you belong to et

She (blushing and smiling -1 hardly
think | shall peed o reminder,  Arnden.
vahir s as unexciting as o convenl,
You speak as If | were golug 10 be
swallowed up in o swecession of Tes
v ities

He Uealousiyy- 1 am suspicious of
these quiet retrents. They have o way
of produeing unatiached men, If b bo
nothing more than o good-dooking par
son, oF even an arbltmey, self-coun

of his time to the conduct of bis paper,
The vopy  ediiors  who
put up the hoadlines of stories of the
day fell lnte the habit of waking most
of them Intervogalive, as, [or instance,

Was It Murder, or Sulcide ™ ar “Ind
Nhe KiU Him for Love™ or "Wl the
Prosident Bign 1Y el |

Fhe entlre paper was specked whh |
iuterrogation poluts. This (hing had |
boal gy on for weeks, 1l one day |
A postal cand srvived, addressed 1o M

Mebd, and manrkvd porsanal 1 rend as
folbiws

T getting swiully tieed of your |

|

questions. Why don't you And  out
sommething® A greal wewspaper s sup l
peaaesl 1 Knaw eversthing. awl wiigih
wot ta annay e readers with peodloss
Win |
Mow the b ) b

sjuirieos, This mssaning you as
Mre et Uonasal
ATTLAS

Phat night an order vnme (et the |
Trisine st anh Fowes g wlhns
New Vel Merou

deat vountry doetor

Nhe mveblyy You wesl sol agliate
yourself. The parson s pear slghied
and has only one g, sl the doctor
has 4 wite and sis chilhlivn

He irvblovesd - Al you have roally
Iwen wasiling your sweoliess oi s
whnappreciative  rusthos  wp there ol
pow t What a deadly dull thime of 0
you sl bave had’

Khe i shade wovasily Wy reasan ol
vertaim  ubnweboouie  mwnial Crvislnls
voliosa b Nod o eaacily deadly  dull’

I AL bonat | il ot thiuk B s then Iq

dare sy baw | sboubd Bud the lugs
ARl peopde Tt misesl e beluee
rather wel  Just 0 riih Wakiing n
Mavar. Bt bt b by you will Coe
dawn and wlivve the wonol any ne sony
A VOl vl Wealh | sl

e Need you wsh e wory ami
Mot duiy, lu e shagwe af Oul
Nutnders. makos 10 pessilbide. Mean
Plie | shall Bve anly for the ploasures

! cf leepse Mhack sl W Wi




