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CHAPTER VI.

“It is very awkward, but then it is
st exactly what one might have sup-
pased would happen,” Lady Howard
spoke In a strangely perturbed tone,
For the past few minutes she had been
weupied in reading the London pa-
per, but the remark, which was ac-
companied by a faint sigh, was evi-
dently the outcome of a previous con-
versation. “If one has a particular
intipathy for a certain individual, one
nay be quite sure that, as ill-luck will
llave It, one will be brought In con-
tiuct with that very Individual at every
turn and corner; and it has just been
50 with Major Brown., During the past
four or five days we must have had oc-
cagion to speak to him at least a
dozen times. What with lending us
1is umbrella on the day we were caught
in that thunder shower, helping in the
gearch for Sambo when you lost him
the other morning, and to crown all,
rescuing you almost from under the
hoofs of that tiresome horse upon the
shore yesterday, we seem to have pass-
&l our time In saying mnothing but
‘thank you,” to him. Realiy every-
thing has happened as awkwardly as it
could, Of course accidents are con-
stantly occurring; still I cannot imag-
ine how you managed to get under
the hoofs of that horse.”

“Well, yes—it was troublesome of
me., It would have been almost bet-
ter if it had killed me outright,” was
iBvelyn’'s answer from the deep em-
brasure of the window, where she was
gitting Dbefore a small writing table
busily scribbling off several notes.
“But, anyhow, we were under an ob-
ligation to him for getting wet through
on our account the other night, when
in that pouring rain he found us a cab
after the theater. After that, we were
obliged to be polite to him.”

“Yes—polite of course,” agreed her
ladyship, twisting her rings somewhat
thoughtfully round and round upon her

“No—I do not say that there is; but
I dislike making promiscuous aec-
quaintances. Mr. Falkland weas talk-
ing about him only this morning, and
he seems thoroughly to understand my
feelings upon the subject,”

“Yet a month ago Mr. Falkland was
qnite as promigconous an acquaintance
himself. 1t was only by chance we
got to know him; and in his case he
had not even done anything for wnich
we were under any obligation to him,"”
wae Evelyn's prompt reply.

“My dear child, what are you talk-
ing about?"” Lady Howard's tones were
slightly impatient, “Mr. Falkland's
was quite a diferent ease. We made
his acguaintance by chance; but 1
should have been just as reluctant
to have anything to say to him as 1
am about this other men if we had
rot discovered in him an old friend of
both my husband and your father. At
the same time I must say T never met
anybody before in whom I could place
such complete confidence, ile Is so
different from the general run of young
1inen, who can talk of nothing but theis
shooting, their horses, and their dogs.”

“Oh, yes—he is very nice, of course;
but”—Miss Luttrell paused for a mo-
ment—"he is not exactly a Yyoung
man!"”

“Possibly not.,"” The touch of impa-
tience in her ladyship's tones was su-
perseded by one of distinct annoyance,
“Neither,” she added, “is this myste-
rious individual with whom you have
struck up such a warm friendship. I
gshould imagine there are only a very
few years difference in their ages.”

“Now, Aunt Lydia, do not talk non-
sense! Major Brown may be as old
as Methuselah for all I care! And,
as for saying that I have struck up
a friendship with him-—well, that is
really mean of you!” BEvelyn pushed
back her chair, advanced to the mid-
dls of the room, and with her hands
clasped behind her, gazed serenely at

fingers; “but you have to be more than

her aunt. “You surely know that yon

THRUTING IT INTO HER WRI TING CASE, LOCKED THE KEY,

srdinarily polite to a man who has
inved your life.”

“Yes—that is it,”" said Evelyn lugu-
ariously.

“It is very annoying—the whole af-
*air has been so unfortunate,” pro-
‘eeded Lady Howard with emphasis.
‘If it were absolutely necessary that
¢ou should be rescued by somebody, all
vell and good; but there is not an-
sther person in the hotel whom |
sould not have chosen to undertake
‘he task In preference to that man.”

Evelyn received the information in
illence. lLeaning her elbows on the
slge of the table, she let her chin
sink slowly into her two palms and
aged out reflectively through the
‘pen window,

“Still there Is nothing really against |

wm,” she suggested at length, with
Jdight though perceptible  difidence
‘He—he is very nlee to talk to. The
wnly objection is that nobody knows
who he 18, and that his name |Is
Hrown'—plain common ‘Brown’ —with-
aut even an ‘e’ to add a little viegance
o It And of course one generally
sonsiders that an oficer is at least
A+ gentloman. ™

“An officer” Nonsense, child! Be-
satise he calls himsell ‘Major Hrown,
fo you suppose that s any criterion of
s position In sovlety ™ Lady How-
ord spoke quite disdainfully. “He may
w an offlcer, cortalnly —he has the ap
warmnes of a soldler but 1t s far
nore lkely
ar what regiment he s In—and there
# 0o such name In the retired Army
fat—that he s merely a major of vol
sulesrs In an obscure country town
following & vulgar bul hounest trade
s soap boller or sugar refiner”

“Sie may be, of vcourse, Plgs, | be
retarned Bvelyn, alb-
ond of her pon with & por
exprossion. B

s nothing suggestive of elther
wap Or supml about Ma)or Brawe.’

Md more towards making that ac-
quaintance In the ten minutes when
you talked to him last evening and
overwhelmed him with thanks for res-
cuing me than I could have done in
a whole year! Why, if I had not known
to the contrary, 1 should have thought
he was the one person in the hotel for
whom you had the greatest respect!”

“Yet, what else could 1 do, when.
but for his timely ald, you might at
this very moment be lylng lamed for
life or even dead?’ returned Lady
Howard, with a little shudder.

"Oh, no! You did quite right, of
course!" sald Evelyn thoughtfully
| Perhaps nobody realized more fully
than herself how much she haid to be

since nobody ean discov- |

thankful for. “But do not say it {s
my fault If he—well, if for the future
he does not merely take off his hat
und pass on with a distant bow when
he chances to meet you'!"—laughing
| Hghtly,
No, the distant bow was quite »
thing of the past, thelr scqualntanc
Was on a totally "'Nerent footing now
| & state of affalrs to which Majo

Brown himsell was thoroughly
1 when, half an hour lnter, he chanoed

tr meet Miss Lutirell In the Earden
He welcamed her warmly
showing her some pew
projected golf course, and wias st
walking bs her slde when & turm
qu. path brought them face o faos
| with Gilbert Falkland

persisted |
plans [0

strain which Mr. Paikland wsually
adopiad lowards the daughter of his
old friend. "Five minutes ago
| was passing along the verandah |

nuticed that the window of your sit
ling ream was wide apen, that the
apartment Naelf was empty, and that

nilve |

“Bo there you are Misa Es he
bogan by way of greeting. utterly g
noring her companion | was jus
wondering where the bird had fowp
The wordas were spoken llghtly, In
the same familiar  balf-patronising |

when !

\
4 check book was lying on the ta-

Bla"”

“A checw® book?" Evelyn
“Ah, 1 dare say it was mine.”

“So I suspected,” observed Falkland
calmly. "Are you aware, though, that
it Is a most dangerous practice leav-
ing your check book about like that?”

“Dangerous!” Evelyn laughed. “Well,
yes: I suppose that it would be con-
sidered dangerous by some people who
go on the principle of locking up ev-
erything, from the wine cellar Itself
down to such trifles as penny stamps
and halfpenny post cards.”

“Yet check books, I should imag-
ine, scarcely come under that cate-
gory,” remarked Falkland with quiet
sarcasin, “But perhaps you have for-
potten our conversation of a week
ago?" he supplemented, with n signi-
ficant glance from Evelyn to Major
Brown, who was standing stlently pass-
ing his stick along the edge of the
gravel path, an edified listener to the
digengssion.,

At his words the hot color rose
quickly to Evelyn's cheeks, mounting
to her forehead and spreading over
throat and ears, Like lightning her
thoughts had gone back to that morn-
ing when her first encounter with Ma-
jor Brown bhad taken place: and, as
she realized to what Mr. Falkland
was alluding, a feeing of the utmost
annoyance took possession of her.

But worst of all was the knowledge
that Major Brown had raised his head
and was wonderingly surveying the
erimson hue of her cheeks, and prob-
al'ly even divining the causze of her
confusion. This last thought was too
much for her. Without another word,
and giving Gilbert Falkland only one
flash of her angry éyes, she suddenly
turned away and walked off indignant-
Iy towards the house,

“The wretch!” I hate him!" she mur-
mured a moment later, as she stepped
through the open window of Lady How-
ard's sitting room and threw herself
Into a low chalr.

One contemptuouns glance she gave
at her check book as it lay open on
the table by her side, and then, as
though annoyed by the very sight of it,
she took it up, and, thrusting it into
Lher writing case, locked the key an-
grily upon it.

nodded.

CHAPTER VII,

It was two days later—a soaking

wet afternoon. Ever sinece early morn-
ing the rain had been descending in a
steady persistent downpour, beating
upon the scorched grass, dashing to
pieces the rows of stately calceolarias
and geraniums, and converting every
path and flight of steps into as many
miniature streams aud turbulent cas-
cades of seething waters.
Major DBrown, driven almost to des-
pair by the depressing prospects of
the day, wandered almlessly from
billlard room to smoking rcom, from
smoking room to library, and at last
sat down before one of the writing
tables and hastlly dashed off one or
two unimportant letters. His corre-
spondence completed, he directed and
sealed the envelopes, and was leisure-
ly affixing the stamps, when his at-
tention became suddenly arrested by
something on the sheet of blotting pa-
per before him.

What was it? With the exception
of a number of indescribable hierogly-
phics and the impression of a line of
more boldly written characters, which
had evidently been hastily blotted, the
surface of the pink sheet was perfect-
ly blank. Putting up his eye glass,
he scanned them for at least a couple
of minutes in absolute silence, and
then, giving a cautious glance round
the room, as though a sudden thought
had struck him, he advanced, blotting
book in hand, towards a fantastically-
framed mirror which stood above the
marble mantel. This further scrutiny
was, to all appearance, even more suc-
cessful, for, as Major Brown held up
the strangely interesting sheet close
to the glass, a smile of satisfactior
ltnmediately lit up his face,

(To be continued,)

Two Happy Thoughis

From far-away Ceylon comes a
funny little story. A tea planter who
had a glass eye was desirous of going
away for a day's shooting with a
friend, but he knew that as soon gs the
natives who were at work on the plan-
tation heard that he was golng they
woula not do a stroke of work, How
was he to get off? That was the ques-
tion. After much thought an idea
struck him. Going up to tha men, he
addressed them thus: “Although | my-
self will be absent, vet [ shall leave
one of my eyves to see that you do your
work.” And, much to the surprise
and bewilderment of the natives, he
took out the glass eye and placed it
on the stump of a tree and left, For
some time the men worked industrious-
Iy, but at last one of them, seizing his
tin in which he carrled his food, ap-
proached the tree and gently placed It
over the ey This done, they all lay
down and slept sweetly until sunset,—=

| Waverly Magazine
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Mr, Stubb-Can  Sally good
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In the middle of the fourteenth cen-
tury John of Gaunt, duke of Lancas-
ter, the famous son of King Edward
ITI. of England, married the Infanta
Blanche, heir to the throne of Castile.

Unfortunately the lady had been sup-
planted by her cousin, who had selzed
and held the throne,

Twenty-five years after this mar-
riage war broke out between Portugal
and Castile. England was the ally of
Portugal. The duke of Lancaster
headed the English forces. He fought
with a will. Victory meant that his
wife, the duchess, would be queen of
Castile,

The king of Portugal, too, Interested
him. He was a fine young man of 26.
He was tall and handsome and had
wavy black hair and large dark eyes.
He was a brave soldier and a good
horseman,

In some ways he was unlike most
kings, He cared nothing for the
drunken bouts and coarse pleasures in
which his companions indulged. He
was noted for the remarkable purity of
his life. His people cailed him John
the Perfect. They were devoted to
him,

In one thing only he failed to please
his subjects, He would not marry.
They could not understand his reluc-
tance, Yet he had a reason, though
he kept it secret,

Three years before an English
knight, on a visit to the king of Por-
tugal, had died suddenly, At the last
moment he placed in the hand of the
king a miniature painting. He attempt-
ed to say something in explanation. It
was too late,

The pleture was of a beautiful, but
unknown, malden, Rippling fair hair
shaded her round .pink cheeks, Her
blue eyes gazed steadily into the king's
dark ones, Her lips were curved in a
half smile as If she were amused at the
mystery he faced.

Days, weeks, months passed, and the
king still studied the miniature. He
was enthralled by the falr unknown,
“Had I but learned her name before
my good friend died!” he sighed a
thousand times. “Who can she be?”
he wondered. There was no response,
Several years passed. At length he
felt that he must put sentiment aside
and yleld to the wishes of his people
and marry.

JOHN AND PHILIPPA.|

After Philippa had rested from the
fatigues of the journey, she prepared
to give audience to the King in the
great drawing-room of the castle,

She was attired in a magnificent robe
of white satin embroidered with gold.
It had a court train of royal purple
velvet bordered with pearls. Her gold-
en hair was dressed high and in its
coils was set a tlara of amethysts,

Her ladies withdrew that the young
people might have no witness to their
meeting. She was alone,

From a winglow the girl watched the
approach of the king. She noted how
handsome he was in a suit of fine green
velvet with silver satin trimmings,
Yet she was angry with herself that
ghe admired him,

“Nothing does he care for me!" she
thought, bitterly.

She drew herself up with great dig-
nity as he entered the room. He bowed
low before her and commenced some
| formal speech. Then the words died
[upon his lps. The shock of a great
surprise kept him silent. Before him
stood the lady of the minfature. His
joy may be imagined. He told the story
to Philippa. She In turn confessed her
love, ‘The marriage next day was no
formal affair of state, but a union of
two fondly loving hearts, And all his
life long the people wondered how the
king who had been so cold a suitor had
been transformed into such a loving
husband,—Lydia Kingsmill Command-
er in New York Evening Journal.

DRESS IN BAD TASTE.

Eoglish Women Wear Costly Fabrics at
Miscellaneons Publle Gatherings.

Ida Husted Harper, one of the Amer-
jcan delegates to the international
woman's congress recently held in
London, left the British metropolis
with a very poor opinion of her Eng-
lish sisters’ taste in dress, *Before
leaving for London,” she wrote the
other day, “we were told by persons
who wanted us to be a credit to our
country that we must be careful not
to dress too gayly over here, that ‘nice,
genteel tailor-made suits’ were the
proper thing., So we bankrupted our-
gelves on ‘tailor-mades’ of various
welghts and colors—and we have
gearcly seen an Englishwoman wearing
one since we arrived, Even in the
morning at public meetings the most
delicate fabries are worn, with long
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To cement his alllance with the Eng-
lish people he proposed to the duke of
Lancaster that he give him one of his
daughters. The duke was pleased. [t
would advance his plans.

“l1 have two daughters,” he said
“Phillppa, who is 20, and Catherine,
who Is 17. Your majesty can have
which you choose.”

SURPRISE KEPT HIM SILENT.

trains, elaborately trimmed and often
with thin kid slippers or white shoes.
They are dragged about with utter dis-
regard on the dirty floors of halls,
theaters and the courtyards, which
everywhere gbound. When we saw
chiffon dresses tralling through  the
parks we sald to our escort: ‘Those

“In these affairs of state it mat'srrs
little,” sald the Kking, sadly. “let it be
the older, to more nearly match my
own nge. '’

The duke returned at onee to Kog-
land to prepare his daughter for this
royal marriage., He carried with Yim
portraits of the king, and described in
glowing terms his graces anid virthes

There was no cholea for Philippa
Fortunately, the falr English maid

anly ’m

was pleased with the dark beauty of
the king. She woodered If he would
admire her. Bhe had heard of hias in-
difference to women, and knew that
he had not even asked for her pitfure
“At least he shall not know that |
eare at all for him,” she thought, for
she was a high-spirited girl
l The marriage was by proxy hin
was not uncommon in royal fa ibes
long ago. The dignity of the King for
bade him to go from his own land to
seek his bhride. Yot the Lady PhHppa
of Lancaster was granddadaghter « [ the
king of England.  She must be wervied
In her own country
l The king seat as hia proay # greal
archhlahop.  He traveled in rove stal»
| attended by many nobles
After the corvmony Philipis, »as
quesn of Portugal, wenl, In sare 5 the
archblshop and all his train, o the
husband wham in her heart she loved
and whom she knew cared not for her
| On her arriyal In Portugal she was
taken 1o o grand castle, where (M mar
riage ceremany was Lo be porfomed on
the following day with the Wag n
:“l ol his prosy

women must be hardly reapectable.
“The very first ladies in the city,' he
angwered. After becoming acquainted
[ 1 talked with some of the English-
women on the subject and they sald:

‘We do not wear tallor-made sults in

“the season,” that is, In May, June and

| July, but the other nine months of the
| year we live in them." S0 we put ours
| In the bottom of our trunks and packed |
| the steamer rugs on top of them, We |
have heen fortunate enough to seo the |

‘Smart set’ over here at a number ul‘

|

functions, and It has been Interesting
te compare thelir dressing with that
of the fashlonalle women on similar
iweasions In our Oown caountry My
opinion is that (2 the B, quality and |
style of gowns, those (n America are
quite egqual o England, it
wist superior; but In laces and jJewels

Lhime In

the English women are ahead | think
we  da ot ha wns gatherings
where an many women have magnif

cent laves and jvwels as one sovs heore
o Al It
IRings. oven
Here they ar
the nheritance of many

The reason 2 ol hard
tlakes Lime L
where olie has mohey

vollect t hews

deivrrationa
varh adding o few rare plvees ta the

aliection and In Losdan more wl
Ltheas old attd wealihsy families vongre
|
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THE LAST MAN.

Fatea’That May Overtake the Survivor
of the Human Kace.

Astronomers tell us that the day
must come when the earth will,
like the moon, wheel through the heav-
ens a dead and barren ball of matter,
airless, waterless, lifeless, But long,
long before that time man will be ex-
tinet, and will have disappeared so ut-
terly that not so much as the bleached
gkeleton of a human being will be visi-
ble on all the millions of square miles
of the surface of this planet. Unless
by some huge and universal cataclysm
the whole race {8 swept at once Into
eternity, It Is but reasonable to sup-
pose that man, like any other race of
animals, will disappear slowly and that
eventually there will be but a single
human being left—some old, old man,
gray headed and bearded, and left to
wander alone in a golitude that may be
imagined but not deseribed. How will
he die, this last relic of the teeming
millions that once transformed the
globe and ruled undisputed master of
every other living thing? There are
many fates that may befall him. He
may go mad with the horror of loneli-
ness and himself end his miserable ex-
Istence, He may be eaten by the vast
reptiles or glant inasects which will
then probably infest the solitudes, But
his fate may be far welrder and more
dreadful. Scientists say that as we
burn the coal and timber we are still
80 richly supplled with we let loose
into the atmosphere an ever-increasing
volume of carbonie acid gas. Much of
this Is taken up by plants, but not all.
It must inerease and eventually polson
the breathable alr, filling the valleys
and mountains slowly to the hilltops,
where the last remains of animal life
are striving for existence. The last
man will elimb higher and higher, but
eventually the suffocating, invisible
fluld will reach and drown him,

EASY CORRESPONDENCE.

How & Clover New Orleans Couple
Maonuge It.

One of the houses on my route is
the home of a traveling man who
spends about half his time out of
town, éald a New Orleans letter-car-
rier to a Times-Democrat reporter,
When he goes on a trip he and his wife
exchange a postal card every day, reg-
ular as the clock. The lady always
gives me her cards to maill, and I
couldn't help noticing that both they
and the ones she received were always
perfectly blank. All they ever con-
tained was the address, and those that
came to the wife had even that printed
instead of written, I confess the thing
made me curious, and I thought up all
kinds of theories—sympathetic ink, se-
cret marks on the edges and a lot of
other nonsense for which [ never dis-
covered any evidence, [ happened to
know the drummer pretty well, and,
meeting him one day, 1 couldn’t resist
asking him abont the blank cards. “So
you've been trying to read 'em, have
you?" he said, laughing., 1 expected
that, and took it good-naturedly, Then
he explained, *“My wife and I are nat-
urally poor letter writers,” he said,
“but we want to hear from each other
every day, 8o as to know that nothing
has gone wrong. Ve used to  write
like other folks, but it was a hard job,
and one evening we got to looking
over some of our old letters, and they
seemed so stupid and foreced that we
were really ashamed of ourselvea, Then
we thought of this blank eard scheme,
and it has worked like a charm. It
means simply that all is well, Before
I go on the road each of us knows the
other's programme and the receipt of
the cards means that nothing has hap-
pened to change our plans, The sav-
ing of ink and imbecility has been
enormous."”

Cheap Water In Glasgow.

In Glasgow a $756 householder ob-
taixs for $1.42 per annum a continuous,
never falling, unrestricted stream of
the purest water in the world delivered
right into his kitchen, wash-house and
bath-room. It is calculated that 30
gallons of pure water are delivered to
the citizens of Glasgow for every
penny pald. And it is water of such
pecullar softness that the householders
of Glasgow can pay thelr water rate
out of what they save on soap, Loch
Katrine water is not only soft—it Is
remarkably bright, cloar and free from
vegetable matter because of the bare
and precipitous character of the hills
which drain into the loch, It is uni-
form In color, temperature and gual-
ity, is absolutely free from pollution,
and must remain so because the corpo-
ration have now bought up the build-
ing rights of the whole dralnage area;
it needs no Altration and I8 practically
unaffected by the change of seasons. -
Engineer Magazine

Not Qualified te Judge.
Renedict - | have about declded to go
to Mexico for the summer, Rachelor—
Why, that's the hotlest place on the
face of the earth. Hepedict ~-Bxeuse
you're not  mwarried —Riche

Ban't Need Another,

Lady “Traveler—Allow me 1o detals
Yo one oment, sl | have here "
neal and pretiy little letter-opener
very handy tient lltlh-[n'p”." Mo

have 1 ot bhoms I'm & marvied an,
YOu sewe'

Mot Warth Maving.
Alr Jung Bahadur, the prime minle-
or 1o the king of Nepaul, has & hat
| ade of dlamonds worth over §2 500
| S, and perched on top s & single
| ruby of ‘mcalewlable yvalue

Man s an Imitative creatuyre and
whaever Is foremos' leads 1Ne Lher
| Bohiller
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