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T was a new sen-
k : sation to Dolly—

* ® this perfect,

*— | beautifal hapnpi-
ness. Itseemed
to bher that some
wonderful new
brightuess must
have settled

L . down over the
¥ -] world.
Aud it was

only this morn-

ing that she had
dasted the old brown dress and tried
to brighten it with a fresh collar and
pink bow. Only this morning —scarce-
1y twelve hours he had pinned
on the brown hat, with its dejected
“droopy” bows, and wandered if she
musi walk about underit all the sum-
mer. And now it was all away back
in the pitiful past.

Forat noon a telegram had come
for her. She was eating her lunch,
so0 daintily put up by Aunt Harriet,
when the messenger-boy came into
the little back room of the millinery
store and handed her a yellow en-
velope.

“It is all right. Coming to-morrow.

RogerT.”

That was all; but oh, the meaning
of it! It meant an end to the years
of weary waiting. It meant comfort
a. happiness and rest and the fal-
fil. ent of eountless lovely dreams.

And meant that an heir had been
found at last by the puzzled lawyers,
and that the fortune of the old West-
ern miner would no longer go a-beg-
ging for some one to use it. For the
miner's will had ealled for “the son
of my friend Garrison Brent,” and
Robert was the fortunate man.

Dolly’s hands ware not quite steady
that afternoon, when she fitted one
after another of the pretty hats over
her cousin Kitty's yellow bangs, and
Kitty was hard to pleasa.

“You sin't interested, Dolly; your
eyes are dreamy. Do you Lkoow
Robert is coming home? Amy told
me; bad a telegram. He is the
heir; isn't he rich? But he's had a
bard time taking ecare of his mother
and sisters and Mrs. Brown's children.
That one is a little too close; try a
Bastuie Sekan®

Dolly bought another hat and
patiently laid the blue feathers
around it.

“Maybe you'll be getting married
now,” Kitty said, smiling under the
drooping plumes, “now that Robert is
a rich man.”

Dolly flushed and bent over the hats
on the counter.

“It looks like it's time,” Kitty went
on, “if you are engaged, as people
say. But long engagements rarely
ever end in mother says.
Yes, this one will do. Get it ready
by Sunday, Dolly; and 1 nearly for-
got—mother told me to ask if Aunt
Harriet is through with her head-
ache.”

But it was not of her pretty cousin
that Dolly thought now, as she lay in
the hammock under the low spreading
magnolia-tree down by the gate. She

beautiful for him.
It was twenty years since Robert,
by her under this very tree,
all in blossom then. had told her the
sweel StorTy tnsl every malaen muss
hear. Twenty years! She had been
a girl then, awkwardly con-
scious of her first long - dress;
and Robert, =a scareely
older than herself, had blushed

THE COURIER.

a ramily of litile orpifaned nephews
and nieces had been left to him.

Dolly was the first to say they must
wait. She could see how impossible
it wonld be for Robert to take care of
them all. He left school and worked
bravely on the old farm and the wait-
ing bad gone on.

So twenty years crept away. Dolly
had remusined in her aunt’s home,
helping with the children at fizst, and
afterward working down town; for
her aunt's daughters needed every-
thing, now that they were grown up,
and Dolly was used to looking out for
herself.

And now the waiting was over al
last, and she would be Robert's wife.
She would rather have waited for this

“ITS AGAINST THE RULES, WMIS8 DOLLY,”™
HE SAID.

than to have been a queen long aga

It seemed to her that the very
leaves knew and trembled, as she did,
with joy; and the stars twinkled
down between them as if they, too,
knew all about it

The town clock struek ten and Patty
and Ben came in from the reading
club. They alwavs lingered a little
at the gate, as the manner of lovers
is, you know.

Dolly smiled as the soft murmur of
their voices came to her. She won-
dered if the poor young things would
ever be as happy as she was then!

And then. as they walked slowly
vp the path, words began to grow out
of the soft murmur.

“Bob Brent has struck it, they say,”
Bob remarked in his elegant way, and
Patty replied mounrnfally:

“Ah, yes. How sorry I am for Dol-
ly! Poor faithful, loving Dolly!™

“Sorry? Why isn't she im it? I
thought they were—"

“Why, Ben."” Patty broke in, with
tears in her little babyish voice, “can’t
you see that Dolly is only a faded,
middle-aged woman now, while Rob-
ert is in his prime—the handsomest
man in town? And haven't you no-
ticed how he admires Kitty? It was
all well enough when he ecouldn't
marry; but now——"

But the words were indistinet again;
Dolly heard no more.

She had risen from the hammock
and was standing, white and still, in
the glare of the eleetric light The
stars were mocking ' r now above the
lower light, and breczes were
whispering of the enty years that
had rolled over , carrying her
freshness away.

Ben saw her there when he came
down to the gate, and bowed witha
cheery, “Good night, Miss Dolly,” and
went whistling his newest favorite
cown the street.

Then Dolly erept up to her room.

“And I would have let him do it! I
never would have thought of the
change. Oh, the shame, the humilia-
tion of it! To think that I, a faded
middle-aged womsn, would have
held him to the promise made to
& fair young girl twenty long years
ago! He was too true and noble
to let me know, too tender to hurt
me. If only I had seen! It is all so
different with women, but I never

matter to me fow ¢hanged Robert
might be; I'd love him only the more,
if he needed mora. But he is grandly
handsome and—and he must have a—
young, pretty wife. It is best, I see
that—best for Robert and for her and
for me; for I counldn’t bear to have
him sorry or—or ashamed.”

She loosed her dress at the throat
and pressed her hands agaiast her
temples.

“He mustn’'t be ashamed of his—
wife, dear, faithful Robert. He must
be happy, now that the world is
brighter for him. I ean bear it—for
him.”

And then she wrote a letter, and,
when it was finished, she knelt by her
bedside; and the stars twinkled in
and the breeze fanned her pale, calm
face. Faded? Oh, the beauty of it
as she knelt there giving up all she
held dear. What are dimples and all
fresh prettiness compared to a beauty
like that? You only get the soul
after these are gone.

In the morning before any of the
household was awake she took the
letter and carried it out to the mail-
box on the corner; and then she went
to the hammock under the magnolia
and watched the sun rise down at tie
end of the cross street.

Presently the gate latch elicked,
and then a pair of strong arms folded
themselves about her and her head
was on Robert's broad shoulder, and
he was tcllint her how he had longed
for her, and what an age the last
week had been.

‘You would have been sorry for me,
Dolly,” he was saying; ‘“for in my
hurry getting off, I left your last pho-
tograph in the pocket of the coat I'd
been wearing, and there was only the
childish little thing taken twenty
years ago. Forgive me, dear, but it's
more like yvour little silly-faced Cousin
Kitty than like you. There, don't be
vexed—I know you are not very like
her now; but, batween us, 1 believe
you were in those first days, though it
is hard to think of my beautiful full-
blown rose as anything less lovely
and sweet than she is now. But you
will soon be my very own, Dolly, and
1 shan't be missing a photograph
when I have you.”

Dolly drew her breath. She was in
the new world again.

“Do you really want me, Robert?”
she asked, a glad light in her dark-
blue eyes.

“I'll show you pretty soon. Want
you? Oh, Dolly!” and then he went
on, langhing happily as he told her of
his plan.

“I'm coming to-night with Mr.
Sims, and I'm going to claim my wife
and take her away with me. What a
jolly tour ours shall be! Yes, I know
there is always trouble about clothes
and things; but we won't let that
make the waiting longer. Puton the
little blue frock and come away with
me. 1 waot you, and I've waited
twenty years: and now | must hurrv
to mother and Amy and the small
army of young people. I'll come for
my wife at 9, Dolly. Will she be
ready?”

What could she say but yes.

And then how her happy eyes fol-
lowed him as long as his broad
shoulders were in sight!

She stood by the gate until the post-
man came to take up the mail, and
then she flew out to him and begged
for the letter she had dropped through
the slot an hour ago.

*It's against the rules, Miss Dolly,™
be said; but she held out her hand
and lifted her pleading eyes to him,
snd he laid the letter across her palm.

Then the breakfast bel! rang, and
Dolly went in to tell them that her
wedding day was come.

———

By no one, not even by his widow, will
the ill fated Prime minister 4 Spain he
more truly mourned than by Frascuels,
wh for thirty years has been his cop.
fidential va'et and who was quite g
great a character at Madrid as his mas
ter. For whereas Donna Jou uina had
n toriously warried Canovas, who was
#o ill favored and cross eyed that pe
used togo by the nawe of the “Monster "
solely to satisfy her inordinate ambition
and craving for power and position,
Frascuelo loved his mastar for his owp
sake, dnd served him with unparalleled
devotion and fidelity. Imperious as was
the Bismarck of Spain, treating all his
followers, both high and low, i the
most contemptuous and supercilious
fashion a¢ if they were mere slaves, and
brooking contradiction from no one, not
even from the Queen Regent, he sub.
milted cheerful’'y and patiently to the
expostulations of his old servant. Fras.
cuelo was the only person in Spain who
presumed to “talk up.. to Canovas. and
to give him a § ood scclding when he con-
sidered that his master deserved if, or
nee led taking down a bit. Canvas in
variably eaded by submittiog to Fris

cuelo's objurgations with a kind of ar
of amured resignation and affectea ap-
prebension that was comical in the ex
treme.

Sutton & Hollowbush have invented a
cough call it the S. & H.

Sutton & and it is a good one
Stop and one on your way lo the
theatre. will save you a spasm of
coughing.

Tewn and Country.
He—"Wouldn't you rather ride Ia
the country than in the park?”
She—"No, indeed. There is nobody
#© look at one In the country "—Judge,
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