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INTERNATIONAL

CHAPTER VIIL
ARLY in the morn-
ing efter Miss
Hetherington’s vis-
it, Marjorle pre-
pared to set out for
the Castle, She
would gladly have
made some excuse
to stay at home,
but Mr., Lorraine
would not hear of
it, and at his earn-
#t request she consented,

i\"ﬁhe is your hest friend,” sald the

inister, “and vou must not offend

I

“Very well, T will  go,” answered
dapjorie; “but 1 shall come home early
it the afternoon. She’ll never agk me
t8 Stay all night? 1f she does, I can’t
lo 1!

“Why not, Marjorie?"

“The Castle's eerle enough at day-
time, but at night it's dreadful, and
Migs Hetherington creeps about like
a ghost, 1'd sooner sleep out In the
kirkyard."

At a quartar before nine she startoed,
for she had three miles to walk, and
she wished to linger on the roal,
which lay through pleasant country
pastures and among green lanes, The
morning was bright and elear, though
there were clonds to seaward which
spoke of coming raln, Passing up
through the village, the way she had
come the previous day, she saw young
Sutherland standing at the gate of the
weaver's cottage.

“Good-morning, Marjorle.
are you going to so early

“Up to Miss Hetherington's at
Castle,” she replied.

“Are vou going to walk?"

“Yos."

“Then may I come with yon a plece
of the road?"

“Not today,
nervously.
on."

The young man sighed, hut did not
press his request. Troubled and vexed
at the meeting, Marjorie walked quick-
ly away.

She followed the townward highway
till she came to the cross-ronds where
she had alighted from the wagonette,
Close to the cross-road there was a
stile, and she was about to step over,
when she heard a volce behind her.
Turning quickly she saw to her as-
tonishment the French teacher from
Jumfries, .

He was clad in a dark walking-suit,
with broad-brimmed, wide-awake hat,
and was smoking a clgar. He looked
at her smilingly, and raised his hat.
She thought he had never looked so
handsome, as he stooa there In the
sunshine, with his pale face smliling
ad his bright black eyes fixed eagerly
apon her,

“Monsieur Caussidiere!" she cried in
astonishment,

“Yes, It g 1!"" he replied in his sad,
muslcal voice, *“I have walked from
the town, and wasg going down to see
yvow"

“To sce me!” she echoed,

“Yes, mademolselle, and the good
man your guardian. You have spoken
of him so often that I longed to make
his acquaintance, and, having two idle
days before me, I came hers, as you
behold."

Marjorie did not know what to say
or do, the encounter was 8o unexpected,
She stood trembling and blushing in
such obvious embarrassment that the
Frenchman came to her rellef,

“Do not let me detain you, If you
have an appointment., Or stay! per-
haps you will permit me to walk a
little way in your company?"

And before she quite understood
what was taking place, he had lightly
leaped the stile and was handing her
over with great politeness. They
atrolled along the foot-path side by
slde, Suddenly Marjorie paused.

“] am golng up to the Castle,” she
said, “and I shall not be back till the
afternoon. Do not let me take you out
of your way."

The Frenchman smiled and shrugged
his shoulders,

“Oh! one way Is to me as good us
another,” he excluimed.

“But you sald you wished to see Mr,

Where

the

Johnnle,” she saild,
“I'm late, and must hurry

Lorraine?” »
wprecisely; but 1 prefer your com-
pany, my child.”

“He 18 at home now, and will be so
glad of some one to talk to,”

] pee you want to get rid of me,
little one,” said Caussidlere, paternally.
“if 1 go will you promlse to return
soom? Remember, I shall not depart
until you do return.”

“Yes, 1 will promise,” answered Mar-
jorle. “I—I would rather you did not
come any further.”

“And wherefore, my child?
company so disagreeable?”

“No, monsieur; but the folk in this
place are aye talking, and if they saw
me walking wity a strange gentleman
it would be all over the parish before
night, and then Miss Hetherington
would hear of it, and I should get no

1s my

peace.
And as she spoke she looked round
pervously, as If dreading an eye-wit-

uess.

“Miss Hetherlngton! Pray, who Is
she?”

“The lady I am golng to see. Bhe
has eyes everywhere—nothing happens
but she kens,"

“But surely there is nothing to con-
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ceal," persigted the Frenchman, *It
I8 very natural that, having met you,
I should offer to egcort you."

“In France, maybe, but not hera in
Annandale, Down here, monsieur,
when two folk are geen out walking in
the fields together, all the world pe-
Heves them (o be courting."”

She had spoken without refllection,
and her face now grew crimson as she
met her companion's eyes and realized
the significance of her own words,

“1 gee,” erled the Frechmnan, langh-
ing, "“They would take me for your
laver."

Marjorle did not reply, but turned
her face away and began to wnlk on

rapldly. Dut the Frenchman kept by
her side.

“Ah, my chitd,” he continued, “I am
more fit to be your father thnn your
lover, 1 am not so frivelous and vain

as to presume to think of one so roung
and pretty, You must not mind me!
1 am your teacher, your frieml-—thnt is
alt”

She was touched by the tone In
which he spoke. but after a moment’'s
hesitation she pansed agaln, and looked
him full in the face.

“What you say s quite troe, mon-
sleur,” she sald; “but, oh! do not fol-
low me any further. See, that is the
Castle, and who knows but Miss Haoth-
erington hersell Is watchlng us from
the tower?"

She pointed across the fleldg toward
a dark belt of woodland, over which
two old-fashioned towers were indeed
visible, about a mile and a half away.

“Well, I will do as you aesire, my
child,” answered Caussidiere, afler a
moment's hesltation; “I will go and
make the acgualntance of your guuaind-
fan. Au revoir!"

He took her hand, 1ifted it to his lips,
and kissed it: then, with an ale of re-
gpectful gallantry, he awept off his hat
and bowed, 8he could not help amil-
ing; he looked so fantastie to hor sin-
ple sight, and yet #o handsome!

She walked on thoughtfully, At the
next stile she turned and looked back,
He was atill stationary in the pathway,
gazing after her; but the moment she
looked back he kisged hig hand,

Marjorie turned again and walked
on, with no little fluttering of the
heart.

When she reached the Castle, an
elderly man-servant led her Into the
lobby, & dark and dreary passage hung
with oll paintings and antique maps
and prints; thence Into a large apart-
ment, divided by an open folding-door
into two portions,

Here he left her to announce her ar-
rival to hils mistress.

Presently the room door aponed, and
the mistress of the house appeared,

She was dressed in an old-fashioned
robe of stiff black silk, and wore a cap,
like that of a widow, over her rnow-
white hair. She came In leaning on
her crutch, and nodded grimly to her
guest,

it ye doon,” she said, pointing to n
geat, and herself dropping Into an srm-
chatlr before the fire, Then, drawing
out & man's gold hunting-watch and
opening it, she continued: *“Twenty-
five minutes after ten. You're late in
coming, Marjorie Annan. [ doubt you
were lingering on the way."

CHAPTER IX.
g===y1 8 8he spoke, and
closed her walch
sharply, Miss Heth-
t Ington fixed her
It black eyes Kkeenly
\ on Marjorie, who,
remembering  her
recent encounter
with  Caussidlere,
flushed and trem-
bled. A curlous
smile grew upon
the stern woman's bloodless face as
ghe continued:

“Ay, ay, you were lingering, and may
be you hed pleasant company., Who
was yon you parted with out thore
among the green flelds?”

Marjorie started in consternation.
Her fears, then, were right, and it was
useless to conceal anything from Miss
Hetherington, who was llke a witch,
and had eyes and ears everywhere,

“Oh, Miss Hetherington,” she ex-
claimed, “did you see us together?"

“I was up on the tower with my spy-
ing-glass, and I saw far awa' a lassie,
that looked ltke Marjorie Annan, und
a lad I took at first for Johnnie S8uther-
land, till he began booing and klssing
his hand, and then I saw it could na be
Johnnie."

Marjorle now percelved that all con-
conlment was useless, and at oncae told
her hostess of the meeting with her
French teacher. She did not think It
expedlent, however, to deacribe with
exactness the Frenchman's conversa-
tion; but even as It was, Misg Hether-
ington's brow darkened, and her oyc¢s
flashed with a light llke that of anger.

“Braw dolngs!"” she muttered, “Draw
doings for young growing lassle o" sev-
entesn! Your French teacher, psay you?
What's his name, Marjorie?"

“Monsleur Caussidiere.”

“And what's the man doing down
here Irtead ol teaching his classes in
the town?"

“Indeed, 1 can’t tell,” returned Mar-
jorie. “I1 met him quite by accldent on
my way to see you'

“Humph! What llke is he? Is ke
young?"

“Not very young."

“Weaol favored?™

“Yes, and vory clever”™

“Worse and worse,” sald Misa HMeth-
erington. “Now, Marjorie,
me!"

“Yoa, Migs Hetherington,”

awer,
ol

Do you think this French scoun
he & n scoundrel, tak’ It for
pranted-—has come down here In purs
sult o his pupil? Dinna be feared to
answer. s he fond o you, Marjorio?"”

“I—1 think he llkes me"

“Has he sald ns muckle?”

“Yeu, Miss Hetherington,"” answered
Marjorie, who was Incapable of a [alse-
hood,

“And you? What think ye of him?"

“1 like him very much, Miss Hether-
ington. He has been very kind and pa-
tient with me.”

“But do you love him?--tell me that;
or I8 it Johnnie Sutherland that has
won your silly heart? Ont with It,
Marjorle Annan, Frank confession’s
good for the soul, and I'm your friend.”

Marjorie blushed, but kept her frank
blue eyes fixed on her questioner’s faco,

“I don't love anybody, Migs Hether-
ington—not In the way you mean.”

“Are you sure o' that?"

“Quite sure.”

“Then you're a wise lassle,” erled the
lady, rleing to her feet. “Meon are kittle
cattle, and safer at a distance. Look
at that pleture,'” she continued, sud-
denly polnting to a portralt over the
mantelpiece, “You ken who 1s 1t?"

“Yes; your brother, Mr, Hugh."

“Mugh Hetherington, God rest hlis
gonl! und the best brother woman ever
hnd. PFPolk thought that he was bad,
and ha had my fathor's temper; but hoe
guarded his sister llke a watch-dog;
and 1 wish you had a brother to guard
vou half as weel. Look underneath my
een, on my right cheek! You see that
mark? I shall earry it to my grave,
Hugh gave it to me when 1 was a young
lags, He struck me In the face wi’ his
flst, because he thought I was hiding
something from him, and coorting wi'
one I needna name."”

The lady's face grow full of a wild,
florce Hght as she spoke, and she
lnughed strangely to herself. Marjorlo
gnzed at her In dread,

it was a lle, but Hugh was right,
he loved his sister. He kenned what
men were, he knew their bluck hearts,
They're a' bad, or mostly a'. Tak’
warning, Marjorle Annan, and hearken
to me! Let nae man coms to yoa in
gecret wi' words o' love; hide naething
from them that care for you—from Mr.
Lorraine or from me. Trust the auld
heads, Marjorie; they ken what Ia right,
(iod has made you bonny; may He keep
vou pure and happy till the end!™

Her tone was changed to one of deep
enrnestness, even of pathos, BShe
walked up and down the room In agl-
tation, pausing now and agaln, and
leaning upon her crutch,

“No that I would hae you lead a lone-
ly life!™ she exclalmed after a pause,
“Look at me! I'm no that old In years,
but I'm gray, gray wl' lonelinesa and
trouble, I might hae had ons to care
for me; I might hae had balras; but
It was na to be. I'm a rich woman, but
I hae neither kith nor kin. Lord for-
bid you should ever be the same! DBut
when you marry—and marry you will
some dny—you must choose A true
man—ay, true and honest, whether he
be rich or poor; and if you vanna
choose, let the auld folk that care for
you, and that ken the world choose for
you, ‘Trust thelr een, no your ain!
Never deceive them; keep nae secrets
from them, Mind that, Marjorie Ane
nan!"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Most Beautifal Foot.

The most beautiful foot Is the alender
one, The stylish girl recognizes this
fact. Her shoes are always large
enough to avold cramping the foot, and
yet they are snug and wonderfully neat
and delicate. That |s the reason why
some girls can dance all night without
rest, while others have to retire early
from a brilllant ball, leaving their
hearts behind—in case they do not
dance and suffer so much with their
feet as to preclude the poasibllity of
real enjoyment. If a girl wears a
proper shoe, when the foot is bare, and
ghe stands upon it in the privacy of
her bedroom, it will be as pretty and
delicate as a baby's. The instep would
be high, the heel dellcately formed, the
skin as white as alabaster, with pos-
gibly blue velns showing through. The
general form of the foot will be slen-
der, the toes tapering parallel, and
separated by about the thickness of a
gheet of paper, and adorned with pink-
tinted nails. A girl who haa such feet
as these—and there are many who
have them—well may take pride and
pleasure in contemplating them,

Propeller Replaced at foa.
While in the mid-Atlantic on a re-
cent trip the steamship Victorla of Bun-
derland lost the tall of her shaft and
with it the propeller. Har engines
were thus, of course, rendered useless.
But those on board were equal to the
emergency. They depressed the how
and elevated the aterm by shifting
welghta 50 : 3 to enable a spare shaft
and serew 1 be fitted at sea, and afi-
er the delay recessary for so heavy a
job to be accc:aplished under such dif-
ficult conditions, she resumed her voy-

age and made her port In safety.

Whisky or Saske.

A man who waa bitten by a rattle-
snnke drank a quart of whisky as a
remedy. He died woon afterwards, and
the coroner's jury brought In this ver-
dict: *The deceased game to his death
elther from the snake or the whisky,
the jury being uncertain which, and
the local physician being absent at the
funeral of one of his patients.”

When tea was first Introduced in
England, in the seventesnth century,

it eost 66 shlllings a pound.

llston to

“Look me In the face while you an- |

| BELLA'S ATONEMENT,

s By Annn Shields,
WO figurea

i huge troe (oo lit-
tin garden,
strong, erect, defi-
nnt; the other
drooping, timid and
pleading. 1L was a
repetition  of the
oid, old story of
true  lovers torn
asunder by a cruel
fate, & parting and vows of constancy
and faithful love.

The man, Rodney Kirke, was a fine
looking young fellow of twenty-elght,
who had been from Infancy the ward
and darling of his uncle, Jamoes Kirke,
belleving himself always to be the cer-
tain helr of that gentleman and ever
his dutiful nephew from true, earnest
love and gratitude, His life had been
& shadowed one, having little bright-
neas, for his uncle for thirty years had
been an  invalld—sometimes well
enough to move about In hls own ex-
tenalve grounds, but often, for montha
together, confined to his room and bed,
suffering Intensely,

When Rodney left school and would
have studied a profession or entered
upon some business career, his uncle
kept him bound to his chalr, letting all
the management of his large eatate fall
gradually into his hands, and taking
infinite comfort from his gentle care
when he was sulfering.

It was a strange, gray 1ife for youth,
and Rodney fretted sometimes at merg-
ing his own existence into that of the
fnvalld, but the argument his unele
used at such times was a powerful
one.

“When I die thia whole property will
be yours, and you must care for It and
control it. It will never be necessary
for you to undertake any other buysi-
ness,"

He was content, therefore, to let his
life narrow to the limits his uncle die-
tated, until, about two years before the
date when this story opens, Mr, Kirke
being ordered to the seaside, there met
Mra. Olney, a widow with one son very
nearly Rodney's age, Looking back,
it was all like a whirling dream to the
young man to recall how the handsome
widow took possossion of his uncle,
flattered him, petted him, coaxed him
and married him,

The return to Ferndale, James
Kirke's home, was a wedding trip, and
from that hour every effort was made
by the bride to thrust Rodney out of
his place in his uncle’'s heart and
home. Misrepresentations were made
at first In vain; afterward with more
cffect. Keeping him out of his uncle's
room, Mrs. Kirke made the old gentle-
man belleve his absence was from vol-
untary neglect. At last a tangible
cause of complaint was found, when
Rodney, lonely and miserable, fell In
love with Bella Green, whose father—
horror of horrors! kept a small drink-
ing saloon, and whose mother was vul-
garity personified. The girl herself
had been educated In a good seminary,
and came home to find all her sur-
roundings revolting to a delicate, sen-
sitive nature, refined by study and as-
sociatlons with companions above her
in the social scale.

She was wonderfully pretty, conasid-
ering what her parents were, and
Rodney's deepest sympathles were
roused by her mlserable home life.
That he met her In the shady lanecs
and woods was from no desire for con-
cealment, but simply because her home
was 8o nolsy, lll-ordered and wulgar
that there was no place for quiet or
conversation.

The story of this “low assoclation”
wns 80 told to James Kirke that he
was furlous with anger, and this, add-
ed to the other sins attributed to Rod-
ney, so roused him that the young man
had put before him the cholce of glv-
ing up his love at once and forevor or
leaving hls home., All the chivalry of
a seusitive heart, which a life of seclu-
sion had made stlll more romantic,was
aroused, and Rodney refused obedlence
to his uncle for the first time,

And so, under the great tree in Eam
| Green's garden, he was taking leave of
the girl for whose sake he was leaving
luxury and hope, to face a world whose
bitterness he had never tasted,

“You will be true to me, Bella?" he
gald, as he pressed a floal kiss upon
her tear-stalned face,

“I will wait for you if it Is for twen-
ty years,” she said, vlinging to him,

And, keeping that promige for com-
fort, Rodney Kirke left Ferndale to try
to find employment in L——, a large
manufacturing town ten mliles distan?,
where his uncle owned property, And
every face that had smiled upon him
for years was turned away; every door
that had opened to him wns closed.
His uncle’s influence, wilelded by his
wife, kept him from even the lowes!
position, and he suffered from positive
bunger more than once In the firat
three months of his exile, The bitter
regrets for the easy obedience to his
uncle which had made him neglect all
preparation for a life of self-support,
were unavalling, and there came n
winter night when he stood In the
streets, homeless and penniless and
battling the temptation to defy even
his Creator by sulcide.

Buddenly he roused himself from
such bitter reverie and walked rapid-
ly until he reached a handsome house,
where & tin sign announced to all com-
ers that “Dr, Bedlowe" llved within.
He was In his ofice when Rodney
Kirke entered, and rose at once to give
him a most cordial greeting.

“You glve me courage for asking a
favor,” the young man sald, grateful-
ly. “0ld friends bave not cared to sec
me of late,”

“Anything I can do for you is done,"
sald the doctor, cordially, “I think,
Rodney, your old frlends do not un-
derstand, as I do, how foully you bave

W

e ——

| haen wronged,

Kypowing everything,
1 hava exertad all my Influence with
your uncle In yvour favor, but #o far In
vain, Now 1ell me, what can 1 do for

atood | you?"
under the shade of |
| Ih'“
one |

1 will not
I ean not work without somo ex-
perfence, but there Is one position 1
am Nt for, Long training” he sald,
very bitterly, “has made ma a goml
nirse, WMWY you glve me a nuirso's
pince and a nurse’s wagea in the L——
haospital®”

“You!™ the doctor erled, and then
irled to move Hodney from this reso-
lutlon, offering him opportunities to
study medicine, loans of money--any-
thing the truest friondship could sug-
gost. But Rodney was firm. He
must earn the bread he ate, though he
thankfully accepted the doctor's propo-
sitlon to make the position n stepping
stone for the study of medicine and
surgery, It were far too long a story
to record all the trials of the next two
years. Falthful In the discharge of
every duty, the nurse found time for
atudy under Dr. Bedlowe's advice, and
put in every dollar not needed for ac-
tunl existence toward the expense of a
medieal education. He was amazed
himself at the enthusiasm hia study
roused, and the doctor encouraged him
warmly, seelng clearly how he wounld
be fitted for his profession, Hut over
the new hopes there hung a heavy
cloud. Bix months after he left' Fern-
dale, hig letters to Bella remained un-
answered so long that he went to seck
her, to find the store In new hands and
the family gone,

Bhocked, anxlous and bewlldered as
he was, hoe did not lose his faith, When
he could offer her a home he would
seok Bella and find her true to him.
News from home came to him from
Dr. Bedlowe. He was kept Informed
of the rapid changes-—-the first that
Ralph Olney hnd taken his place In
his uncle’s affections and was a most
devoted stepson, Later, Mrs, Kirke
died, but Rodney's letters to his uncle
wero returned, and he was Informed
fn a curt note that Ralph Olney would
be his uncle’'s helr, as ho was his *'de-
voted son.”

“Your uncle i completely under that
young man's control,” Dr, Bedlowe
sald, “and the mention of your name
excites him to a perfect fury of rage.
Trust me to do all 1 can for you!"

And having already given up all hope
of reconcilintion, Roduney only studied
more diligently, and gave more falth-
ful attentlon to every opportunity to
advance his practical knowledge.

He was In his own room, a tiny cell
of a place at the end of his ward, bus-
fed with preparntions for the day,when
a stroke upon the bell over his head
warned him that an accldent case was
on the way to his care. Instantly he
was on the alert, and moved to the va-
cant bed that must receive the new pa-
tient, Cool, self-posgensed, but tendoer
for all suffering, he helped to lft the
Injured man from the stretcher to the

“Doector, | am starving!

“RUN OVER."

Lbed, but his very heart seemed to
ceaso its beating as his eyes fell upon
the pallld face of Ralph Olney.

“Run over!” the men sald who had
carried him. “Ailn't moved nor spoke
since we plcked him up. Not dead, s
he?"

No! He was not dead, but fright-
fully Injured, and the doctors who clus-
tered about the bed shook their heads
ominously. It was strongly impressed
upon Rodney that the life of the pa-
tlent hung upon a thread, the strands
of which were largely composed of his
watchfulness and striet obedience to
orders, and then he was left to watch.
Under Providence he held in his hands
the life of his enemy—of the man who
had supplanted him, maligned him, in-
jured him In every way., He bhad
thought the worst shock was over, un-
til, an hour later, one of the physlcians
not Dr, Bedlowe—entered the room,
followed by a shrieking, sobblng wom-
an, who sank upon her konees beside the
patient, whispering:

“Oh, Ralph, speak to me!
band, my dear husband!"

And the weeplng wife was Bella.
Was it strange that Rodney Kirke
asked himself If he was In 8 dream-—
gome hideous nightmare pressing upon
his hrain? He moved to leave them
together, but Bella caught his hand,
and In broken, sobbing sentences Im-
plored him to forgive her—to be kind
to Ralph and save his life for her sake
and her child. It was pitiful to see
her, to hear the story of the web of
decelt woven about James Kirke, who
was Ignorant of the marriage of his
stepson. But at last, when the night
shadows were falling, Rodney Kirke
was free to collect his thoughts—to try
to make some coherent story in his be-
wildered braln. His love betrayed, he
felt with a strange wonder nc Jaln In
the fact. The contempt for the decelt
that had left him so easily and taken
the new heir in his place had struck
his love dead, Even anger was with-
ered by the scorn he felt,

But there opened before hiz mind at
once the power of revenge in his hands,
Hia rival's life depended on his skill
and his Inheritance upon his sclence.
¥{1s uncle had written to him that this
man would be his heir; probably he

My hus-

had long before made his will and car-

ried out his threat, Yet, if he dled,
Rodney wans his helr at law, and Helia's
falsehood removed the only cause of
difference between himaolf and his uns<
cle

Daya passed, and as If he had been
his treasured friend, Rodney Kirke
nureed Ralph Olney back to life, He
had fought back all selfigh considera-
tion, and left the results to the fature,
His duty was to nurse  his  patient
falthfully, constantly, and he excoeded
his duty, only leaving him whers Beolla
was allowed to sit beside him. A deep
pity for the woman he had loved filled
his heart, It was evident that her In-
fidelity was the ylelding of a weak na-
ture to a strong one, and that she
foared her husband as much ns she
loved him, When consclonsncss re-
turned to the invalld it beeame evident
that the mind was serlously Impalred,
and a gentleness, evidently new to her,
greoted Bellas timid ministrations,

Dr. Bedlowe, watching all, urged up-
on Rodney the duty of seeking recon-
elllation with his uncle, but the young
man absolutely refused to make any
advances, .

“You say you have told him of Ralph
Olney’'s marriage,” he told his old
friend, “and It he wanta me he must
send for me."”

Put the Invalld, too, was obstinate,
and while Ralph was still in the hos-
pital James Kirke was found dead In:
his bed—heart diseass having followed
@ traln of other aliments,

The will that made his step-son his
helr was found, and, with a bitterness
llke death, Rodney one morning assist-
ed In dressing his patlent for the last
time, and saw him drive away, with
hig wife and baby boy, to take posses-
slon of the home he had regarded as
his own for the greater part of his life,
Ten years later Dr. Kirke, a man al-
ready known in his profession, was sit-
ting In his ofice alone, when his old
friend, Dr. Bedlowe, cameo In, his face
full of pleasure.

“At laat!" he sald., “At last, I may
congratulate you. Dut I must tell my
story first. Before your uncle died,
Rodney, he gave me his solemn prom-
Ise to right the wrong he had done you.
Ralph Olney was not a poor man, hav-
ing inherited a falr income from his
father, but he was grasping, selfish and
deceitful until the accldent that threw
him into your care, and that left him
crippled and Imbeclle. When your un-
cle dled I thought the will that he had
promised to make In your favor was
onoe of the unaccomplished nota dying
men so often leave until too late. But
to-day, only to-day, Mrs. Olney came
to my office with the will, which she
found & week ago, quite by accldent,
Rodney, you must pity and forgive her.
Such a heart-broken face I have never
goen. Five children lle in little graves,
and her husband is only & wearing
source of grief and care. In this last
week she has removed all thelr per-
sonal possessions from Ferndale, and
she asks of you only that you will not
seek to find her In her new home or to
thank her. 8he was fearful that pride
or some mistaken chivalry might lead
you to refuse what she called her atone-
ment, and so brought the will to me,
Your old home awalts you! May yow
be very happy there!”

Good Enough for the Price.

Mrs, Goregular (to lady friend): 1|
was very much disappointed with the
germon—very, Little Willle (who had
had his eye on the plate): Yes, mater,
but what can you expect for a penny?
~Tit-Bits.

Just the Thing.

Lea (sadly)—"l don't know what to
do with that boy of mine, Ho's been
two years at the medical college and
still keeps at the foot of his class.”
Perrins (promptly)—"Make a chiropo-
dist of him,"—Tit-Bits,

In the Counting Roem.
“8pllkine seems llke a nice, quiet fel-
low.” “Spilkins? That man's & regular
dictator.”” “To his wife?" *“No, to his
typewriter,""—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

ABOUT THE BABY.

The mouth of the bottle fed baby
should be washed out dally with a soft
cloth wet in water in which a little
borax and soda have been dissolved,

Where baby's gums are red and pain-
ful, they may be gently rubbed with
the finger with a little of the follow-
Ing mixture. Nitrate of potass, one
scruple; syrup of roses, half an ounce,

Let the baby asleep. No one has a
right to break In upon the repose or-
dalned by a wise providence for the
healthy development of the brain and
nervous system of the little one while
the miracle of soul wakening goes on,
Visitora can admire him sufficiently If
his eyes are closed; and if the hour
for nursing him pnsses, it s proof,
conclusive, that nature is fully aware
of his greatest needs and is respond-.
Ing to them,

Milk may be tested by a plece of
blue ltmus paper, which becomes red
if placed in anything at all acid. Lit-
mus paper can be bought st any chem-
ist's and should be kept fm ~very nurs-
ery. A small plece ls tc b torn off, '
and placed just under the gorface of
the milk., As milk rapldly takes up
uny lmpurities from the air it
be kept In & cool place out
of dust and drainage
Milk may be kept good
refrigerator by turning it
large basin and covering
{hin cloth wrung out In cold
If an alkall, such as llme water
bonate of soda, has to be
milk in order to prevent acldity
baby, it should not be added until
milk 1s required for use,
away the avid taste or smell jt
prevent detection of the
milk is not it for the infant,

Conviction 1s worthless till it

verts itsel into conduct.—Carlyle, S
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