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Meanutinie Lord \uler neciing “Thmt ks goml Laoril Asimer #alil,
nothing of  what had e, e with his most futherly mannes
standing wt the window, watehing s He felt, this wicked aml  wily old
horses, his keen anid wicked bl ey« '| man, thit he wonbl have to be contin-
having motheed durimg tiae Wm0 D aally on s gaard with thls stendy
ety that he hd Leen In the reonit eyl sonung lads By hier advent the
that Dick's  portralr had gone e difonltion of the situntion woild  he

wurd the sound of the door opening,
i turned o not Dorothy, in
her flowing blue draperies, with e
aweel, shy gray eyes uplifted ta his
Dt @ tall, daek-eved voung woman in
gl gray gown, who came forward

et

i el out her i o what was
ntmistakably the fashion of a wonp
wao contgliderad herself his R AR L

Cloowd morningg, Lord Aylme i
satel, cordially. 1 must  thank yol

vyomaeh for all vouy Kindoes= to
lttle vaousin, who js very lonfely justy
gow. My opame s bramd Eatha
Brand.”

Lord Avimer conhd not elp starting
o lttle, but he covered [t bY@ pro
faund wonnd & protestation that he
wis detighted—endhanted, in tact to

have the honor of making Mis
Lunintanea

S0 this was the Estlier of whiom she
had  spoken  in her  letter-—Esther
Brand; ay, and Hkely to prove a hrand
between him and her,  He boodied with
Hsgust, and a thousand bl words
jostied one another fn his beart  the
witlle, at Esiher's pale, resoiate face,
her firm, white, capable hands
her fearless moanner, and admitted that

« Brand’s |

noted |

Al was unmistakably a4 woman of wl- |

tveation and good breeding  And it s
only fair to say that Lovd Avimer pos-
dively enrsed his Hl<lack even
Do Kept o gmooth and sintling rrone to
Lite enemy,

“And shall 1 not have the pleasure
af seeing Mrs. - ero Harrls this morn
g ?" he askal, finding presently  that

while |

| she §s about

there was no sign of Dorothy s appear- |

dalioee,

Miss Brand langhed, “Well, hard-
1. ghe answered. <My consin I8 us
well as could possibly he expected un-
dor the clrenmstances,”

“What clreamstances?" Lord Avimer
wawedl, thinking that Mlsz Brand was
adudineg to Barbara's accident

“The clreumstances of a babis,
LEather, smiling.

“Of what? Forgive me
fallow you.” he sl

“My cousin has got a baby, Lord Axl-
mer,” suld Esther, stlling still
Liroadly.

Lord Avlmer Jumped to his foet

" Raid

ther, not a littled startled, sprang o
bLers,
‘What?" he eried

sun bhars at

“Mrs. Harris had a Litt)e

CWHAT? HE CRIED
fonr o'clock this morning.” suaid
ther, who neither understond nor par-
ticularly admired this unloonked-for and
uncalled-for display of feeling

“ood God! burst from the old lord's
lips.

For n fow moments they stand stars
fng right nnother's
wstonnded, disgusted, batled; she pyz-
el and & Hotle angry at his unusual
snd extraordinary behavior, Of the two
the old lord wias the first to recover
himself,

“Pon o my
cald, with an

-

into one eyes, he

fady,” he
attempt  to

soul, my dear
immense

muore |

seem jovial and even amused, "1 nover |

was 8o surprised in all my life betore

never, You might have knocked me
lown with a feather, ‘pon my womrl,
you might, A baby o little son—anud
{ loft Mra, Harrels Jate yesterday after-

aoon, and hadn't the faintest susnicion |

that anything of the kind was In the
wind.”
Miss Brand ralsed her evebrows and

gmiled rather eoldly, “That 18 not very |

surprigsing, Loard Aylmer,"” she observ-
eril. “AR vou never saw my cousin be-
fore yesterday, you could not be ex-
pectad to have susplelons”

“Oh, no, no; but yon surprised me ns |

much er—so very much,
well?”
“Oh!

yes, thanks: as well as

And she i8]

we |

| woman, and, after all

greatly inerensed; i he saeeecidod now
moonsting ek and getting hold  of
Porothy, it woulid e in spite of Miss

Esther Brand, Yer the odtenltios of

the sltuation only made Wi the more

anxions to eome off victor i the el

only meede i more  determined to

win Dopothy if possihle. whethep |

were by ook oF etook

CHAPTER XXNIN

] g’ o vose o 2o thien

and hend ot hLils

{ ld ta Bis enoms

T oam ot only

Lol hut o greatls

relleved, that
e Harrs =
make hetselt
ful, becanse |
that 1T am  in &
measiire . responsis
ble for the aeeldent
to your eougin’s own servant. 1 shall
be quite anxlous to hear how she goes
on-—your consin, 1 mean. 1 wonter §f
you would =end me o line now  and
aguin to Ayimer's Fleld, pear Norwich?
1 should e =0 much obiligeml,”

YOh, cortainly | will lor von know:
s very good of you to e so inters
estedl,” Esther answerel,

“Ah! that is good of yvoi. | am an
ol mon now, and It s the digtressing
habit of old people to worry themeselves
abont everyvthing. 1 shall worry more
or less ahout your cousin until 1 know
agaim.”

“Oh, you mnsiut
Esther, langhing,
ing out of town®"

“Yes, 1 am going to Avimer's Fleld
for a fow days,” he replied, "By the-
hye, 1T ghall be ¢harmed (o place my
carringae at your disposal during m»
absenve—for as long as von Hke after-
ward, for the matter of that,” he ailil-
il

“That i& really
gald Esther, “huot

e
nhie to
ey

Tl

do that" snld
“Then vou are go-

very kimd of yon,*
It seems rather tik-

| ing an advantage of vou. "
but | o not !}
1' world,” put in the ald lord, guickly, 1

“Not oot all- not the least  In the

will tell them to send round  evers
morning for orders.”
He went hastily  away  after  this,

chuckling nt
“1 thonght
onlt*

the suecess of his visit,
shee was golng to bhe diftl-
his thoughts #an: “but she's a
the =ame halts
ciuteh all of them —all of them,  There
are two things a woman never seems
able o pesistdiamonds and o really

siart tarnont,’
He sat still for a4 few minutes nfter
they turned fnto the High stroet, then

calledd to Charles

“Charies, drive slowly from here to
81, George's Hospital,” he sald

“Yes, m" lond” onswered Charles

Never knoo ‘motake such o heap of
trouble before” murmured Charles to
the coachman,

“Aln't it wonderful? returned that
functionary, with n wink.
The old lord was In Inek's way, for

fust a8 they reached the corner of the
hospital Amella Harrls came out of the
big bullding, She saw him In a mo-
ment, and Lord Ayimer ealled out for
the carrviage to stop,  The carriage drew
up close heside the curb, and Amelia
Harris stood qulte close to the door, so
that not o word of her conversation
conld be heard by the two Y and gol-
emn figures who sat with thelr heads
cirefully turned away from the wicked
old man hehind them,
CWell ™ he sald,

“Well," she sald, looking ot him in

|

i hard, dry kind of way, “have you |
been there?” [
“Yod. "
“H'm - niee little anrpr <o for you, |

should faney,”
“Oh, a dexil af a surprise,”
Amelln Harrls  langhed

Irritnhly
v .l”_‘-'

“Ah, 've been wondering all the morn- |

fng what yon'd think, Well,” sharply,

“doea it make any difference, ar are

you golng on, because 1 it does i
“Well o

SWell, ' osend on this telegram and |

give hep thig letter, Poor litle fool!
ghe has bheen worrying about the la-
dian mall all the morning."”

“You will do nothing of the kind

of course 1 am golng on,” erivd Lord
Avimer, sharply, under  his hreath,
“CGiive them to mewhat are they?
There—that will do. Go back-—take a

cab—and look after my Interests as it

ahisg—this— cronture hud not come at
all to interfere with my plans. If any-
thing of fmportanees ocours write to
me at Avimer's Field, I yon need to
usn the telegraph, be very careful how
you word your message.”’

“On the old plan, 1 suppose?" she
asked,

“Yes: now go, Charles, to my club.”

I four

“"Yes, m Inrd "

Being September, tha old lord found
his favorite elab almoft desertsm] not
that he mimded D in fact, he wanted the
elnb o imselt, and practically he had
it He dblldl not waste time, buat regd
e b leeiom ot onee, "oy both well

with a sneer, und wore I Intoe o thous
fragments, which he tlung into
the grate,  Then hie opened the letter,
In IMek's well-known weiting, vearing

sl

thee Malras st matrh

It was a long and tetider lotter, full
af sullcitmde for her welfare atol 2iy
the her amusing  alesctiption of
vveryv-ilny Hie

“Madras =0t mueh of o piace, W
warting RITR il bt 1 hir e
towell enough when your nre ont hee

Ghonl thind! 1aord Ay e el
1l then she means going ont to
liim S0 that's vy gahie, & 11, 1)
Hrtle whitter a1 ? Ah' we muast sees 1
veo cant ke a chande ine thit pro
Eram

Y e =at there mnttering over the
Tettelr oy old gentleman w o Wils
peavefully imheringe over the Morn
P Prossl, startedd violently amd began to

minke prafis
‘Heg youn
wits nodding
sand pardens, aml
lers my sonl, Avimer, amwe
town? How do yon de?
“Nes, | aom in town  'm quite well,
thank you, amd I don't want the paper
boegnse T'm repding lettors of great fm.

i s
irdon, 'm sty
wer the pagwt
why LA

afrail 1
fen thon
Avimer:

vime 1|

portance,” sabd Lord Avimer, rdely
atid potntedly, and with an utter ah
senee of the delightfal fatherly man
ner which he founl so  effecinal ol
timeg

Oht really o] vnplensunt et

ters, tonn, b shomhd think aald the ol

cotheamat, whe wis o Sich mare hm
portant persomage than Lord Ay imes
ard bl mot eare a osnap o1 s g
for him

He got up from the chair where it
. been sttting, and waddled off to o
somewhit easler one in the g bhow
window, where he sot down, and bhegan
dillgently stdying  the  paper,  only |
presently to go fast aaleep again with
the paper deflantly chisped in his arms
Lovd Avimer went on sthudving Dick's
lettor, foeling better for the small pas
sige of words, mich as one often feels |
when o thunderstorm
atmosphers on o hot summer's day

AN the same” the lettor vontinted,
“1 huve 2ot most comfortable guarters
hore, awd I have seen a jolly  little
house about o mile from  the town
where | think you will he as happy
as possible. 1 am looking ont for o
first-rate avah for you, but veally it |
will be the easiest i you get an ayvah |

for the child in town-—there are ul- | -
wavs some wha have faken ehildeen |
over and o want thelr retarn  passage

Yon see, mvyv darling, 1 have not been |
ille about you, nor forgotten to maks
the best of my opportianities in gather
ing information which may make yvon
more  comfortuble,  though 1 think
sometimes thit people must  wonder
why 1 want to know about ayahs and
nurses,’” |
(o he Continned )y

WHERE TOMORROW BEGINS.

Polut in the Pacilie Where  Travelers |
Lose (hue day.

Out In the Poacitle oeean, somew hers
about midway between San Franeiseo
and Yokohamoa, is a pliwe where to
morrow (= born and the traveler skips
from }l‘sll‘ll!.;;. to to-morrow without
heing able to get a4 greip on toalay, One
day is absolntely stolen ont of his life
for if 1t Le Tuesiday on one side of the
line, it §s elther Thursday or Tues-
day is repented on the other. No miats
tedd which direction the ship way he
silling, the passenger s shy one whole
day when he gots to that point, The
weekly calendur operates from differ
ent gliles of the sea, and the resolt is
thig conflict, In crossing the Atlantie
from London to New York the paggen-
ger gains slightly over half an hour
notay From New York to Chilcago
he adids anaother hour 1o the three or
crossing the ocean, atnother In
reaching Donver, amd still another cn
reaching Sun Fratelseo,  The latter
eity reckons time eight hours latey |
than London, and the hetter portion
of a day later than Shanghai or Yoko-
hoama, Inceressing the Paclfic the trav.
eler comes to the time when he catehes
up with the procession and drops a |
whaole day ont of his life ns enslly ns
he glides through the water, driven by
the ships powerful serews.  This line
of demaerkation Is not a perpendienlar
ane from north to sonth. The [slands
in the Pacifie take theld time reckons
ingg from the continent with which
they do the bulk of their trading. This

canses the lne to zigzag down the
oeean Inoo very rageged manner, It
might happen that the boat  would

strike an island which elings to San
Francisco time, the vessel having al-
ready skipped o day. In such a cose
it wonld be Monday on siore and Ties.
day aboard ship. Thesa features illus.
teate the ease with which the days got
tangled up in the Paclfie,

A Lingunl Tungle,

Farmer Hornbeak —"While I was st
the village this afterncon 1 heard a
drummer in Hopper's store say he had
Juat read that HE Ching Lang h'me -
that don’t sound right; Mang Ling Chi

no;  lLang  Chung  HI -er-h'm!
lemme soe!  It's Hang--no; Chi Lung
Hang oh, pshaw' -Ching—-no, Lung

Mrs, Hornbeak ”.\ll!l)‘ on o us,
Kzry! What in time are you tryin® to
git off?""  Farmer Hornbeak—"Why. |
wias Jest goin' to say that Hing Lunz

Chl—oh, drat it! Chang, Lang, Hang,
Jang, Dang: or, whatever It |s Mrs
Hornbesk--"Great  day, Ezry! What
pnonsense are you tryin' to recite? You

talk Hke a dioner-bell! Farmer Horn- |
benk 1 guess I do, for a fact, 1 was
tryin' to say the name of that great
Jupuness or Chinese statesman,” Mrs,
Hornbeak "Oh! you mean Li !Ium:|
Caang. Well, what about him?" Farm.
er [Hornheak—"1-1 dunno."-=Judge,

hirs clenred the | The
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“Goul morning,
gee I'm on hand bright and early for
my Hlacs, Aren't we going to have a
Dogutiful doy ™ said Antoinette, cheer
Iy, seeming to have canght the
taglon of the bhright Miy morning

“1 oam so glad fur |
woell remembor how Wil
oearation day, 'm sorey the Hlaes
are o lttle haekward this vear: still
T think we shall ind enongh for o falr
phowing, D you bring a basket?”

“I dide The self smme one that has
done service for the last throe yeurs
Raiph s coming for me about 11 o'
clock.”

With that they started for the gar-
Jen,

Miss Bosworth, “Aunt Ruth,”
was more familiarly Kkuown
of the oldest tnhabitants of Pleasant-
ville, & sleepy IHttle town
among the Berkshire hills, jts
undisturbed save by the buzz of the
spwmill, and, in summer, the busy
hive of workers at the capning fuc-

Aunt Ruth,

I pleasant

iy It

ns ahe
Wiks one

Loary.

Everybody knew Aunt  Ruth, and
none knew her but to love her, She
wus one of those elderly women —shall

we say rare?—who hul preserved o
sweet, bappy nature, five from disa-
greeable habits both of speech amd
manner, Although over G0 years old,
ghe 8till possessed that Dlessed faculty
of adaptability which made her u cov-
cted companlon of bothh young ol uld
Children were attracted by her cookle
Jur and o fund of dellghtful stories,
while those of moturer veurs were
charmed with her personality and ler
enterthining conversation, which ever
sparkled with subtle humor, despite an
unmistakable undercurrent of sadness,
which at times betrayed iself tn her
face,

Antoinette Rathbun was particularly
fond of Aunt Ruth, and many happy
hours they spent togather, reading or
discussing the various guestions of (he
duy.

Antolnette was just now in a most |

beatific gtate of mlud, Thut which
makes the world go round had toueched
her e and imparted to [t fresh en-
thusigsm and delight, and this Decori-

tion day morning she scemed unusual- |

Iy happy.

“After all, Aunt Ruth,” she snaid,
“there 18 no season of the year quite
go beautiful to me as the springtime,
when everything #eems falrly bursting
with Hfe and delighting In life"

“Ab, my dear, It s because you are

You |

viil-

nestling |
quiet |

SURD oW L the wpatig ! fme of Hife your

vl You o seem to me very Hke that
e shvly Sortbber, thie bindds JUst peeg
ot W el shal! so soon anfold into
{ the pertoet Hoaw ey ool 1o i yon
e posstbalities of o beaatiful and no
e womandioml Mt hinven't  we
coougl Mo I'he sun is so warm!™ |
Yes, ideed, wee bave awd 1 dont
T o ol yon even for o good canse

Lam pelyving apon e givls for w gooil-

IS sy

Ha sonr Supndayesehon! eligs, su't
"

You iawersd Autolnetie. “Aunt
Rath, wou't you go with us’ That
WOulil make our party complete, Do
=iy yes o

SN D wonld rather go alone. 1 am

glul, though, thnt you are uteresting
yYour el tn this way, fur It seems to
P that children dn these days Bave too
Hitle pateiotie spivit, and too ditle ap
procviation of the cost of Hhorty.  The
decoration of  the  soldiers’  graves
means Htle more to them than o half
hollday from school and o happy time
| mathering tlowers,  After all, 1 gnoess
It i= better 50, Let them have all the
stinshine possible; the shadows come
soon enough ta all of us”

Annt Rath)” o sald Antoinette,
derly, “'ve wanted to ask you some-
| thing for u long time, but 1 don't know

thaut 1 ought.”
“Certalnly you may. What is it
Wil you tell me whose grave you
visit so much, aod on which yon al-
ways put such lovely flowers Devora-
tion day ?”
| "You will be surpeised. my  dear,
when ©otell yon that 1 don't know, It
| ds an unkonown grave, but all 1 needed
to know wis that be was
When did you say Ralph
g’
| Not il 1
Vo hen come inta the
where 0w cool and let me tell you o
hit of my own Hfe, Somehow | feel
| Just like It this morning.”
They luld down thelr tlowers and en-
Juval the restfnlness of the cozy room,
“I'mogding to He down,” sald Aunt
KRuth,

Wiks

sitting-room

whiat is i my heart

“When you eate In this
s M aud  hight-hearted my
thonghts back thirty vears, when
I wus about your age, and had Just us
much to muke me happy as you have
now. | was engaged to o noble mon,
und, strangely enongh, his name wos
| Iadph, too.  He was a lawyer, and his

morning

How

fine mind gave promise of g brilliaot '
We were to have been marriod

carver.
In the spring of "63, bhut when the war

broke out higs conuntry’s call appealted
| to bis noblest manhood.  He didn’t say
mach at frst, but 1 knew that the only
Fobstinele in the way of his enlisting was
the pain it would give me. He waos
perfectly well and strong, an added
| reason for his going. Ah, well do |
| remember the night we settled It How
parpestly and tenderly he talked about
it! In a few days he wans gone, It
tcok more conrage than I then thought
to make that sacrifice, but my sense of

v .yu
!
i “THE BLOODY ANGLE"
withhold the word, He jolned the

|1-'|mn-m New York Velunteor Eugl-
| neers, Company G, and at tirst had an
| sy time, The lotters
[ eheery and full of enthusinsm, s0 that
| after a time 1 grew less anxlous and
mopre and more glad that be went, But
l!}.t'ru came o day when the regular
.It:llcr fulled, and a week passed; und

ten- |

u soldier, |
co- |

“und you bring the hassock and |
it pheht bestde me and et me tell you |

| duty to ecountry would not allow me to |

were bright and |

panaother, amd  another,  amd  finally
tone vame o oan anfamiline hand
[ wmd told the story 1 g0 much

fenrod, I'lies thonght he Wikt

Wl b thee bttle of Gettysburg, in
the desperate charge ot the “Bloody
Angle,” where o many hrave men on
hoth sides gave up their Thives, buat dilt
Bent senreh hronght nothing more def-
mite. 1 womethmes wonder how 1 have
Hvedd throngh all  thess long  thirty
Vears, but you know we poor mortals
e endire more than we think., 1

huve much that is pleasant to look
bae'k upon, and much In the future to
dreanm of,  And now about that lonely

grave, He was a soldler, too, and
there was no one to care for him, so

L love to pluce my flowers there, and
cannot help foeling tlat pechaps anoth-
er Is dolng the same for wwaph,”

A whistle Interrupted the story and

Antolnette stouped to Kiss the dear old
Vindy, amd In g moment was gone.,

Late that afternoon, after Antoinet-
te's clugs bl gone and the cemotery
was quite deserted, Ralph and Autoln-
ette Hngered at o lttle distance from
that grave, quite unobserved by Aunt
Ituth, and watched her arrange the
Howers,

“Do yvon know." sald Ralph, “I never
Suw anything more pathetie. 1The men
who enlisted amd fought with courage
amd fearlessness were Indeed brave he-
roes, but not an atom more herole than
the women who gave their husbands
and sonus and lovers to die for their
countey, and have lived on, vear after
year, bravely and cheerfully  hiding
thelr loneldiess and heartache behing
a happy face.  All honor to them!™

The Memory of the Dead,
There are few Influences so hallowed
to the lving as the memory of thg

AT GRANT'S TOMB,

tdead. They make good mes better;
sometimes they moake bhad men goaod

it Ie o grateful and beneficent ens-
tom which hes been established of de-
| voting one day in the year eapecially to
the commemoration of the virtues of
the dead, Thelr memory comes to us,
bidden or unbidden, It comes with the
morning Hght; It comeg with the even-
| ing shades; it comes In the stillness of

the night.  Whenever It comes it is
| always welcome and preclous, Indeed,
one of our chief companionships, which
we cultivate and enjoy more slmost
than any other, is the recollection of
those we have loved and lost,

In the formal appropriation of Mim-
celnt day, however. to the decoration o®
graves, there is a manifest, outward
| slegn of respect which Is M‘t‘l‘lll}' and in
keeping with our ever-present feeling
of affection for those who have gone
| betore us. Many improve it by car-
ryiue flowers to the spot where thelr
loved ones lle; all improve It hy re-
collivg In mare vivid fanecy the forms
| and qualities of the slecpers we sigh

tn valn for the power Lo awaken.—New
| York Ledger,

‘l Amerienn Roses for England,
| Rosegrower L. M. Noe of Madison,
| N. J., hus solved the problem of pack-
[ ing American beautles, Some time ago
| he had an order for o huge hunch of
! tile vanety from a lady who wished tu
| teke them to Burope with her, In
| packing roses Mr. Noe inserts each of
the long stems Into a potato, and on
thewr nevival after the voyage they
were found to be as fresh as If they
| woere Jus! taken from the sraenhoua«é.
[ 1o a letter the lady sald the flowory
| kept well for & number of days after
her arvival, and thelr beauty was
greatly admired by her English frienda,
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