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CHAPTER XX!l.-=Continued.
Dolores’ heart was #o0 glek, ovory-
thing was so dark for the moment
could not seo or think clearly, but

she

remembered  with  stinglng  distinet
ness,

“What shall T do?" she eried, “what
shall T do? If he shonld die—if Lo

should die before | have asked him 1o
forgive me | cannot Hve—1 could not
Hve, 1 tell you, and lot him dle Liclioy.
ing that.”

“"Wa will be in time, dear,” he aalid
quietly, and she did not question it
searcely heard the more Kindly pame
though the horror somelow fell away
from her heart and a silence and (ol
despair mingled with an  Indefinite
hope rested upon her,

Not another word was uttered until
they were standing at the door of the
hospital, Dolores asked brokenly as
she clung to his arm, unable W stand

alone for the moment:
“You are sure—snre wo are—in
time?"

“Yes," gald the young man gravely
and with steady assurance in his valee

“Yen, Dolorea, W brave as you al
ways are, and all will be well.'

And ag Dr. Dunwiddie held  her
hand for a moment, putting new
strength into her fingers  from  his

steady clasp, he sald, cheerlly:

“I am glad you are here, Miss John-
son, We will need you in the morn
fog, but you can do nothing row and
would only tire yoursell to no use,
Weae will eall you when it s neces
sary."

“But I cannot sleep—I ecannot rest
until 1 bave seon my father, Dr. Dun-

widdie. May I not at least speak to
him?"
“No. T must say no, Miss Johooon

Your father is qulet and in a half
doze; should you see him now he
would be too weak to talk to yon, and
it would be worse than vacless.”

Dolores did not think of resting or
sleeping with the great welght of her
injustice to her father upon her mind,
but the woman who entered with
them at the orders of tne doctor to
see that the girl should rest quletly,
removed her things and Induced her
to lie down for & moment any way,
and she slept until a light tapping on
her door awoke her.

She answered the rap, a tremor in
her volee, her thoughts confused ~nd
unable at first to comprehend where
she was or why she was there, until
the voice on the other side of the door
told her to go to room 37 a8 soon as
she was ready, and she realized what
had come.

When she entered No, 37, Dr. Dun-
widdie turned to her, as she approach-
ed with a qulet greeting,

“Wa think he wishes to see yon,
Misg Johnson," he sald. “Speak to
him, please."

She leaned over the bed with won-
derful self-control; the hollow face
among the plllows was pallid with the
dews of death upon It; the coarse,
seant halr, strayed on the pillow. In-
stinetively she touched it half timicly
with her fingers, speaking faintly to
him.

“Father,” she sald. “Father!"

He muttered something unintellig-

am—

“Father! Father!”

Ible without opening his eyes,
volee seermidug to reach him even
«hig stupor. Then suddenly he started
up and opencd wide his eyes—brilliant
they were with a swift, ralse light—
nud looked past the glrl and those at
the bedside, to where young Green
wan standing vear the window away
from the others,

“Iled yo got ther water?” he whis-
pered, hoarsely, “Were ther gal
thar?" Then he sank back muttering:
“IDlores—1)'lores? Why, she's jost
D'lores—that's all,”

Then, hisx volee rising ahove the
hoarse, wealk whisper, he called elear-
Iy with a new tone In 1t the name Do
jores hud never before heard from
him—the name of her mother.

“I'm & rough ole feller, Mary,” the
weak, broken volee muttered falntly,
“l dedn’t mean ter make ye ery. |
told yo I warn't good ‘nough fer ye"

Pr. Dunwiddle was standing beside
olores, and unconselously his «yes
’.‘a-ru fastened upon her face, spoell-
bound, as were the tender eyes of her
friend at the window-—as# were the
eyos ol every one for the time o the
room.

“Et's & gal!” he muttered, weakly,
hia volee falllng. "1 sed most lkely
et'd be a gal, Jest my luck, Ef't hed
been a boy, now. Bul ef ever thet

her
in

Young feller kems around hyvar a-put
tn® notlons inter her head—yes, she's
purty ‘nongh, Mary, ag' | don't blame
¥eo 5o don't ery; only ot’'s my cursed

[ lnel thet-——she—- wa'n't a Iy ="
The muttering ecased: the weak
volee sank into silence! a falnt gasp

Etirred the white lips, and the hollow
eyes opened for an instant, all the
Heht gone from them, and rested on
the face above him; then a strange
haltlivid pallor spread over his face
and  Dr. Dunwlddie drew  the  girl
gently from the boeds<ide over to the
open window.  He poured out some
wine from a glass on a stand near,
and pressed it to her Hps,

“Drink 1" he sald sternly, and she
obeyed him mechaunleally,

Young Green eame and stood at the
back of her chair, as though to shield
lier from any more of 1ifo's straln, any
more of the sadness that had followed
her, nay, even to death, His friond,
seeing the expression of hig face, lald
his hand gently on his arm in sudden
comforting.  But Dolores’ hands lay
In her lap like two hands of fce. She
herself seemed turning Into lee with
no power of  rfeeling  or thought or
wish, She seemod to  herself In a
strange half “ense to have died when
her father died.

CHAPTER XXII.

But Life Went On.

Her father was dead; she knew it;
she accopted it in silence after the
first wild return to the realization of
what had come upon her, Only once,
when she was elone with young Groen,
while they were making preparations
to convey  the body home, did she
show auny slgn of emotion, She was
standing at the little window In their
parlor looking out wupon tha busy
street.  Dora, who had come to her
upon recciving the telegram of her
upecle’s death, was in tha inner room
with Mrs. Allen and the doctors and
one or two of the attendants.

Hor father was dead-—dead. Never
befare had she seon death, She knew
absolutely nothing about any other
life, about anything beyond the days
that passed much allke to her—or had
passed much alike to her until these
friends eame into her life. Heaven
was where the stars were; her astro-
nomy told her of God, an infinite Be-
Ing, all powerful, all merciful; the
Creator of all things, bul farther than
that she knew nothing.

Thought erowded upon thought, yet
with a distinctness mingled with
those strange half intelligible words
of the past, that was Intense suffering
to hier. She was in a half stupor, with
her bLrain 8o active that it was
wearing away her very life, Dr. Dun-
widdle sald that she must be aroused;
she must be brought out of this state;
ghe must he moved to tears, or to
some utterance of her grief, Bhe
could not go on lke this. For a vear
now she had been in  this strained
state of feeling,  He turned to Dora
in this time of need. She was not the
pale girl who arrived at the mountain
a year before; her face had filled out;
her cheeks no longer bore the hectie
flush, but held the soft eolor of ad-
vancing health, while her oyes had
lost their strained look of suffering.

Dr. Dunwiddie ealled her over to
him by the window that morning and
she wont to him obediently.

“Homething must be dono for your
cousin,” he sald, gravely, *She is in
such a state of half consclousness, her
senses dulled by too much strain upon
them that she s In danger of lasing
her mind. Go to her. You are a wom-
an, and will know what to do."”

“But I don’t know what to do,"” she
anid as gravely s he had spoken. “Dr,
Dunwiddie, Lorle is so different rrom
other girls, 1 don't ' know what to say
when she Is like that”

“It sounds eruel,” he sald., “Miss
Dora, but [t is the only thing that can
be done, and I8 true kindness,

You are always kind,” she sald
softly, acd the soft eves Hfted to his
were womanly eyes, and the tender,
drooping face was a sweet face Lo him.
“We will take her away from here as

soon—as—nall Is over., We roturn to
New York next week, Dr, Dunwiddie,

There I8 80 much there to take her
mind from these things; the change
will be  zood—hetter than  anything
else, will It not?’

“You are golng—=o soon?" he said,
and the grave volee proved the inward
control of the tumult in his  heart.
“Dorn—Dora, will you leave me with
no promige, no word of kindness, no
hope that T may see you again, have
your—love you? You are very kind to
every one, Dora Johnson, out of the
pure aweetness of your neart—be kind
to me and tell me of some kindly
thought."

They had forgotten for the moment
the girl In the other room. Dora's
hunds were cloge In his, Dora's tender
face was lifted up to his with a half
ghy sweetness upon t, Dora's lips
weoere whispering something, he searce.
Iy knew what, only knew that Dora
was giving to him the tender, sweet,
womanly heart with its purity and
truth—giving this into his keeplng (o
he held, thank God, througn all thelr
lives as the sacred thing it was—a
woman's tender heart,

Then, by and by—only 8 minute it
might be, yet with a life's change to
them—Dora drew away her soft.
warm hands, and a new expression
was on the sweet face, lifted with its
tearful eyes to the face above her,

whispered, and there was a tremor 1o |

her low voleo born of hor great happi
“1 must not forget Lorle even—
sven now,”

“Always my thoughtful, tender
girl,” he sald, and the low epokern
worde brought the deeper color to th
amooth checks and a gleam of happy
Hght in tho Hfted gray eves,

She drew away from him and eross
ed the room to the door of tho Inna”
room, her heart beating rapturonsly Ie
spite of the sadness that would comae
at thought of the sadness of the
nobler girl In that =till, empty room
bevoni, I'mt in the doorway she
pansed and every thought left her
every thought save of the girl she had
come to comfort, the brave, noble,
true girl who had suffered so much
and so long alone.

Young Green had just entered the
room from the hall. There had been
something In his manner lately that
won Dorn’s  deepest  respect, The
Hghtnoss that had made him such a

NOse,

“How can he know?"

Jolly comrade had glven place to a
quier humor that made him a charm-
ing companion, She had guessed,
watching him, Interested in him, lov-
Ing Dolores as sho loved her—ghe
guessed of the thought he had for her,
and she honored him loving such a
girl a8 this grave cousin of hers, this
girl so slightingly spoken of among
her own neighbors because of her
utter heizht above them, this girl
whom her father bad hated with hils
narrow hatred; this girl the personifi-
catlon of womanliness and truth and
purity,

Dolores turned from the window
at his approach, and a sudden sharp
sense of everythimg that had gone,
everything that must come in the
future, struck her llke a knife. She
turned to him with a bitter cry, hold-
ing out her hands as though for help:

“He 18 dead!" she erled, and the
watching girl in the doorway felt the
hot tears rush to her eyes at sound
ol the agonizing volee and the agaony
on the lifted pallid face. “He 18 dead,
and he does not know I am sorry—
he can never know now.'

He took her hands in his, and held
them close and warm in his strong
clasp; his eyes were only full of a
greac tenderness and love and longing
to comfort her; nls volce was tender
as & woman's when he spoke,

“I think he does know, Dolores. 1
helleve he does know, “To whom
much Ig given muech shall be required.’
Therefore, to whom less Is given less
shall be required. 1 belleve he does
know and has forgiven vou—and me."”

“How can he know?" she eried, and
Dora’s bhand went out to the strong
hand near her for strength, watehing
the lifted icy face before her, never
thinking of her eavesdropping, forget-
ting everything but the agony of the
girl. “How can he know when he is
dead?  When he died before I could
tell him—before he ecould forgive me?
Don't you know that my father |s
dead?”

(To be continued.)

The Kaiser and Art.

The Kaiser's latest role i1s that of
champion of the painters whose ple-
tures have been rejected by the man-
agement of the annual German art ex-
hibition. Out of 3,000 pletures offered
only 600 have been accepted, and it is
alleged that the selections are due to
favoritism and improper Influences. It
is stated that the modern impression-
{5t school is favored at the expense of
the other styles,

The painters of the 2,400 rejected
pictures laid their grievances before
the Emperor, and It appears that thelr
protest has been successful. A high
officlal in the Ministry of Hducation,
Privy Councllor Mucller, who 1s chiefly
responsible for the management of the
art exhibition, has guitted his post. It
is understood the change {8 due di-
rectly to the Emperor's inftiative. It
is probable that next year the Em-
peror intends to participate personally
in the selection of pletures, when the
Impressionists, whom he abhors, will
secure less prominence,

She Could Have Her Way,

James Lane Allen tells the story ot
an old bachelor lliving in Keontucky,
who, having determined to get mar
rled, sought the advice of a married
friend on this serlous step, He spoke
of his farm and money and the ma
terial advantages of a unlon with the
lady of his cholee, but sentiment
seemed to have no place in his con-
sideration. After listening carefully
tn what he had to say on the subject,
the married friend asked:

“What If your tastes differed great-
I¥? Suppose, for instance, that she
llked Tennyson, and you didn't?

“Well," respouded the bachelor, “un-

der those circumstances, | suppese | me, and they say I'm still worse, but
the could go there—New  York | they are afrald to take any more
Tinces. chances,”
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MEAN JOKE ON MILKMAN.,
Was More Than an Insinuation as to
His Honesty,

Of the childhooa of €, Oliver Iselin
they tell many stories in New Roeh-
elle, where Mr. Iselin has his country

house, All View.

According to one of these storlos,
the boy and half a dozen other boys
took a walking trip through The state
of New York a number of years ngo.
One nleght, rather late, they passod
a farm whose gatepost bore the sign,
“Milk for Sale”

Young Iselin sald: “We'll have some
fun with the milkman.,” and he en-
tered the yard, busied himself mys
terlously for a moment, and then
pounded on the door,

A figure In white appeared at an
upstalrs window, and a bass volee
pald, “What's the matter down there?"”

“The matter (8" piped the boy,
“that your best cow I8 choking. You
had better coma down to her”

The milkman dressed and hurriedly
descended, but of his Informant he
could find no trace. Nelther eould he
find any trace of a choking cow. There
was, however, n turnip stuck In his
pump spout. With an oath he drew
I out and returned to bed.

SCHEME WAS A DEEP ONE.

How Irishman Planned to Save Part of
Reward,

Gen. A . Chaffee, who commanded
in the war game off Malne, was talk-
ing one afternoon to some reporters in
Portland. The hypothetieal logs of the
fleet had heen discussed, and this sul-
Jeet reminded Gen. Chaffee of a story,
Heo sald:

“Speaking of losses, thers was an
Ohlo Irishman once who lost a gold
wateh., He told one of his friends
about it,

“*It's a fine Swiss wateh,' he sald,
tull jewcled, adjusted to threo poskb
tions, and to heat and cold. It's worth
$325.'

“‘Well," says his friend, ‘1 hope you
get It back,'

“‘Oh, I'm likely to get it back,' sald
Jie Irishman, * for I've advertised it in
Lthe ‘lost and found® columns of eleven
papers,’

*“*What reward have you offered?*

“‘Four dollars.’

“*Four dollars! Why, man, that's
not a falr reward for o gold watch
worth $325, the friend exelaimed.

‘Whisht," sald the Irlshman, ‘that's
where I'm foolin' them, ©'m advertis-
in' it as a silver wateh,'”

Not Contrary to Fact,
George Ade attended recently a
finner of theatrieal people in Boston,
The stage folks sang songs and told
etories, but Mr. Ade, who I8 very
gquiet and retiring, would neither
sing nor speak. He was, he sald, no
good at anything of that kind,
Finally, though, the calls for Mr.
Ade became too vehement, The young
man had to yield. He rose and sald:
“I will tell you of an excellent
trick In parlor magic, You take a
tumbler and fill it two-thirds full of
Nltered water, Then you Ingert iIn
the water a lump of sugar and a
spoon, and you begin to stir, In a
few minutes the sugar will become in-
visible."

His Title to Fame.

“What have you ever done to de-
sorve the confldence of your fellow
citizens?” asked the man of severe
fdeals,

“Not much, I'm afraid,” sald Sena-
tor Sorghum, remorsefully,

“Aren't you afraild of being
placed ?”

“No. They sent a man to this po-
gition some time ago who fafled to
give satlsfaction. Then they sent an-
other who was worse. Tnen they sent

dis-

USE OF LIQUOR AND TOBACCO.

Physician Denies That They Are Com.
panion Vices.

“The prevalent fdea that drinking
and smoking are companion vices s
altogether wrong,” sald a physiclan,
who has made n special study of dipso-
mania, I find, on the contrary, that
the habitual drunkard Is not abnormal-
Iy addieted to the use of tobacco. He
may use the weed as a lesser stimu-
lant when not gtrongly under the In-
fluence of aleohol, but when the drink
gots firmly Intrenched In his system
he eares nothing for tobaceo, for then
It has lost Ity foree and its Inflpence
upon the nerves, Of course I mean in
extrome cases,

“On the other hand, it is a rather
curious fact that In the case of the
moderate drinker, who also smokes,
the entting off of his supply of tobae-
co will incronse his appetite for al-
coholle beverages, and while at first
the liguor will not affect him nearly
s0 much ns when he Is smoking in the
end it will do him up, Consequently,
It 18 safe to ussume that the man who
always used llguor and tobaceo in mod-
eration will, If he glves up tobacco
tnke more strongly to liquor, In fact,
this 18 no assumption; It has been
demonstrated on numerous occaslons,"

Thought That Brought Comfort to
Robert Louls Stevenson.

When the Iate Willlam Ernest Hone
ley was #diting “London,” he had no
one on his staff of writers whom he
valeoid so highly ag the young Seot,
then mnknown and poor, who wrote
for “London,” the brilliant serles of
gtories that are now ealled “The New
Arabian Nights"

Mr. Henley used to lke to talk of
“London” and of his friend Robert
Lamtls Stovensen. He wsed to ke te
nuote Stovenson's whimsical sayinga
He sod one day

“Paewls amd 1 the nlways called Ste-
venson Lewls) sat down one night to
pla the American game of poker. The
Iuek from the start was with me, |
won pot after pot, Lewls was lucky
if in any deal he got a palr of treys,

“Disgusted, at Ilast, with the turn
the cards had taken, he threw up hie
arms and apostrophized fortune in this
quaint way:

* Fortune, you fiekle wor °h, It I»
true that you can make me lone; but

NI

you can nevor make me pay!

LOVE I8 THE MAINSPRING.

The Potent Force That Nerves the
Workers of the World.
Politieal economlists have told us

that self interest Is the malnapring of
Industry. It I8 not true. Love (s
the mainspring of Industry, It s love
for the home and the wife and the
children that keeps all the busy wheels
of industry rovolving, that calls the
factory hands early to the mill, that
nerves the arm  of the bhlackamith
working at his forge, that Inspires
the farmer at his plow and the mer-
chant at his dosk, that glves cournge
to the soldier and patience to the
toncher.

Erskine was asked how he dared, as
an unknown barrister, face a hostile
court and Insist on hia right to be
heard., “I felt my children,” he re
plied, “tugglng at my robe and say-
Ing, here is your chance, father, to got
us bread.” It s this vislon of the
children dependent on us that ingpires
us all in the battle of life.—~Rev, Ly-
man Abbott in the September Atlantle.

Domestic Engineering.

Domestie engineering Is the art of
household management according to
sclentifiec principles. A school ol
technology confers the degree ol
“bachelor of sclence in domestic en-
gineering” after a fouryears’ course
in sanitary sclence, public hyglene,
heating, ventilation, cookery, dioteties,
sewing, embroldery, textlles, launder
Ing, home economics and other sub
jects pertaining to the modern home—
the most complicated Institution of to
day.

The question is: How many women
will feel inclined to work for this de
gree, since no one atks them to show
a diploma before taking charge of a
home?

Quite 8o,
“Was that new-fangled safety razor
all right?"
“Well, it was safe enough for the
ranzor,” replied the youth with fow
gears on his face.

The Rhyrme of an Elopemant.
By Jowin Cana
= 0here are pom going le, my pretiy said 1

[ going out walking, popa.” she wid
Bt b, denr me! What & frand was she*

Though she always spoha the truth, you ses |
TAm you geing ook, then, my preity

-aid v
= Certainly, doar

"Whem did pen mest with, mp peetiy
'll

. popa.” ahe said
But oh, dearme! What s fravd wae shal
She didn't come back alont, Fou we !

= An old schootfeliow, pape,” e said.
But oh, dear me' What & frand was shel
One ol bet brother s she eeant, Jov sev !

*What said that school triend, oy pretty

mald b

“ Livtle Inderd, page,” b said.
But oh, dear me ) Want & Prand wan she!
j‘hulurhu-lm—i;nul

“ Yeou walk vy often, my pretty maid '
*Its good fer me, dear papa,” abe said,
Kt oh, deas ma! What a (raud was shw
It pas good for be mbeslisiiow oo, you

*Yon'm drewnd
.:".- very fuly, @y peetty

“1'm going to o weddiag, paga,” she sald
Pat ok, dear me | Whal & brasd waa sbe!
That wedding concarned har doply, row

“ Do | know the couple, my profty madd 1*
* Yeou boow U pot, paps,’ she said.

Rut ob, dens me ! What & lravd was sha |
Ha hosw one ball of that coupic, you pee!

* Return mat late, then, my pretyy maid ' ~
* 1 eeveainly won't, paps ' she said.

But oh, dear s What a

B a0l

Hickory Supply N2arly Exhausted.

An increasing quantity of hickory,
one of our most valuable woods, I8 be-
ing uscd every year In the manufac-
ture of buggles and all kinds of imple-
ment handles, for whieh no other tim-
ber seems so well suited, and the sup-
ply 13 becoming ropldly exhausted.
During the last seven months the
price of hickory products was ad-
vauced 100 per cont, and it is intimat-
ed that there will be a further ad-
vance. Under the cireumstances it
would seem a wise move for the farm-
erg to set out grovea of young hickory
for future marketing,
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His Absent Mindedness.

“You talk about prople being absent
minded!"” exclalmed Mrs. Jenner Lee
Ondego. “I do think my husband ls
the llmit. He went out the other day
to mall a letter, and as the weather
was fine he put the baby In her car
rlage and took her along, He didn't
come back as soon as I thought he
ought to, and I sent the girl out to
see what was the matter, And what
do you think she found him doing?
As sure as I'm sltting here he had
lald the letter carefully in the peram-
bulator and was trying to stuff the
baby in the letter boxl"
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