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CHAPTER 11

Jubez Hitehinson recelved onre hero
®ith a face as dark as a thunlerclond, |
but it when he  lieard |
Alan's news, he consldersd It Import-
ant enough to warrant hls inteaslon
on his privacy It appeared to Alag
that, of whatever importioee [ wus
to the firm, It was of still greater to
Hutehingon, which confivined him lu
his suspletons  that he had  private |
dealings which had nothing to do with |
the Hrm,

Alun talked the matter over,
Hutehingon was with his
eloar-headedness and the conclse woy
he had of stating things,  Little by
little he looked upon Alan with a more
favorable eve, and In the end fnvited
him to stay amd dine,  Although Alan
did not want to prolong hig Interview
with the brute, he acceepted the invitas
tlon, thinking that he wonld then see
the girl who had taken his faney be-
fore. Hereln he was mistaken. To all
Intents and purposes it was a bachelor
eatabllc hment, and the Spaniard who
came In to smoke a cigar with Huoteh-

Beetied  that,

anil
Impressesd

inson after dinner evidently mmn-:
without expecting to see any ladles, |
Alan rode home, It was a ]u-rl--rl:

mooniight night, and the road was as |
clear as If it had been day, Huotehin-
gon had told him before he left that
he ghould be glad to see him agaln,
und the young mma was revolving in
hig mind how he could accept the invi-
tation, and yet not play the part of
traltor to his host.  He felt sure that
Hutehinson was not acting square by
the firm: he also felt sure that he
would try and galn him over to his
side,  Instinet told him to beware of
the man; but, oa the other hand, there
wig the girl, who had touched the
yvoung man's heart by her loneliness
and her unhappiness and by her hean.
ty. If he did not go back to La Faz
all chance of seelng  the girl again
was at an end, and she had made such |
am impression upon his rather suseep-
tible bheart that he was  willlug to
chance many things. hut not the risk Il
of never seeing her agaln,

He waas riding alopg in the moon- |
light; he was young, and adventurous
blood was fn his velas, The brilllant
beauty of the night, the strong scent
of the flowers, all  Intoxieated  him,
Suddenly a white figure flitted !u-l'nn-l
him, e reined in his horse sharply, |
feeling sure that this was the girl he
wis thinking of, and so it proved,

In the clear, cold moonllght her face |
looked white, and the shadows round
her eyes deep. She il a soft, conbig
volee,  Alan thought she was more
beautiful than he hod even at first im- |
agined her to he, [

“1 have wiatehed for you,” she sall
softly. There was not a trace of cos
quetry in her volee and ghe was simply
stating a fact, “You were so long tht ‘
I erew anxions.

He could see thnt slie wanted to say
something, and yet was half afrald,
8he looked round nervously. “"No one
{8 about,'”" he sald, reassuringly.

“No.” She still besltated and still
looked around her, “Mr, Mackenale,"
she sald at last desperately, “do not
think 1l of me. 1 do not want to say
what I am going to say, and 1 know
a child ought to reverence her father,
but——"8he gave a long, shuddering
slgh.

“1 understand,” he sald, quickly.

“No, you do not!” she answersd
quickly. *“It {8 not becanse he has
gtruck me—nhe did it before, and |
never minded it until today, You see,
he still thinks T am a child, but [ am
afraid for you., Oh, 1 must warn you!
Do not come here again!"

“Why not?" he asked, 1 am not a
c¢hild to be told to do a thing without
a reason.'”

“Thera was a young English clerk
who used to come out here to see my
father,” she sald, very slowly, “and
after six months he had embezzled
gome money or something, and ln the
end he could not fuce the inquiry;
he——""

She stopped; he could see the horror
In her face,

“What did he da?" asked Alan, In
his quiet, manly volee,

“He committed suleide,"
girl.

“But 1 am not of that sort,” sald
Alan, “I have my oyes open, and
never do anything without a regson.”

“There have bheen men—=young men
—coming backwards and forwarda to
the house, and there always has heen
one end to It all, and 1 cannot bear it,
My father rulns them sowner or later,
As s0oon ag they know too much some-
thing happens.”

“What do you want me to do then?"
asked Alan,

“Don't come hack here,” she begged

“1 eannot promise that” he sald
quietly. And In the moonlight he look-
ed Into her dark eyes,

“Why not?" ghe asked, but she low-
ered her lids,

“Because,” he sald boldly, "it will
be my anly chance of seelng you
agaln."

There waus a little sllence and then
the girl spoke. “But If 1t should
prove dangerous to you I should never
forgive myselr!™

Then Alan lsughed a good, frank
laugh. “The one thing that will be
dangerous to me Is you,” he sald, “and |
I am golog to court that danger.”

fhe Mlughed, too, Alas looked so |

sald the

|s|n not wish It;
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brave nnd  benny that any woman
wonld have loved to have besn conrted
by Him,  “Very swell,” she sald, “Mr
Mockenzie, TR een wikrned
and =g bave |,
“Tell me vanp
TMY nnme?

Vol

sl
It 1% u common vnough

name,”" he

one here gt s Veronlen,”

It s 0 very boantifful  one lie
#ali At then he took off his cap
and bade her good  nighd and his

dreams that night were full of moon-
Hight and a doerk-eved, siim egirl, and
all the sort of thing that o voung mun

dreams about when for the first thme
he enters upon  the realns of ro-
minnee

He remembered the financlal evisla

only the next
Hutehingon again.  He old Dempster
af his interview: but here he found
himself In a diMeulty, It wis diMienit

morning, when he saw |

fthet’s ruln
poor, gentle glrl

I'he  thought of the
mide to guffer by hor

father, without a sonl 1o help ber, wna |

too much for the young man Ho

[ 1oved hier quite suMeiently to want ty

[ =hield Ber from sny harm

to talk to his chlef of the man he mis- |
trusted, and yet to know that he was |

viluable to the firm and knew many of
Its socrets.  He coulil not tell Demp-
stor that what he suspected was thit
Hutehinson had secoret denlings with
the government, and that he mostly
knew of events befors they  became
public property, and g0 could buy and
sell o greater mdvantage, using the
capital of the firm for his own pur-
pose, for that was what  Alan sus-
pected,

Richard Dempeter saw  that the
young man was Keeping something
back, although of course he could not
Buess what it was,

"look here, Mackenzie,” he gald, 1
don’t want to foree your confidence,
I can see you have something on your
mind: but 1 ean trust your father's
son sufliclently to  know  that if it
ought to be brought to my notlce you
would not hesitate to do so.”

“The fact is, sir.,” suld Alan, “that 1
Hiave as yeb nothing taogible to juy be-
fore you, but that, not having any
proof at all, It is vather diffienlt to
come to you and to say, ‘Do you trust
this man or that man.””

“Quite right,” sald Dempster. And

‘then they began talking of something

else, and had a good long consultn-
tion on the present state of affairs, It
was only when he was leaving thut
his chief sald to him: “By the way,
did you have any dificulty in finding
Hutehinson's little cottage.  He tells
me that it is some way out; he pre-
fers the country,”

Alan looked at Dempster to see I

s words were evident]ly uttered In
perfect good falth. He bLelieved in
Hutehinson's cottage. 1 had no dif-
Heulty, sir,” he replied, “Any one could
tell you it 18 not a cottage, but a fine,
lurge place,*

O, sald Dempster,  laughing,
“then that is Hutehinson's modesty,
Is 1?7 1 must chaff him abour ft!"

Alun
ubout

“1I hope you won't, sir!” sald
quickly.  “Please say nothing
1 1l

Dempster looked at the young mun
curiously, 1 will say nothing If you
but 1 own that your
manner makes me strangely uneasy,'”

“I want it to do that,” sald Alan,
and left him,

Matters, however, grew  very dis-
turbed, and Dempster had  reason to
belleve that the government wis very
nnstable,  Alan Mackenzle wis sent
buckwards and forwards to La Paz It
bigan to be very exciting, for every
day he seemetld to see more

There was
only one thing to do He must tell
Dempster of Hutehinson's treachery,
il e must persunide Veronlen to ligs
comie hig wile goerotly It must bae
Eeeretly, for no one knew elther ot
Veronlen or of anything else. And so,
wont to his ohief

Richard Dempster looked very grave
tndeed at the news,  The two men =il
iy wll night In congultation.  Hutehs
Inson wos to be dismissed ol ones;
there was nothing else for it,  And
then Alan made & fequest, “WiIH you
setd me o Spntn Rosa at onee?” he
CETRTT N | ta stap on here
alter 1 have Leon the mieans of getting

don't vare

il of Htehionson: | don’t want to
beneflt by Nis fall.”

“Ioshall mies yon, my hl" gadd
Dempster “T had hoped you wounld

hive sottled nmone s,
you huve other plans'

He looked at Alan. who
The young man hwl known
time that even hils clilef's  doughitor
would not have denied him; buat then
he thought of his lovely, dork-haired

bt 1 supposs

reddencd,
oy some

Verontea, who hid no one but hime
self. No, he had ruined her father,
she rust b bl care—and o very
sweet care, too! Perhaps  not the
Ideal, the perfect  marriage bhe had

‘m-. nmed of In other days, when soul

f

e were spenking jestingly: but no, |

|

| mitches,

clearly |

that Hutchinson was playing a double |

giame, He  had  Dempster's  confi-
dence. Alan knew that, nmong other
things the firm was importing, there
were firearms, and he folt almost sure

that Hutchinson was in lengue with
some  malecontents, and  that these
arms were meant for  them. Life

grew vary interesting, and every day
seemed blg with chances: and every
evening that he made his way to La
IPaz he found Veronica awaiting him.

Flrst of all she came to warn him,
then she came because she feared him,
and lastly she came because she loved
him. And he—he felt that he loved
hor, too, It wns not the same tender,
all-enduring affection that he wonld
have given to an English girl, not the
love that desires nothing except to be
loved In the same absorbing way: but

it was more the tender, protective love |

that a man gives to one weaker thun
himself. Veronlea was not his equal
in mental power he knew.

Bhe had had very little education,
and could hardly do more than read
and write. She sang In a sweet, full
volee without any art, because sing-
ing came natural to her, and she play-
ed a gultar by ear; but she had no ac-
complishments nor any learning.

She was a pure, Innocent, beautiful
child, who wanted to be loved and
cherished. Her father had been cruel
to her, and she feared him, Alan had
heen good to her. and she loved him
passtonately, and would have gone
through fire and water to serve him,

And so weeks went by, and at last
there came a day when the proofs of
Hutehinson's double deallng were In
Alan's hands. He must go with them
to Dempster or the ruln of the firm
might ensue. If by any chance the
exigting government learned that the
respected English firm was providing
the Insurgents with firearms  there
would be an end to the housa that
Richard Dempster had bullt up with
s0 mueh care,

Put then there was Veronlea. Alan
koew that she must participate In her

| first

goes out 1o goul, and man and woman
have but one lden, one thought; but
a8 marviage born of love and respect,
a  protective, not a passioniate  love,
although  Veronlen  was  beautiful
enough to canse many a man's heart
to beat quickly,

The very evening he had his talk
with his chlef he rode out to La Paz,
but this time not (0 =ee Hutchinson,
Verontea would be (o the avenue, and
Veronlea must be wooed Lo glve her
consent;, the two had but o short time,

“You will trost me, Veronlea?" he
asked,

“To the death,” sald the girl, “but
Alan, T am afrald if he hears of your
piart in his ruin e will kill you sooner
or later,"

“He will hear of 18 sald Alan
pravely., "I am not the man to let
another deo my dirty waork.  And will
You walt for ms at Sanin Rosa, my
darling? | will make all necessary
arrangements, and will be marrled the
day 1 come,”

And so matters werp arranged, and
Veronlen promised; and this was the
el of Alan Mackenzle's life in Rio,

(o be continued,)

Purlor Magle.

A feat which any one edan perform
with littde or no practice 18 that of
placing fourteen matehes upon a table
and Nfting them all up upon one of
the matches.  Thig ls how it 18 done:
Plek ont one mateh—the one that has
the flatest surfoce—nand then pince six
of the other matches about one-fourth
ench avrosg the first one, each of the
six belng paratlel to each other and
the thickness of a mateh distant from
ench  other. Next place gix  other
mutches one-fourth ench  across the
mateh, bt from the other side,
all parvallel and In the spaces left by
the arrangement of the first six
Now take the fourteenth
mateh, lay It over the twelve matehes
where they intersect, and by carefully
IHfting mateh No, 1 and holding match
No, 1 in place you will accomplish
without diticnlty the feat.—Adelulde
Hevemann ln the June Womas's Home
Companion,

Fabulous Frice for Lelter.

One thousand pounds was the sum
pitdd by the late Bernard Quariteh for
an  autograph letter, of  Columbus,
which he afterwards exhibited at the
World's Falr In Chicago. A wealthy
collector of autographs in Chicago In
1808 offered  through the American
P'ress to pany  §100,000 for n genuine

Cantograph letter of Shakespeare, Only

sevem are known to be In existence,

Fand as to three doubts have been ex-

| pressed ns to thelr genuinenoess,

Two
letters of Mary Queen of Scots, writ-
ten Just before her execution, are sold
to have cost an English collector $20,-
000, The one letter existing In TI-
tian's handwriting was sold for $600,
and n letter of Raphae!’s for $300, ‘I'he
one letter written by Corneille which
wis ever sold was purchased by Alfred
Morrison for §800,

Travelors' Annoyanees,

A clever observer says of her expe-
rlences In a drawing-room car: “Thers
sit directly behind you those who wash
thelr family linen for the benefit of the
traveling publie, he accusing her of all
sOrts of Irregularities with other moen,
whom he judges by himself, and she
defying him to name just one man, and
finnlly golng Into hysterlea, Then there
ig the woman in front of you all seent-
ed up with white rose, and bheslde her
is the man who parea and cleans his
nalls with a pocked knife and uses the
same blade to plek his teeth. Then
there Is the sweet little child who snaps
the window eatch or thumps the win-
dow pane, which geems to he musle to
the fond mother's ears.”—New Yorl
Press.

Trelund Eoses Yopulstlon,

The population of lreland still ap-
pears to be on the decline, The quar-
terly return of the reglatrar-general up
to the last day of March shows a de-
erease of 10,135, of whom 05,302 waa
debited to emigration, The estimated
population of Ireland is now 4,604,000,
or little more than half what it was
in 1541, when It stood at 8,175,000,

There Is a limit at which forbear-
ance ceases to be g virtue —Durke.
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UNo- 1 ocont Bl down, Just ran
tO Row You oo manui What are you
duing” Neld Flasord bent to ook ot
the wedalon over which his sigter's

tiny camels hady brush was s
“Jove! what a beanty! A
really® Whao Ik ghe "

“Miss Silverton of Evaonston. This Is
to be oa gt to her fliines from one of
his trionds  p wediling gift, She s In
the secret, 1 worked from  w photos
Eraph until last week, when she gave
me a sitting. Bhe 1 to bie here for an- |
other todpy,”

Annle Huzard, a Hiile, vlender, olf-
locked sprite, enveloped fn a big paint- |
ing apron, with a palette on  thumb,
looked up to read approval in the eyes
of the glgantic young brother who tow- i
ered over her.  He had thken the moe-
dallion up In his palm. sand was look- |
Ing down upon it with  sgomething
brooding In hig goze—u glanve of ten-
der prophecy,

“You think it good?”

“"Stunningly good. 1 diidn't think it
was In vou, Nan!"

A finsl of pleasure irradiated  her
emall, dark face. T dld,” ghe snid.

He laughed, putting his left  hand
earcesingly on the wavy, blue-black
hend,

“1 know dear. We guyved you dread-
fully about your determination to be-
come a minlature painter - 1 more than
the others. But you're proving your
detractors In the wrong., It's guite a
triumph to do that—lsn't 1L?"

"A glorious trinmph!  In fancy, |
flrewdy  wee you bespeaking a smila
from the foremost minlature artist of
the coming century, and bragging of
vour friendship! Give that back, slr,
I must complete that gown before the
origivul comes In."”

“Is ghe renlly as lovely as this, Nan?"
He made no attempt to return the ple-
ture o his palm, “What a nobility of
brow! And those eves are serene and
pellueid as o mountaln lake. Black
eyvehrowa-—but the halr s reddish gold.
In"—n sudden doubt striking him—"the
shade-patural?"

ipended
portrait

[I'N'tl the day when |

lind toa many
patre of gloves’

“No woman ever 410" he rejolinsd,
Inughing.  And he went ont of the
etudio, out of the bullding, and strode
down State streof, a steafght,  hand
some, manly young follow o whom
went sparkitng glances of spontaneons
admiration

He i not poties the Eliuhers
those from whom they cnine
A face a8 he swong along.
HKe all wihoey

nor
e anw
It Wik un
fuces thronging that
poptous thoronghfore. It was  not
only the physicnl perfection that sp
pealed to bim, 1t wos the look of re-
Berve—of distinetion,  This look told
i that back of the courtly kindness
with whileh the world was grected a

sABCiuary  stoasd  aport o sinctanry
whern
only the high pricer entered Int
ahaw ' e muttered, amd glhirmg-

T'o by dis-

momory of » minin-
found  himselt  pushing
swinging dours of a yvast
ertablishment- three ol

goed hils grent ghoulders
turbed by the
ture!™  He
npainst the
dry goods
them

“loves?"  The
witlker  lent wn
sl In the nnnex
this aisle!”

Curlons In the

deferential  fMloor
nttentive ear,  “You,
yos, strafght down

mlist of surround-
lngs  foreign o him, Ned  Hoazard
stroide on o the  directlon  Indieated,
Light poured from the great dome of
ground glass overhead, Fualr  woman,
wlert or lunguld, passed and repassod
Wim In o steady steeam.  Gowned  In
cluth,  In fur, In  velvet, purchasera
passed up and down between the laden
shelves,  the  polished counters, A
group  ahowd there -a congestion  of
tricde!  Huozard swoerved n litle to poass
the  augmenting crowd, What was
the trouble? A lost child—a falnting
woman?  “She took my purse!"  The
wall came from a vichly dressed wo-
min of consplenons physteal develop-
ment.  “She was nearest me, 1 lald It
down a minute - it's gone!"™
Involuntarily Hazard paused—glanec-
¢l ut the accused, And—as he looked
Lis hieart stood still, For there, fac-
Ing that curlons mob, haughty, indig-
nant, white ay  ghe would ba 1 her
cotlin, stood the original of the minla-
ture he had lately held, That fearless
polse in the head, those dark eyes un-
der eurved black brows, that scarnful
young mouth, the rippling red-gold
hatr under the plumed hat—how fa-
willne were these!
“"You are wlistaken,
voleo thrilled Wim. It

madam!"” The
was the volea

he knew this one lndy must possess,
“Iosiiw o woman take up o purse from
She went
I am

the counter,
elevitor,

toward that
no thief. You are

“Natural!™  His sigter plekesd up a
mahl stick and assumed a belligerent
attitnde,  “Trust a woman,” she sald,
“to recognize hleached halr”

Stll he held the miniatire, hils eyes
bent foll upon it The mistress of the
studlo benved n ponderous slgh,

I you don't mind,” she suggested,
meckly, "I should lke that back before
the night cometh wherein no mun may
work, or woman, elther.” ‘

Young Hazard Hfted his head Mlh|
an awakenlng gesture, lnughed, bhand- |
el her the aval plece of Ivory, |

“If you hndo't dashed wmy hopes at
birth, Nan,” he sald, "U'd have stiald
to make the ncquaintance of the orig-
Inal of the minfature, But as she Is
to he a bride—" he struck a tragle
pose, “Farewell, sweet dreams!" he
erled.

“Farewoll, dear brother!™ returned
the artist, "1 love to have yon comse
In when Coke and Bluckstone—or do
lawyers still read thoge eminently re-
spected  puthoritles? —<when they will
let you”  She pleked up a new brush
and molstened (ts tp between,  her
sensitive lips. “Your new spring suit's
hecoming,”

“Thanks, awfally, But 1T didn't
come in to be told that. The Percy
hoys have a box at the Auditorium to-
night. They want us to Jolu them.
They're to have a chafing-dish supper
at thelr guarters later. You'll come,
won't you?"

“Can't!" The small head swayed In
decided negatlion.  “Haven't a decent
pulr of gloves to my name, nor time to
buy them."

"0, I that Is all, 'l get them for |
yvou. What shade do you wish—what
I8 your pumber?"”

“Hhade, light heliotrope.
anid u half. Bix buttons,"

"Explicit, at least,” He took up his
hat,  “Jolly lttle den you've got here,
Nun., Do you mean to say you've done
all these things?” The comprehensive
sweep of his hand included many ple-
tures, from the rapt countenance of
Tenuyson's Bt Agnes to a sketch of
ane drooping bund holding a perfect |
rose,

Not wll=though I am responsible |
for all, My pupils have done some”

“Puptls! Phew-—we are In earnest,
Honestly, Nan, I'm glud 1 inducod dad |
16 let you have your way. We thaught |
it was all n fad, you know.”

“"Yes, 1 know.” 8he smiled—a con-
sclous little smile. “We didn't cull it
a fad when you wished to study for
the bir. And see how you've vindi-
cated yourself! 1 was so proud this
morning when 1 read what the paper
ginlid of your speech In the trust case
yesterday ——"

“Nan—you flatterer!” But he colors
ed with pleasure. “I'll have to make
the pair of gloves half a dozen palrs
in payment, I sluppose!"

The fNickering smile  deepencd
around her lps, “You may prove your
gratitude In that way if you chooge!"
the declared demurely. “I'se never

Hize, five

milstaken. My name is Eunlee Sliver-
ton, 1 shall glve you my address.”

“1 don't want no address!” One fat,
tinged hand  gesticulating frantleally.
"I want my purse. | want you search-
od, You got my purse!"

A man pushed through the throng
i man with a gqulet countenance and
nntransintable gray eyos,

“If you ladles will come with me,"”
began the house detective. The ac-
cused lifted higher her shapely young
head,

“1 will not go with you, 1 object to
the Indignlty of being searched, ——*

She paused, Another was speaking.
The crowd, grown suddenly sllent,
wiere listening,

“This young lady 1s Miss Silverton
of Evanston,” Ned Hazard sald. “If
you," turning to the attentive floor-
walker, “will take my card to—he
mentionad the name of the head of the
firm—there will be no further trouble,
He Is a personal friend of mine, It is
better,” he concluded, and the pene-
trating volee reached those of the out-
skirts of the press of the people, “not
to make a mistake In the matter,
Such errors cost a firm dearly some-
times. It {8 my word agalnst—he
glanced at the virago who stood with
poised umbrella in thelr midst—
agninst this person’s'” he declared.
The latter burst Into a torrent of vi-
tuperation.  But the floorwalker had
read the card—passed It with lifted
hrows to the house detective,

“If you will come thls way,” the de-
tective sald, bowing, “the affalr will
he arranged."”

Young Hazard elbowed a passage for
the trembling girl. She looked up at
him gratefully as she walked by his
#lide to the mannger's office. A little
man with & MHebrale cast of counte-
nance came hurrylng in,

"My dear Hazard! There has been an
unfortunate mistake somewhere, I am
‘nformed, My men have been telling
me that this young lady—a friend of
yours—was pecused of shoplifting, Ob-
viously, the charge I8 absurd!"

“Bhe did take it!" yelped the woman
of the ungloved hand. “She stood next
me at the sllk counter. 1 jest set It
down whenp—eh?'

Slie stopped, her fishlike mouth still
apen.

The detective
with her purse,

“Weo carralled the thief on the third
floor. 8he s an old hand at this
game. HBurke has takenn her to the

wad  presenting  her

vtation This Is your pocketbook,
mndam?”

The blg woman srabbed it from him.,
“Tis mine and small thanks to you!"
sho snapped out. She flounesd off, The
flonrwalker wi, od his foreliead and the
head of the house sm!led

“Onr mystem of detection,” he sald,
“Ia thorongh, 1, however, humbly
apologize to Migg—""

“Silverton,” suggestod Hnzard.

To Migas Silverton far the unpleasant
experionee to which she haa heen md-
Jeoted, It was fortanate, Mazard, that
yon happened along when you did.”

Misg Silverton flashed Ned a glance
that wet Kim tingling to his finger
tips

Moy
metod.

Then they were ont on State stres
together and Ned was telling her how
he hnd recognized her, alhouat the min
lntnre, hils gister—many thinga,

Yo are to glve Nan a =itting this
afternoon,” he remianded her.

fortunate for me!" she mur

“Naot 11

It he stammered, “she anld she
expected yom!'  That the minlatore
must  he finlshed  for—for——"  He

choked there How conld he talk to
her about her wedding?

“For my sisters wedling—yes, 8She
went directly to the studlo from the
train.*

For an Instant State stroet whirled
aronnd Hke the bita of eolored glass In
a knlettoscope,  Then things righted
themselves, and the young lawyer
knew that two eves alive with laughter
were smiling up at him,

“Your slster! Dut you must be
allke. I conld have sworn—""

“We are alike,. We are twins,. Yon
are not the first who has bean ba-
wildered by the resemblance.  Bhall
we go on to the studio? Hudora wam
to walt for me thero."

They did go on to the studio. Nan-
nie gave them tea ont of old Beleek
cups.  They are tinpned wafers and
talked a lot of delightful nonsense,
And Ned Hazard made up his mind for
ol and all that the original of the
minlature was eiot half as beautiful as
the sister whom she so resembled,

“My gloves, Ned?' demanded his
wluter, as she locked the studio door.

Aghast, he wheeled around. “My
dear glil, 1 forgot all abhout them. TN
ket you a box—n dozen hoxes—""

"When?" Thelr eyes met. “Baefora
the wodding to which we are bldden?

“Yea. 1 say, Nan, how does that
song of Riley's go—you nlways remem-
ber poetry. It In something ke this—
and he quoted, his eves alight:
“When my dreams come true, wheg

my dreams come true,
I whall—-"

The lght In the elevator thermome-
ter fell lower,
“Down!*

Tribune,

crled  Nannle.—~Chieagoe

On the Rallromd,

Another womnn, one who spends
half her time traveling on the rall-
rouds, says:  “Wioat a délighttal world
this will be when one person In 1,000
learns to respect the rights and feels
ings of others, Nowhere doeg one
suffer more from the selfishness and
disgusting habita of the average hu-
man being than In a rallway ear, Flrst,
the luck of ventllntlon has o depress-
ing effect upon o sensitive  temperas
ment and fatigues one  guicker than
miles of walking in the open alr. Next
comes the human annoyances.  Thera
I8 the peanut  eanter sitting  opposite.
Now, any one who would eat peanuts
except in o ten-acre lot or standing on
@ burning deck where a certaln boy In
history I8 gnld to have devoured them
by the peck ought to be flayed alive,
What, then, should be done with the
creature who devours peanuts by the
quart on a rallway car where it s Ilm-
possible to escape their horrible odor?
To me there s nothing more offensiva
than the smell of peanuts, and when
that everlasting hoy comes through
the car calllng out ‘salted peanuts,’ I
frequently bankrupt myself by buying
up his whole stock, But one eaunot
koep this sort of thing up, It would
cost less to have a blll passed by the
leglslature fortidding their sale,”

Monleipal Ownemship Is Anclent.

Munleipal ownership long ago passed
out of the stage of theory and experi-
ment, If, In fact, it ever belonged there,
Centurles before Amerlea was discoy-
ered publie ownership of public utilf-
tles was highly developed. The elty
of Rome 2,000 years ago possessed Its
aplendid publie baths, its superb ague-
ducts and other utilitles owned and
managed by the government,

Wife Kirpt Too Late.

In a wesiern courl the other day a
man asked for divorce on the ground
that his wife would not get up early
enough to get his breakfast. In her
counter-petition the wife alleged that
her husband snored so loud that in the
early part of the nlght she could not
go to sleep. The court granted the
divoree on general principles, with-
out prejudice against elther slde.

The Latest Fad in Eggs.

Dalrymen have known for a long
while the famllies that require that
the milk served them for thelr chil-
dren snall come all from one cow. A
grocer heard recently for the first time
from one of these families. The head
thereof asked the grocer to see that
the eggs of the house came daily from
one hen.--New York Commercial Ad-
vertiser,

Found His Way Home.

A hound was bought In Missouri and
shipped I a closed express car to a
ranch In Kansas. In a day or two it
was missing, Investigation proved that
it had gone back to its Migsouri home,
over a distance of 600 miles, on & road
eéntirely unknown to the dog,




