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CHAPTERN XVIIL—(Continued,)

“I told George every—nalmost overy
time 1T met Mr, Lansdell," she execlaim-
ml; “and George knows that he lends
e books: and he likes me to have hooks
—nlee, lnst-ructive,” sald Mra. Gilbert,
etifling hier sobr na best she might; “and
I wnever thought that anyhody conld
be g0 wicked ns to fancy there was any
harm In my meeting him. 1 don't sap-
pose any one evar said anything to Bea-
trice Portinurl, though she was married,
nnd Dante loved hier very dearly; and |
only want to ses him now and then, and
to hear him talk; and he hag been very,
very kind to me,"

“Iind to

youl” erind  Gwendoline,
rcernfully,  “Do you know the value of
such kinduoess ns hisg?  Did yon ever
hear of any good coming of It? Are you
besotted enough to think that his new
fancy for yon is anything more thun
the capeiee of an ildle man of the world 7"

“Yon do not know him, Al, if you
vondd only konow how good he is, how
noble, how generons! 1 know that he
woulid never tey to Injure me by 8o much
as a word or a thought. Why should 1
not love hitm: as we love the stars, that
are o beantifal and so digtant from us?
Ali, you do not understand snch love as
mine!™ added lsabel, looking at the gen
ernl's daughter with an air of superi
ority that was saperh in its simplicity.

“I oaly understand that you are a very
foullsh  porson,” Gwendoline answored
coldiy: “and 1T have been extremely fool
isit to tronhle myself about you. [ cone
slileved I my duty to do what T have
dome, aml T wash my hands heneofor-
ward of you and your affnirs, Pray go
Your own way, and do not fear any
further Interference from me."

She hurled the eruel word at the daoe-
tor's wife, and departed with a sound
of silken rustling in o narrow passage.
Isabel heard tne carringe drive awny,
and then flung herself down upon ler
knees, to soh and lament her eruel des

tiny. Those Ingt worids had stung her to
the very heart, took all the poetry out
of her life, brought before her, in its

ful'lest significance, the sense of her po-
pition,

CIIAPTER XI1X.

It was 11 o'clock when Isabel woke;
and it was 12 when she sat down to make
solie pretense of eating the egg and toast
which Mre, Jeffson get before her, The
gooll woman regavded her young mistress
with a grave countennnee, and Mrs, Gil-
bert shrank nervously from that honest
[ 41 F AL

She was not to meet hlm until 3
o'clock In the afternoon, and it was now
only a lttle after 12; but she could not
wlay in the honse, A terrible fover nnd
restlessuess had taken possgession of her
Intely. Had not her life been altogethor
one long fever since Roland Lansdell's
advent? Bhe looked back, and remem-
beved that she had lived onee, and hod
been decently contented, in utter iguor-
ance of this splendid being's existence,

She took ont her wateh every now
and then, always o be disappointed ot
the slow progress of the time; but ot
last—at last—just as a sudden gleam
of sunshine lighted the water fall and
flickered unpon the winding pathway, o
distant chnreh clock struck 3, and the
master of Movdewd Prioey pushed open
n Ltile gate aad eame in nnd out among
the mosssgrown tranks of the bare elms.
Lo the next minute he was on the bridge:;
in the next moment, as it seemed, he wus
gented by Isabel's side and had taken her
passive hand in his

Mra, Gilbort looked up sadly and
shrinkingly at Roland's face, and saw
that it was flushed and radiant. There
wns just the faintest expression of ner-
vous hesitation about his mounth; but his
dark eves shone with a resolute glanee,
and seemed more definite In color than
Isabel had ever seen them yet,

“My darling,” he gaid, "I am very
punctual, am 1 not? 1 did not think you
wonld be here before me. You can never
guess how much I have thought of our
meeting  to-day, Isabel—seriously, sol-
emnly even. lzzie, I want you 1o nn-
gwer 0 serious guestion to-day, and all
the happiness of my future life depends
upon your answer,'

“Ar., Lansdelll™

She looked up at him—very wmuch
frightened by his manner, but with her
band still elasping his. The link must
so soon be broken forever. Ouly for a
Yitle while longer might she retain that
Acar hand In hers, LHalf an hour more,
and they would be parted forever and
avor, The pain of that thought was
strangely mingled with the delicious joy
of belng with him, of hearing from his
tips that she was beloved. What did she
qre for Gwendoline now!l—cruel, jeal-
nus Gwendoline, who had insulted her
Jove.

“Isabel” Roland said, very gravely,
bending his head to a level with hers, ns
ae spoke, but looking at the ground rath-
er than at her, “it Is time that we ended
this farce of duty and submission to
the world, Mine is no light love; if it
were, 1 would have done my duty, and
stayed away from you forever. 1 have
thought of your happiness as well as my
own, darling; and 1 ask you now to trust
me, and to leave this place forever."

Something like a ery of despair broke
from Isabel's lips. “You ask me to go
away with yon?" she exclaimed, looking
at Roland as if sho could scarcely be-
lieve the testimony of her own ears.
»You nsk we to leave Goorge. Oh,
(swendoline only spoke the truth, then.
You don't understand—no one under-
stands bew I love you!*

Bhe had risen as she apoke, and flong
herself passionately against the balus-
trade of the bridge, sohbing bitterly, with
lier face hidden by her clasped hands,

“Oh, Roland! Roland! I have loved
you so—and could you think that I——
Oh, you despise me-—you must despise
me very much, and think me very wick-
ed, or you would never £

8he couldn't say any more, but still
lennd agninst the bridge, sobping for
her lost delusion,

Giwendoline hiad been right, after all
~~this s what Isabel thought—and there
had been no Platonism, no poet-worship
on Roland Lansdell’'s side; only the vul-
gar, every-day wish to run awny with
another man's wife,

“Is this acting, Mra, Gilhert? TIs this
show of surprise and indignation a little
comedy, which you play when yon want
to get rid of your lovers? Am I to ne-
cept my dismisgsal, and bid yon good af-
ternoon, and put up patiently with hav
ing been made the veriest fool that ever
crossed this bridge?”

“Oh, Roland!" eried Tsabel, lifting her
head and looking round = piteously at
him, "I loved you go—I loved you sol"

“Yon love me so, nml prove your love

by fooling me with tender looks nngd
blushes, till 1 believe that I have mot
the one woman in all the world who
is to make my life happy. Oh, Isabel,

I have loved you beeause I thonght sou
unlike other women, Am [ to find that
it in only the old story after all—false-
hood, and trick, and delusion? It was n
feather in your eap to have Mr, Lans
dell, of the Priory, madly in love with
you; and now that he grows tronhlesome,
vou send him about his business, 1 am
to think this, I suppose. It has all been
coquetry  amd  falsehood from first to
lost."

“Oh, no, no, no!" eried Mra. Gilbert,
despairingly. “I never thought that you
would ask me to be more to you than I
om now; I never thought it was wicked
to come here and mest you, 1 have read
of people who, by some fatality, could
never marry, loving each other, and he
ing true to each other for years and yenrs
—till death sometimes; and 1 fancield
that you loved me like that; and the
thought of your love made me so happy:
and it was such happiness to sep yon
sometimes, and to think of you afrer-
ward, remembering every word yon had
fid, and seelng your face as plainly as
[ see it now, I thought, till vesterday,
that this might go on forever, amd never,
never belioved that yon woulil think me
like those wicked women who run away
from their hushand."

“And yet yon love me?"

“With all my heart.”

Rolnnd Lansdell watched her foee in
silence for some moments, and faintly
comprehended  the exaltation of spirit
which lifted this foolish girl above him
to=dny. But he wng a wenk, vacillating
young man, who was nnfortunate enough
not to believe in anything; and he was,
in his own fashion, traly and honestly In

love—too mueh in love to he just or ren-
sonable—and he was very angry with
lsabel. The tide of his feelings had

gathered strengih day by day, and had
swept relentlessly above every imped!
ment, to be hronsted at last by a roeks
wall; here, where he thought to meet
only the free, bouadless ocean, ready to
recelve and welcome him.

“Isabel,” he said, at last, “have yon
ever thought what your life is to be, al-
ways, after this parting to-day? You
are likely to live forty years, and even
when you have got through them, you
will not be an old woman, Have you
ever contemplated these forty yvears, with
three hundred and sixty-five days in
every one of them, every day to he spent
with a man you don't love—a man with
whom you have not one common
thought? Think of that, lsabel; and
then, if you do love me, think of the life
I offer you and choose betwen them."

“1 ean only make one choice,” Mrs,
Ceilbert answered, in a low, sad volce.
“1 shall be very unhappy, I dare say,
but I will do my duty to my husband,
and—think of you.'

“"So be it!" exelaimoed
with o long-drawn sigh.

Mr. Lansdell,
“In that ease,

good-hy."  He held oot his hand, and
Isabel was startled by the coldness of
its touch,

“You are not angry with me?" she
nsked, piteously.

“lL have no right to he angry with

any one but myself, I have nothing to
say to you excopt good-hy. For merey's
shke, go away and leave me to my=elf.”

Nhe had no pretense for remaining
with him after this; =0 she went away,
very slowly, frightened and sorrowful,
But when she had gone a few yards
along the pathway under the trees she
felt all at onee that she could not leave
Lim thus, She must gee his face once
more; she must kuow for eertain wheth-
er he was angry with her or not.

She crept slowly back to the spot
where she had left him, and found him
lying at full length upon the grass, with
his face hidden on his folded armsa. With
a sudden instinet of grief and terror she
knew that he was erying, and falling
down upon her knees by his side, mur-
mured, amidst her sobs:

“Oh, pray forgive me! Pray do not
be angry with me! I love you so dearly
and so truly! Only say that you forglve
me!"

Roland Lansdell lifted his face and
looked at her, Ah, what a reproachful
look it was, and how long it lived in her
memory and disturbed her peace!

“I will forgive you,”' bhe auswered,

atornly, “when 1 learn to endure my life
withont you"”

He dropped his head again upon his
folded arms, and lsabel koelt by his side
for some minutes watehing him silently;
but he never stireed; and she was too
much frightened and surprised hy his
anger, and remorsefully impressed with
n vague sense of ner own wrong doing, to
dare address him forther. 8o at last she
got up and went away, She began to
feel that she had been, somehow or other,
very wicked, and that her sin  had
brought misery upon the man whom she
loved,

s

CHAI'TER XX.

“Ile knows so mueh, and yet did not
know tMht I was not a teifling woman,"”
she thought, In simple wonder. She did
not underatand Roland's skeptical man-
ner of looking at everything, which could
perceive no palpable distinetion bhetween
wrong and right, She could not compre-
hend that this man had believed himself
Justified in what he had done,

But she thought of him Incesaantly.
The image of Lis pale reproachful face
never left her mental vision. The sound
of his volee Lidding her leave him was
perpetunlly in her enrs, He had loved
Eer nnd had wept because of her. There
were timea when she wanted to go to
him and fall at his feet, erying out, “Oh,
what nm I, that should be counted
against your sorrow 7"

There were when the
of Rolund Lansdell’'s sorrow  overcame
every other thought in Isabel Gilbert's
mind, Until the day when bhe lind thrown
himself upon the ground in a sudden
passion of grief, she had never realized |
the possibility of his being anhappy be-
enuse of her,

The weeks went slowly by, To Roland
the days were weary nnd the nights ine
tolerable. e went up to the city sev-
oernl times, always leaving Mordred alone
and at abnorma! hours, amd every time
intending to remnin away. Buat he could
not; n sudden fever seized him as the
distanee grew wile, 8She would repent
of her stern determination: she would
write to him, avowing that she could not
live without him. A, how long he had
expectod that letter! She would grow
sitdldenly unable to endure her life per-
haps, and would be rash and desperate
enough to go to Mordred in the hope of
seeing him. ‘

Dy after day he haunted the bridge
under Thurston's oak; day after day he
wiited in the faint hope that the doe-
tor's wife might wander thither, Oh,
how ecruel gshe was; how eruell  If she
hand ever loved him, she too would have
haunted thet spot.  She woulidl have coma
to the pliee associnted with his memory.
Bhe would have eome, as he came, in the
hope of another meeting,

He sat by the water listening to 1:|~!|
chureh belis ns they rang out upon thae
tranguil atmosphere.  The people wm‘l|
coming to chureh,  Roland’s Lieart throh-
bed heavay in his breast, Was «ha
among them? At last all was guiet, aml
the only bell to be heard in the summer
stillness was the distant tinkle of a
sheep bell far away in the sanlit mea-
dows, My, Lansdell go. mp s the elock |
striack 3 and walked st a lelsurely ;--wa'
to the chureh,

She was there; yes, she wns there.
She was aloue, in a pew near thie pulpit,
on her knees, with her hands elasped
und her eyves looking npward., The high,
old-fashioned pew shat her in from the
congregation about her, Imt Mp, Lans-
dell conld ook down upon her from his
post of observation in the gallery. lHere
wag pale aml worn, und her eyes
looked larger and orvighter than when he
bl her last., Was she in a
sumption? Ah, no; it was only the eager, ‘
voearning sonl which was nlways consuie
ing itsellf; it was no physieal fliness, but
the sharp pains of o purely mental strug-
gle that hadl left those traces on her faee.

Rolamd was seized with a sudden des
sfire that Isabel should hiim, Ilu|
wanted to see the recognition of him in |
lier face. Might he not learn the depth |
of her love, the strength of her regret,
by that one look of recognition?

A green serge enrtain hung before him,
He pughed the folds aside; and  the
brazen rings made a little elionging nolse
ng they slipped along the rod,  The
sounid was lond enough to startle the
woman whom Mr, Lansdell was watch-
ing so intently. 8he looked up and ree-
ogidzed him. e saw a white change flie
across her face: he saw ler slight mus-
In garments flattered by n faint shiver; |
and then in the next moment she was
looking demurely downward at the hook
on her lap, something as she hoad looked
on that morning when he first
untder Thurston’s onk.

All throngh the service RRoland Lana- |
dell sat watehing her. He made no pres
tense of joining in the devotions of the
congregation; hot he disturbed no ones
He only sat, grim and somber-looking,
staring down at that pnle fnee ig
the pew near the [lllhlil. A thousand |
warring thoughts and emotions surged |
in his breast, |

Finally the service ecame to A
Little by little the congregation melted
ont of the aixle, The charity boys frowe
the neighborliond of the organ loft eame
clumping down the stairs.  Still Mb»
Lansdell stood watehing and walting the
doctor's wife in the pew bhelow, Stib
Isabel Gilbert kept her place, rigid and
inflexible, until the church was quite
cmpty.

Then Mr. Lansdell looked at her—only
one look—but with a world of emotion
coencentrated in fts dark fury., He looked
at her, slowly folding his nrms
drawing himself to his full height, He
shrugged his shoulders with one bhrief,
contemptuous movement, as if he flung
gome burden off him by the gesture, and
then turned and left the pews Mrs, Gil-
bert heard his firm tread upon the stairs,
and she rose from her seat in time to see
him pass out of the porch,

(T bhe conticued.)
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No man living ¢an give the detalls
of a wedding ceremony, but every
woman present can tell what every
other womau had on,

-

and |

TOPICS OF THE TIMES.

A CHOICE BELECTION OF INTER-
ESTING ITEMS,

Comments apnd Criticiams ased Upon
the Happenings of the Day- Historis
cnl and News Notes,

rhere Is n loud demand down FEast
for cheaper hides. And also for cheap-
er Hydes,

Bome day Ifnsurance polley holders
may get together and Insist on the
right to have thelr votes counted.

Each of the Russlan Grand Dukes
recelves a salary of £1,000,000 a year,
We belleve thelr places could be well
filled by cheaper men.

A cantankerous husband In Norfolk,
Va.,, has been sentenced by a judge to
kiss his wife twice a day. Look out
for a blting story later on,

The girl who twlisted her neck out of
joint in a nightmare probably dreamed
that she was examining the lntest fash-
fons during a street promenade,

Judging from the thousands of de-
sertions each year, the army and navy
must not be llving up to the colored
pletures in the recrulting stations,

P’rince Louls of Battenburg says

| New York would be ensy of ceapture hy

a hostile navy. We would adviee Lou
to be somewhat careful, however,

An old sallor oblects to the term
“Jackies.” He says jackles are mon-
keys. The polut Is well taken. It Is
wrong to make monkeys of our sallors,

E. Benjamin Andrews says football
breeds kindness and restraint. Yet E.
Benjamin probably wonders why the
publie often declines to take him se-
rlously.

A Chieago woman burned $15,000 in
bills to spite her husband, who, she
suspected, marrled her for her money.

| She must be one of those people who

refer to It as “pelf.”

A great deal of inventive talent Is
wasted on flylng machines that might
be useful to mankind If turned in the
direction of making the frog in the rail-
way switch track less deadly.

When the appolntments to consul-
ships are given to men on account of

| thelr ability, and not as a reward for

poilticlans out of a job. the service will
be vastly lmproved without any new
system,

A Cleveland justice of the peace has
been sent to the workhouse for collect-
Ing illegal fees., This ecountry will
never be able to achleve real greamess
until 1t does away entirely with lis
Justices of the peace,

Becretary Bonaparte proposes to stop
prize fighting at Annapolis. A eadet
was killed in a prize fight at Annapo
lis not long ago, which shows that prize
fighting s sometimes as dangerous ns
football, The secretary’s decision s,
therefore, to be comimended.

Youth is an Invitation to n maskeil
ball, which we all aceept. We mingle
with the dancers until our faney fixes
upon a domino and a palr of tripping
feet with which to tread a mensure,
We become weary of the dance and 2o
out into the moonlight to “sit" it out,
Then we unmask, and, presto! the ball
Is over and youth I8 dead.

How ghould you like to go fishing
with a net and eateh a submarine mon-
gter that towed your boat and threat
ened to submerge it unless you cut the
ropes? This Is what the commander of
i five-ton fishing vessel reécently did
off the British coast, e first thought
that he had caught a monstrous whale,

| and was not undecelved when its dark,

shiny back became visible through the
water. But when the hatches of n
submarine vessel rose out of the soa
he discovered that he had ecaught a
warship which had been maneuvering
In his neighborhood.

The prestige caused by our military
successes In the war with Spain has
been equaled If not exceeded by the
resgect gained from the no less re-
nowned vietory of peace through the
intervention and persistent attentlon
of President Roosevelt, While the feel-
ing of the world toward America hus
been deepened in respect and Intensi-
fied In cordiality, the attachment of
our own cltlzens to our flag, universal-
Iy recognized now as one of peace as
well as of war, has been strengthened,
and it 1s felt by Republicans and Dem-
perats, by the East and the West, that
wvhat Thexlore Roosevelt as the chiel
naglstrate has done has drawn our
ywin people as well as those of Japan

| and Russia more closely together,

The lovers of bhirds who denounce
the wanton slaughter of these among
the most beautiful of God's creatures
too  frequently confine themselves to
the sentimental aspect of the casa,
I'he sentiment, Indeed, which they in-
voke s powerful and wholesome

| enongh, but It by no means etmoﬁtthi

the whole of the argument on behalf
of our feathered friends. Sclence comes
forward to supplement that argument.
It furnishes striking proof of the enor-
moug debt that we owe to the birds,
One Investigator goes so far ag to de-
¢lare In a recent article on the damage
that 18 committed by Insect pests thal
if the destructive insects of the world
werns to Inerease tenfold In a year the
human race would be deprived of ex-
Istence, Among the most effective als
lles of mian In his battle with these mi-
nute enemliea are the birds.

The Rev. Myron Reed used to say
that human Iife up to about forty
years ago was not worth living—that
only the Inventions and institutions of
the last half century have made life
bearable. Presldent Ellot of Harvard
has just lssued a reprint of a little
book in which he argues that human
happiness Is neither harder nor easler
to find to-day than at any other perlod.
8o the question is stlll an open one.
Unfortunately, there Is no way (o
gauge the degree of happlness of any
perlod, or even to deflne deflnitely
what happiness Is.  All we can know
for certain is that the happiness of our
own times Is the best that Is attainable
to us, and jlucky is he who gets his
share of it. Happiness, llke health, 13
known to us only through Its opposite
—health through disease and pain, and
happiness through disappointment and
misery. Man never knew he had such
an organ as a stomach untll Indiges-
tion developed, and he never would
realize happiness if there were not oth-
ers worse off than himself. The mass-
es of mankind, until this century al-
most dumb, now make heard thelr suf-
ferings and dissatisfaction. The woes
of centurles are finding utterance in
the free speech of our day. The wall
may cause the unthinking to suppose
that the sun of human happlness is
suddenly obscured. But, to the con-
trary, the remedies following the bet-
ter understanding of wrong condlitions
steadlly lmprove the conditions under
which happiness may become more
general, The more we hear of wrongs
the less wrongs we have. Philosophe
ers may wrangle about 1t until doomss
day—and no doubt they will—but the
age which knows the least earthly
mlisery and woe Is the one that has
been longest dead, and the generation
that really knows what happiness Is
anid can realize its possession I8 a long
time off.

More and more our institutions of
learning strive to find and maintain
practieal relations to the life of the
natlon and its c¢itizens, They are not
content to foster special thinking on
speclal subjects, but try to cultivate
and encourage good thinking on all
gubjects that concern men, This fact
I3 made evident by the opening ad-
dresses of severnl college presidents,
which were sermons on practieal mor-
ality., Pregident Butler, of Columblia,
discussed the morals of business, and
pleaded for conscience In the conduct
of business as ngainst mere “law-hon-
esty,” which consists in dodging or
harely oheyving the statutes, President
Schnrman, of Cornell, preached to his
young men the doctrine, as old as the
Bible, that a man's life consists not
In the attalmment of material property,
but In the attainmentof character. The
recent criticlsms of men eminent in
the finaneial world will do no good,
savs I'resldent Sehurman, unless the
eritielsm reacts on ourselves, and gives
us suner views as to the chief good
of life and the way to walk to attaln
it. President Xadley, of Yale, and
President Eliot, of Harvard, directed
their preachings to the personal moral-
ity of young men, Said Presldent
Hadley: “Nine-tenths of the tempta-
tions of college life would be avoided
if we called things by thelr right
naomes,  We should never call things
fun here that are rowdyism at home,
Complianee with eustoms, cheating
and having a good time wounld be des-
fgnated by big names that we should
be ashamed even to think of at home.”
The gist of President Ellot's address
on the man of honor I8 in one sen-
tence, which young men everywhera
might conslder soberly: “It Is a very
safe protective rule to live to.day as
If you were going to marry a pure
woman within a month.,” Preaching
usually sets higher standards than all
the listeners can or will reach, But
if the wisdom of these college presi-
dents strikes into a few young hearts,
American unlversities will bacome cen-
ters of more intense light,

Gobble! Gobble! Gobble!

“At the mere mention of his name
I'm always reminded of a turkey
cock."

“Nonsense! He's as modest and un-
assuming o

“Personnlly, yes; but his name 1a

‘W, W. Doubleday.! "—Catholle Stand-
ard and Times,

Not a Stickler,
Willie—=In what month
born, Miss Runnaboute’
Mlss Runnaboute—It makes no dif-
ference, dear boy—the appropriate
stone {8 the dlamond,.—Puck.

wera yon

Not one man In a hundred can quit
while bis reputation ls good,




