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A MAN OF JUDGMENT.

HEN 1 looks back wirid down
thee tendl” sadd the old et

v “ teman, “If there s one mnn

I tetlects on with satisfaction it's Chere

olee Halll This yere Hall was the
modestest, dedentest longhorn a8 eyer
shinkes his antlers in Arizonn.  He was

slton and light, with a thin face and
gray oxves. This yere man was n eard
sharp from his up, an® I
never Knoews him to have a dollay he
dliwan’t gumble for.  Nuthin® tinhorn,
though, 1 seos hiim one night, an’ he
calmly tnto some four-handdd po
Ker—S15000 table stakes
that sangulne an® hopefal about lowdin'
o hls feet us a chinmarron shvaps,  OF
thoes was plenty fush these
days, an’ SIS 000 Jdon't secm oo suceh
glaut sum, Tridde I Hyely an® values
high aves up eallin® for £ hefore the
draw st we aln't none of us o mukin’
of gunwaddin® of no snch roll ns 150060
evel then, The days alo’t guite so hal
oxon as all that, nelther,

“Iur wlint T lkes most spweslitl It
Cherakes Hall s bils Judgment,  He's
every thme vlght. Healn't talkin® much,
an’ he aln't needin’ adviee, pelther,
mare'n o plg necds o six-shooter; but
when hie concludes to do things you can
gawihle he's goln' to get 1 plenty elght,

mocciasins

LIRS

an’ he's Jest

colirse

“Ome thme *hils yere Cheprokee amd
Dan Boggs I8 a comin’ In from Tuscon
thie stage Bosldes Cherokeo an’
Boges along comes a4 female, o close
hordin' of two yopung ones—whilch them
Infants mlght hnve been steingin® iz
wrds ah” every one a heap happler; an’
sutter In charge of the whole outfit s a
lowg, lean man In o black coar. Well,
they Wops In, an® Boggs an’ Cherokeo
gives ‘e the two bnck seals on nes
connt of the femnle nn® the yearlin's.

UMy ninme I8 Jones” says the mnn
In the black cont, when he gels setrled
back nn' the stuge s golu'. an’ '
an' eviangelist, an® plucks brands from
the hournin'?

e powerful glad to know it says
Boggs, *Them gnmes of chance which
enjoys publie potlee In this yere ‘clime
are so varions, so® b did think 1 shorely
tissts "o all; but If devives you names
was ever apen ln Wolfville, 1 overlooks
the same complete.”

“UPare sinkin® sonl! says the black
oot mnn, C‘he's  a-Hounderin® In the
wire of sln. Don’t you Know, my per
Ishin” friend, you are heln’ swept down-
ward In the river of your own sinful
e tHE your soul will be drowned In
the abivss?

Well, not says Boggs, *1 don't, |
allows | wos makin® o mighty dry ford
of it.'

- 4 'I,llﬂ'l:
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Lost! mays the black-coat

%0 e throws the bottle outen the stage
an’ don’t get no drink

“After a while the siage sirikes into
the upper end of a dark, rocky eanyon
TUls yere cangon was about two miles
long an’ was Intely rockoned some bl
Mrhin' s ever happeaed on the e,
bt these yere was the days when Vie
toria and Lls Apaclivs was cavortin®
ronnd Toose, an’ Bt was mighty possibie
they wits a-layin® somewhar o the hills
alomg the teail 1o Tuesun, 10 1hey ever
FEis i notion to stand up the stiage, they
wits shiore e to do i1 this vere ean
Yon, wherfore Cherokee an’ Boges an’
Ol Monte, whos dreivin® regards It
Henty susplelous.

*Boend e through on the  fump,
Monte says Cherokee, stickin® out hils
Teenndd

“No the six horses Hnos out gt a ten.
mile galt, which rattles things a whale
lut, an® makes the Blaek-cout man slgh,
While the young ones sets np sotoe ap-
pallin® sbrleks.  The femnle gers spvw=h
ul mad av this, thinkin® as how they're
playin' it low down on her fambly. But
she takes it out in euffin® the yearlin’
now an' then, Jest te keep "em vellin®,
#n’ don't aay nuthin,

“Well, the stage fahout  halr
throungh the ennyon when @l gt opes
up on buth sides In the rocks about
twenty Winchestors begins to hop and
Jump mighty permiscus, the same goin’
hand in havd with some whoops of on
usunl merit. With the st shot all
Monte begins pourin® the whip hito 1o
tenm, and them hosses goes Into their
callars HKe six Hons
whorlginecs nin't o shots,

gets

They neyer
sens to get the philosophe of a hind
sight none, an® generally you ean't
rench their bullers with o tenfoot pole.
The only thing gets hit this thoge s
Boges, About the beginnin® a e
cloud of dust tles outen s shoulder
an’ his fiee tarns pale, an’
knows he's creasml,

SN they get vou haed, old man?
savs Cherokee, some anxlons,

NGO snys Boges, teyln’ to brace him.
self, U1 by groundd Inoa secomd,
wishes T had that whisky 1 hurls over
bosied o miltute bock so gracerul.

“Well, the Injuns comes

shootln® an® a yellin® a hesp zealons,
As they was on fool and the bus wis
mukin® Nfteen miles an honr by now,
they conld jest manage to hold their
own in the race, abont forty rods to the
r'ar. Fioally Oherokee—an' yere comes
In his Jedgment—after thinkin' n see-
onil, says to Bogges:

“MPhis yere Is the way | figgers It, If
wee kewpoon this way these Injung will

wan, adedpin’ baek plenty  hopeless. | $hore cun o on us a half mile forther

‘It s n stifuecked generstion, ay' q | At the ford,

sorely pervierse lot”

“Well, the stage Jolts along two or
three miles an' nuthin® beln' sald, The
black-coat man groans occaslonally,
which worries Boges, an® the two In-
fants, gettln’ pestless, comes tnmblin®
over onto Cherokee an’ go searchin® of
his pockets for mementoes.  TUIS yere
I8 about as pleasant an' refreshin’ to
Cherokee as beln’ burned ar the stuke,
but the mother she leans back an’
smiles, an’ of course he's plumb help-
lesa

My pore worm,' finally says the
black-cout man, addressin' of Boggs,
‘whatever avoeations has you an’ your
lowt companlon

“UWhy," says Boggs, ‘this yere's Hall
—{herokee Hall. He turns faroe (n the
Red Light; an’,’ continues Boggs, n-low-
erin® of hin volee, ‘he's na squnr’ & man
an ever counted a deck.  Actoolly, pard,
you might not think It, but all that man
knows about a cold deck or dealln’ see-
ond, or any sech sinful schemes, Is jest
mere tradition.”

“*Brother, says the female. brist
Hu' np an’ tackin® the blacx-cout man,
don't tlk to them persons no more.
Them's gamblers an' awful mean men,’
nn® with that shie snatches away the
yenrlin's ke they was contamingted,

“This wns some rellef to Clerokes,

but the young ones howl ke CoYotes |

nn' wants to come back an' finish rob-
bin® thelr vietim,
spanks “em, an” when Boggs was goin’
1o give ‘em yome ¢artridges outen hils
belt to amoose "ony, she sasses him scan-
dalous, an’ allows she ain't needin’' no
uttentions from bim, Then she leans
back an’ suorts at Cherokee an' Boggs
mighty contemptuous, The young ones
keeps on yellln' In & unmelodious way,
and while Cherokee Is ¢'am an’ don't
let on like be minds it much, Boggs gets
nervous, an' fnally lugs out his bottle,
aimin' to drink a lot an’' compese his
feelin's, which they was somewhat har-
rowed by now,

But the mother, she |

They're due 1w down a
horse or Monte—muybe both—in which
event the stage sharely stops an' it's n
fight. This yere bein' troo, an’ as I'm
elected for a Bght anyhow, I'm goin® to
hop outen the stage right yere an® pull
on the fight mese'f, Thigll stop the

| chase, an’, to tell the fact, It's about the

only chunee In the box this yere pors
female an® her offsprings has to lve &
little bit, an’ I'm goln' to play it for ‘em,
win or lose.”

““Them's my notlons,” says Boggs, a
tryln’ to pull himse'f together; ‘shall
we take this yere shorthorn along?
an' he p'ints to where them four ten-
derfeet Is mixed up together In the back
of the stage.

“‘He wouldn't be no earthly use,’
snys Cherokee, ‘an’ you're too hard hit,
Dan, yourse'f, So jest tnke my regards
to Eurlght an' the boys, an” smooth this
all you know for Furo Nell, an' | makes
the trip alone.!

*:Not much,’ says Boggs, ‘my stuck
goes Into the center too,'

“But he didn’t, though, ‘cause Boggs
had bled & heap more'n he thought,

| nn' the Airst move he makes he tips over

In a falnt, Bo Cherokee pleks up his
Winchester, nn® openin® the door of the
stage Jumps clenn free, an' they leave
il thar on the trail.

“Well, the stage comes Into Wolfy e,
ten mibles further down, on the lope.
Boges s still In o falnt an’ abont bled
1o death, while them exhortin® people
Is shorely outen thelr minds. In no
tlme 4 dozen of us Hoed out for Chero-
koe. DId we find him? Well, [ shonld
sy we shorely fonnd him, They'd got
one bullet through hix lalg an’ thar he
wan, with his back agin a rock wall, an®
his eyen glitterin’, n-holdin’ the enn-
yon. There never was no Injun gets
by him. Of course they all runs when
they hears us a-comin’, so we don’t get
no fight.

*‘l hopes you nalls one, Cherokee,'
says Enright, ‘playin’ even on this yerg,
shoots ¥

s pletity neky |

Cherokes |

tumblin® |
down onte the trall an® gave a chnse, y |

“Yere's wanther, sors Moore, ‘whifeb
makes even on Poges I

*“Thaty right.” says Clierokee, °1
| remembers now: there was two.  The
cards come some fast ope e an’ 3
overlooks g bet”

“Well, we gets in Clierokes all right,
an’ the nex’ day around coties the fe
e tenderfoot to see Lim

U wants wo thank wy preserver,’ she
LR

“*You ain’t  under no obligations
whatever, moarm,” suys Cherokee, rils
o™ up o Htdde lo the bed, whille Faro Nell
puts another goose-ha'r plllow onder
him. @ stwply prefers to do my fight
" the cauyon to dotn® it at the forl,
that's all. 1 was Jest g mntir of
stralght Dusioe ss—jost a preference |
bhas,  Another thing, marm. 1 know
Four'll exense it, seclo” I'm g singls man
an’ onused to childish ways: hut | wis
| mighty glad for an excusse 1o ger nwway

frome them blesssd chilldren of your'n,”

San Fraociseo Exmminer

An Hiinols Kip Van Winkle.

Che afternoon lnst weoek an old wnn
stiva] on LaSalle streen, near the Rook
ey bullding, In evident perplexity. B
bl nope of that “vegetable dandean™
about bim which denotes the conntry
. bt it was elegr thar Ws clothes
i not been mbtide by g elty tallor
He slivank fostinetivels from the pass |
ez wagons and he Meked that Inde
e somethivg which marks the dwell
e dn nree towns, He looked uneasily
g el down the street and then tarn
eil his exes toward the sky, hut seemw
Ingly without tinding  wlu wits
searching for,  His embarrassment wiis
soevident that a hurrying
e, nioved |i|'t'h:l1m !r_\' meinuries of
The thine when bie Wimself got up in the
Culdl gray of worning w el the stock, |
stopped to offer help.

“ATE you oo stranger In the olty @ Lo
asked by way of Ieading up to the ques
| tlon gently,

The ol man looked ot him distrust |
fully befare e answered,
| “Wal, no he sald gnardedly,  *1

Inusinness

cin’t bardly say that. 1| was here o
o |
| “Conslderable change since  then,”

sald the business man, |
“"Somewhat,” answered the old man, |
| st distrustfully.
“Can I help von in o any auy? \'-.\-1
seemivd to be looking for something.” |
“Nao, T dan't much think you kin help |
e the old man sl petlectively,  *1
know the strests pretty will,  Stadled |
wnp on a map afore Ileft bome, Bt
say. stranger, kin you tell me which
wuy I8 north?
I s Didgh o mnn cnn't see the sun, ansd

These Dlome buildin's

how he's goin® 1o Keep the p'luts of e |

| eonmpuiss stemdght withont It 18 wore'n

I Kin see—Chieago ‘Times Ierald.

Languages of Palestine,
s tegirds the langoages spoken in

Pilestine in the Yo of Cheist, mwuel |

thiut ix of high Iwiportanee las eesolted
Frofn pecent exploration. A dediontion
nl Heroadd was written hoth in Arn i
and o Greek, and thore are
many Gireck texts of this age
pitrts ‘of (e country, which chow u
that the old Cansanite rellgions had
not vet disd ont, hut were miugled
with Greck mythology, so  that  the
| names of native nod of Groek deitles

ioprent

I wll

stund  slde by slde The  reglon
where  the  Greeks wWere LSt
numerans Wik appirontly Ine
cupollis, enst of the sea of Gallles,

and it seems to me probable thut the |
Lpeaple of Gadarm, who  kept
were Gireels, for the plg was regurdisd
ns an unelean anfmal by the Phoend-
clans and other nntives as well as hy
the Jews. 1t has often been disputed
whether the gospels were nrl:.'lrl.'tllyI
hns now been rendered cortyln by ex.
ploration that Greek was very widely
tsed In Palestine at this thoe, and thiat |
it was nnderstom] by the Jews as well
as by the others, We have rocovered |
the stone weltten o Greeek, which warn

el the Gentlles not to enter the [nner
court of the temple, and have found |
early Jewish bone boxes on Olivet In- |
seribed In Grook,

Had a Window in His Head,

Although “every dog has his day,™
suys a4 Lonldon paper, few of the spe-
cles attain to the distinetion and celeh-
rity of ane which formerly belongod to
the late Arthur Durham. The fame .,f‘
this animal was spread far and wide
ahout five and twenty or thirty years
ago, and “Durham's dog"” was as wel
known (n sclentifie circles as the pres-
dent of the royal soclety. Vor the bet-
ter pursult of his Investigations Into
the state of the braln In sleeping and
waking, Mr. Durlinm had removed a
large part of the anlmal's skull and had
glazed the orifice with a stout wateh
glnws. The pperation had been perform.
ed with the assistance of aneathetics
and the dog was quite unawnare that
anything of the kind bad occurred to
him or that be had a transparent crown
to his eraninm. Bat through this wateh
glaxs the atate of the elrculation In hix
brain In sleeping or waking could be
observed with the grentest accurncy
anid ease, and much useful Information
wis thus supplied by him. I helleve that
he lived happlly for many years after
wiard, and that he sufferod no Incon-
venlence from baving a glass top,

Horned Toads.

Boys living in and about Ran Diego,
Cul, are making money catehing horn-
ed tonds for the Hawallan Govern-
ment, which Ix Importlng them to de-
wtroy n Japanese bug which Is ruining
many crops In the Island. The Govern-
ment wants 5,000 toads, and Is paying
the boyx §1 & dosen for them.

Ol and Gas.
Oll and gan stoves, while coming In
compeiition with the old-time coal
stove, bave had po effect upon the sales
of the latter. This Is somewhat re-

|

| Inte yenrs.

| fther’ s monor,

swine, |

CHAPTER XTI~

Continsed.)

e evening, whortly before Christsas,
Mursden had looked in r thau tusual,
nlver dunng with somse § is at Liis clnb
Hie st o) 100 hearthorug retailing the

politicnl aud other gossip he had honrd,
oning Mrs, L'Estrunge aud
Norn respecting their alivpping
1 ik cvtiing fo town next
ol 1 bl m talk with Shis
116 has boeett down to see hers
e hos not deigued to communicite with
e, bt 1 lenr throogh my solicitor she
s wolid that eilln she wis 5o wild to get
8 month or six weeks ago, and made fif
tesin e ponnds by the trnnsaction”™
“la it possi exchnimedd Noti
S people seem to e thise power
of tutiiie ull they touch to gold,” said
Mo
“Fartupate people,’

iy to-dn

1/ Estrange.

* returned Marsden.
“Puiking of golf, 1 Wintan's old
dieel pather suddenly on the this
tevnth, so, 1 suppuos L'l have plenty o
tlis wir ithing his afuies, instend of rashing
bk to uuworthy in his dis
1 T M

“Wawold Mre. Winton rieh?” nsked Mirs,
1’ Estranuge, rtrvlessly.

“I e oot sures 1 think 1 linve heard
thut he pode woney or saved tioney of
Lo livend at w litthe shiooting
box be lad on the eldge of o Yorkshire
I don't think he ever held ap his
Black Mark™ went o the

L

prateinly tha

TRV
Jivanld
}hl‘l...

“Tro ot sny that, Me. Marsden!”™ ex-

sl

clnitesd  Mres, LS Estrange,  earnestly
“Father and son  wisutnderstood  each
other: but the son was  wore  sinoed

aieninst than sioning.™  Her delieate face
Hushedd ns she spoke.
“Youl nre charitilde thin most

pengles, M i to one whio, if

1t

L Estennge,

ot sorely Beligd, did s care for nny o

s e himiself; at any rate, it i lHKely 1ed
Miurk, ns we gsed 1o call him, will stefp
futo hiis shoes."”

“tl Mr. Winton had a dnpghter, |
think ¥

“You, who mareied against his will, |
don’t know whiat beonme of her.  Per
hips she gy come in for wome of the
Bat 1 moust Ll you good
by, ms well us gomlnight. [ am going
'|:r\‘\=] to Evedieigh toaiorrow 1o soe gfter
I don't Taney, after all,

ROte IRTters,

Mrs. Ruthven will take the place, she
b ke s annny didlen)ties il stipu
lations™

“How long shall you be away 7 nsked

Noti, whe bind grown very silent of Inte.
“Well, quits three or four doys. You
will write toomes will you pet, my sweel

pal rweet i

“Yew, corta

“And will yon take o pareed for me 1o
i nukod Mors, L' Estrapge. 1l
sooand fetel 0"

“With plessure,” said Marsden. *Now,
demibost,” T eried, as soon as they were
o, “one forowel] kiss, 1 Lhave an wdd
surt of fuuey tiat this wny be the Tast
I\-l'l-“ eVer give g 1 e extremely ol
sitrd, this superstition, and must wean 1
i going to div, for if 1 Hve 1 shall nu-
donbtedly have maouy o sweet kiss in the
duys that are coming.”

Yo not think of such things, Chiffom),™
wnid Noarn, more touched by his words
than he was nwire, wnd she leaned  for-
ward to pross her lips gently to Nis cheek,
1 trust you mny bave many, many heppy
yenrs before pon”

“Will you make me happy 7

“I will do my best for you, deac Clif-
ford. T will, indeed.”

“God bless yon, darling!"

kidnle 2"

kissing her

written In Greek or Aramole, but 1 paie Ler hrow, her checks quickly, pas-

tely, and letting her go as Mrs.
Cstrntige ro-cutersd the room,

It Is not yvery large, and if you will
wend it over to the cook nt Brookdale, 1
whinll be muach obliged,” she suid, handing
the packet to him.

After o fow more words Marsden hid
themw ndicn nnddepnrted. Mrs, L'Estrange
nnd her stepdanghter drew nearer the
fire, and sat for some minuies in silenee.

“1 did not think Mr. Marsden as bright
as yanil,” &nid the former, at length,

“Nao. He was n little more serious than
usunl,” returned Nora,

“hat he Is always pleasant nnd kind.
I really think, dear Narn, you are won-
derfully fortunute. Yours is o case whers
true love hns run smooth,”

“The Ides of March have come, not
gone,”

“That is quite an uncanny speech,
Nora.”  There wan another paune

Then Nom, gathering up her resoution,
snid gquietly:

“Did Clifford Marsden know Mr. Win-
ton und bis cousin when they were ull
boys?"

“Yeu. They used to be in Oldbridge
now and then, and he was at my father's
rectory once.”

“Will you think me unwarrantably in-
trusive if 1 ask you & few questions about
those by-gotie days?' Ilaying her hand
gently on her atep-mother's knee,

Mra. L'Estrange smiled thoughtfully,

*No, dear, I can tell you anything, and
there is not much to tell.”

“Did you know Clifford hefore you mar-
riedd my father?”

“Searcely knew him. | met him sev-
ernl times, He wan a delightful boy at
nineteen or twenty.”

“Was bie o great friend of Mark Win-

ton'n?"
“No, More the friend of the other
Mark. You know both the Wintons had

the same natne, it used to make confusion.
They hnd not been brought up exactly
together. They were at different schools,
hut both were sent to study with my
father—one for the army, the other for
India. We used to distinguish them an
Rinck nnd Hed Marka, They made Olif
ford Marnden's acquaintance at hin gunt's,
Mra. Atherley's, at Oldbridge, and he
came down from London to see them
once, for a few dayns, to my father's ree:
tory in Hampshire. Oh! what a swest
home It was, What ages away back that
time seemal™

“And[" whispered Nora, leaning lightly
against her companion aod Axing her eyes
oa the glowing coals, “Mark Winton was

fond of youT'

“Sure enough be's got one Injun, too | markable, but the history of a great with
dead to skin, sn’ comin’ along & little | many Improvemeats i civilisation 4! §UI*t *mile, “he fancied be was—he
further Jack Moore finds a seecnd. | like it. " e and 1, & foolish, metboriess
o ¥ r..- ' 'ﬂw\i\"- 'j1“;-1- _.H " ‘I,., oy t ’ (3] '.1\

‘But wus le pot faithiul ue
ried Naru, infinitely surprised

“Thove might buve leen a wisteke
Eotmewhers! but it all entue bard enaugh
on e, roturued  Mr L' Estrasge,
“There was 0 gentleman i our shbor
oo whe whihed me tnrry hiw—a
yory good fellow, | was dnclined to like
him, but after Mark made me believe he
overd e 1 thonght of b oue else, and 1

L [T}

sed oy first wdmirer.  Then Mark
went nway to Indie, He wrote 1o me
ofer or 1wick, Then exme my gront sor

row, My dear father diod, leavinge trarely
sulfivient 1o pag bis dobis, 1 wes very
frivondless, wo had jived mw ny from nII
our relations, and | waited and wiited for
# letter from Mark, bat pone came [or
wore than a yenr. Then | bl 5 o riies
ehistle, bidiling e farewell, nuil CX T
wing deep regrot for nuy pain he milghit
Bave eavsd me, hat that HBEEingZe Wis
ot of the quektion for bite. | pever re-
plied, 1 felt that chaptor was ¢losed for
ever. That was just after 1 went 1o live
with Miss Welmter—an engagement Mrs,
Atherles gor for me*

“1eould never linve belioved thut sueh
& mon as Mr. Wigtan would hive doted
s busely " exelnimed Nors, her Deart
beating, her eyes Bt ny with indignation.
"How vttn you -

“Hut, Norw,”™ imterrupted Mrs. 1 Es
trange, quickly, “it wus not ed Murk,
whom yon know., who belmved in this
wiy ! 1 o not funey he ever wits (4 love
i bim Nife. Ol ne! It was bis cousin,
Chur friend was @lways trae and stendy,
I well reweniber whon, uwing to the
simbilarity of nome, sone knowledege of
hin cousin's eogagement to me remehied
hitn, he warned me against throwing
AWHY . certainty for a will-o"the-wisp,
iy, o doubt, §odid.  AB! that was a
drendfuol time.  Tte bitterness and worti
fieation sting me still! My life, ander jis
new conditions, wak drears aud treying
enough to make e very grateful to your
fullu-r for giving me the chatice of lon ving
—and you know the rest."

“Then YONorn paused, and. chitng-
ing her sentonce, olwerved, “Dao Yo
kuow, I fancied. at one time, that yoy
would marey Mr. Winon 7

Mrs. L'Estrange lnnghod softly.

“Tha curions," she anid, “for 1
funcled you and he were taking 1o ench
other, until after the Fivesleigh ball
when ' sort of change came 1o both of
yull,

There was u pntise of & fow minres.
The light diel oot of Nora's eyos—the
vilor from her check: At length
.'t.lllll

“Then yvou would ns marry Mr. Win-
ton ™"

It is extremely unlikely he wonld Ny e
ask o me," wnid Men, L'Estripge, nughing.
“And ns to me, all ideas of love or mntri
moay are over forever, Dea is, and will b,
|n|_\' only leve. Twnnt no more.”

A dull sense of dospoir nnmbed Norg's
histirt: it was o fow seconds Lefore sl
cotilil collvet horsolf to sy

“Do you think Cliford Marsdon knew
all this?"

“You: 1 hungined he did. He was very
friendly with Mark and continued to be
witer our friend, Red Mark, went out to
Tudin, My finnee, as T fancied him to bhe,
did not go vl after. He was appointed
to n regiment stationed at Delly, aod, 1
bodloves, wis very unfortunate mwnd weak.
Mr. Winthn gave me nn secount of his
litter Tife,  He died two sears ago. T had
tot heard anything of him for a long time,
[nnd 1 was grieved to think of hig wostod
[ fifn! How well it ix that the futnre is
[ Widden from us!  Thoere, denr, v the
whnle history.”
| The whele history! Mrs. L'Estrange
lirtle dronmed what i sting it left in her
stepedanghter’'s sonl.  Was Clifford Mars.
|:I¢-u'u memory really defective Or, had
he misrepresented facts?  Surely he was

too much of a gentlemnn to do so? At
any rite, she (Norn) hod been juggled
ot of the best chunee of happiness eyor
uffered her; for shie now felt canyineed
| Mark Wioton bad loved her from the
first,

“Denr TTelen," she anid, rising with an
effort, T have kept you np too Inte: ot us
go to bed.  What an extruordivacy jum-
ble life is!"

“Yes! Is it not incomprehensible ¥
roturned Mrs, L'Estrange, kissing her.
“Yon louk dreadfully pale apd tired,
Nora."

“Incomprebensible!™ the word kept re-
peating itself in fiery ayliables all night
long; strive as she wounld, Nora ¢ould hear
nothing else, think of nothing else, What
an incomprehensible destiny that which
doomed her and the man that loved her
well, as sbe now believed, to separation
forever!

Was she deceived or only inddvertently
misled? If deceived she would never,
pever forgive. And ahe must find out.

CHAPTER X1V,

The balmy air of Torquay did wonders
for Mra. Ruthven, and her own resclute
engernens to regaln health and strength
wtill more.

The attentions and lnquiries of various
noble and distinguished invalids, sojourn:
ing, like herself, in that famous resort,
noothed und sutisfied her. Lady Dorring-
ton bad written glowlhg enlogiums and
recommendations of her friend and guest,
and all things promised fair for the en-
sulng wpring campaign. But though
swest and placid to thoss fow favored
visitors who wers admitted to her pres-
once, the real vivifying influence which
was bringing back encrgy to her swystem
was the hope, the prospect of revenge.
| To loke Clifford Marsden, by whom she
had been wo faselunted, was bad enough:
to lose the lord of Evesleigh, the hero of
A hunired conguests, wae worae: to lose
him 1o a simple, inexperienced girl, whom
j “he had herself praised and patronized,
| wis worst of all,

Already wociety had begun to talk of
Clifford Muaraden belng about to marry
rotne conuntry nobody ; but as yet thers was
no certainty o the réport, and, deep In
her heart, Mra. Ruthven sawore the mar-
ringe shonld never take place.

It wna part of her scheme to prevent
Evealeigh from going Into strange hands,
even for m season, Bhe was determined
to rule there herself. Captain Bhirley's
visit was a stimulating tonic; but she
wis not too confidentia) with her right-

Is

shie

| he possibily comld upon his bride-eleet,

J|
|
|

e all of whiel Mrs. Rutbiven listened
omt in silence, with downcast eyes, and
a allght, juscrutable smile

Iv o #lu, shirdey tried to deaw some ab-
servations from ber, which might indicate
" ot dlirection the current of ber leel-
cun setting. e could pot even
ke wp Lis siud if she had resolved to
renottce Marsden,  The only sentetice
Wil vmenped Ler lips on the suliject was
when Shirley reltersted the report that
thie marrings was 10 tuke place mmedinte-
Iy then Mra. Huthven said, langoidly:

UL 0t doew not tuke place soon it will
probably sot take place at all”

“Muy | ask sour reason for saying so®

“Well, vhiefly becuuse Mr. Marsden |s
ot o man of very fixed porpose—and--
something moy occur (o change his views,
Tulking of ¢hange, did [ wll you thar [
hinve gor rid of that plave at Twickenbhom?
[t svevins that & rich stock-hroker ook o
viedent faney to I, and he bz given e
w thonsand gounds for my bargain.”

“THed yon tire ol it so spon ™ asked Shir-

tags

l"_‘. i SUrrise
“Yer. sickoess and  seclusion  have
wrongat g radical chatge oowe. 1 oaow

feel 1 must iw o London and in the com-
frletes eon v, ilterhately”
Mirs

| 'Il’, il
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1 am Buthven, that |
have s wsomething, or
bt nudones something, that has Dudaead
withslraw the confidetor you once
with o wonud

AN i
trlooved dn o™ said Shirley
el wir, dooiinge steaizhit into her eyes.
*Then you e wlstnkon: 1 give you ex-
ey the sowe dumount of contidence 1 al-

wads Al good deal, but by po geans
qll. You bave been oseful to me, and 1
have bewn uselal to yon. 1 oo still dis-
pemedd 1o b gour Frivand, but o not ssp-
e You have the stisllest power to injure
me.  The duy is leng gone iy for that.™
“Injure youl I youn suppiose 1hut sach
wh - idea ever erossant iy uiind? My in-
clination fs ouly 1o e your best devat

o

servant —more, i1 yon wodld aoeept me,

Mrs, Ruthven libghed softly

“I quite helieve  sou,”
“utill .

“Nou have never boen quite the same
sinee you were robibed of your rohies,” he
interruptal,  *You scem o uve grows
doubiful of every one”

“I owm,” she exelabmem], with swiliden
fire. “Utterly, coweletels  distrustiolg
wnd yon mutter feehle complaings becanse
1 will mot tell you the yogue bope 1 Hiave
of recovering them.  Leave that alone;
I muy confide even that to you one day,
bt gever if 1 God you presuming to try
diseovery o your own necount. 1 alone
have n shight elew, wad T will have no one
mdid e

Shirley looked at her so completely
startled and surprised that she lnughed
w stennge, almost hysterieanl, Inngh.

“You must not excite yourself,” he
exeluimed; “sou might bring on another
relippse,”

Pt would never do, she retarned, in
an altered voiee. 1 wint to bo well
soittis 1 hinve o good deal to do, Tell me,
Ahirley," she went on, “why did Fou ot
mitke Jove to Notn  L'Haringe?  She
would live been a suitabile wife for yon"

1 was quite willing to do so, hot some-
how it was impossible. 1 eonld never
ket beyond the woegtt her, or the last new
waltz, with her”

“What s there different in her from
other won wh ru'HT'Iu'!'u”}".
“Syopo hnve o tolerably specessiul with
other women.'

“I don’t kbow; Misd 1 Estrange I
frank wnd pleasant, and all that sort of

she  said;

nskedl,

thing, but she is the most inneccssible
waornian 1 over eime peross,”
“Shivley, youn are o fooll A young

ereature fresh fron the schow! romn and
edpentional irons, I8 the cnsiest gome of
all! Muon, hoave vou so Hitle exporience
as not to know you ean always eonnt on
ut least one trodtor within the trenches ¥

“Porhaps the game wos got suflicieutly
exciting: noshow, Winton Jdid not give
a fellow nehnnee

“Winton!  Yes: that is g man I should
enjoy mortifying. 1 think he was fond
of Norn L'Estrange, and I suspect she
liked him. But who would refuse Murs-
den of Evesleigh?”

“He js not €0 great o entell.”

“Listen to me" cried Mrs. Ruthven,
not heeding hing. "1 want to go to Lon-
don—let me see—1 think 1 could besr the
journey next week., I want you to take
rooms for me at the Alexandrin Hotel;
1 shall keep them for awhile. [ like this
place, and can go up to town us 1 like
You must secnre gond rodms, and have
everything maile comfortable and warm-—
ahove all things, warm.”

Captain Shirley took her directions with
profound attention, and theu their talk
flowed in ordinary cliannels, Mrs, Ruth-
ven, was gulet, and in rather a more cheer-
ful moud; she was more civil and friendly
than usunl.  Yet Shirley left her with an
impression that there wns donger in the
air.

(T'o be continued.)

Mushrooms as Food In Europe.

As an artlele of food mushrooms are
becoming more widely and favornbly
known euch year. Immense quantl-
tles are grown for market in caves near
Parls, wome of the beds being seven
milea long. One grower has twenty-
one miles of mushrooms growling at
Mery. In Italythe truffle beds are so
valuable that they are guarded as care-
fully as are game preserves in England.
But the poachers, quite equal to the
necessity, traln thelr dogs to go among
the beds, dlg up those mushrooms of
marketable value, and bring them out
to the sdge, where they are walting to
recelve them. Mushrooms bring in a
revenue of £4,000 a year to Rome, and
M. Roqnes calls the desplized, tondstooals
the “manna of the poor.”

Mr. Jullua Palmer, our own agthority
on mushrooms, says: “Were the poorer
clusses of Hussla, Germany, Italy or
France to see our forests during the
antumn rilos they would feast on the
rich food there going to waste. For
this harvest requires no seed-time and
nsksa for no peasant's toil. At the same
time the value of mushroom dlet ranks
second to meat alone, America {a one
of the richest countries In mushroom
food."—8t. Nicholaa.

The Gorllia's Lung Power.

Hecent Investigutions have brought
to light the fact that the gorilla Is
equipped with a sort of air bag In the
chest over the lungs, and connected
with the trachea or wind-pipe.
striking this organ the animal is en-
abled to emit his terrible shrieks and
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