FROM JEST

PON™T understand yon avall!” sild
I Ploree Trevor 10 his friend Ralph
llc'“'ﬂ_\'

“You tlk as If 1 were o conundrang,”’
“Royouare! Now, look here, Dowey
let’s nve n elear comprehension of the

matter. D oyou love Panny White?”

C“Well - yes—1 mither think, on the
whode, thot Tam o Urde mken with the
spirkiing broupetge ™

A e taken”  How very enthus!
astie yononeel  And she, poor clild, is
wmore than “a Hitle tuken' with you!"

“1 flatter myself that you are right

“Well, then, why dow't you ask her Gy
murey yon "

“Thoere 1t 18" gronned ||l'\|n'}", “yon
are ull In sueh a hurey! Coan't o mnn
wdmire a glhel without being brought to
book for it the very text day? [ won't
Lo hurrted, When ©oget rendy 11 ask
Funny to marry me.  Are you sntls
Lhis) *

“Yery far from ("

“As Miss White 1s only your wife's
consln, 1 really don't recognlze your
rlght to entoclise me!”

“"Does that mean that 1 am to mind
my own business

Ralph Inughed. “Construe 1t as youn
please—only pray don’t hother we any
tore."

He threw himself lnzlly on the grass,
filnging his ¢lgar Into the very heart of
u cluster of wild flowers and making an
Impromiptu plilow of bis arms, crossed
underneth bty hend,

“Sleep, then,” sald Trevor, a lttle
contemptuonsly.  “Lean't afford to lose
the brightest hours of a golden day like
this.*

Our hero had not Inin there many
minutes, however, efore the soft clilme
of girl wolees sounded through the
tiny bugles of summer lnpects sand the
maonotonous murmur of green hougha
overhend,

“Girls! muttered Dewey; “can’t a
fellow be clear of ‘em anywhere? But
they're on the other slde of the vopse,
that's one Ulessiog, and If 1 Keep quiet
they'll never bent up my ambush!™

They wers on the other side of the
copse, three brlght-faced glrls In tat-
wring ralment.

"I g0 dellghtfallp cool here," galil
Hildegarde Aymer, a falr blonde, as
Baxon ns her naoe,

A one ean tnlk here, ton,” sald
Mary Belll “At the hotel one Is never
certain of not el overlivaed ™

Dewoey gave n silent clivekle at this.

Fanny White, leaning ngainst  the
twisted stem of a0 veternn wild grape
Vinee dosotodd her whole attention to her
parnsol taandle

She wis the prettiest of the throe.
with devp Bognld Drawn eyes and Lhalr
blneck us the blackest Jet, whitle her skin,
Just ronehed with the crenmy tint that
charmeterizes the ervole, glowed car
e an her chvek.

“Fauuy, do let e tey!™ salid T e
garde, It will be suelin splendid joke
and your English adorer Is so long o
ki up Ls ol

“But—but what will Capraln Aymer
think %"

“He'll he dellghited; men alwnys glory
In o bit of mischief, and Kent s suel
o splend i aoroe,”

“Ivyn Fuooy ™ urged Mary B3ell, “Iy
will be dust for all the wortd e 1
“henter Hildeenrdo's ot hier As 1o pire
tend o b desperately In love with you
and you are to encoursge hils ntten
Huns untll that slow woving Dewey 18
bironght ta the polnt. How 1 shall ep
Jop the progress of the sitaation.”

“But your brother wust fully under.
stitnd the solieme,” sald Fanny, hesl
ttingly

MO course; shan't T explaln it to hilm
mysell . There's not o bt of harm iy
Itand Mr Dewey certalnly nesds kome
sthimnlus. Now, do consent!  Kate will
L bere this very evening.'

“She don’t forbid 1 Hildegarde,
engerly. erivd Miss Belle, “and all the
worll knows that sllence glves consent.
Comne, see bow long the shigdows g
getting ¥

And the three graces futtered down
the Liillside.

Dewey rose to bis feet and walked
awny also,

“My dear Hitle girls," wnld he, by way
of sollloquy, “it's & very cleverly con-
docted ttle plan, but it won't work,
aud 've no doubt 1 shall enjoy It an
much an Miss Bell proposes to do.”

And he Inughed aloud 1o think how
completely he should outgenernl his
feminine adversaries,

“I'll keep Fan In suspense for an-
other month, just to pay her for that!™
be added, within himself. “l like the
girl well enough, but for all that 1
won't be hurried lnto matrimony.”

Knowing what he know, therefore,
Mr. Dewey was not at ail serprised
that evenlng whes be walked into the
hotel drawing-room to see & stylish
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sitting on the sofa and belug very de
voled to Miss White,

Lt fenn waork,” sald Mr. Dewey, ani
be sat down to play backgammon with
nopreny Hide widow,  Fannle watelil
Wit from Deneath her eyelashes

“It doesi’t produce any effect at gl
upom b rhee bewte,” salild Tdegarde,
Who hadd expieted 1o see the recreant
lover hrovght to capitulating terms wi
LTTRRS

“Thut's heeause we don't put 1t on
strong  enough,”™  salil the  eaptnla
“Fanoy—1 may eonll yon Fanny, miy-
n't 1

YOh ecortulnly,” sald the lttle Lirn
et s all in the pla=*

“Welll then, Fanuy, 1 think we ought
o promenade theough the halls arm in
arme o Hitle while, and If we were to
whisper tostend of speakiyg nloud i

Fauny langhed and consented, and
the whole evenlug long she and the
caplaln exeligtged very commonplice
retunrks o very confidential whispers,
while Mr. Dwewey and the widow
played backgammon serenely,

“1 ke thils"” sald Captain Kent to his
slster, when Miss White hnd gone to
hier rovm.  “She's the prettiest giel |
ever saw."

“0h, but Kent, ¥you muso't fall in love
with her

“I shall not fall In love with her—
there's no danger,” sald Aymer; “but
It's such fun! 1'm so much obliged to
you for suggesting i,

Fanny cried herself 1o sleep  that
nlght.  Dewey didn’t seem to enre a pin
whether shé Airted with Captain Ay mer
ar not,

The next day she went out horsebnek
rliding with the eaptain, Kent sat on
hils horse Hke n eentaur amd Fanny
cume back rosy as o whole bed of cur-
natlons,

“Are you golng with us to the Cedar
Falls to-morrow. Faony?' asked Mr,
Dewaey that evenlng,  “We sald some
thing about golng together 1 week or
Bo ngo, didn't we?"

Funny was rendy with her lesson.

P owe? 1 hnd forgotten; hesldes,
I promised to go with Captaln Aymer”

SWihth Captadn Aymwer? Oh, well, all
right, ' take Julin Syminguom,

Fanny's HUps  gquiversd, but Hilde
witrde shook her bead ot her, anid she
did noteall back the young Hog' ishmnn,
us v Been her biopnlse,

Ciptidn Aymer proved a most deviat
ed envilior ad Fanny Wall rieprodeelivdd
' hersell thut she had cofoyed the day so
el
| IS viery wrong of e, slehiad Fan
pny e Blildegarde, ber faithfal  con
r Ilante

UNo, I st s exactly rlght,” re
sponded Hibdegardse.

“I1 boegln 1o be afrald e dossn't
eiare fur me"

“He's o brate,” asserted her felend:
Pand 1t wlll serve blm eight F you pever
lonk ot him again ™

wnedl M Dewey held aloof, hugeing
limiselt to think ow he wis ot w Tering
the consplrators, tholgh an aceastonnl
twinge of Jenlousy now and then passed
thronghy bis il

Presently thers was o sore onitery
among the allled forees. An order Ll
L ente fron the nexoralile war denam
ment wnd the captaln most go some-
whore oo the frontier steghitawiy,

“The matter was beglnnlng 1o get n
Httle serlous,” e thought, “and just ns
woon e thit confonnded puppy  gots
away Il make Hide Fanny a4 tappy
wotnat. Maybe, though, It would be
well to punish her for a few days
lomger.”

“Oh, Faony, Fauny! aren’t yon sor.
ry? wobbed  Hldegarde,  elinging
nround her tall hrother, whose face was
unwontedly grave.

“You, Hildegurde,
vory sorry,”

Uapinin Aymer looked penctratingly
Into her face,  There wors roal tenrs
quivering aml spurkling on her ey
lushes dnd the roses lad all paled from
her chiveks,

“Taony ™ e sold, hopetnonsly, “is it
from vour heart 1"

IFunny-«illy Witle ereaturs that ahe
was—hbegan to cry, amd  Hildegarde
rushod forward.

“Oh, Kent! You promised that—*

YA man Isn't responsible for his fate,
and 1 have fullen In love with her,” ex.
clalmed the young offieer. “Fanny, awm
I to love you In vain "

Fanny tried to lnngh hysterionlly.

“Of—of course; all this Is only part of
the progran,” she faltered,

“By Jove, but (t's not!” erled Aymer,
“What wan Jest Ims become earnest. |
love you, Fanuy; | cannot leave you
here to becomas the bride of that self-
conceited puppy. Tell me that I may
hopa!”

sald Fannyg, “I am

young ssan In the uaiform of & captaln

.* o T

Cl

“Sle loves you, Kent—alie luves you.
I enp see It lo her eyes!” sbe eried, ex
ultantly,

“Stand  aside, Hildegarde" sald
Aymer. “I have the first right here.
Ble Is mine now." And he took her
tenderly 1o his breast

Yes— It wan true that the little morsel
of acrting hnd becope stroug, Hfedong
reality. Kent and Fanny bad pluyed
uf “lovers™ until Love, the shy rogue,
orept Into both thelr bearts with al
most unpercelved footstepm

Mary Bell us n “gredt sseret” how the
1ttle savstngem had snded,

*Oh, Kent!"
never knew what true happloess was
before, *

And Captaln Aymer must have been
unreasonnble Indeed not to be satis
fled with the answer.

He dieparied, earrying fn hix keeplng
the loving litle henrt of Fanny Wihite.

Ralph Dewoy contemplated the de
pavrture of Hildegarde's brother with no
sl degres of satisfaction.

ENOW'S e chanee” He thought.  *]
ghess, on thie whole, I not keep her in
suspense qny longer, pooe ehild, T ouly

Bo the glowlng mildsummper swept by |

wiltitid 1o 1ot "o see that 1 wasu't 1
bt eowerend

Mr. Dewey proposed aecordingly n
due form and cercmony that very day

T am wvery sorey, Mre, Dewey ™ sl
Fanny, lnoking | rovokingly lovely, * bn

bt o ongaged.”

g 7

“Yes—to Cnpraln Aymer.”

“Now, Fanny,™ salil Italph, arew
mentatlyvely, “where's the use of carey
g on this pretense aoy longer? (f
|eonrse T Rnow s all g stratagem.”™

“Hut It dsn't stratigem.” sald Fann
indignanty; “I love hhin and he loves
me—and there's my ring."

She held up o pretty finger ns sl
spoke, whercon glittered o sollire dig
monid,

8o Mr, Dewey found Hlmself ot
maneovered after all, and aecordingly
retrented In as good arder as possibile,
whille Plerce Trevor, Miss Bell, Hilde
gard and all the rest returned 8 noand
wons verdiet of “Jost exactly whut le
deseryved,"—New York News,

Half & Pumpkin,

The close-tisted and the ahsent-minad.
minded serve o similar use they pmuse
thelr neighbors, The New York Son
quotes noman from the rural distreicots
as telllng a story of a Mr, Putterby, an
old-thine townsmnn of his, whose repn.
ttlon for “nearness” was evidently
well deserved.  Loeally he was thought
to e a prodigy In this respect, hut no
story of this kind Is so good but that
| another ean be found to beat it
| tmeof the colng current (o those diys
wis the old Spanish sllver-plece, which
possed for twelve and a hnlf cents, anid
was  variously  ealled  “ninepenes,”
“York shllllng,” and “bie" It was the
existence of this coln' that enadiled My,
Putterby 10 nebijeve his crowning tri
utiph in the way of a close trade.

A farm-boy came along one day with
n doad of pumpkins, which he was peil
dling about the villuge ot 0 cont e,
Me. Patterby fooked at them, conelid
e 1o buy, but wanted only half a pump
kln.

“But g whole one I8 only a cent,”
sl thie boy. “How gre you golng to
prany e Cor half aone ™

“Easlost thiug o the waorld, sald My,
Putterhy

The puinpkin was cut, he took one
e Wis acm, and baoded te Doy
w slilling.

“Now give me the  rwelve eeunts
change™ b sadd; and takiige the twelyve
coppers from e astonished v, s
wilked awny with Lils purehinse

A Grating Laugh.

Tl I mever ot for e rsty,
grating bagh that hods wasenent
thir st les of goollier, P Eaetiodt
Frges Press, admonishing o oman ot
town whi Iy dllsposind to bagh st the

|
|

errors of his acqrmdutanees, wiltes:

He s overy welleducited mat, (0o,
il Is expecinlly good oo the ingtagzes.,
| Nt lom oo L weps i dking oo mihl

mea e Hedhe swonian i bt sk

Bl o gpuestion abont g French senene:,
e gsked Ler to repeat . She g s,
SHn, bt he dnughed. 0o bt inw

loaow, Daw!™  Aud the Lole womnn
Blushied

“"Whnt Is 17" she asked, mnel em
bt rassed

“Maw, haw! I-hnw, lgw - wus
Bnghilng—ar your very bhid hnsw, haw

—=ptonuncintion—haw, haw

“How, how, haw!™ sl Interrupited,
suddenly.  “Haw, haw! ho, b, ba!*
And she kKept It ap as laud ss she eotild,
untll he began to get red In the face
and foeol embarrnssed

W hat Iy 107" he exelabned, when she
enyve hlm the chnnee.

“Haw, haw!" ghe responded, nproar-
fously, I was laughing haw, haw
at your very hnd—liaw, hnw —mpnnees

haw, hivw! Good morning.”  And she
turned ber bnek on him, and hasn't
spoken to hlin sloce,

Engliah Namos,
Bome of the names mwong the upper
ten In English sovtery look as if they had

course, the nssumption s that gy
wrights dependd. as Dickens did, on ()
rectories nnd peerages for the names of
their charueters,  Among the persons
of Lilgh depree at a recent wedding in
London were Lady Lurgan, Lady Min.
to, Lady Feo Bturt, Mrs. Willle Gren-
fell Dorothy, Lady Cantelupe, Lady
Eden, Mra, Atta Hay and Lady Kath-
leen Cuffe, With such namen as theme
gllatening In the columus of the soclety
Journals the Invention of odd cogno-
mens for novels and plays Is & sheer
waste of time and brains,—Buffalo

We gain nothing by faleehood but
the disadvantage of not being belleved J

when we spesk the truth.

"Are you Lappy, Fauuy ¥ demanded |
the exigent nrmy officer when all was,
setthed and Hildegarde had gone to tell |

whispered Fanny, “T)

been tnken from playbills, though, of

CHAILER NIV, —iCoptinaed.)
“It is the wagnaoimous trick., then ¥
Muognaniminy which 1 suspect does uor

cost you much,” soid Marsden, bittery,
MO ord,” sadd Noren, devermibned ta b
bienve and bhonest, fecling her donrnge re
viving with the sinccrity of her rosoli
tion, 1 will be trae, though it hurts e
horeibly to speak the crath th yon. Yo
onght not o throw awey onsiderstion
uf prodence, perbaps doty, for the sake
of o girl who does pot, cun pot, love yoan
nw you onght to be loved for making soeh
sneriieces, | onghil tot o hive prosiised
what 1 did. Can you ever forgive me, if
I by of yoir to give ap the (e of mare

rying we? [ aboold disappoint o, I fear
I shonld #"
"I"nfﬂl‘\‘v }'Htl!“ l'l"[n‘illl'-l M rsdien,

quietly, “never! s hand, widel iy
an the sofa cushions, choclied itself 1izht
“If you persist in breaking with ooe, if
you attewpt e Juggle me—but you are
too wime, too kindly! My sister tilks of
whut she does not ouderstand, 1 vor
tawindy will ot attehipt te reside at Joves
lebigh, and throw open iy bouse 1o the
conntry for some tiae, but 1 oam by no
menns in the straits she hongines or -
vents: and even if 1 were, po amount of
fortume, no advontsges would atone to me
for you—1I love sou—1 wanl yon—and
tothing shall separnte us"™

“Bat, Cliffurd, shall you be Bnppy with
e, i 1 eantot love You as yon do me?"

“Love as 1 do?" erted Marsden, store
Ing up to take o hasty tara, sid throwing
himself on the sofie agnin.  “That you
never ean!  Noature forbids it But you
shnll be my wife, nnd give me what ten:
derness youvan !

Norn begnn to feel Indiguant at his tone,

think of my Hoppiness us well as your
own,”

I doe! 1 only enre to make you happy!
But | don't want any one else to mike
you buppy. Noral it capnot bhe possible
that after your solemn promise too me,
you want t deaw baek?  There is some-
thing 1 do not understand here; some
thing more than' Inabel's lettor™

“Her letter brought on n elimax; bat 1

etiedd nt the responsibilitios 1 was going
to undertake; frightened at my own
want of affection for you; though 1 do
Hke you, and 1 am miserahle at making
yom unhappy.”

*Then save your misery and my une
Liappiness! Marry me; marey me willing-
ly—for marey me you must!"

“Are you so resolved " usked Norn,
chunging color and feeling alarmingly
fiint

“1 nm; even though 1 think I haye hit
on the solution of the riddle,” said Mprs
den, riwing and confronting her.  “You
may not love me; bhut you love some one
olae ¥

Norn wius sllent,  Falsehood in every
shape was nhliorrent to her, ver truth In
this came was terrible; how eould she con
fean her wenkness! Muarsaden's eves, full
of deadly rage. wore fixed on her.  “1 am

right? You do not reply!” Then Naora,
with n sudden Bash of courage, Jdeter
mined that all concenlnent slould  be

"You are right, Cliford,"
ahe sadd, eoluring erimson, throwt and
pheeks and ears,  “But 1 thought T Ll
ot over it all, that it would trouble me
no moresand I do humbly pray sou to for
give me for deceiving yon  as well as
mysolf."

“Forgive you! Of course, 1 forgive son,
my sweetest, my dorling”" he exelaiod
“I anly waunt yon to love me now, If
you whl but give me the feigments which
remiadng, 1 oam catisticd! T will even Bless
that solemn rectangnlor prig Winton, for
troompling the divine pearl of yaur
durness umdor his foet, s that it 1y
aie T tue inoany shppe”

“Why o you Tiagine—whit makes 3oy
think of Mre Winton " faltersd Norn
neuely distreksed by his tone, and shoek
el beyond deseription at the votion of
having betrayo) herself,

\Who elseooonld i1t be? 1 nless, Iniloml,
e Very guvenibe affmies weith o Teutond
haron or graf aboard,” he lgehed, harah
I, e gt mind Winton, Fle never
conlil love ga 1 do,  Tle hns o sort of
clilledeshiot detiehimdent ta your pretty
Mtipeamot e, which moy —"

There you are mistiken,' interrnptoed
Nara, amwiekly, “Which of the two Win
fons didh yon believe her engnged 1o¥"

Marsden tummed and lookw] staeply ot
hore “You hnve been exohinging oon
fideneos with Mes, L'Esteange?" ho sail

1 linve pedidved] hoers,™

It owas Bnek Wintan who was for
n while epgaged to her: bt vonur feiend
wus attached to her, too!" returpned Mars-
diy.

“Nou told we—you implled—he was en
gaged mutmured Nora.

SO L se Yoo mean D doceived youn?
I really cannot retember what I osidd
auly what I boliewsdd.  Hut that is of no
conseguence, L owant you 1o understand
we, Nornw. T will not give sou up. 1
Lol yon to your promise,  Keep it, nnd
UL gladly devote my Hie to youn.  Broak
itng, I owill not believe that! ' nor
think of it! Nom, do not desert me! Al
the good that's left in me, clings round
you. I yon shake me off, T know 1 shall
ot the devil, and it will be the worse |
for yom 1 kuow what 1 am capable of;
I pouhd be dnmnnhly ernel™

S0 pot snppose Yol enn frighten me,"
erled Nora, roused to nuger by the shadow
al i threat, “Leare too mueh for you not
fo feel dnfinite pain In disappointing you;
Bt I owill not submit 1o be ballied ]

“tireat heavens! You misunderstand
me. 1 do not know what 1 am msaying,
Notn!  Yon must not be falthlens. ook
hiere, 1 am utterly dependent on you for
my fature. 1 have no hope, no life, apart
from you, and [ hold you to your promise,
fx 1 eling to snlvation. On your head ba
It whatever bocomes of me withoat you!
My love! my soull do not turn from me,
I will never give you up. [ claim you,
whatever happens,'

The profound mipplication of his volce,
the entreaty of his king eyes,
shook Nora's heart. Had :r:lndll'd,m
right to tum from ome to whom ahe

Swept nway,

“If you renlly loved me, sou hll"'l]'1|

huve been uteany for some time, fright |

Sdnmtiyge 1o fedl  quite  exhuusted

“Thik over gll T have sald, sud so wil' 1
of whnt you bave urged.”

A owill do sinyihing you like, save une
thing.” he mterrupted, “but no reflection
will ehauge mie, 1 see all this has been
tos mych for you. 1 will leave you for
the present, uod in o day or two 1 trust
to Bl youw recopeiled to the driadful wl
tertative of Reeping your promise to e,

Nora bent her head in silence, and after
loaking at ber for 8 minute or two with
A glauee of mingled woger and aduiration,
Clifforsd aadd with a short Inugh:

“Curiously enough, 1 am sommoned 1o
morrow  too see the rival o whom yono
woull foin band we over—on business,
sl siys, 1 wonder if she could juveut o
Livilie g enongl to indoee me 1o give Yon
np, Nura ¥’

He tosk and kissed ber lnnd, pressing
it patinfully hard.

"R 1 did not love you so madly, how 1
condd hate you!™ he said between  his
tewtt und hustily left the rovm.

CHAPTER XV,

hespite his conl indifference to the
opisions nnd joterests of others, Mursden
felt thit be should be as well pleased that
s interview with Mrs. Ruthven was
wver. It is true that she seemed a mers
frivolous, fanciful triffer, wuch tuken up

with the outside of things; but instinet
ratlier thun uny delibernte thought -
pressed hito with the eoovicton thut be-
tenth ler pretey deaperies was i beart of
steel, which would never melt, though
you aoight steike fire from it amd an iron
will, tenneious 1o enrry out her purpose,
gront or small, He kuew better thay any
one else that n short thoe nge he had only
to ask and e would huve been aceepted;
wndd, thinking that such might hnve been
lis desting, e had done his best to pres
pire and smooth the way, From this, Lis
supreme good lnek had delivered him.

Fiven if he had not fallen headlong in
love with Norn 1Fstrange, there was
[ mnel i Mrs. Ruthyen which dimly dis-
| pleased him,  She was cdarefully well-
bred, yet ber manners had oot the in:
deseribuble ense or grace of one born in
the purple, there was an under-tone of
animalism in her tastes and looks; more:
over, he shrewdly suspected that fidelity
to n husbond would be with her very much
i matter of aceident, though he did her
the justice to believe that she wonld ul-
Ways Kiep up Appearanees,

In faet, she was an admirably composed
marsol of Paris paste, excellently set und
plensant to the eye, until placed beside o
hrillinnt of the purest water, like Noru.

However, the visit had to be paid, so
Marsilen made a careful toilet, and sct
out 1o keep his appointment.

1t wis some time sinee they had met,
Indeed, since their enconnter in Paris the
presions spring, they bad not been so
lung npart.

Mrs, Ruthven was fully deessed i
Blueck wilk nod velver, with a handker-
olifef of erenmy lnce knotted round her
neck, and a duipty eap of the same on her
think, short halr.  Ier costume secmed to
indiente thut the business oo hand was
| oo serious for the ensy neghgence of o
| morning gown,

Muraden' thought her looking better
than he Lnd ever seen ber Lefore, The
debillts and Inngtor of slow conyvales-
oo had spiritnnlized  her expression,
and glven more refinoment to hor move.
ments.  He eonld even understand how
some men might think ber charming, a
| eharming toy. There was something un-
wsinl, too, o the enrnostoess with whicl
she looked fto hik oves, something pained
tund reproschiful in the expression of her
U,

seens thought Maorsden, as he ety
her cardinlly.

“You wre vory gomd, Tor ap unponetyad
wan, to be so puoetanl,”” shie said, gru
clotaly, but gravely

1 wis enger to see with my own, eyes
how yon were progressing,'” he retormed,
sukling =wewtly upon hers 2 Yon know yon
weres e enotgh to reject iy prayer for
n dntervlow gt Chodworth.*
| “You, it was er) eonsbldering  how
wrxious v were o boot wme”  Mnsden
gl not guite like hor tone, I wunt {0
speak to yon wbent eesleiell; there nre
e ar two Hetle matters von and 1 can
woettly better Debween  onrselves  than
thromeh vur law yer”

“Muore agreeably, | wn supe!"

“Bolore L ao into my own affnirs, how
ever, Mro Marsdens U omust eongreieolnte
vour on gone engngement with Miss 1 Es
trange. D always ailiiived hee. But your
taste is unimpeaelinble,”  Ther wis o
kind of desdly eomposare in her minter
that struck him ns

“I's eoiming,"" be thonghit, while e =qid
alowd, “You are very good! | am snes

O TR

slic Bas often spoken of you most Wi
Ayt

“She will appreciate we wmach more
deeply nuil justly luter on,™ returied M s,
Ruthwven, with a slight laugh,  “Proy
when does the marrigge tnke plaee

“That Is ot settlod yer"

“Aud 1 suppose your fale, inexporionemd
finncoe is dosporately in love with you ¥
Yon have quite distanced Mr, Wiiton."

“Waell, T Lope so," cnrelessly, foeliie
mare wnd more aneomfortalile,

“I should think you had, you are rather
0 fascinating sinoer. 1 had o faney for
Youoat oue  time  myself  Awl she
glaneed gquickly at him. a glonee fiory
encugh, balf sdmirntion and half angor,

“Is it possible ™ oried Muorsiden, with
An exageernted niroof rogrot.  “And how
win 1 such un idiot se not to ses jt 7"

“That unconsciousiess nnd modesty for

" which you are celelirated, no doubt, pre-
| nerved yon,"

she returned in a peculinr
tone,  “However, It In too late to talk of
the past; besides, 1 have o curious Klory
fo tell you, in which, 1 am sure, yon will
ba intorested.” Do you know 1 have found
f tence of my rubies at luwt, and the day
you marry Nora L'Estrange | will givo
her one of the best for o wedding pres-
entl"

“My dear Mrn. Iluthven, I am aston-
Ished and Interosted!” cried Marsden,
struck by her tone and looking full at her,
“Nor shall I—"

“P'ray listen to ma," she Interrupted,
leaving her peat by the fire, and draw-
Ing a chair to & writing table at a littel
distanes, where a numbar of closely writ-
ten shests fastened with a

“Do sot decids anythi , Clig-
M"ﬂ_mu-mm?n

“1 hope she is not going to make 0

Nora has the highest approciation of you: |

| “You rouse my rurosity.” eried Marse
| den. placing hiniself opposite lier.

| Mrs. Huthvey turned over a puge o
twu of the mannseript before ber, and
resting Ler clasped hunds on it, Axed her
eyes on er companion.

“1 hoel,” she began, “a clew, a inere
trifle, which no sne knew save mywelf, aud
when | cume up from Evesleigh, [ sent
for a wan of whow 1 had heged, po muts
ter how, o wan of Keen, tenined lutelli-
genos, for | snw that the regulir solvnn
Englich detective, with his heavy precuu-
tion and teausparent deviees, was merely
apnouncing to the erindnal warld, *1 have
a secrel inguiry to cvueenl’ 1 sent for
this man. I guve him, and bim only, my
clew.™

“And why did you hot give itoat Jeast
to " erled Muarsdes, “when 1 was tear-
ing wy benrt out in fruitless offorts 1o re
COVer your jowels?"

“I will tel! yon presently.  Well, this
weiploye uf wine led by my—my sngges-
tiuos, tixed upon s individual whom he
thought might possibily have boen the rol-
ber or sgent of the robber and shadowed
him" (b emphasived the word with erpel
Litterness).  “For dass he followsd the
tncotisclons thief, in varions  disguises:
at lust, after keeping bim in sight with in-
finite dithenlty, he watched b leaving
#oronntry house oot fur from St Ger-
mnmin

Muarsden's expression changed from po-
e artention to diip gravity

YA o station midwaey to Poris he got
aidt, oo small vnlise o his hawd,  The de-
tective followssl. 1t wie earls g ftertioon,
mnd Few possengers were teaveling: the
|'muspected thief went futo a first class car-
visge, with wsmall dork mustacine, o low-
crowned brown hat such ws Buglishmen
waoerr in o the comitey, aid n long  loose
overcont, e cate ont at s statlon some
ten fuiles off In a sort of frock cout; ruther
shabby, braided and Grtiog baedly, a soft
Wuek felt bat pulliad over his exes and
lurge Hight mustuche; bis overcont was
hanging on his arm. wnd he still earried
his valise. Here Lie waited some time,
reading o paper, which he letd before his
fuee, wnd Aoally, as it begnn to grow
dusk, lie took a thivd-closs ticket to Puris;
wy employe traveled io the sgme cnr-
ritge," she turned gopoge. It s ton long
fo tell how be tracked him that night to
an oheeure gtreot in the Marais, to the
shop of a Polish Jew denier in precions
stones, where he held o long patley, and
then baek tow shinhby enfe, where he on-
giged a roont for the night—he went to
it, after puriaking of some wine nnd fond
When his pursuer had ascortained that he
wus locked in for the night, he returned
to the shop—I1 ought to have told yon, that
this man was himgelf the son of a Polish
Jow, nud spoke the lnoguage well  He
made hiniself known to the gwner of the
<hiop, told some story of having becn on
the outlook for jewels, and, in short, per-
suded his compnteiot to let him hide in »
| eorner, where he could witness the inter-
| ¥iew preanged for next day, 1 am dwel-
ling too much on detatls, perhaps!  Ulti-
mautely wy employe witnessed the sale of
ten large unset tubbies for a price, which,
thongh high, was not enough for theip
vilue, and he saw the face of the wman
who sald them,"

“Indeed!” with n slightly contempruons
aceent; “and may | ask what was your
wlew 7

“There it is," cried Mrs, Ruthven, rais-
lng ber volce for the first time nbove the
level tone ot which shie had kept it, draw-
ing her breath iu o deep sob, as she took
out # small leather ¢ase, and threw to
him, a dinmond stud. He had grown per-
feetly colorless, but the hand with which
he ook up the stud was wteady.

“And what does this prove?" he askeid,

“Thut Clifford Mureden, of Evesleigh
Mupor, Is a felon!” sheé nuswersd, fierce
exultation lighting np her face and gleam-
ing her eyes. “Do you think I did not
rerognize the pecalinr getting of the dia-
momel which canght my hair in that walts

thit waltz—"

Rhe atopped, her hreast heaving.

{To be continued.)

The Tenor High O,

There s a question o musle which
I have heard debated oftén and one ap-
on which musical people, even singers,
| disptgres.  As the question Is such a
[ fundamental one, It secms strange
there should e any differonce of opin-
fon coneernivg it among those at all ed-
ueated in wusic. The (uestion is this;
1% the range of the male volee an oe-
titve Delow that of the femnale volee?
In other words, I8 the tenor high ©
nnd the low 6 of the barltone an oe-
tave lower than the low G of the ¢on-
tralto? 1 this bhe so, why 18 the mnsic
For g tenor weltton on the same elef ns
for i soprano, showing apparently i
the same piteh, nstead of Indieating in
wodile way that there Is an octave dit-
forence betwern the two? A clear ex.
plinaction of the question will be grate.
Tully recelved,

Apswer: The tenor high © 18 an oes
tave below the soprano idgh €, and the
| Tow G oaf the baviione 1san octaye lowepy

thitn 1l dow ool the confenlto, Al

to the contrany  belong In
the some catogory  ds  the  alleged
“proofs™ of the exact squaring of the
¢lrele which continue to be put forth
from time to vl .

Agother cause of misconception on
thisg polut s however, the very differ-
on Tmpression made upon the ear by
notes bu amale ora female voles, High
tenor A, for lustange, 18 In unison with
the medintm A of acontealto; buat soimes
liow It secms to soumd higher, That |8,
pyorvone immediately  recognizes the
Ilgh A of n ténor volee n8 a “high
note™ nooone thinks of the mediaom A
of n o eontralto #s & “high note.”  And
yor hoth notes are of exactly the same
plteh,  The reason for this difference of
{mpression 18 that this A really s a
lilgh note for n tenor-—It Hes very near
the extreme it of his compiass, and
It production 18 assochivted with a pep-
tain amount of effort 1o “sing high;”
but this same note Hes In the mediom
of n contmlto volee, and no xort of
phiysieal effort or stralulng 1 axspclated
with Its production. Thus It v 4im.
enlt for enrs of no more than ordinary
neonatien! Keonnoss to renlize that high
fonor A 1u really no higher than meding
contralto A; the ordinary ear In the vle
tim of an “acousticnl Nnsion.”

That wome singers, even pro
al onen, nre still victima of (his Ius
In unfortunately true; but they are

TOpinions”




