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CHAPTER VI
Gieorge CGiilhert started for Convent
fold on a bright Murch morning, when
the pale primroses glimmersd nmose the
gnderwon], and the aidor of enrly violets
mingled faintly with the nir.

Mr. Gllbiert drew rein on the groen,
which was quiet enonugh to-dny. Bhould
he go to the chemist's In the mnrket

lnee and get his drags, and thence to
Lh‘. Raymond's house, which was at the
pther end of the town: or rather on the
nutskirte of the conntey and bevond the
town: or should he go firat to Mr, oy
mond's by quiet back lanes which were
freo of the bastle nnd riot of
ket people? To go to the chemist
would be the wiser conrse, porlinps
then It wouldn't be ver)
linve Arogs in his poeket, pd to =nell
of rhubarh and eamomile
he made his appearance
Blenford,

If Mr. Raymond had resemblod other
prople he woulid have been considerably
purprised by o voung gentlemnn in the
medien]l profession ventouring to make a
moprning eall upon NUPREEY  FOvern
e8s: but as Mr. Charles Raymond
the very opposite of everyhody else In
the world, he recelvidd George ns cor
dinlly ns it was his hahit to recelve overy
living crenture who had need  of  his
feiendliness,and he sent Drown Molly
nway to his stable nnd set her master ot
his enwe, before George had guite left of
blushing in his first paroxysms of shy-
ness,

“Come into my room,” eried Mr, Iay-
mond, in n volee that had more vibra
thon In it than suy other volee that ever
rng out upon the ale; “come info my
room, You've had a letter from Nig's
mund=—and he's told yon all about Miss
Hleaford, Very girl, but
be edueated before she can tench;
the little ones amnsed, bhowever,
tnkes them out in the mesdows; a
niee, conscientious little thing: ¢
ness very large; ean't get anything oot
of her past lfe; turus pale aml begins
to ery when 1 ask her has
peen a good denl of trouble, 1'm nfeaid.
Never mind; we'll try and make her lhiap-
py."

Charles Raymond took (George mto
the drawing room, amd from the bay
window the young man saw lsabel Blea
ford onee more, as he had seen her first,
In 0 garden. But the scene had a dif-
ferent aspect from that other scene,
which =till lingered In his mind, like a
which still lingered in his mind, ke na
pleture ween briefly in o crowded gal-
lery,
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Instend of the pear trees on the low,
digorderly greass plot, the straggling
branches green against the yellow sun-
shine of July, George snw a cloge crop
ped lawn and trim flower boeds,  stifl
groups of lavrel and bare, blenk fiells
unsheltersd from the ehill March winds,
Against the cold, blue sky he saw lsn:
bel's stight figure, not lolling in o gor
den chalr reading a novel, but walking

primly with two pale-faced  children
diesgod In black, A chill sense of pain
crept through the surgeon’s breast ns

he looked nt the girlish figure, the pale,
Joyless face, the sad, dreaming eyes, 1le
folt ‘that some inexplieable change had
come to Isabel Bleaford since that July
day on which she had talked of lLer pet
authors nnd glowed and trembled with
childish love for the dear books out of
whose pages ghe took the joys and sor-
rows of her life.

The three pale £aces, the three black
dresses, had o desolnte look in the cold
sunlight. Mr. Raymond tupped at the
glose and beckoned to the nursery gov
erness.

“Melaneholy looking objects, are they
not?" he sald to George ns the three
girls cnme toward the window, *“l've
told my housekeeper to give them pleaty
of ronst meat, not too much done., Moeat
is the best antidote for melancholy.”

He opened the window and adinitted
Isabel and her two pupilps,

“Here's a friend come to
Miss Rleaford,” he said.
Biglsmund.”

George held out his hand, but he saw
something ke terror in the girl's face ns
she recognized him, and he fell steaight-
way Into a gulf of confusion and em-
brarrussment,

“Siglsmund asked me to eall,” he stam-
mered. “Biglsmund tald me to wrlte and
tell him how you were.”

Miss Rleaford’s eyes filled with tears,
The tears camoe uubidden to her eyes
pow with the smallest provoestion,

“NYou are all very good to me,”
aald,

“Phere, you children, go into the gar
den and walk about,” erled Mr. Ray-
rmond, “You go with them, Glibert, anud
thea come in and tell us all about your
Graybridge patients."”

It was dusk when George Gilbert
went to the chemist and recovered his
parcel of drugs. He would not stop to
dine at the White Lion, but pald for
Brown Molly’'s  accommodation and
gprung into the saddle. Ile rode home-
ward through the solemn avenue, the
dusky cathedral aigle, the infinite tem-

le, fashioned by the great architect,
&uturo. He rode through the long,
ghostly avenue until the twinkling lights
of Waverly glimmered on him faintly be-
tween the bare branches of the trees,
L L] Ld - . L]

Yes, he loved her; the wondrous flow-
er that never yet “thrived by the calen-
dar" bad burst into full bleom, e
Joved this young woman, and believed
fr her, aud was ready to bring her to
his simple home whenever she pleased to
come thither; and bhad already pletured

Bee  you,
YA friend of

she

when !

her sitting opporlte to him in the little
parior, making weak tex for him o n
metinl toupot, sewing commonplanes bt
tons upon his shirts, de-
bating ne to ghonld  be
ronst beef or boiled muotton for the 2
o'clock dinner, kitting up alone In that
most nnlnteresting little parlor when the
RUrgEeog '« pratients were tiresoime and In-
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whether there

sisted upan belng i1 in the night,

to preside over littie suppers of el
hrend and eheese, nnd
Misn Rlen

1 domestic story

meat wnd piekion,
”.I“r.‘ \,.“ (siiirye 1etnred
ford the heralne of such

o8 this, sndd had no power to divine that
there was any lpesngulty In the faney,
o Hneness of ear to discover the dixso
nnnt intervals between the bheroine and
the story., Alas! poor Tzaie! and are nll
your fancles, nll the protty stories wo
Yon ouat of YU HOYex |1H your l-'ill.{
day dreame about Marie Antoinette and
Charlotte Corday, Edith  Dombey and
Frneat Malteavers—nll your fooligh ples
tures of n modern Byron or a new Na
I"-}-'-rl. exiled to Nt “l'-l".i.l. unud fol
]H“"A]. l-l".'hlll"'i ]l}ni:|1|-|| l..\ You are
they nll come to this? Are none of the

wonderful things that happen to wonioen
ever to happen to you? Are you never
ta he a r!l,lr‘iullll Corday., anid die for
your ecountry?  Are you never Lo wear
uny ruby velvet, and dinmonds In your
huir?  Are all the pages of the great
bhook of life to be eloged npon you you,
whao weeniedd | £V .\--'lf'-u‘tf ]ll'u-lu-"li'llll'!l. ll_\
reason of go many drenms and fancles,
to wuch o wonderful existence? Is all
the mystie cloudlond of your dreams to
collnpse nud shrivel into this—a com-
monpliaee, squure bullt cottage at tiray-
bridge, with n commonplace surgeon for
your hushand ¥

Mr. Huayvmoml was thinking that per-
haps thie highest fate held for that pale
girl with the yellow tinge in her
wae to ghare the home of a simple-henrt-

“Ves

vil country surgeon, and rear his ehil
dren to be honest men and  virtuous
W o,

“I"oor little orphan child! will any-
body ever fathom her fancies or under
stand her dreaqms?  Will she marry that
good, sheepish, country surgeon, who
Laus fallen in love with her? He ean

give her n home and a shelter; and she
secid such a poor, friendless little creat
ture, just the sort of girl to get inio
some kind of mischief if she were left
to herself,  PPerhaps it's about the bed®
thing that could happen her. 1 should
like to have faneled a brighter fate for
her, n life with more eolor in it

And all this time George was plead-

ing with her, and arguing, from her
blushes and her silence, that his suit
wns not hopeless, Emboldened by the
girl's tacht encouragement, he  grew

wore and more eloguent, nnd went on to
tell her how he had loved her from the
first; ves, from that first suommer's aft-
ernoon when he had seen her sitting un-
der the pear trees o the old-fushioned
garden, with the low yellow light behind
her,

“Of course I didn't know then that 1
loved you, Isubel-—oh, may 1 call you
Isabel? It is such a pretty name, |1
have written it over and over and over
on the leaves of a blotting book ot
home, very often without Knowing thnt
I was writing It. 1 only thought nt first
that 1 admired you Lecause you are so
beautiful, and 80 different from other
beautiful women; and then, when T was
always thinking of you, and wondering
ahont you. 1 wouldn't believe that it
wns beeanse 1 loved you. It Is only to-
day, this dear happy day, that has made
me understand what 1 have folt  all
along: and now 1 know that 1 have loved
vou from the first, lsabel, dear lsubel,
from the very first."”

All this was quite as
Isabel's heart fluttered
of a young hird
tlight.

“Phig I« what it Is to be a heroine,"
she thought, ng she looked down at the
volored pebbles, the floating river weeils,
under the clear rippling water; and yet
knew all the time, by virtue of feminine

it should he
like the
that essays its

wWings
first

second sight, that George Gilbert was
gazing at her and adoring her, She

didn’t like him, but ghe liked him to be
there talking to her.

“Dear Isabel, youn will marry  me,
won't you? Yon ean't mean to say no,
ron wounld have sald it betore now. You
woull not be so cruel as to let me hope,
even fl‘l' 1} |lli:|'llh'. lf You meant to l]i“'
appoint me,"

‘1 have known
me—such a short
mared.

Greorge Gilbert seized upon the words.

“Ah, then yon will marry me, dearest
Isabel? you will marry me, wmy
darling—my bautiful wife?"

e woas almost startled by the inten:
sity of his own feelings as he bent down
and kissed the little ungloved hand 1y
ing on the moss-grown stone work of the
bridge.

“Oh, Irabel, if you could only know
how happy you have made me! if you
could only know-—"

She looked at him with a startled ex-
pression in her face, Was it all sertled,
then, so suddenly—with so Jlittle con-
sideration? Yes, It was all settled: she
was beloved with one of those passions
that endure for a lifetime. George had
snid something to that effect, The story
had begun, and she was a heroine,

Y Ol==3on

time,"

have known
the girl mur-
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CHAITER V11,

Isnbel Bleaford was “engaged." Her
life was anll settled. Bhe was not to he
A great poetess or an actress, She was
not to be anything grent. She was ounly

to be a country surgeon's wife,

|
perfect

walting |
| Nle

It was very commonplace, perhaps;
nnd yet this lonely girl—thla untaught
and unfriended ereature—felt some little
pride in her new position, After all, she
had rend many novels in which the story
wan very little more than this—three
valumes of simple love making, and a
guwet wedding nt the end of the chapter,
Bhe was not to he an Edith Dombey or
4 June Eyre. Oh, to have been Jane
Eyre, and to roam away on the cold
woorland and starve—wouldn't that have
beon deliclous!

No, there wan to be a very moderate
portion of remanee in her life; but still
some romance., George Gilbert would
e very devoted, and would worship her
nlways, of course, But for the pure and
love that makes marriage thrice

the love which conunts =0 sacrifice
great, no suffering too bitter—the
which knows no clinnge but death,
nnd seems nstinet with sach divinity
that love ean be but its apotheosis—
suehh love as this had no place in Isabel
iford's henrt., He hnd given
SO iden of this grand pns-
and began to think that the
aud novellsts were all In  the
wrong, nnd that there were no heroes or
heroines upon this commonplinee enrth
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Bhe thought thils, il she wits content
to kperifice the foolich drenms of her
|;,':.I']||---u|, \\]III'II were domnbtless ns 1

possible ax they were heautiful., She was
content to think that her lot in life was
fixed, sl that she wis to be the wife of
n good man and the mistress of an old
fashloned house in one of the dullest of

towns. The time lLond slipped so quietly
awny since the spring twilight on the
bridge, her engagement had beon taken
so much as o motter of course hy every

one abhont her, that ao thought -of with-
drawnl therefrom hinid ever entered her
mitdd,  And then again, why should she
withdraw from the engagement? (George
loved her, and there was no one else
wha loved her,  Thereo was no wanier
ing Jamle to come lome in the still
gloaming and scare ler with the sight of
his sad, reproachful face. If ghe was not
Gieorge Gilbert’s wife shie wonld be noth-
ing—un nursery goverpeas forever nnd
ever, teaching stupid orphans and earning
a hundred dollars o year. When she
thought of her desolnte position and of
another subject which was most painful
to her she elung to George Gilbert und

was grateful to him, and fancled that
she loved him,
The wedding day came at Inst one

blenk Joapunry morning, when Convent-

ford wore its barest and ugliest aspect,
nod My, Roymond gave his nursery goy-
Crness away, He Lind given lier the
dresy ghe wore, and the urpll!ﬂlﬂ had

clubbed their pocket money to buy their
preceptress o bonnet as n surprise, which
wus o failure, after the manner of art
fully planned surprises,

Isabiel Sleaford pronounneed the words
thut made her Giilbert's wife,
and if she spoke them somewhat lightly
it wag because there had been no one
to teach her their solewn import. Thero
was no taint of falselivod in her heart,
no thought of revolt or disobedience in
her mind, apd when e enme ont of the
vestry leaning on her young hushand's
nrw there was n smile of gquiet contents
ment on her face,

The life that lay before Isabel was
new, and being little more than o ehild
s yet, she thought that novelty must
menn happiness.  RBhe was to have A
house of her own and servants, and an
orchard, two horses aml a gig. She was
to be cualled Mrs, Gilbert; was not her
T s vlu:l“:l\'wi upon the i'.'ll'il‘-i ﬁt-liﬂ;(!
hidd ordered for her in a morocco card

Cvirarge

ense that smelled like new boots and
was difienlt to open, as well us those
wedding cards which the sargeon had

digtributed nmong his friends?
There was nothing beautiful in the
Gilbert house certaluly. There was a

narrow mantel-piece, with a few hlocks
of spar and other mineral productions;
and above them there hung nn old-fush-
ioned eangraving of some seriptural sobe
Jeet, o a wooden frame palnted black,
There was a lumbering old wardrobe—
ur press, as it was called—of palnted
wond, with n good deal of the paint elip-
ped off; there was a painted dressing
table, n square loking glass, with brass
ornamentation about the stand and
frame—a glass in which George Gilbert's
grandfather had looked at himself seven-
ty years before. Isubel stured at the
blank white walls, the gannt shadows of
the awkward furniture, with a horrible
fascination, It was all so ugly, she
thought; and her mind revolted against
Ler husband, as she remembered that he
could have changed all this, and yet had
left it in itz bald hideousness,

And all this tlme George was husy
withw his surgery, grinding his pestle in
so cheerful a spirit that It seemed to
fall into a kind of tune, and thinking
how happy he was now that Isabel Blea-
ford was his wife,

(To he contlnued.)

A Little Mixed.

“1 notiee that Henry Watterson ad-
mits that he wrote & npovel In his
younger days,"

“Well, well., Bay, he ought to pub-
lish It aponymously., An anonymous
novel from a writer as well known as
Watterson ought to be a mighty good
geller.”—Clevelnud 'lain Dealer,

Free Advice,
“Doctor, T want a little
sald the notorious dead beat,™

advice,"

“What's the matter  with  you?"
nsked the physician, curtly, for he
geented no fee,

“1 have insomnin dreadfully,
shall 1 do?"
“Sleep it off."—Cleveland Leader,

What

Lavgest Fiag in the World.
The lurgest flag In the world was
muade in 8an Francisco for Hawall, [t
I8 8O feet long dnd consumed 700 vards
of bunting, and foats from a pole 150
feet long,

Some [:e;—lrie--'rt_—ltlea of t‘v_‘::mmy Is
saving money for others to spend.

BOLDIERS AT HOME.

rHEY TELL BOME INTERESTING
ANECDOTES OF THE WAR.

How the Boys of HBoth Armies Whiled
Away Life In Camp—Foraging Ex-
periences, Tiresome Marches—Thril*
ling Bcemes on the Battlefield,

It Is rare that a prize fighter I8 n
tood soldler,” sald Major 8. G. Brook,
who went through the war In the
Army of the Potomac. “When 1 wins
wptaln of Compnny H, Sisty-seventh

Ohio, we had a strapping blg fellow |

anmed Frank Blalne with us. Blaine
wits an expert boxer, and lie had nll
tils comrades terrorized because of his
agllity with his fists,

“The boys became afrald to hox
with him, and Blalne dropped into the
aabit of knocking them around out of
pure devilment, [ reprimanded him
froquentlp, of course, and he would
lnughingly rotort that he was just try-
Ing to traln the soldiers’ muscles,

“At the battle of Winchester, In

1RG22, our company, Hke others, was
rushing Into action. While cllmhbing
over a fence I notleed a man lying

down with his face to the earth. Ie
did not seem to be wounded, and I
found that it was Frank Blaine, the

prize fighter. I said:
Frank?

*INAn-n-neo, sir,' he chattered.

““I'hen why don't you go on with
the boys?

“He stood up, and looked at me with
trembling lips. His face was as white
as challk.

“*Captain,” he sald, ‘I'm sgecared to
death.’

“1 saw that his fright had masterad

‘Are you hurt,

him, In spite of his strong will. He
dreaded the charge of cowardice al-
most 08 much ns death, but he Jjust

gave way In one supreme moment of
terror.  There were lttle men of the
company, not half the size of IFrank,
who were fighting gallantly In front
There were men there whom 1 had
seen Frank knoek half way across the
camp, and yet they were dolng thelr
duty in a way that ought to have
shamed the Lig brulser,

“] finally got him Into the line, and
he faced the musie falrly welll It was
a terrifically hot fight, and happened
to be the only one of the clvil
where Stonewall Jackson was defeat-
ed. After the battle Frank eame to
me and pleaded with tears in his eyoes
not to tell the boys, and I promised
on condlition that he would quit knock-
Ing them around.

“About the most distressing thing
In war time Is the odinm heaped upon
n man whose tlagrant aet of cowardles
has become go notorious that the dis
cipline of the army demands that he he
made public example.  Such  things
happened at Suffolk;, Va., In 1863, A
soldler deserted a thin skirmish line
and fled fgnominlously to the rear.

“The desertlon was witnessed by so
many and the culprit was so heedloss
regarding the publicity of his shame-
ful behavior that It wns absolutely
necessary to show the soldlers what
cowardlee in the face of the enecmy
meant. So the army was lined up on
both sldes of the &treet, the frightenad
soldier stripped of his uniform, and
boards bearing the word ‘coward’
were hhung to his breast and back. On
elther glde was a soldier earryving a
musket. In the rear walked a drum-
mer playing the '‘Rogue’s Marelh.” As
the coward passed through the lines
the soldiers jeered. He did not dare
ralse his eyes. Had he possessed a
particle of manhood he would have
preferred death ten times over to such
humiliation, but he seemed to be sne
of those curlous frenks we run ncrogs
now and then In whom every sense of
pride s absolutely extinet. He passed
on down the line, out Into the wooda,
a man without a home and without a
country."—8t. Louls Republie.

war

A Ditten-0ff War Romance,

“Yes," sald the captain, “'there were
a good many romances bitten off short
during the war. There was the case
of Phlletus Wilson of the 47th Illinois,
e was neting as orderly for General
Thomas in the Atlanta campaign, and
one day riding ahead of the column
found himself inside the rebel picket
lines in front of Rome, Ga. IHis uni-
form was discolored by dust and mud,
and knowing that General Cheatham
was In command at Rome, he made a
dash for his headquarters,

“He had gone to school with Miss
Mary Cheatham before the war, and
they had been very good friends, The
thought enme to him that she was with
her father and that an explunation
made to her would make it clear that
he was inside the rebel lines by accl-
dent, and not In the character of a

spy. 8o he rode through to headqguar-
ters with a message for General
Chentham, As he rode up to the house

he heard Mlss Mary singlng ‘Bonny

Blue Flag' and he went in without
Cereniony.
“He felt, ns he entered the romn

that Miss Cheatham recognized Llm,
and began with, Mary, don't you know
me?” When she stopped him with, ‘1
do know you, but you must not call

me Mary, and you must explain af
once why you are here,” He said that
wns exnactly what he wanted to do,
and that all he asked of her was to
make lier father understand that he
wias tolling the truth. Then he told
the story and Miss Cheatham sald sla
understood the situation,

“She doubted, however, whether he:
father would aceept her views, While
they were digcussing the compllen
tions Hkely to follow Wilson's discow
ery, a company of rebel cavalry rode
up and reported that a Unlon eavalry
man had dashed through thelr pleket
line and lind come stralght Into town
Wilson's horse had atteacted thelr at
tention, and, begging Miss Cheatham’s
pardon, they agked her if she had seen
i stranger lurking about headguar
tors,

“Migs Cheatham eould answer truly
that shie had seen no stranger, and the
cavalry officer retired. Thereupon the
young lady, greatly execited, proceeded
to hide Wilson in a remote cloget 0
stovevoom, and bhe remained in hiding
untll Colonel Dan MeCook's brigade
oceupled Rome, Meantime, the
Choenthams had gone further south, nnd
Wilson, recognizlug Colonel Fahnes
stock riding ol the head of the Unlon
column, reported to him and took up
his duties again at Thomas' headguar-
ters,"—Chleago Inter Ocean.

A Great Organization,

The death of General Blackmar, laf
commander In chlef of the Grand
Army, calls attention to the lmportance
of the work which the organization
does amd of the place which It occu

ples.  The Idena of such an organizn
tion first occurred to Dr. B, I, Ste

phenson while on the field of battle,
and he and his friend, Chaplain Rut.
ledge, talked over Its  possibilities
while they were In tent or on the
march, After peace had been declared,
the two drew up a constlitution sulp
able for thelr dreamed-of soclety
FFrom this humble beginning grew the
Grand Army of the Republie,

Dip, Stephienson did not llve to see
the reallzation of his hopes. At the
titme of his death his cherished scheme
secemaed feeble and likely to perish. To-
day s scope embraces for more than
his wildest fancy had palnted it.

It Is the opne organlzation for wvet:
erans which opens its doors to soldiers
from every Union army and sailors
from every battleship, receiving all
on equal terms, Its motto I8 “Frater
nity, Cuarity, Loyalty."

The G. A, R, counts nearly two hon-
dred and fifty thousand members on
Its roll, and whoever has his name
inseribed there Is welcomed as a coms
rade. In many of the States almosi
every town has Its post, and every
post {ts hall. As no post Is named
after a living hero. these very divisions
themselves serve a8 memorials of the
brave dead. A G. A. R. man s sure
to fina friends and help wherever he
goes throughout the country.

But this great society does more
than provide sacial advantages and as
slstanee to s Individual or collect
Ive mwaobers, 1Its work affects the
goneral publie. It collects and pre
gerves voluable relies for the nation,
puts up monuments to dead soldlers
and sallors, beautifies national cemo
terles, helps to establish and maintaln
soldlers’ homes, and opens parks and
reservations for the enjoyment of the
people.

Of the last-named benefits, the
Spottaylvania scheme 18 the lnrgest
This great park covers a tract which
was the scene of more fighting than
any other region of glven area, and
is, by the efforts of the G. A. R., n
national reservation to be held In per
petuity.—Youth's Companion,

Getting Luxuries in Camp,
It was In the army . The boys had

a menl of beef that had been corned
by a bath In a salt-horse barrel. T
was quite a treat. They all thoughi
so until one of the party remarked
“A little mustard wouldn’t go bad.”

“That reminds me,"” sald another
“You just wait a few minutes."

A quarter of an hour later he re
turned, and, producing a screw of pa
per, he sald: *"Oh, yes, here's thal
wustard.”

“Where did you get 1t?' said thae
others In chorus,

"Up to the surgeon's. The sick eall
you remembered, sounded as we wery
talking about the mustard. It oo
curred to me that a little mustard
for my lame back would be just the
thing."

"But you haven't any lame baek,”

“But I have got the mustard.”—Phl)
adelphia Press.

The Real Thing,

Mre, Tkki—I wish you wouldn't
such a tight-wad! I haven't a thing t¢
wear,

Alr, Ikka—Binkin' Dorealis! Whw
woman, you have the finest sen! con
In two degrees of latitude,

Mrs, 1kki—And what of it? Ther
goes  Mrs, DBlubberton swaggering
around In a real sealette coat wit)

plush trimmings.—Muck.

Eatisfactorily Large,
“Depew's explanation scems full and
satisfactory.”
“Yes, 1 notleed there were six fig
wes In IL"—Cleveland Plaln Dealer
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