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CHAPTER

XL
ANOTHER VILE PLOT.

No souner had Groundwig depsrted |
on his mission of erimo than Muanring |

set himsell to prosccuting pluns for

noewed aotivity.

His first thought was 1o persusde
Mury to nume an esrller day for the
nuptiale, and to this end he sssignod
s & reason & dospateh from some  for-
egn wmercantile house, offering him a
splondia position with a lurge
provided I
cortain day, naming a time that would
require his deparctare within two or
three days.

He concluded he eould not  give
Mary stich a resson for consenting to
chang: the day fixed for the wedding
without danger of exciting ner suspl-
clons that ull wus not rignt, so he would
trust Groandwlig.

Mary wnd seversl of her Intimate
friends sugpested that the wedding
should be at U o'clovk In the evening,

salury, |
1 could report for dity ot o |

| soneew bt deprosssd

- | from marrving asnother,
his warriage und bridal tour with re- |

Groundwig must be on that, In an-
other minute the teain pulled o and
pulied out, angd Groundwig was the

on'y Jw-ngur that alighted. A #his
pered confercoce was held  belween
the two, snd while talking Manning

vanght enough of a dispateh thuat was
go'ng ever the wire to make him yell
with delight.

“Grronndwiy,” exultingly exclaimed
Mauning, "God in Heaven approves of
my wets. The next west bound traln
has ret with an wecident, und  wlill be
ut least four hours late. That train is
the one Patterson must conneot with
ut Jamestown. | shall be mareied and
on  the south-bound train, and lifty
miles away b'ore he can reach this
station. Who says now that fortaone
don't favor the brave. no matter what
they vo, if thelr conscience approves
their aets®"

“Groundwig, [ have won on évery
side, Muary Nordmuon onee my wile |
will be 1o her such a devoted loving
hushand she will never have cause to
think she has been decevied, 1 will
bws hior simve, Yea, | will die for her,
If necessary, I will die to keep her
But enough
of this. Meet me here in an hour and
I will have the money for you that |
promised.”

“There comes the purchaser of my
farm for the deed: he brings the o
chase price with him. Go, now, and
come st the hour named. "’

The trade wus completed, the money
aid, and Manning, jumping into his
wggy. drove 1o the Nordnum place,
whoere he met Mary who appeared
ut in the cxeite
ment he puid little attention to it and
telling her the sale of his furm Ll
been consummated, that all the prep-
arations had boeen made for the bridal

"tour, that the south-bound traln was
| reported on time, he hurriod back to
i meet his engagement with Groundwig,

The now operator was now in charge
of the stution. Groundwig, disguised,

thatit should be made o gala _tlu_'.'. 8 | ywnid hideous, was there impatient and
far as possible, and that the invitations | popecons.

should be genersl, anid
public.

It was arranged that the
lawn in front of the

the veremony

hogntiful
house should be

the place, and the Eplscopnl clorgyman g1y

in charge of the church at the County

Manning came in hareied  and ex-
cited,

He handed his faithful accompiice a
rol! of banknotes in full sutisfaction of
sorvices  rendered,  and as he
turned the operator remarked as

Seut should be Invited tosolemnize the though telling an item of ordinary

marriage,

Marv und her sssistants at onoe  be-
gun muking prepavations for the great
svont, The wodding trosscan was se-
locted, and nimble fogers fashioned
and fitted the bride's gown. It was
white silk, without trimmings or deco-
rations or ornaments of any kind.  Ar-
rayed in white, she was the prottiest,
snd in white she looked the more tho
bride.

It wis one of the loveliest days in
June.

In and sround the
stead from early morn all was
confusion, nnd everybody about
the {n'nmim was on the stir,
crowding and pushing und trying w
help do something. ary had retired
to her chamber, and, sssisted by her
dressing maid, proceeded W arrunge
her toilet.

This pleasing and exciting task com-

Nordrum home-

eted, and the compliments of the

de's mulds lavishly bestowed upon

her, she askeil to be left alone until |

time to proceed tothe altur.

During the days the prospective
bride and her friends had been making
these proparations, Manning had by no
means been idle.  With him they wers
days of excitement, fear, doubt, and
reyicing, and almost the lnst moments
were moments of inexpressibie anxiety,
ovorw helming him with apprehensions
of the grestest possible evil,

He first learned of Lonis" arrival in
New York vy the recelpt, as operator,
of the two messages Louls had sent his
mother and Mary. These dispatehes
were quickly destroyed.

Then Groundwig had conveved to
him the glad tidings of Louls’ conyie-
tion of grand: larceny and the five

yemrs' sontence o hard labor in the |

penltentiary.

Such glorious news wlmost mude his
heart burst with joy. Five years as-
surcd him in which to bask in Mary
Nordrum's love without fear or danger
of hisx preat crime being discovared,

Groundwig would no doubt hasten back |
to receive in person the promised re- |

ward, The moncy would be ready for
him, and never would money be more
cheertully paid to him who carned it

Things were surely running smoothly
now, thought Charles Manning. Had
he the arranging of them. they conld
not have been more to his liking. The
morning came. With the going down
of thesun all his plans would be con-
summated,

His stuccessor had been named to
take chargoe of the t«legralrh office,
and his smployers were complimenting
Munning on so closely attonding to
businoss as to insist on remaining at
his post until the last momont.

He did not intend to let go uny of his
resources until they were all ex-
hausted, or until there could be no oc-
caslon for using them. Running over
In his mind in & half dreaming man-
ner, the thrilling events of the L
yoar, he wus sroused by the click,
olick. elick, of the instrument before
him.

The name of Silas Groundwiyg comes
clicking over the wire. Tho operator
starts an though shot,

Whast person in New York
grtphin:z Groundwig?

Even the message [salf does not an-
swer the question.  Nor does Hlnninﬁ
care who the sender i, The dispate
jteelf ix of the most startling charac-
tor, It comes like the lightaing from
s cloudless wky. It may be the climax
of the wholo revolting scheme.

Not s word of it Is pot on r, but
every syllable is burried into Manning's
soul:

“liovernor mwmmd thtl.l'f-lhw on m teath,
ppd he wetit. West on m“ 9 seme

)
i Alanning’s brain worked [ast snd
h &
ﬁnhuty glance at the time table, »
quick mni&lrtha columnof figures,
and ll’.l lwu :
womething .
en, and U , at once, Psiter-
:w.:' ::uld mm Lake a
hour before the time

in tole

news that the romd was  just ordered
cloar of all trains for a special.

Manning, excitedly and confessedly
ueked:

“How far is the line to be cleapred.™

“Ta this station.”

“A freight or passengoer?”

“Nelther. o locomotive and tender.”

“When does it start?"

“This moment - three thivty.™

Not another word was sald.

Groundwig had been an attentive
listaner W every word, Heunderstood
well what it all meant,

More villaing for him.

More labor of love ap'!'u-mw his
own hate. Both men stepped oul upon
the platform.  “Clear the track to
Sandy Lake," rung in Manning’s ears
like & funcral dirge at & weeding. The
most onimous words of ail that had
passed over the wires since this bold
conspiracy was set on foot,

A wpecial for Louls Putterson and at
that moment it must be whirling west
ward &l its greatost possible speed.

At this last hour shiould he, Charles
Manning, be foiled and cheated of the
hand of her he loved better than life?

Nuver

There 14 still one more ehance. Now
then, for the most desperate moans Lo
meet the most desperste cuse,

“Groundwig, for God's suke gret your
brains to working quick quicker than
tver before! That is Louls Patterson’s
special,  Yes, | know, and I know you
kpnow aiready what I am going to pro-

posit.
“That special will make & mile s
minute, In the storesroom you will

find an anger, & saw and . hatehet,
Put them o one of those bags, 1 will
hand you s package of glant powder,

“Number 4 has orders to run W Had-
ley, twolve miles, and side-track for
spocial - that's her whistle, quick now,
not & second to spare; go o Clarks
Millg, & mile this slde of Hadley, you
know the bridge at the end of that
wharp curve, the freight will be  slow-
ing up there, so you will have no
lmuhfn in getting offt, bore a hole
jump aboard—blow the bridge to
snd the traln and Groundwig were on
their way to Hadloy,

Groundwig was faithful to the last. |
He did his work well. He had & full
hour in which to do his job. !

He first cut the wires in two differ-
ent places. The bridge wus on the
bottom, gitite s high elevation of lund
on one side, and thick woods on the
other, 8o thers was no danger of belug
discovered in his neferlous work.

Ho would not be interrupted by
trains, for nons could move in elther
direction until the special had passed.

When all wus ready he set fire to the |
{use, and almost before the smoke had
clewred away the locomotive rounded
the curve, slowed up, snd aw{?od
within s few fest of the wrecked br! 4

The misereant who had done the
deed was seen to plunge into the for-
exst and dipappear. |

The engine was run back to the sti-
tion, the alarm given, and, under the
lead of the wuperintendent, & posse woll
armudd, and weversl men mounted on
harseback, started in pursuit of the
would-be murdorer,

The chuse was a short one.

The desperado was soon surrounded,
and, s he drew & rovolver to intimi- |
date his pursuers und roslst arrest, |
half & dozen guns were loveled at his
hend, snd Silaa Groundwig, with &l
hix decp, bisck crimes on hissoul guve |
up tho ghost,

The moment Groundwig had boarded |
the train, Manning felt that the lust
obstacle (n the pathway to the hand of |
his betrothed had boen overcome, He !
felt he could trust Groundwig to do|
tﬁm work, and do 1t effectuslly. From
his standpoint he had fought against
fearful odds, had contended against a
batallion of fates, and st last was vie-

torious.
1dny long startling incidents had fol-

btlﬂd:,mﬁor thlgt;:r :fltl:.uililul
rapld! WAN COIe tr

vent el "He at onoe hls
mu with exocellont taste and
most care, and when
. he looked

' omtend of answering,

aitement, which would hsv: exhausted

_—

thut power, and prostested even s wbula shmpile dressmnker by quite = buushie

stronger man, had oot the price been
the hand of Mary Nordruw,
|10 HE CONTINUED. |

Havoe of a Woman's Glance.

She was a piguent jittle octoroon,
with a pretty face and gtylish attire
As she started from the curh at a
busy junction near the Brookiyn City
Hall she gave a pert glance at o well-
dressed colored man who happened 1o
halt beside her, and he turge ta
eross the streel, o, Thegirl res 0|
the oppos:te curl (ust as the W
reachen the middle of the street  od
as she turned o walk on she gav 1.

tell me the way 1o Moure's ULHT#”
Milly vurped, and suw a ban isote

whp,
| Whio tries 10 do ber dity wed would never ds | uan, with a light valise in h hande

other roguish glance and a toss « r |

head and hurried out of sight e
man's attention was attracted Lo e
girl and he falled to note a swilly
approaching trolley car until it ovi: y
ran hia down: then he made a wo
leap which would have done credi! Lo
a circus clown, and landed on he
curt on his hands and knees,

A heavy two-horse team was come.
ing in the nther direction: the driv-

i locked 1t Blaok sangamont

er’s witention was attructed from his |

horses to the anties of the man and
one of them slipped and went down
on its Knees. A few yards Lehind
the team was a trolley road switel,
and the switchman's attention being
diverted o the stumbling team, he
neglected to turn the switeh, and ul-
lowed & car that should have turned
olf there o run several yardson the
wrong track. Another car, following,
ran over the switch, others hehind it
were halted, and av least four cars in
all bad to back to allow the first car
to take the switeh.  Then, as the
second car of the string started o
vack rather suddenly
caped collision with a car running
inta the switeh from the branch, and,
narrowest shave of all, came within
a hand's breath of running down an
elderly man who was crossing the
street, and who became confused by
the shoutiog and the irregular move-
ments of the cars  And all this the
havoc of a woman's eyes —New York
Sun.

JEstheticn as to Meats,

Late adviees from Europe bring the
Intelligence that Oscar Wilde does
nov apprave of butcher shops.  *“They
are opposed w0 all asthetle prio-
cipies,” savs he  “They should be
kept hid underground and the meat
should be photographed, so tha when
customers wish to buy they can ask
for pletures of the bhest chops and
steinks and choose therefrom without
olfending their eyes and noses™ ‘llils
I8 certalnly an ingenlous sugge-tino,
and we have no doubt that our lead-
ing bhutchers will act upon it.  Asile
from the wsthetics of it the new way
of marketing will do much for the
art of photographing.  Instead of
gulng a long way W the meat market
Savurday forenoon the woman wll
simply telephone Friday night for
“proofs of the hest spareribs,” or will
Inquire If ‘'the negatives of Lho-e
sausazes we had last winter” are sti |
preserved, Further stimulus will he
given to experiments in photography

|

it barely es-|!

Ly persons who dote on sweet-bireids, |

kidneys, tripe, and liver. For,

swillow small camerias, and then tak-

by |
persuading calves, sheep, and pigs to |

lng electrie fla-h light views of their

Ihsides, butchers can furnish photo-
graphs of thos: viands months ahead
of the season. ‘The experiment 18
well worth trying. —Bullalo Courler

Geographical Joke.

The Japunese are a very polite pen-
ple, but they sometimes like w pliy
i oke, In oa roundabout, Oricntal
wily, apon the men of the West.  [o
the days of the s econd Empire Baron
(GiT0s Wus sent to Japan to demand
the opeoing of certain  ports o
French commerce.  Among the rest
he named to the Japanese ministers a
certain ciLy.

The Japanese {unctionaries smiled
s0 broadly when he preferred the re-

quest that the French Ambassudor | Ty st be the vell!
asked them to tell him what gave | g jgok!

but In-
Japanese

them <0 much amusement;
the
minister sald:

““We will open the port In ouestion,
my lord, if France, In her turn, will

open a certaln port o us." }
“Whnat port s that?" asked Lhol

Frenchman.

**The port of Liverpool.”

“‘But, your excellencles," laughing,
‘iLlverpool is not a French port, hut
an Eoglish one.”

“Yes?” answered the Japanese.
“And the port you named to us s
not In Japan, but in Corea!™

The French Ambassador was com-
pelied to admit that the joke was
upon him. —Youth's Compaanion.

A Hotel “Hoodoo."

A short, heavy-set maoentered the
Holland House recently and wrote
his pame on the register. As he
dropped the pen heclosed the reglster
with a bang.

“Don't do that, ' exclaimed o
the clerks, hurriedly openin:
reglster again.

“Why not*
asked the guest.

“No  1v kilis business," sail the
cleck. “1aw not superstitious, Lut
it Is well known that a shut rewister
means a poor businesa  You cannob
find a hotel clerk lu town who will
not say the same thing."

“What cures the evll once
done?" asked the guest.

“Keep the register upside dow ‘or
two hours," sald the clerk. 1 will
wager thiat not a regester in one of
the big hotels in closed four times a
yeur, unless It Is done by the gucsta
before the clerks can prevent i1.”

Clerks at the Fifth Avenue, iloff-
man, Crunswick, and Buckingham
Hotels corroborated their brotuer of
the Holland Houss.—New York Sun.
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“Too Moore's CLUHIT*" she  repeated.
CWhe, Fam Milleent Moore, god 1'o

going straight there! l—think —you
| musl be—Jim!™
“That is wy oame,'” he gnswered

srhos (o the chapel

L) TV T

sow Uuele Jia
a%er Liwe

And povse bis Fible Ta-kwnrd.
ehew trn il B s oar

Caane 1 1o me the ot Bight and sclemnly sat
[IEEL B il |

And yald  “Marin, Jet o see Jour lost ue
Nisieped gown

who por

I've

1 Enerw Do Bated fasbiboma, Taat T hamliy beoog
vl dinies |

He tin-h b alontes, @b miltiel 1heu el o7k

CTWE R T Yoe,
T Temyand s« dniwali, yOuf 42 ¥ I0 gowWla e o
13 Ll t0 W Ewe
Unibl & .in. you've Jgonght youreelf bene L
e pireoprlie] s cUT !

At iy uncle , wis

rabd e o o awful to s simple sboul |
der Pt

Thia vosr, sioee facbion willed thet Iedies
shouldnrs should bo bigh
We Lwd o gl the die ses DUaris 10 Binans,

not

Ha 1o kiny Bible from the shell befors my wu
ering nyer

Aud futod Chnpthilcterutti chapter of Ezekiol»

P lecies,

liesdd, ' emlldl e, "the « (ghleduth

Tuus saiih the Lnd Gl Waos

To the wonie u that sew plows tosll nrwboles?

1a 11 o0

Ve

And

The wdtils worh there ne cloar ae day ~“And
new, C sadd Unele Jim,
“Jus. cloo e letween tha prophel’s curge atd

fnalsbon’s Intes: whiln

Lis 300 Eseide! bud g aind, to you the Vool
ity “Wo

1 soni dressos frops Bhls tluse nuothe pad you
et

Thus snving s deparied, and 1oarsd the mat
tar vy

I

wiier Lnl! ao bour felt =) wiser than

el

Ay lani | thought 1'd venture forth, to ense 30y
1 hibed wind

And sy our loarted reotor, who s plways

kitnl,

And

VT

I fimitndd bt dn bds stude, and Lo stening Lo

cani

uih® bo laughed u lttls, though | could

not see tie face

And them ho opsiced eor nin books wod - certaln
fondt Bolos road,

*The auibhoriasd transiation
redt” he said

A NECOND-HAND GIRL.

VAnothe
sey

SR said Mres Moore

“Why, theceilin' came down plump
in the porth chamber last night.” ex
plained letsey, standing in the door-
way, with the wop in one hand and
a patl of water in the other.  “‘Looks
exuctly as If there'd been an  ava-
Junche o lhwe dust there Guess it
was the rnindone it 1've knowed
that rull was leaky this good while
An' Ive wy dooty to tell ye, pa‘am,
the hack staircase aln't sale Lo use no
longer. There's one step pone and
the balusters lovse.  And rook says
ghe's that nervous she can't stay in
the house, with the logse Ubricks
tumbling down the kitehen ehimney
every tie the wind rasesa bit™

Mrs. Moore sighed. She was a
handsowe, hilgh featured woman with
dark eyes and @ shabby-genteel silk
wrapper worn at the elhows

“Ne er wind, Betwey,” said she.
“1t'1l be all right, onece Miss Ethel is
married. Dxctor Durrow is a man of
wealth. He will rebuild the old
Moore homestead for us.™

vWell " muttered HBetsey, "it's a
goid thing the weddin's coming soun,
or there wouldn't be no house left to
rebuild.”

Ay the same moment a
young gypsy of sixteen was rushing
frautically into one of the great,
sparsels furnished bedrooms with a
pasteboard Lox 1o her hand,

Overhead  plump  Hutle plaster
Cupids swung garlands of tlowers
from the cracked and discolored
cornices; 4 faded rug supplied the
place of earpet, and the werry sun
shine played hide-and-seek with the
worn places (o the yellow damask
curtaius, and a beautiful young airl
sabab a rheumatic writing-desk, with
her chin supported in her hinas and
her sea blue eyes fixed dreamily on
space, ¥

dELhel!  Ethel! Here's another
box come by express!” serenmed the
young sister, breathless with rapture
Do open it
Do, Ethel, please. Oh, 1
pever saw 4 wedding vell before in
all my lte, and 1 do 50 want to see

Is not quite cor

roows 15 gone, " said Het-

pretty

| what iv's like."

Ethel Moore looked up.

“You canopen it," =aid she, with-
oul change of posture.

<Well, I declare," said Milly, “any
one would think 1 was the Lride!
Well, here goes! Oh, oh! isp't it
heaatiful?”

Ethel 'caped forward a little and
scrutioized the delicate folas of lace
wor - closcly,

+Yes" she sald indifferently, *“tit's
pretty enough. But it's the wrong
pattern; it doesn't match the lounces
and the jabot.” *Only three days
vow, and the wrong pattern of lace!
What are people thinking of?"

YO, let it atay!" listlessly uttered
Ethel. *“What differenc: does (it
make whether it is oue pavtern or
unother?"

“What difference”" Millicentlooked
hard at her sister. ‘‘Oh, Ethel,
Ethel! 1I'm so sorry Cousia Jim s

coming to the wedding!"
Ethel Moore colored an intense
scariet.

“Sorry—sorry that our owi cousin
I5to te her: on the occaslon of my
marrisge?"

“N-no,” hesitated Millicent," not
that. But IL sets you to thinking—
Is he o 'ery handsome, Kth |? Is
he handsomer than Dr” Darrow?
You're such 8 tunny girl,or you would
ha e 1 hotographs of both of them.
But there comes the ponv,and I must
make hast -, or 1 shull lose the down
express traln, for the vell"

Mike, the errand boy, was promptly

deposed from his place in the battered |

little village cart, and Miss Milly
Jumped in, took the box in her lap,
and whipping the pony up
drove away as fast as sbe could.
+iJust in time for the expross!” she
eried “And now 1 may as well walt
for the up train. Theremay ba some

{ i ghitly.

CAnd vou are little Milly,

Gf ooirse="

~he ooked gravely at him.  He

Ceonld almost resd tne sudden enanges

of thought in her bLoue, solemn eyes
and varving color
“Ulease get luto sild

the ocary’™

she. ] suppose | must take you 16
the Ch o, as there's no dejol wugon
here But.” touching the phieg-

watic pony with her walp-lash, “1'm
almost sorry Lol e cole.”’

sorey® Why, little Milly! And 1
thouglin we were to be sueh friends, ™
he eried

<l think perhaps I'd better tell you
all abour it " sald she, speaking as if
she had not heard his words.  ~‘Nu
one knows it ull bur me and Ethe',
Ethel won't be pleased. but—"' ai—
.h, J hadn't you better go away
without seeing ner="

“On o away without seelong her!
whys"

“Op." faltered Milly, letting the
reins dropy *she's so unhappy! She's
going to be married to a very rich
wadt--Doctor  Darrow  from  New
York  We ure so poor, you Kpow,
and all that money hat papa in-
vested fo the Grand Tochoome y Bank
s gone, and Moore's T s all rall-
ing to ruin, aod nsuoma's cried
three dayvs aud thiee nights, and so
Ethel siid *Yes ' But oh, she is so
miserable.  And il vou come back,
Jim. the old love will burn up again
in her heart, Tor she does love you,
Jim —she told me sa.  She has loved
you ever sinee that time you ex-
changed rings at Sardatogs; and she
has got the little blue ring still. Anod
she hates the very ldea of marry-
ing Proctor  Darrow —only—only
mamma has made her feel that it was
her duty. Oh, don't look so stern
and whits at me, Jim—dear Jim!
1t's i dreadful thing o have to tell
you, but 1 think you ought to know.
Please, please don't ever let mamma
or Evhel know that 1 said this to yow
But if you could wake them believe
vou were engaged tw somebody else,”
sald Millv, witn a sudden Hush of
nope dyeing her cheek, ‘then I think
Kthel mght learn to be happy with
the New York man.”

sEngaged to somebody  else, eh?”

And

siald this unknown confidant. “But
to whom? To yourself, for ex-
ample:"

“Yes  Why vot®” sald My, with
the utmost gravity. -‘Merely as a
business matter, you know. We'll
call it me—ouly you must go away,
Jim, and oot see her agaln.”

“Stop the horse,” he sald, quletly.
Walt until 1 can lift my valize out,
and good-by, my dttle tancee!"

“*You are really golug?" rupturously
exclaimed Milly, clapping her small
gauntieted hands. <Ob, Jim, how
good of you—how noble! 1 almost
think 1 love you now. And remem-
ber, this is for Ethel's sake."

“For Ethel's sake " repeated her
companion, and he emiled and nod-
ded.  **1 shall reach the stavion by
this cross- ut through the woods ™ he
siuld, “Yin time for the next down
train, and——"

The vlose of the sentence was lost
in the clatter of & Linwire wagon
that just then jolted along, inclting
the Moore pony to mad emulation,
and, before Milly could check his en-
thusiasm, she was nearly at the tum-
ble<down gates of the old mansion it-
self. a

Ethel herself was in the tangled
rose garden gathering white and
cream calored and royal roses—Ethel,
more flushed and lovely than any
princess: and beslde her, under the
full radiance of the June sunshing,
strolled a tall, handsome young man,
carrying the basket und the scissors,

“Mihy, come here " cried Kthel,
springing brightly forward, *Here's
your Cous'n Jim!"

The girl stared blankly at him over
the wheel of the village cart

YN0, " sald she, “he's an Impostor.
He's not my cousin,  The real Cousin
Jim rode half way up with me and
Jumped off at Beach Corners.”

“Hut, nevertheless,” sald the Span-
ish-faced young fellow, mildly, *1
am Jim Ellott, and I am your
cousin.  Ask Ethel, here, It it lrn't
the truth."

He looked duwn into Ethel's blue
sparkling eyes; he drew her slim,
white hand under his arm. with a
sort of tender proprietorship that
startled poor Millicent

1f you are Consin Jim." sald she,
slowly, * who was the handsonie man
with the gray sult and the dark blue
eycs, and the little scar over hls left
eychrow?"

*Is the child dreamiog?” sald
Erhel, with a sweet burst of laugh-
ter. *‘She talks as If she had seen
Doctor James Darrow himself.”

Milly never stopp d to groet this
handsome, unwelcome kinsman of
hers: she rush d  frantically to her
own room, and borylng her tace in the
pillows of her bed, burst into tears,

“(h, wnat have 1 done"”  she
sobhid. “What have 1 done? And
all for no use!"

The n xt day there came a letter
to Ethel Moore

She frowned a little as she recog-
nized the handwriting of her aManced
husband—then she broke it open and
read vhe contents.

‘Jim," she murmured to the young
man who lounged in the cushioned
window seat

“Well, wy Queen?"

“1t 1en't necessary for us W elope
now. *1—Ialmost bellave I love
James Darrow after all. A man that
can ba as chivalrous as that—"
| Bhe laughed, and then
sohbing as she flung the letter to
Oousin Jim. '
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evidence of his excessive nerious ex-| A DRESSMAKER'S DILEMMA. |ant, deeptoned voice. “but ean vou rrolin.  lut mamma s o have the

setlemwent just the sam: o rebuild
Moore's U011 with, and there is a
thousaod & year for me as long as I
lve Oo, Jim, 1 doo's d serve It—
I won't take iv'™"

oy e you will™ sald Lasluess-like
Jim—you will tuke all you can gets
Weean'n e on air, vou Koow,  dar-
ling, and my income is ratherslim as
yet. He's a good old dufler—"

SOid ™ half angrily interrupted
Ethel.  *Noolder than yourself: But
what does this mean—about the ring?
Hesa s 1 am Lo give it o Millicent
for pe.seif. She will know what It
means.  Well, ir this iso't  the
strangest riddle’™

Miliy iooked detlantly at her sister
when the uessage was delivered o
Iy

“hut I won't take the ring,” she
suld, hulf hystericaliy, redisting
Ethel's effort to slip the superb dis- :
wond solitaire on ner fnger. AT

“You must.” said Ethel. “Jim's i
turguense is a deal wore preecious to
we than tnis great gem. ‘The wed-
ding Is to come ofl Just the same, but
Jim 15 1o be the groom. ©Oh, what
are diawonds wwwe? 1 am 8o very,
very bappy."

“And this i3 all you ciare Tor Doc-
tor Darrow's noble generosity.” said
Milly, with scarlet rheek anl quick
coming breain. **No, 1 won't wear
the ring. I'll keep it. and—and some-
times look av it (h, what # fool I
wius! And whydd 1 say all vhose
things® There's only one thing that
remying o we—l1 must go to work
and learn to be a great painter as
suon s possible, so that 1 can pay
ek the money which mamma sod
Ethel are using so mercilessly.”

It was just a year afterward, and
Millicent Moore was sitving on the
ruined stone terrace feeding her pet
peacock Le Roy with kernels of corn.

Her open sketch bouk lay beside
her, the sweet summer wind was ruf-
fling ber curls, when LeRoy uttered
a discordant soupd asod flew away,
startled by Lhe presence of a stranger,

Milly sprang up

sDuctor Darrow!" she exclaimed.

“Cull me Jim, 48 you did the first
day,” he said. *Litue Milly, yon
dun't know what you saved me from
when you mistouk me for the cousin
whom you had never scen. Don't
shrink away so, Milly, Have you
forgotten that you are engaged to
me?"”

Tnrough all the previous year
Milly had been rehearsing this very
scene to herself. She had planned
the exact phraseology in which she
would express our appreciation, her
polite indifference. He should never
know that she liked him. She wonld
let im see Lhat she r garded the
whole thiog as a joke, and yevr now
that the time had come, she was
struck dumb, and sat blushipg and
silent like any school girl,

“Milly,” he s=aid gently, *‘Don’'t
shrink away from me. A year ago L
believed that life had no more charm
or me: but thinking of those blue
eyes of yours, 1 have come to 8 di er-
ent conclusion. Dearest, you engaged
yoursell to me as a mere matter ot
form. Will you do it again—this
time In real earnesy?"

And the end ot Milly's carefully
studied speech s was, —

“Yes"

S0 there wasa Mra Darrow In the
Moore family, after all, and when
Ethel Ellioty, in a shabby pension
at Luce n, read the marriage notice,
she exclaimed scornfully.

“Well, T ne er thought Milllcent
would take up with a second-hand
sweetheart”

Mr Elliott made no reply: he was
gloomily surveying a pile of unre-
veipted hills,

“Do you hear, Jhn?" asked his
wife sharply. “Millicent Is married,
and to my old beaw "

“Yes, T hear,” he auswered ab-
stractodly.

<Well. why don't you say some-
thing about it:"

“1I've only one thing to say”®
snarled the Spanish faced hero “'any
idiot who gets married does a very
stupid thing. Five hundred franca
milliner's bhill—a hvundred (ranecs
hoard. Good heavens! what Is golog
to become of us?"

] thought you loved me, Jim I'm
sure Doctor Darrow did."

“Th n 1 wish you had married
him,” said Elllott, deliberately. —
Wav riy Magazine. -

A Hundred Dollars a Dozen,

A Pollsh resident of the western
part of the city I8 firmly convinced
that it is vetter to have a dozen
chickens stolen than not to find a
pocketbook with %100 in it. This
Polish civizen had been out of eme
ployment for several months, and his
means of support for his family grad-
ually dwindled until the chic cna
wera about all he had leftt \nd
then one night asomebody stsle the
chickens. It seemed as if he had had
about ail he eould endure before but
this was the last straw. He gized
disconsolately into the cuop. Some-
thing unusual lay on the ground In
front of him. His eye brightened
and he sprang lorward and' picked It
up. It was a po‘ket ook. Flercely
and with trembling hunds be tore I%
open. Money: Money galore! Five,
ten twenty, fifty, & hundred dollars!
And, strange to say, the man who
stole the ciilckens has not been back
after the pocketbook.—South Bend
(Tnd. ) Tribune.

Ho It Seemod. -
The following conversation Is re-
ported by Good News The city im
which it ocoured IS not nam '
happlly It might be one of
“'Wnere hava you been?” sali :
“Dowo town with vlgr" nswered
Henry. ‘'We went ioto the Btrest
' Cleaniog ot - e
{ "rhl!'l"mt?"m Rt
“It's a place wher . tall
ple why the stresta are ﬁs




