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*It {s enrions,” said Mra L'FEat
a8 if to borself. T neve r thought Clifford
Marsden waould tie hiansell To any W Jiunn,
whless for ¢ (#bge money bribe He L:.-»-‘-‘v
exetly how you are st ynred, sl 1 think
the better of him! He must lyve YOou vily
much!"

“He suys he doss. 1 belleve be .
sald Nora, sitiing duws on ber foolstool
again and clasjing her hanids rousd her
Eoes in o thoughtnl “ly fact, L am
Illll m‘h'l'll"ll at the wlea of |.al- RrTRE "‘:
murch abont we, thongh this is weak amd
silly. T never thvuaght the wguire vanalil be
20 intenssly in earnest about an thing. |
feel somebow to blame, for. FPelot, | am
not one bit in love with bim. 1 wid him
80, and L waid he knew { d _

My denr ebild. you do not know wherh
Mifford Marsden s

Qoea!"

er yon nre or not!
a mai who might teach any Wanan o luve
Rim: and why sbould be not win you® l_Ir-
shows that he is sincerely, disniinostes
sttached to you, | must say 1 o es

on his side . =
“Ari "-.,”?" sald Nora, drenmily [
suppose so.”  She sighed.

“1eis o marringe that would bave giveu
your Father the Keenest pleasarn "
was silent.  “Did you, then, reject
anked s [ Estrange. -

“Fle would pot secopt rejection” sal
Nora, with ot
mvst hear him: that [ mu
ssemed rather aupry aml execited
parted good friends, T promised to
of all be Lad sail, and fo spenk to
who would by bis friend hie was sure, |
am astonishicd he should eare for me s
mueh! . =nin such quarntities of
charming, Loantilnl people—=but he does
Oh! Helvn, He bs wonderfully fond of

him 7"

n oerave smil ‘o mak

st marry him! he

Yo,

me! I conld hear it in his voic I am
wery ungrotiefnl, | wish be was not. 1 un
afradd even if 1 were to marry him he

would e disappointed to find I conld not
Jove bim enough. [t is—1 mean it wost |
be—wo wreiclel not to receive as mach |
as one given.” |
“My Jonr, yon cannot fail to love him |
beartily! You wre perfectly heart w hiile,
and yours s a kindly nature, wot likely 1o
harden itself agalost the tenderness of a
true lover.” |
“No; perhaps not. 1 wish 1 did love
him. How bapps apd light-hearted 1
shonld be! Now I am wneertain and wis
weable. § am so impatient, Helen! 1 oo |
not rest if 1 am unbappy. 1 must get light |
and freedom, or 1 shonld beat myself to
pieces againat my prison bard! You are |
ever so much braver nnd vobler.”™
£ “You have never come in contact with |
a real nucessity, Nora. You cin not gon- -
esive how mexarnbly subuission is forced
n ong somermes,”
"2."i'hm. W a ahort pause.
Wt e glad, 1 confess™ resumed
range. i see Fou well and
happily married.  You woulil, I am sure,
be always o4 kind sister to my poar ll_"!n
Bea, a= w0 myslf, it s not imponsibile
that 1may— she stupped. ol
“Certnink uot; why shoull yon nat ¥
tin N, ongerly. “Yon are young and
Jfair mwou sl (0 mArTy some goud, delight
st
‘h-l';:; Jegr Noen!" interrupting i her
tarn - “What can have sngeestod 5o ol
y Mien? 1 was dhout fo tonch R
:::‘; t:lgm. rent topie, but 1 will tiol now
Tell mes, did 3ir. Varaden sy He would
come agnin?” .
W —no. 1 am ot suee what ]]-- said
Baut | think he will most proababiy.
SRV ell: we ol S0Y Do more 4t prese nt
I will go and clnige my dress. 1 trus:
you will be wise, wotl ot reject such oe
offer for a whim."” a4
+1 ouly waat to do what is right,” eried
Nors, standing up. aud letring her clasped
hands (all to the Tength of her arms. =1
do wish I loved Clifford, ns he deserves
me to love him: bat—it is very odd—|
don’t think [ like him as well as 1 di
yesterday. | used to be quite glad Lo s
him—and now I rather dread his coming.”
“*That j= natoral enongh, Nora. There
will be a little awkwordness in meeting
Rim at first. 1 do pot guite understand
your indifference to w0 very attractive a
man as Cliford Maraden! Tell me—you
koow 1 would not intrude on your confi-
dence: [ only ask becanse you sre dear
to me as my own sister—have yon any
prefercnce for some one else 1o stewl your

heart 1"
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\ [ s world, had pever heand the varons
repotts respecting his wild s L0
his geperally reckless e
she would, like a slmple, pood woman
Late fuily belleved in the power of o
atlachmwent e slevate aml refos
wst determined roke.  Besides,
rruly and warmfly artached to her «

ter, she wan ke

T T T

fetit oy hor halt
' | Nors, if
would be Just and g« t i
Nora married before arnn ng her ma
Jority, Bearrice would be really depondont

(4 Some mers stranger, and wen are w0
w1 e and bhard about money mativra
Then a busbpnd’s power aud intinence are |

poor looely widow, though
she biushed for herself, earnestly hoped ‘

W ETCHL; the

Nora would not marry ontil she was 21
If Nora married Marsden,
he would be kind and generous. He was
precalinrly symipathetic, 1t was this that
bim more than half his attraction.
He always conveyed the uica that he was
really glad w help any one. Hin detesta-
tion of everything unplensant or painful |
e him an air of Kindpess that jmposed |

she felt sere

EATY

¢  hilsself,
Yes, i Nora woub! ¢
wure, and wi

anecot, Bea's fu
7 shanld she not®
etlir, or [odeed o happler, marriage
wld not be foum Why Nora was ot
peaily in love with her suitor, Mrs. L'Es-
trange could not eandestand, and set it
» one of the inserutable mysteries
f n voung undeveloped nature.
Norg, too, was thonghtful, and the even
i ramsed nlmost in sileaee; [
a few worids, snd then fvll
nta n fit of musiog.  The spell. bowever,
wos broken by the entenuce of the ser
L'Estrange, ‘
‘m.™
of twa,” sald
' otwine the enyolone,
Mr. Mar Nora,”" she
exclaimed.  “He wonts to see me anl
WTOW IO .
! "'l-].--

1 supisis sutlling frae

1
"

own t

oeeastunally

wich mpoke

vant with a note for Mrs
The meesengor walis
“T will :

Mes, 1}

“It is from

Mithute

inn

wlen,

WAnIE 10 %
nre Your vols i} futerest.”

“They ire his already.’
shall 1 sur, Nora”

"W hatever you ehoose.™

“Then I shall vee Him"™

She rose, went o the writing table,
pentied o few lnes, aud sent them to
‘Yarsden's messeneer

“1 imagine that Mr. Marsden will not s
vasily turned from his purmw Anil 1
hope, Noru, you will not tao thoughtlessly
relise winvers and disinterestdd o |
urer,”

“Oh! 1 know all that can be urged in his
favor,” said Norn, rather impatiently;
“and he Is very slev—only—l1 thing |
should like 1o be Norn L'Estrange for
some time longer. | hnre seen so little
Haw coald T manage a grent estabiish
ment like Evesieigh House? 1 o balt
afraid of that awful housekeeper. A
the sguire himsell lkes everything to be
so perfect—so olegant—he might regrot 1
own haste in wanting to macry such o
half-fledged creature as 1 am."”

“Norn, dear Norn! this homility is ¢
new development!”

“I kanow what 1 am 6t for, and I am nor
humble, but 1 do not want to attemp
what is likely oo much for the
There, don't let us thlk about CLFord ane
more—nut least 1l you have ween him 1o
morraw,”

A pause. “What

=i,

L

P B

“Promive me not to refuse bim without
due reflection,”

“No. | am ton undecided to do that
But it rather awful to think that, having
mee suld ‘yes," one ennnot uusay it

Mrs, L'Estrange need senreely htve roe
ommended Nors to réflect an Nlnruul..,;',l
offer, She was hapnted by the recollee
tipn of bis words, his voice, his eyes. It

sion that rushéed to his lips. Neverthe |
{4, be had impressed Norn very deeply
sentin] to him. Tt rather weighed ber
lown with a vague sense of alarm.
was she to do with this tremendons gift of
love?—so strong that his voice trembled
i spite of his eforts to be steady, when
w described it, and his heart throbibed
fast and hard when he pressed her Hand
fur a moment against it.  Ought she con-
demn one wha was so tenderly artnched
to her to suffer the pangs of disappoint-
ment and rejection, because she had o
morbid faucy for another who did not eare
for her? And with the thought eame a
suggestion that sent thrills of pain quiv
ering throvgh her veina.  Had the same
words nnd tones and looks beon Winton's
how differently she would have rﬁdln;‘l':l"!:

Tt o has ever made love to e ?”
rivd Nora, idignantiy, eoloring erisuson
as who spoke: “and am [ the sort of giri
to besiow my heart or fancy when neither
|y ey

“pardon me” said Mrs, L'Estrange,
smiieee “the beart, even in the stropgest
minded joung ladies, s strangely dlogi-
eal and wimeeotntable.”

SWell, I renlly am 6ot very silly. Now
4 have kept you too long, perbapw your
dress ix dump, and you know you must
mot be imprudent.”

A1 kpaw it, but 1 have been under cover
all dag.”

Ble took up her cloak and was leaving
the room, when Nora exclaimed:

“How selfish I am! I quite forgot to
I bad a few lines from Lady
says Mrs. Rothven ju

am sorry, very sorry. |
Tilsed Mra MN;I aa weil an you
1 think she looked dreadfully wor-

| Porbaps, by caltivating gratitnde <o Marss-
der, and giviog herself np to bis effors o
please and win her, she wonld stecend in
joving him; and then she would make him
happy and te happy derself. What o so-
Intion of all dificulties that would !
Perhaps it would be the right thing 1o do.
How hiard it was to know what was right.
Finally, the tears welled up, ax she
thought with regretful compassion of the
strong emotion Marsden bad displayed—
surely such nffection constituted a claim
upon any kindly heart. Yot she ardently
wislivd he had not taken such o fancy to
her. 8o, after strigeling with contra-
dictory thoughts for half the night, she

her lips.

Mrs. L'Estrnnge received Maraden cor-
dinlly and cheerfully. Bbe did not doubt
for a moment that Nora, haviug recoverid
her fiest startled surprise ot his unexpect-
ed proposal, would marry him willingly,
an it was yatural she shonld; atd she was
unxions he should see how very heartily
she was on his side, .

“] foel sure | hove a friend I you."
were almost his fAirst words, after ha had
shaken hands with her warmly, “we were
always allies since your first appearance
at Brookdale."
you were nlways
husband and to me."”
haas toid you of the start [ gave
Marsden, who was ab-

“I feel [ have

ia true that he kept himself well in hand, |
nnd kept back many 8 passicnate Pxpres- |

with the convietion that she way viry os

What |

fell asleep toward worting, with o half- |
uttered prayer to be directed aright npon |

“And seem a wncelted jaokaaapes "'I
s ng that oniy & previous aftschmsent
v i huve prevented ber falling o Jove
v m

Irs. L'Estrange souiled.

sotf 1hink Nora s disposed to fall
¢ very roadily, Then there was o
v fur f fall In Jove with,™
Sotme wouwn might f=nvy Winton”
“1 doaot think Nos dia.  Judeed, they
5 3 wLid to tuke much o each other,
LR tale,
“Weil, Mrs L'Estrange, youn will back
m 1?2 1 may depend oy you ™™
=3 n How did you and Nora
part¥

s got rid of me: 1
ler I would not
Ny nor per second elther!
trange, | am determiuned that)

Ul she was anxlous ¢

could see that, but 1 10l

tuke hier fir

Mrs. L'E

will’?

towould be too angnllant,” re
turning to bis usual light woe; “bat with |
her willL™

'

“Take my adviceé; walt 8 few days be
fore repeating your offer. Lot tue tell her
you will give her time to think, and, mran
while, that she must let you cofie ns o |
friemd and Kiosman.™

“Yery well, 1 shall e guided by you,
but 1 ean't stand this uancertainty long
Why she pot like me? for she
doesn't.™

s

“It is impossible to say; she is not a
commonplnce girl™

“Thauk you for the fmpiied compli
ment.”

“You have canght we up too soon. Will
sou write what 1 have suggested, &r shall
I speak to Nora™”

“I will write™
traced a few lines.

be wnid, and sposdily
“hwre,” e cuntin

aed, handing the note to Mres, L'Estrauge,
“1 am

very gratefnl for your help, snd
o i, if 1 become yonr step-soti-in
In for your
those of my littie friend, Ben,

e Al

as if they!

i oenre Ate

wers my owin I
*Nou are very good,"” sald Mre L'Es |
trangy, softly {

“Now,” continued Marsden, “what shall
we du?
almost wish |

It s an awinul tioe o London; 1)
sall not Thery
ting. or humting. or semething to b
CONNTEY Huve yon boen to |
Windsor? It s a4 tolerably fine day, Tl '
s go down and lanch there, and walk
aboit after. Just settle it with Nora™
“Nery woll,” said Mr=
left the raon

colre .

e sl

done in th

I Estrange, and

during
which Marsulen walkedd 1o pud e, el
up and pat down books s
Iny about, and oce
clock He was | i
he odid not doubt

ail

with Nora’
of ditfienlty
harm.

He had seen many loveller and miore
fascinnting women; but noete bad ever
charmed and vanguoished him as this un-
worldly, natural youag oonsin.

What fuir round arms shie bhad!

She was satue Jittle time alisent
Kenid
LTS fm'!n]
wilked nt the !
but not un
nitunate so

iy flis

-

15 ot altogether dispilensesd
bositintion. It wis the sefnse
which was ler

What

crowning ' .

DELIVERANCE

Bweet peacy spreads her wings oo the
urbent sbhiore
Japan will be Kinder—for cash
*Twixt lus legs is the tail which with hel
licose runr
The dragon was "rostomed to lash,
Frow those wild, wouey words wae
rescped ut last;
AN they led us 0o merviless danes!
And we szh relief that the ordeal s past
Aud Euglish once more gets a chance

are

W left our veruaculur's musioal fow
To stenggle with “Ta-Lien-Wan™
We affected to kpow all about “Hai
Yeauk-Te,™

| ¥I beg your pardon, Mr. Vansi

_ 3 "
Aund likewise sbout “Sha-Fwo-Yuan.

S“Wael-Hel-Wel” was n theme thnt embit-
tere] one's dream,
But au fait were expressions like these,
Bo we tacklsl “New Chwang™ aod we
morniured “Ping Yang™
With pathetic ussumptions of ewse,

But no more are our courses reluctant!y
bent
Where syllabic monstrosities wait
The sunshine has dawned where ‘twas
chill discontent,
And we join in thanksgiving to Fate
No lotiger our wandering intellects go
Through the guzetteer's Muzy expanse,
"Mid the dipthongs that goow by e [
tile Hoang-Ha,
For English once more gots & chance
—Washington Star.

I Fhere were real tears I ber eyes,
“Oh, Mr. Vanshttart,” she cried
What shall 1 do? My hushand's out

In a hoat, ever so far away, and the
wind's riging, and the boatman says |
that
there's a storm, and

I's  awfully dangerons  when

I tiux] my hat forward and seraiched

a swioei wouth, half ssd, half haughty! my head

Woild she ever press it fondly to hl-'.'j
What would he not dare, what villaloy ¢

“1 don't see what you can do.” sald I,
ompasslonately. 1 had sat next her

would he wot commit, to secure her for! theee nights 8t table d'hote, and Hked
himself away from EVery one? And would her l'.\"’!'[lll‘[j‘ |

the day evor come whet she wonld be to

Wim s vther women. gracefol and pleas blows!

ant enough. but mothiug remarkabile?
Well, mot for a long time. There would
Iie o wpell of heaven first, Here he threw
himself into an armelnir and 100k up »
honk of |-||r-'n:l‘:l|lii-'. it opened ot the por
trait of Mrs. Ruthvan, Was that an evil
wen? He hated her; yer, when they lind
wiet early that seir in Parls, Yefors he |
hised seen Nora, he was rather tukens with
wr., Her selled admieation for hlmself
Hattered nmused Lt He even
thought of npproprintiog her wenlth in

atml

“Laook at thoss trees! Oh,
And, see! Great waves!"
“The wind Is cortainly getting up. 1

admitt], sitting down on a garden
sieul.

“0dh, Mr Vansittnrt, suppose he

ghionld N drowns!"

“Suppore he—¥" 1 paused,
den wis o new one to me, T turoed i
wer in my mind. “Well, suppose hie

shonld ™ T sald at last, o an inquiring

e,

sxchange fof hik nome: Now? Pah, how “Apd we've only been marrisd o
be wished she wonld die auml talie herself 3":"“:' "

out 0f hin world, where she was pot sount “Yes, wes” suld T thoughtfully,
o' The télegram thal morning was ' Your love s still fresh®*

abont as bad ax it conld be; perbaps luek |
would still be on his side, fur he bind o
vagne,  uncomfortahile
Mrs. Buthven wonld work him evil

Here Mrs, L Estrange retgroed and
handed a little twisted now, which ho-l
egerly opened and rend: “You are very |
Lind and econsiderate; | ACOH Your sog |
gestion.” This was simply signed “Non,”

Mmipression

that day of disalloxion has not come,
linsband's memory would be the sweet
=t of consolation to you,"

“Ax fresh ds the day when.
“Your romance hins not worn off, the
Your

“Bat, Mr. Vansit—"
“There would be 1o alloy fn your rec
llections. You are young. your life

how It

*1 think you vught to be content,” said wonld not be ﬂ:KJlIl"‘. but It would Le, |

M I Estrange, smiling.

"1 am—and our expedition to.day ¥

W will L reddy to nbtompany you in
an hour. Nors made po ablection.”

The meeting, under such trying eircum |
statiocs, was less awkward than Noro ex !
preted,  She could not help admiring
Miarsden's tact and ool self-possession,
If anything, he was more sitentive to Mrs |
L'Estrange than to herself. The weather
wis fine, the converaation light and ant
mated. Marsden spoke of M. Ruthven
with much gond feeling. and the day was
far more agreenble than Nors anticipated,
nor id Marsden leave them without mak- |
ing some plans for the morrow which
wonld bring them together.

(To be coutinued.)

- |
As to Hypnotism. !
No less # persouidze than Dr. Park- |
hiirst has taken the trouble to peint
ot anew that nobody ever heard of
anybody's being hypnootized o mnks
him do something goowl,. Hypnotism, |
the doctor thinks frow the evidence, =

Pas 1t were, hnllowed by sweet and not

rogrets, In the conprse
of thme the violenee of grief would wear
off.*

She sat down on the bench besjde
me and dng the end of ber parasol fnte
the pmih,

“You would feel” T pursisd, “that sa-
pred as those memories were—precious
1% they were--you would not be gatls
fied in giving your whole life to them.
And, at Inst. it may be that another
would come who—"

“Oh, I can hardly imagine that, Mr.
Vanshtare"

“Try,” sald 1, encouragingly. “One
who, thongh not perhaps the equal in
all respects of him you had lost, eould
yel shelter you from the world—"

“I shonld want some oune, shouldn't
| & 4ld

“And g've you an honest. enduring,
anwavering afection.”

“It wouldn't be the same thing.” sald
sl

Ly polgnnanil

always exerted 1o promote evil and for | “Depend opon 18" 1 rrturu"a-d ear-

that reason he is inclined 1w condenin nestly, * It would be in some I'IIT:K bt

it. fter. For he—your second h::ni)nnd—
The fact commentied 61 b the doctor g 0he woll be one who could appreciate

s often been spoken of, but it really o gunths of your nature, who would

constitutes no fanlt of hypnotlkm. 1t 0 ooiong when you werg—""

fs stimply the fault of human nature.

Mun zravitates towar] the bad, When
hyprotism I8 exerted o the same diree-
tlon with this natoral gravitation it is
elleetlve. When It 1% exerted in the op-
posite dirsetion It I= <imply trying to !
pull the lead uplill and it fails.  There
are no donln plenty of persons, ospe-
cally Indies, who go abont weaving
suble hypnotic charms aronnd men |
tor the noble purpose of leading thew |
arlght, just as the bad people whom '
wi hear of through the pollee reports
a0 about hypmotizing for 1. But the
good hypmotiste work at a tremendous
digndvantge. 1t s npgrade for them |
aond dpwagrade for the bad hypnotists, |
As between a Svengalle friend trying
to hy pnotize a man (o xtay oot and play '
poker and a wife wying to bypuotise
him to come home the odds are with
the friend. '
Perhape bypootism will develop to &
point where It can overcome this nA-

“Instend of always making jokes?
Ye-en, Mr, Vansittart."

“Serjous, and yet able to enter Into
your lghter moods—always good-tem-
pered—"

“He would be a wonderful husband,
then!"

“Generous, nay, lavish In giving yon
whatever—"

“Faney!™

“You wished for; onsparing In his
Alurts 1o please you—-~="

“What, after marrlage

“Devatinl absolutely to you. Why,
s a lovely plecre,

“Yez, It does sound nice,” she con-
sededl, dgeing with the parasol.

“Could not such a one,” I continued,
waning toward her, by affectionate
and constant efforts, in the conrse of
time heal the wound cansed by your
sruel calamity

“I don't know. Yes—I suppose so—
well, perhaps, in time, Mr. Vansittart,

might.” -
“He would,” said 1, positively, “I

Mo lnagine mysif—"

MET her on the shores of the lake, |

“Y say, | can buagine myself making
12 the work—the whole preocoupsiiog
the worthy task— of my Hfe thos 1
resture happlness to obe froto wbota 18
secined 1o lave departed foreyer.”

“It would e a splendid thiug for o
man to do. wookdn 1 17"

Them wis o Jaass, Then she sa
LM Vadstitast, woitld you

are S0 yUung and so—-aud so—and so—|
Meay, Wan are s» yeeang e
with a beart that pad =pwent

love o atnotter, o wicel) the freshness
of youthful

“1 sataetimes think® 1 loterrupted.
Iu low, but urgent thoes, “thot aifection
of that Kind s pobler, better than the
rash impulslveness of an ignorant girl
It would be g sympathetle communlon
aof tulads, of souls, Mrs. lawrence.”

“Yes, 1 see. Yes, It would, Mr. Van-
sittars”

“My sympathy for you,” 1 pursued,
“swould soften and lnspire my nature
1 sliould be elevated 1o your level, And,
perhaps, at last, when lopg years bad
oblitermted —"

“Well, had blurred, Mr. Vansitiart.”

“Yes, had Wuaresd the paln of mem-
- 2Lt come to see—to under
stand—Low wlhat once seemed so dis
tressiog was really, in splte of its sad-
ness, the necessary condition for the
perfect development of two human
lves"

For n mowent we sat In
Then Mrs. Lawrence observesd:

“oad so o en comes out of suffer-
Ing, doesn't Iy

“It indeesd seems to be the way of the
world,"

“A womnn pluced us you describe,
Mr. Vansittart, would feel, I am sure,
so deepn, so strong o gratiiude for the
man who had nobly dedicated his )ife
to ler that, ws thoe wore on, she wonlid
give to bl an affection, differeut
kind, perhaps, bt por luferice in in
tensity, 1o that which alie had felt Tog
the man who tirst wen her heart”

“That would be the anly reward |
shonld bogw For,” andd 1.

“So that, o the end, 1 should feel—it
wotld b borne 1o upon me that this
man wis real, my trae, my only

At this polnt Mrs, Lawrenoe stogipued
sbruptly, for a shadow fell
us, and, on leoklug up, we saw 4 stout,
elderly man, wearlng a blue
standing just in frout of us

“Heg pardon, mum,” said he, “bat are
vou the fady what asked Ihplibas
abont the geatleman what's out o the
bont*”

“About the—what?
pose—aol, yes, [ am”

“Well, you've no envse to e put ont
about 'fm, mum. He's st rounding
the polut, agd he'll be ashore in two
mlnutes' time"

“Hut Dabhs sald it was very dan
gerous” | protested,

“Dohibs don't know everyvthing, sir,
beggin® your pardon. Anyways, the
gontlemian's safe enough. Glad of It
for your sake, mom.”

“Thank you—thank
sald Mrs, Lawretice,

The elderly man stood looking nt me
in such o manner thnt 1 ook sixpence

thought,

bt weren

jurses,
81T
O,

yes, 1 snp

you so much,”

Lont of my pocket and gave itoto him.

The |

To be (rank, 1 have seldom grodesd a
sixpence more. Then the elderly man
passid on

There wns n long silence. Mre. Law
renee had made gquite g Hitle pit in the |
gravel walk, Onee he looked at e,

Cod, Noding ine regacding her ipather

gloomily, 1 bellevey, hastlly  tiarned
awny again with o biush. At last the
sllenee bevsme lutolergble —almost L
proper, in fact, |

“Whnt were we talking about when |
rhat minn Interropted us? psked Mrs
Lawrence witha desperate assumpiion
OF ouse,

It Is a rule of mine to glve a plain
answer to g plain question

“We owere tlklog,” sadd 1, * of what |
would have lppencd If Dobbs had |
known everything” And, having thus |
sald, 1 sonddenly began o lnagh

Wonen fre strange crentures. Mrs
Lawrenee leaped up from her sear and
stood over me. Her eyes flashod with !

indignation. and she positively bran |

Alsliel her parasol ar me,

“You horrid, horrid boy ! she erfed.

“My desir Mrs. Lawrence—" 1 pro-
tetedl,

“You have made me thlk as if 1—"

“It was g mere hypothesls," 1 plead-
ed.

“As If-1L Aopyhow, If my husband
were drowned a thousand thines over,
I'd never speak to you™

“80 you say now,” sald [, composedly.
“Rut you know you were qulte taken
with the prospesct a little while ago.”

“Mr, Vansitiart, you're wicked! Hew
can I go nud tell my poor, dear Rob-
ble?*

“1 gon't loslst on your telling bim,”
sald 1, In a conclliatory tone,

“Perhinps you think I don’t cure for
Him ¥ she eried, defiantly.

“The hypothesis was thet yoo did,”
wald I, “That's what made it so inter-
eating.”

“1 ghall sit somewhere ¢lse at dinner
wenight,” Mrs, Lawrcnee aunnonnesd,
haughtily.

“If you go on ke this,” 1 observed,
warningly, *I shall end by belng-— —""

“You ean be Just what you ke

“Hy helng glad,” 1 coneluded.

“Ghad! Glad of what?

“Glnd,” wald L “thit 1 see your hins
hand walking toward us In perfect
health,”™

An | spoke Le enme within speaking
dhtance,

“Hullo. Georgle!" he erled to his wife,
“Here 1 am—had & bit of a hlow,
though.”

My, Lawrence ran a few steps to
ward him, 1 ok the liberty of follow-

tng.

“Vansittart been looklng nfter yout"
asked Lawrence with a smile,

“Oh, my darllug Robble,” cried Mrs
Lawrence, “I've been lmagining all
sorts of things about yon."

“Foollsh child!" sald he, fondly. “Dia
you think 1 was golng o be

drowned T

AW dlin seactly think i, 1 broke
e “W e asstigisd 1t by way of -
“Please. R will you tage Ju
ito the bon sald Mrs. Lawreloe

s d1d git slsewhere at

Al Vatt Lavwr=noe said

o e, A8 Wi
*Tell you w v obd etoap s Tellaw
plracaul e
it o botter i Tisk bl
pud ke smiled
vorllrse

It was M paniienee 5f

Canght a Shark with a Salmon Rod
Al Comming hsd an encoutter witk

a huge shatk at Sauta CUrnz Sunday
sa s the Raa FPraocisceo Exsiminer. Cum
| ming had engaged a hout and was oul
for salmon, Sudidenly there was a Jerk
at bls lioe thar alwest chpsized the
bogt. The fikh e the sarface
and Wis fins sbowed that be was o big
shark,

Cumming toyed with him for a while
and as the shark felt the sharp proug
of the liooks forced into his mouth be
made o plunge, golug down fully 1M
feet and reeling out abont Hx feet ol
| Hoe. Cumming had only 100 feet more

on his reel, and o the shaek Lad accom

plished that distanee be would have es
{eaped.  But he was eximosied and
cntue 1o tha surface ngain, Then, witl
the skill of an experienced angler, Cum
ming played the line ecarefully, anc
after great effort got the shark along
slde of his boat. Poth the shark and
hig eaptor were winded,  The bontman
Killed] the shinrk with oue blow of his
boathinok.

Mr. Cumiming eanght the shark witk
a twelveonnee salmon rod and & Hnen
silmon lpe  The fish was more that
five foet in length and wefghed fully
150 pounds, It is the shark
ever landed there with o ook amd Hne
mwnd its copriure was due 1o the perfect
kunowledge of fishing Mr. Cum
ming possesses, The vontiest listed
Just an hour, and exdlting as it was for
Mr, Comming v was alun
for the anlookers.  Fully twenty bhoats
Were b thie vicinity
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lurgest
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Portugal's Democeatic King.
Regulra Thwdivu, the new
miister from Portagel, who uas jus
JAreNenITy 1 hits eredentinls to rhe Stute
Department, talks interestinziy of af
fales lo bis countey,  "Our leogislntive
| Doy, sahid he to an interviewer, " wWas
dlsslvaad Jast December and we are 1
have an election before it reasseimbles
Ity Jatiniary Before the dissclution oo
curred the ministry was harissed by
the obstructive tactics of the minority
The minksiry. which Is conservative
| stands for wonarehial Institutions, nnd
[ haas e o large majority of the house
of deputies to support 16, But the tur
moll of the minority was such the dis
solution was welcome, The King moves
freoly about the puiblie places  and
sireets. Every day he may be seen on
the boulevards, sometimes on horse
bk, sowetimes walking or driving. He
goes Unattended Ly mllitary escort or
gunrds.  He mingles with the peaple
finds companions nmong them, aod
talks with them. He goes to the thea

Seuor de

| ter and o publie entértalnments, and

there Is an entire absence of thit ex
clsiveness whiceh (& populnrely suppos
ed 1o e charaeteristle of royalty,  He
I8 funil of atbletios, s o perfoct iorse
et o cnpable yachtsman, snd enjoys
tenuls " —Bualale Express,

Dictonary of Discontent.

Relonee, dear Lady Betty, has dimin
isliedd  Nopwe, Koow b dge ll!'\!l'u]'n-li ot
IHluslons and experience has deprived
us of interest,  Here, then, Is the age
thorized dictionary of discontent:

Wihat s erention? A [ailude.

Wit is life? A bore,

What s miny A fraul,

What fs woman? Both a frand and #

| !lﬂl'l‘.

Wit
What
What
What

s beauly ? A deception.

I love? A disease

I8 marringe? A mistuke,
Is o wife? A trinl.

What Is nchild? A guisance,
Whant Is the devil? A fable.
What Is good? Hypoerisy,
Whaut Is evil? Detection.

What 18 wisdom? Selfishness
Whitt Is happiness? A delusion,
What I8 feiendship? Humbug.
What in geaspmlty ?  Tmboeility.
What Is money? Eversthiong,
And what Is everyihing? Nothlng—
| Fabouchere.

Disliked Innocent Amusemeont.
Mune, P Longueville, o beauty of
| Louls XIV.'s time, was tired 1w death
of helug tn Normandy, where her hus-
band was. Those who were about her
saldi “Mon Dden, madame, you are
ecaten up with ennnl,.  WHL you not
ke some amusement? ‘There are dogs
and a bewutiful forest. Will yon hunt '
“No,” she replled. 1 don't llke hunt-
fug.” “WIil you work?' *“No; I don't
lke work.” “Will yon take n walk or
play at wome game?” “Noj 1 like neither
the one nor the other.”  “What will you
do, then?" they nsked. “What can |
do? she replled.  “1 hate Innocent
pleasures.”

An Even Divide,

The champlon stingy man of the sea-
w0 b been unearthed ot Downs, Kan.
At n dimer the othep day o ludy nnked
hier husbnad to pass the toothpleks,
e pleked one out of the holder, broke
It In hinlf, handed one plece (o hor and
nwsed the other himself, remarking that
aeotoy  Was  necessary  these  hard
tines.

Future Yachts Will Be steol,

My, Charles H, Cramp says the yacht
of the future will be of steel, and that
it wotive power will be electricity.
He has an order for & yacht bigger and
faster than the 1,000-ton Gf the
fuetest yacht afloat, and says that thig
order will be filled.
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