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\ ' ' CHAPTER I

¥ T was in the sweet
month of Septem-
ber, the soft after-
noon of a day that
had been hot even

on the borders of
the North Sea,
which sends its

breezes flying over
the part of Essex
which is not flat

and marshy, but
gich  and undulating, and fair
and pleasant to look wupon. In
London the people were Easp-
ing for breath, but here,

though the day had been fairly hot, it
was now at six o’clock soft and balmy,
and by nightfall the air would be
eharp and fresh,

It was such a fair day and such a faly
view! Behind on the higher ground
#tood a rambling old house, half hall,
half farm-house—a house with a long
red-brick front, and a sort of terrace-
garden from which you might look
across the flelds and the long green
stretches of land over which the hold
sea came and went at ebb and flow of
the tides. It was a quaint old garden,
with turf like velvet, and raised beds
cut In it here and there, gay with
blazing searlet geraniums and  bLlue
lobelias, and kept neat and tidy Ly a
quaint bordering of red tileg set edge-
ways into the ground. There were tall
trees, too, about this domaln, which
hid the farm-buildings from sight, and
also helped to shield the house from
the flerce winter blasts, and in front
there lay a rich and verdanf meadow
eloping gently down to the high-roal,
where just then a man and a young
girl had stopped for a moment as they
walked along together.

“Mayn't 1 come In?"
imploringly.

“No, | don’t think yon must,” the
girl answered, “You see, auntie has
gone to Colchester, and she wouldn't
like me to ask you in when I knew
she wasgn't there. No, I don’t think
¥ou must come in this time.”

“Perhaps she will he back hy
time,” he urged;
head resolutely.

“No; for the train does not get to
Wrabness til twenty-four minutes past
seven—it {s not as much past slx yet,”
she said, gimply.

“But,” he said, finding that there
was no chance of his effecting an en-
trance within the fortress, “are you
bound to go in just yet?”

“No, I am not; but you are bhound
to go back to Lady Jane's for your
dog-cart. She knows that you came
with me, and she knows that auntie
{8 in Colchester,”

“Lady Jane knows too much,” he
sald, vexedly. “Yes, I suppose 1 must
go Dack. But I may carry your racket
as far as the door, eh?”

“Oh, 1 think you may do that,” an-
swered the girl, demurely,

So together they turned and walked
on. The road took a curve to the right,
skirting the eloping meadow and ris-
ing gradually until they reached the
gates of the old house, with its quaint
red front and ita many gables anid
dormer windows, and at the gate Dor-
othy Strode stopped and held out her
hand for the racket,

“Thank you very much for bringing
me home,” she said, shyly, but with
an upward glance of her blue eves that
went straight to the man's perhaps
rather susceptible heart; “it was very
good of you."

“Yes, but tell me,” he answered, not
letting go his hold of the racket, “the
aunt has gone to Colchester, you say "

“Yeos.”

“Doeg she often go?"

“Oh, no, not often.”

“But how often? Onece a week?™

the man sald,

this
but the girl shook her

“Opee a week—oh, no; not ouce a
month. Why do you ask?"”
“Because for the present I live in

Colchester. 1 am quartered there, yvou
know, ana 1 thought that perhaps
sometimes werep the auntle was com-
ing vou might be coming, too, and |
might show you round a lttle—the
lions and all that, you know, That
was all™
“But 1
btrode,

sald
Hterally,

Darothy
“that

don't think,'

taking bhim

TURNED AND WALKED ON
auntle would ever wam I —
round Colohester, or the lons iy

thing You see, ahe has lved at the
Mall for moare than Bl o v )
m kaowe Colebhenier o 1housand
an woll as you o
“Teue! | might have thought of

M‘ “‘ h m . Mrale at s | an hour and & halls acqualnianeg and |
mistake, then add soddenly | bofure vven he had begug b woaing'
don't you think ﬂli aual might | ABd with anether langh Be toiued o

like to come and have afternoon tea
in my quarters? Old ladies generally
love a bachelor tea.”

* T don't think she would,” said
Dorothy, honestly. “You gee, Mr.
Harrls, my aunt Is rather strict, and
she never does anything unusual,
and—" At that moment she bhroke off
short as a fairly smart dog-cart driven
by a young man passed them, and
returned the salute of the occupant,
who had lifted his hat as soon as he
gaw her,

“Who Is that?" asked the soldier,
father jealously, frowning a little as
he noticed the girl's heightened color,

“That {s Mr, Stevenson,” she an-
swered, looking straight in front of
her.

*“Oh, Mr. Stevenson, And who I8 he
when he's at home?” the soldier de-
manded,

“Very much the same as when he
is not at home,” answered Dorothy,
with a gay laugh.

He laughed, too.
{s he?"

“Oh, one of the gentlemen farmers
round about,”

It was evident that she did not want
to talk about the owner of the dog-
cart, but the soldier went on without
heeding: *“And yon know him well?"”

“I have known him all my life,” she
said, with studied careiessness,

In the face of her evident unwilling-
ness to enlarge upon the subject, the
soldler had no cholee but to let her
take the racket from him,

“Good-by,"” she gaid, holding out her
hand to him,

“Good-by,” he answered, holding it
a good deal longer thap was necessary;
“but tell me [ may come and call?’

“Yes, I think you might do that.”

“You will tell vour aunt that yon
met me, and that I am coming to call
tomorrow 7"

“That Is a little soon, isn't it?" she
sald, Jaughing. “Besides, tomorrow
there {8 a sewing-meeting.”

“And you go?”

“Always.”

“And you like {t?" Ineredulously.

“No, candidly I don't; but In this
world, at least in Gravelelgh, one has
to do a great many things that one
does not like.”

“And you might have to do worse
things than go {o a sewing-meeting,
ch?" he suggested, for it suddenly
flashed into his mind that there would
be no gentlemen farmers in smart dog-
carts at euch feminine functions as
sewing-meetings.

“That is s0. Well, good-by.”

“But you haven't said when I may
come," he cried.

“No; sgay one day next week,” with
a gay laugh.

“But which day?”

“0Oh, you must take your chanece of
that, Good-by,” and then she passed
in at the wide old gate, and disappear-
ed among the bushes and shrubs which
lined the short and crooked carriage-
drive leading to the house,

“But tell me, who

(‘HAPF! R II
OR a moment he
stood there looking
after her, then
turned on his heel
and retraced the
g/ steps which he had
" taken in Dorothy
Strode’s  company,
and as he went
along  he went
agaln over all that
she had said,
thought of her bLeauty, her soft blue
'I eyes, and falr, wind-tossed hair, of the
| grace of her movements, the strengtl
| and skill of her play, the sweet, half-
| ghy volce, the gentle manner with now
{and then just a touch of roguish fun
'm relieve its softness. Then he pe-
called how she had looked up at him,
and how softly she had spoken his
pame, “Mr. Harrig,” just as that farm-
er-fellow came along to distract her
attention and bring the bLright color
into her cheeks, and, by Jove! he had
come away and never told her that hls
name wias not Harrls at all,
mer—Richard  Ayvimer, commonly
known as “"Dick.” not only In his regl-
ment, but in every place where he was

known at uwll. Now how, hia thoughts
ran, could the lttle woman have got
hold of an idea that his pame wos
Harria? Dick Harris' Well, 1o be
| sure. It didn't sound bad. but them it
{ did poe sult him ek Avimer he wans
and Dick Ashmer he would be o the
ud of the chapter excep vl )
well, well, that wis o contingency
need ot trouble hitself about at pres
ent It was but & contingency and
mote oue, and he could et |
are of Peell until the time cam
Bim to Tairly look it in the face, when
probably mattors would convetibs !
and comfortably arrange | he pse
Aud then be fell o thinking o 1
her Agaln, and what N _LAL) b
hers was  Lhrothy Nirode’ N »
pretty name, only  Dorothy Ay i
would sk cven pretiie Mre Wicha
Ayhmias the prettlest of them al?
wpl, perhaps, 1o hvar his men ehila
siting her “Mrs. 1Mk
And then be pulicd Wimsell up it
& lavah to think huw fast his | hoog
| had been runiing on why, Be had
iually marvied himasll already  af's

at the gates of Lady Jane's place, MRS. GLADSTONE AT Hous."]‘]—[h,\’[‘[{]( AL

where he must say his farewells and
get his dog-cart.

Lady Jane was stil! on the lawn, and
welcomed him with a smile, She was |
a stout, motherly woman, still )uung
enough to be symgechetic,

“Ah, you are back,' she sald,
is not that a nice gfrl?"

“Charming,” returned Dick, sitting
down beside her and answering in his
most conventional manner,

Lady Jane frowned a little, heing
quite decelved by the tone. Shz was
fond of Dorothy herself and wonld
dearly like to make a match for hev,
She had seen with joy that Mr. Ayl
mer seemed very attentive to her, and
had encouraged him in his offer to
escort her down the road to her aunt’s
house—and now he had come back
again with his cold, conventional tones
as if Dorothy was the tenth charming
girl he had taken home that afternoon,
and he had not cared much about the
task,

“1 heard you gay = little time ags
that you were going away,” he re-
marked, after 4 moment’s pause.

“Yes, we are off tonight by the boat
from Harwich,” she answered. “Yes,
it is rather a long passage—twelve
hours—but the boatr are big and the
weather is smooth, and it I8 a great
convenience beipg able to drive from
from one's ewn door to the boat itself

“Now,

—one starts so m.ah fresher, you
know."”
“Yes, that must be so,” he replied,

“though I never went over by this

route. And how long do you gtay?”
“All the winter,”” lLady Jane an-

swered, "“We go to Kissingen, though

SITTING DOWN BESIDE HER,

it is a trifle late for the place.
on by the Engadine, Italian

and to Marsellles.
glers for several months."”

“Alglers,”” he said in
“really 7"

“Yes, [ need a warm climate in the
winter, and It gives Mr, Sturt a chance
both of life and of sport,
does not really feel being out of Eng.
tand for so lang.”

Lakes,

surprise,

1
“And you come back next spring?” |

“Yeg; some time
answered.

Dick Alymer got up then and began |
to make his adieux.

“Then good-by, Mr. Harris,"
Lady Jane, with much cordielity,
I hope to find you sl!'l at Colchestey
when we come back again., If not, youo
must come and see me In London dur-
ing the season.”

“Thanks, very many."”
my—"

“Oh!” eried Lady Jane, in dismay,
“look, look! the fox-lerrier is worry-
ing the Persian kitten. Do rescue it
somebody, do, do!"”

(To Im rnnllnuee])

next spring,” she

he sald, “but

HERMIT IN A EBIG CITY.

Why an Old Lady Has Shut Hersell Of

& from thia World,

Various, Indeed, are the wayvs in
which eccentric people indulge their
little peculiarities, but a decidedly
original manner has been adopted by
an old lady living here, says a Paris
letter to the London Telegraph. On
ane of the grand boulevards stands a
house with cloged shutters and fasten-
od door. Scarcely a sign of life is there
about the place and the house has re-
mained in a similiar state over a quar-
ter of a century.

The owner is an old
Sept, 4, 1870,

lady, who, on
the day on which the pes

public was proclaimed, resolutely deter- |

mined that no one affeeted by republies
an ldeas should ever cross the threshold
of her dwelling, To avoid any sucop
contingency she simply declined
to allow any ane inside and has refused
all offers to hire either apartments op
the sghop below, The only time she

but Ayl- |

breaks through her hard and fast rule |

I8 when workmen
ter in order to
Painters,
IMASONE Ones

are permitted to ens
carry  out repairs.
carpenters, locksmiths and

A year in warn invade hep

privacy and make good any damage.
To relatives whose polities] tendene|es
are the same a8 her own she s partie.
wiarly grecious, It #t the death of
each one an ajartment in the bul
in sealedd up and now all
barving the very amall on
of the house, which the ant)
Bn e rput e rvi O

hiat of he thiree ervants

e TR
lady | Iwateadl elted mmen)
and numerods have beon t) e ple
of fhacang by Basl an ] dow e
\ A AL ths [ g are
f | 1 se At Whao guarde
hie 1] wiyy W rasin k '|‘|'.
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and ] } Wiawy # T
e

Niss o ar, bet ifereat
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Then |
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80 that he |

sald |
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Tribute to Her Written
Twinty-Seven Years Ago.

Mrs. Glatlstone recently celebrated |
| her £3th birthday, and every one wish-

ed her all possible happiness, says the
| London Chronicle. She has been 3
| veritable “angel in the house” and her
| loving care for her distinguished hus-
band has passed Iinto a proverb. Mrs.
Gladstone's vitality is marvelous and
she preserves as active an interest in
her many philanthropic works as of
old. The eldest daughter of Sir Steph-
en Glvone, Catharine Glynne and her

Tennyson's

1839 they met very frequently Mr, Glad-
stone, who was even then a notable
politician, having already filled the of-
fice of under secretary for the colonies
and also that of vice-president of the
board of trade, Mr. Gladstone's clos-
| est friend, Lord Lyttleton, had made as
favorable an impression on the young-
er Miss Glynne as Mr. Gladstone had
made on her eldest gister, with the rés
sult that all fashionable London was
shortly after this visit to Italy inter-
ested to hear of the bethrothal of the
wo young politicians to the tweo love-
ly sisters, The weddings took place
on the same day, July 25, 1839, Mrs,
aladstone’s good works lwg.tn ataperl-
»] when it was not so fashionable as
| to-day for gentlewomen to frequent the

ilums, intent on ameliorating the con-
[ dition of the poor. She was especlally
| busy at the time of a devastating ﬂll[-
demlie which scourged the east end of
London many years ago, and she was
| very frequently a visltor to the London
| hospital. Many a poor convalescent
| has had reason to bLless the name of
Mrs, Gladstone in connection with the |
bome which bears her name, At Ha- |
| warden one sees at once how large a
| part philanthrophy plays in Mrs. Glad-
| stone’s beneficent life. There {8 her
| boys' home close to the castle and not
far from it is the home In which some
| old ladies are, thanks to her kindness,
| spending the evening of their days in
| peace. Tennyson's words will find echo
In many a heart to-day: “One could
| mot but feel humbled in the presence
of those whose life was evidently one
long self-sacrifice, and, one would hope,
|qulrknnwl to more of it in one's own
| Ufe. Mrs. Gladstone wears herself out
by all her hospital work in addition
| to the work of a prime misister's wife.”
| That tribute was written twenty-seven

| Years ago, and Mrs, Gladstone is still
| abel to enjoy falrly good health in her
| old age,

|

| TOTAL SOLAR ECLIPSE.

| One Will Be
American

Seen by the People of
on May 28, 1900,

The people of America will have a
| very unusual chance to see a total solar
| eclipse right here at home on May 28,
1800. Astronomers are even now study-
| Ing the meteorological tables for past
| years In order to find the localities
| promising clearest skles, says the
Washington Post. The line of totality
first touches the continent on the Paci-
fic coast in Mexico, north of Cape Co-
rlentes, pursning a northeast course,
leaving Mexico at the mouth of the kio
Grande, erossing the gulf of Mexico and
entering the United States at Atchafa-
laya bay, Louisiana. The breadth of
the line Is about fifty miles. The eclipse
wili be total at New Orleans at about
8:22 a. m.,, Washington time. The
eclipse will be visible in Macon, Ral-
eigh, Norfolk and
neighboring points, Crossing the ocean
the land first touched is near the port
of Coimbra, Spaln, passing southeast
across southern Europe and the Medi-
terranean sea. Thus all the astrono-
mers in both hemispheres will be with-

fty for using any amount of instrumen-
tal equipment. The greatest duration
will be two minutes, nine seconds,
about the middle of the Atlantic ocean.

No Negro In South Africs.

The word “negro” is not heard in
South Africa excepting as a term of
opprobrium.  Over and over again
| have Afrikander Englishmen stopped
tae when speaking of Zulus, Baswtos,
Matabele and so on as negroes. “You
In America only know the blacks who
| came over as alaves. Our blacks are
| not to be confused with 'ht' material
; found on the Guinea coast.’

1 ————

THEIR ORIGIN.

| The eanlifower came fram Cyprus

|  The eggplant 18 a native of Asta, Al-
rica and Seuth America,

Mushroomg are native to ail temper-
ate countries In ghort grass,

Potatoes are nitive to Peru, and the
Spaniards  discovered  them From
Spain they passed luto Italy and Bel
glum

Melons were grown hy the old Greeka
and Romans and were carried to Am

erbca by Columbus Fhe watermelog is
native to Africa
The cabbage still grows wild In
Qreece, where it originated. MHadisheas
were native i China, but have beon
grown in Burope lor venturies
i vhmie frem Asla and has been
used sibee the warlie times, 1t fortaed
part of the dint of the lara ' n
By, was u ol by Ureck and Nonian
uld ahd African prasants
Viussela aprouts come from Velgiun
ArTe Batis tu tl sl he i A
of Kurops s mos (Tom soulhy
Furope . vhubark from China and Tar
T2 ihe arrosroal 's ih
Am A
Cuvdambers are native In the KEam In
dies and are growu in Cashmere, China

and Pursia They were muc b entvemud

by the anvients and are eommon In

Kgrpt uk la prepared from
i theoms when Lhey are gipe

where a &

sister attracted great admiration when |
they appeared in London society. When I
the Glynnes were on the continent in | W

intermediate and |

in easy distance and with every facil- [

1

| gathered around him, as the

| whole treatment is burlesque,
| #ober judgment

CURRENT NEWS AND GOSSIP
OF THE STACE.

A Comedy Behlnd the Scenes in

1

v 1 an o gqumpnt
T“I!l('g.' jections, and secured an en

| with the Forezaugh Stock company of
| Philadelphia. After doing some efficient
| work in this well-known company,
I she was engaged for a leading part in
| “The Limited Mall,” and later appear-
| ed in David Belasco's proluction of the
% | “Main Line.” She starred for one sea-

Washington Theater A Govethe First | son in “A Sotithern Heiress,” and since
Night  Duse at the Age of 14 Flor- | 04 tjme has filled leading parts with
ence Stone and Maonde Sherkdan, “Shepiandoah” and other well known
——— attractions. She is a woman possessed
CERTAIN the. | of an extremely attractive style of

atrical ¢ om pany, | beauty, is graceful in figure, and en-

which has just fin-

sayvs the Washing-
ton Post, possesses
a sober and saga-
clong manager,
who never lets any-
thing interfere
with the
if he can help it

silceese ol

the piece He has a

perfect horror of telegrams, for almost |

the only one he ever recelved informed

him of the death of his mother, On
Tuesday night, just as the call boy |
wig erying “"Overture,” a telegram ad-

dressed to the leading comedian was
delivered at the stage door. The stage
manager realized that the sudden
nouncement of the misfortune, for he

divined bad pnews in the yellow en
velope, would wunperve the actor, so,
with great presence of mind, he de-

termined to guppress the message till |

after the play, Word went round qui-
etly that the stage manager had bad
news for Mr, Blank. ‘The company be-
trayed a symputhy for the unfortunate

actor which quite surprised him, When |

the curtain fell on the last act they all
slage man-
ager, with 4 solemn face, handed him
| the telegram. Mr, Blunk, gathering &
premonition of disaster from the pity-
ing faces around him, hurriedly tore
open tie envelope
from hiz young gon on the farm in New
York. It read: “Only
the twenty-one eggs | set
out.”

seventeen of
have hatched

The cur
tains this
cf Goethe

rent fssue of Literature con
comment: A “first night”
must always be

FLORENC

however unworthy the piece may be uf
the author of “Faust.” On Jan, 17 the
Royal theater in Berlin produced *'Die
Aufgeregten,” which made its first ap-
pearance on the stage since Goethe left
it Incomplete in 1793, The task of fin-

fshing the play had been accomplished |

by Herr von Stenglin, “Die
regten” wag a parody on the French
revolution, with its scene in a German
village. A comlec hero, the village bar-
her, sets himself at the head of the
peasants to rebel against the dominion
| af the local count and countess, The

ngreed that it would have been better
to leave the comedy In oblivion,

At 4 years of age Duse was on the
stnge, bul at 14, when her mother died,
had pot enough money 1o buy o
black dress and was obliged 1o be satls.
fled with a crepe band on her
was born In 1859 during
wus taking with her

To convey the
baptism she wa

and the o by
by the priest Ihe

then oceupying Yen
thinking it was a

she

slesves
she W journey

hius
infan

i put in

hier mothey
hand to Venlee
tis church for

w oerystial basket
tarted, headed

Austrian solllers
etin,

the relios of  sope

e

prowesalon with

siint prese e

arms, wWhersipon het fathor exclaimed

What, an armed [ nidering hom

aite to may child! Rhe will bave o 2'0
T UL e ather and grand
father W [} Y
Ais ¥ wi Niane, whi s plaving
vads Lhis sepgaon, has long been known
an fouen siiong the romising and
beaut iyl young wamen of her chosen
vwlvanton Mins 1o ke  MAARY
f her sticcosalul sintors in art, evinesd

rable talew! and predilestion

¥y warly age. Her

sl TIng
fur the ol ake ot a v

ished its Washing- |
ton ¢ngagement, |

The message was |

interesting, |

Aufge- |

and the |
of Goethe's admirers |

| dowed with a highly artistic taste, *as
| 18 well evidenced by her refined stage
presence.

| -——

English comedians carrled “Hamlet®
to Germany toward the end of the six-
teenth century, when a rough Germun
translation of the play was made and
left behind. The earliest record of a
performance of ‘‘Hamlet, o Prinz in
Dennemarck,” by “the Buglish actors
must be attributed to the year 1626, bhut
according to Israel Gollanez, it Is Just
possible that we have some portion of

the lost pre-Shakespearean “Hamlet
in o German M8, version bearing the
date "Pretz, October 27, 1710, which
is probably a late and modernized copy
of o much older manugcript, This play,
“Iratricide Punighed, or Prince Ham-
let of Denmark,” was first printed 1b
L1781, and has been frequently repib-
| lished since then.

gays a Home cor-
Mull Gazette

“It is a long time,”
respondent of the Pall

“sinee we have had such a theatrical
geason as this winter, Notwithstand-
ing the higses—little respectful 10

Queen Margherita, who was preseit
that greeted Gabrlel d’Anpunzio’s "hog-
no d'unp Mattino di Primavera® ("Dreaim
of a Morning Spring’), Eleanora Duse

| is delighting all Rome; at the Argen-
| tine theater the ‘Boheme’ ol Puceint
has had a fresh success, and Fregoll,
who made gsuch a hit among music hall
audiences, provides entertuinment of
another kind."”

Oliver Byron is playlng lis nine
| teenth tour, and Is still o @i Yeu s
ago Byron parted his name In the mol
dle, and was known as Oliver Doud
Byron., Some time ago o playgoer re-

CRY,

E STONE,

marked to his manager that this Oliver
i Byron was a better actor than his fath-
er, Being told that Mr. Byron was the
same actor he had seen sixteen years
ago he replied, “Well, then, he hus
drunk of the fountain of youth, fur Lo
looks younger now than he did then.”’
of the middle
| name caused a writer in the Dramatie
| Magazine to speak of Mr. Byron av
“Oliver Doud Byron, who died several
years ago,"”

| This same dropping

| Maude Sheridan s one of those son-
brettes who, in every way, 18 entitied

MALUDE

AIIERIDAN

She o oo dainty Hittle we

o the name

mon, with o charming voleo, and pos
enied 0f & ivlreshing originalit

Bhe Ia a s of the late W. B Hhert
lam, the trapedlan. Miss Shetidan red

lers 4 ballad or & wegro melsly n a
Wanner showing o pleasing Biness (or
bl by Mbhe wsing N a most wriginal
Wanber a govhibile Yullaby Kise Your
Mamm' Good Night uive ol Framoee
Aiaglrong Weobs bee ad ONEe L1}

present she s playing the part ol Mag

parenls were ujijesscsd Lo he? vistering ghe I The Mean wof Chicagn

un & dramatle career but with the per

soveraiee born of rea) Yalent \.1." A salt and prpper costume ke Always
Niane Anally uvercame o) parental ob ' ssasonable at & Moarguerady ball




