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CHAPTER 11-—(Continned,)

In 0 moment the kitten, a little the
worse for wear and tear, was safely in
her mistress’ arms, and a great fuss
did she make over it. In the midst of
it, Dick Alymer, knowing that |his
frotful horse was dancing about on
the other stde of the house, sald good-
by agaln and egenped. “And, by Jove!”
he sald, as he turpned out of the gates,
“she does not know my name elither.
I seem bound to be mysterious today,
somehow or other, Evidently she mis-
took me for Haines—or, rather, she
mistook me for the other in the mats
ter of names. Ah, well, she's golng
away tomorrow, and I don't suppose
I shall see her agaln, or that it matters
in the leagt whether she calls me Har-
rig, or Halnes, or Alymer,” and then
ne added to the horase, "Get along, old
man, will you?"

He slackened the pace, however,
when he got to the turn of the road
which gkirted the sloping meadow in
front of the Hall where “she” livad,
and the horse erawled up the side of
the hill as if it had been an Alpine
hight Instead of n mere bond of the
road, But there was no sign of her.
As he passed he cuught a glimpse of
the gay flower-beds and a big tabby cat
walking lelsurely across the terrace,
but Dorothy Strode was not to be seen,
and when Richard Ayimer recognized
that fact he gave a jerk to the reins
and sent the horse flying along in the
direction of Colchester ag fast as his
four good legs would carry him,

CHAPTER 111,
; OROTHY STRODE
gald very little to
her aunt about the
gentleman who had
» brought her home
from Lady Jane's
=< tennis party. Not
38 that she voluntar-

» 1ly kept anything
back, but in truth
there was very lit-
tle for her to tell,
very little that she could tell. The
language of love is an eloquent one,
but when you are one of the principal
persons concerned you cannot give to
another the history of a pressure of
the hand or a look of the eyes, and still
less of a tone of the volece which tells
you all too eloquently of the state of
feelings which you cause in that other
one,

Yet when Miss Dimsdale came home
from Colchester, having been fetched
from Wrabness Statlon in an anclent
victoria which had seen better days,
drawn by a palr of cobs which, lot
use mereifully hope, would never see
worse than they enjoved in sleek com-
fort at present, she dutifully—ay, and
with pleasure—gave her an anlmated
description of the party. How Lady
Jane had speclally asked for her and
had sent her dear love to her; how
sorry she was, and everybody else, that
Miss Dimsdale had had to go and see
that tiregome lawyer on that particular
afternoon; how Lady Jane had told
her that her new white frock was ex-
quisite, and that she ought always to
wear full sleeves because they became
her so well, and finally how there had
been one of the officers from Colchester
at the party and she had been his part-
ner In several games of tennis, and
finally that Lady Jane had sent him to
4ee her safely to the gate. “Our gate,
I mean, Auntle,” sald Daorothy., not
wishing to convey a falge Impression,

“And David Stevenson, he wasn't
there, 1 suppose?” sald Mlss Dims-
dale, as she sipped her claret,

“No, Auntle, he wasn't,” Dorothy
answered. “You see, Lady Jane does
not like David Stevenson very much.”

“I kunow that,” sald Miss Dimsdale
shortly.

On the whole Miss Dimsdale would
have liked Dorothy to marry David
Stevenszon, who wag young and a good
enough fellow to make a good husband,
He had a well-kept valuable farm of
four hundred acres a mile or two from
Graveleigh, with & convenlent and
gpacious house thereon, of which he
wans very anxlous to make Dorothy
mistress, But Derothy had, with a
atrange perversity, eald nay over and
over agaln, and she seemed in no desire
to change her mind now. Miss Dims-
dale gave a sigh as she thought of it
—for David Stevenson's mother had
peen her dearest friend—but all the
same, she was not the woman to try
to force the child’s inclination,

“Mr, Harrls asked me If he might
call—if he might come and g39 me,"
gald  Dorothy presently, after a
pause,

“Mr, Harris! and who s Mr. Har-
ria?" asked Miss Dimedale, startlod
out of a reverie about David Steven-
son's mother, who, by-the-hye, uncon-
sclously and dear friend as she was of
Marion Dimsdale's, had stepped In and
married the man of Marion's heart,

“Mr., Harris! He {8 the ofcer 1
told you about, Auntle, the one who
brought me home," sald Dorothy, in
surprise that her aunt should not re-
member,

"Oh, yes—yes. And what did yon
say?"'

“I told him that I thought Le
might."

“And when?"

“Oh, 1 told him to take his change,"
Dorothy apswered,

“Quite right,” gnid Miss Dimsdale,
who had no notion of making tHe way
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of o gallant too easy and pleasant (o
him, “Well, we shall ges what he {8
like when he comes, if we happen to
be at home."

She began then to tell Dorothy all
about hier day In Colehester, What the
lawyer had gald, how she had been to
the bank, and looked in at the sad-
dler's to say that the harness of the
lHttle cob which ran in the village
cart must be overhauled and generally
looked to, Then how she had found
tirie to go In the fanecy-work shop and
had bought one or two new things in
that lne, and last of all how ghe hal
been In to the jeweler's to get o new
watch<key and had there seen o won-
derful belt of siiver colns which some
one had sold for melting down, aml
this had been offered to her at such o
reasonable price that she had been
tempted to by it

“Auntie!” eried Dorothy.

“Oh, T did not say It was for yon,
child,” sald Miss Dimsdale promptly.

Dorothy's face fell, and Miss Dims-
dale laughed, “There, child, there, |
won't tense you about i, There it is
on the chimney-shelf,”

And Dorothy naturally  enough
Jumped up and van to open the box in
which the belt was packed, opening
eagerly, and uttering a cry of dellght
when she saw the beautiful ornament
Iying within. It was a lovely thing,
and in her pleasure and pride at the
posaegsion of it Dorothy almost forgot
her new admirer, Mr. Harrls,

Not quite though, for when ghe glip-
ped It on over her pretty white dress
and ran to the pler-glass between the
windows of the drawing-room to see
the effect of t, she suddenly found
herself wondering how he would think
she looked In it, and instantly the
swift color flaghed [nto her cheeks, so0
that she hardly llked to turn back to
face the gazo of her aunt's calm, far-
sening eyes.

Miss Dimsdale meanwhile had walk-
ed to the window, and was looking out
into the soft evening dusk,

“Some one 8 coming along the
drive,” ghe sald. “I think It s David
Stevenson,"”

A gesture of Impatience was Dor-
othy's answer, a gesture accompaniod
by an equally impatient sound, but she
never thought of making good use of
her time and escaping out of the room,
as a girl brought up In a town might
have done. No, she left the glass and
went acrogs the room to the table
where her work-basket stood, and
took up an elaborate table-cover which
she had been working at In a more
or less desultory fashlon for six
months past, and by the time David
Stevenson was shown In she _was
stitehing away as if for dear life, Mlss
Dimsdale, on the contrmy, did not
move from the window until she heard
the door open, then she went a few
steps to meet him,

“Good evening, David,” she said very
kindly. “How very nice of you to
coma in tonight! We have not seen
you for n long time."”

*No, I've been dreadfully busy,” he
answered, “and I am still, for the mat-
ter of that. But I hadn’t seen you for
a long time, and 1 thought I'd come
over and gee how you were getting on.”

“That was very good of you,” sall
Miss Dimsdale; then she moved to the
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bell and rang it. “We will have a
light; the evenings are closing in very
fast."”

“Yes," he answered,

Then he went across where already
his eyes had wandered to Dorothy,
who was bravely sewing away in the
dusk.

“"How are yvou, Dorothy?" he asked.

“I am quite well, thank you, David,”
she replied, just letting her hand rest
for o moment in his,

“I saw you this afternoon,” he went
on, seating himself on a chalr just in
front of her.

“Why, ves,"” sald Dorothy; "you took
your hat off to me."

He was a fine-grown, good-looking
fellow, big and strong and young, with
the unmistakable alr of a man who fa
his own master; but In Dorothy's
mind a vision rose up at that moment
of another young man, who was also
big and strong, and very unlike David
Stevenson.

David frowned at the remembrance
of the afternoon and of her companion,
and just then a neat mald servant came
in with a lamp, and the dusk vanished,
She set the lamp down beside Dor-
othy, so that David Stevenszon was en-
abled to see her face clearly,

“If wyou please, ma'am," sald Bar-
bara to her mistress, “Janet Benham
hes come up to speak to you, Bhe's
ln great trouble about something."
“Janet Henham n trouble?' ¢ried

Migs Dimedale, in dlamay. “Oh, 1 will
come at once, Dorothy, stay and talk
to David,” she added, for Dorothy had
made 0 movement as if she, too, want-
vd 1o o and hear more about Janet's
trouble,
CHAPTER 1V,

OWEVER, In the
face of her aunt's
distinet command,
she bad no cholee
bt to remaln
where she was, andd
gshe took wup the
work again and be-
gan a-stitching ve-
hemently as if she
would faln sew her
vexation into the

pretty pattern.

David Stevenson, on the contrary,
wis more than well satisfied at the way
In which matters had fallen, and In-
wardly Dblessed that trouble of Janet
Benham's as much as Dorothy did the
cantrary. He jerked his chalr an inch
or so nearer to hers, and leaned for-
ward with his elbows upon his knees,
Dorothy sat up very stralght indesd,
and kept her attentlon strictly ulon
her work,

“Who was that fellow T saaw vou talk-
ing to this afternoon, Dorothy?" he
ashed,

“A man that
gee me home,"”
promptly.

“Oh, you have been to Lady Jane'a?”
in a digtinetly modifled tone,

“Yes, 1 had been to Lady Jane's'
returned Dorothy, matching a bit of
vellow silk with minute care. “Why
didn’t you go?"

“Becansge 1 wasn't asked,” sald he
curtly, “Lady Jane never nsks me now
—ghe's taken a disglike to me"”

“Well, I can't help that,"” sald Dor-
othy, Indifferently.

*1 don't know so much about that,”
he gald, rather gloomily, "I think you
might if you liked. Not that I want
you to trouble about It, or that I care
o eingle brass farthing about
Jane or her partics. In any case, I
shounld only go because 1 might meot
you there."

“Oh, that's a poor enough rasason,”
crled Dorothy, flippantly,

There was very little of the mute
lover about David Stevenson, and
whenever he found that Dorothy was,

Lady Jane asked to
answered  Dorothy,

In spite of good opportunities, slipping

further and further away from lilm,
he always got Impatient and angry.

“Well 1 don't know that you're far
wrong there,” he retorted, In a tone
which he tried with the most indiffer-
ent success to make cool and slighting.
“However, her ladyship has left off
asking me to her entertalnments of
late, and I don't know that I feel any
the worse man for that. So you met
that fellow there, did you?"

“You don't suppose 1 plcked him up

on the road, do you?" demanded Dor- |

othy, who was getting angry, too.

David drew in his horns a little,
“No, no, of course not,” he sald sonth-
ingly. *“1 had no right to ask any-
thing about him, only everything
you do and everyone you speak to in-
terests me, I wanted to know who he
was, that was all”

“Then,” sald Dorothy, with a very |

dignitled air, “you had better go and
ask Lady Jane herself. She can tell
vou, and I am sure she will, 1 know

very little about the gentleman—just |

his name and very little besldes,"

David Stevenson sat back in his
chair with a groan; Dorothy BStrode
stitehed away furlously, and so they
sat untll Miss Dimsdale came back
again,  “H'm. her thoughts ran,
“quarreling again,"

Dorothy looked up at her aunt and
spoke In her softest volee, “"What was
the matter with Janet, auntie?' she
asked,

(To be centinued.)

HOW BISMARCK BECAME RICH

German Writer Suys the Chancelloy
Spocalated on State Socrets,

From London Truth: A pamphlet
has recently appeared in Germany en-
titled “Bismarck and Blelchroeder,” Jtg
author s a member of the old Junker
party of the name of Diebat Daher, and
It professes to glve some curlous de-
talls In regard to the present fortune
of the ex-chancellor and how i was
acquired, After the German war of
1870 the prince received from the coun-

try two estates of no great value, which ]

coupled with his own paternal estate,
brought him in a falr revenue, e
then left Blelchroeder to look after his
private monetary affairs, with the re-
sult that he now has a fortune amount-
Ing to 150,000,000 marks. This, the
author contends, can only have heen
made by stock exchange speculations,
based on the knowledge that the
prince derived from his position at
the head of the German government,
and which he confided to Bleichroeder.,
That, with the cares of empire on his

shoulders, he left his monetary affairs !

In the hands of his banker Is very
possible, and equally possible Is it that
his banker did the best for his client.
But I should require a good deal more
evidence than is afforded in this pam-
phlet to belleve that the prince specu-
lated on state gecrets in partnership
with a Hebrew financier or that his
fortune is now anything like 150,000,
000 marks,

FProof Positive,
Dasherly—"Too  bad
doesn't ke her husband," Flasherly
—"“Why, I thought she did." Daghor-
ly—"0h, no—she gives him cigars for
Christmas  presents,”"—The Yellow

Boolk,

Mrs,

After Hlis Time.
Airtight—"In one way Adam had a
enap."
Alrtight—"Christmus presents weren't
in vogue then.,"—The Yellow Book.
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Lady |
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Dewlell—"What was thu?"'

THE PRAIRIE DOG,

CURIOUS LITTLE NATIVE OF
THE WEST,

Locke Like n Monater Nat anl 1ears

No Resembinnees to the Canine Race
~fIn ®» VYery Dificult
Kk

Anlmnl  to

HE enrlous  1itle
animal known e
the prairie dog s
not much of o dog,

sava m writer In
Golden  Tays;  he
looks  very muwh

Hke o monstmns
rat, his yolp has
more squirtel than

dog in It, and he
behavea like a
woodchiuck. 8o that while wo  eall

this ancient builder of “eitlvg” woat
of the Migssourl River a dog, it {3 well
to remember that his bushy Ittle tall
would wag as well under several othoer
names,

By his pertness, shyness and inno-
cence, ho Is a pet with travelers and
ranchmen and others who do not need
those puarts of the great plains where
he and his  tribe  have long  been
“squatter sovorelgns ' when, however,
the farmer comes along und wants 1o
plough and sow and reap where thoe
dog has made hims=elf 5 home, he hes
comes a pest,  He stubbornly refuses
to yleld to the newer eivilization. 1le
and his neighbors are too numerons
to kill, and they are so skillful at
dropping into thelr sandplts when an
enemy comes near, that their army
seldom loses a “man."”

It the farmer attempta to plough a
section of the prairie where they bur-
row, the chances are his horses will
break thelr legs, for the dogs  have
bored the ground full of holes running
stralght down for eight or ten feet,
and about the size of a horse's leg.

And If the legs come out whole, the
ground isn't half ploughed, for he-
tween the holes are mounds bullt with
the sand or =oll, thrown out until it
looks as if there had been a showoer
of large-sized chopping-bowls, all
| fallen bottom side up. Over these the
team stumbles and the plough plunges
in and out,

While the farmer, thus ageravated,
s losing hia temper, the dog sits safe-
Iy in his bascment parlor, possibly
| smiling over the folly of man. [For
| no sooner has the farmer left the field
| at sunset than the dog sets himaself
to spoll man's earth-works and re-
bulld his own, and the next morning's

|
]

|

| THE DOG OF

| sun shines on the city of hillocks re-
i stored, each inhabltant sitting upright

on the roof and calling “good-morn-
[ Ing” to his nelghbors.

It the farmer repeats his work, &0
do the dogs, and while he grows poor
at it, they seem to make a living by 1L

| They are not disposed to “move on"
| before white men,

In the midst of a fine farming section
| In Nebraska, and near a city of three
| thousand people, there Is large pralrie-
| dog town, which was settled when the
| “oldest Inhabitant” pitched his tent in
that scction, thirty years ago.

But, ordinarily, they manifest a re-
gpect for agriculture by locating on
sandy sterlle tracta.

The prairie-dog’s head is half flat,
his ears small and pretty, his cye
| bright, his nose hawk-billed, his jaws

broad and his front teeth wide and
gharp. These teeth he makes n mow-
ing machine of, eclipping blades of
| grass for his breakfast as neatly as
| any one can with sclssoras. His legs
{ are short and hls paws broad, making
regular dirt paddles,

Each member of the communlity has
his or her own cellar-door to the nwn-
der-ground ecity, but, ten feet below
the surface, each cltlzen’s private
{apartment opens into his nelghbor's;
| 5o that If the eclty contalns ten thou-

gand dogs, one pursued Iinto his hole
Iby smoke water or other enémy, has
[ten thousand avenues for escape, Thelr
| egeape Is inward and Invariably suc-
| cessful for pursult Is impossible,
| Even the most sklliful hunters find
it difficult to kill these animals,

I They scent danger afar off. and
| geem to have a pretty correct ldea of
| rifle range.

Ingenlous Street Lamp.

|  ®ireet lamps can be mounted on n
new telescople post to make them easy
| to reach for trimming and filling, a
get screw engaging the central shaft
to bhold it In position with pulleys and
"welghts set In the post to counterbal-
ance the lamp.

Amerlea exports more carriages and
sehicles of all sotwn thaye any other
couutry on earth,

| NO ONIONS IN HER SCHOOL.

Kaunwrs Teacher Deprives flor Fapmis of
mn Anclent Right.

That wholesome article of food, the
onjon, has had a ban =et upon it by
a Topeka, Kas., school teacher. Miss
Elmorn MeCoy, o teacher of the Clay
strect school, has made it a rale of
her room that no pupll bearing the
odor of onlons shall be receivisl, She
I8 recelving the support of the prin-
cipn! amd other teachers in the school
in her getion,  All teschers know hy
experience how unpleasant it s for
them and the class to be conflned in
i room with ehildren whosa breath is
strongly pervaded with the smell of
onlons, garlic and other such dishes,
Prof, O, P, M. MeClhintock, prineipal
| of the school, fully upholds Miss Me-
f Coy, and says a law ought to be pass-
el in every state permitting teachera
to send home puplls who are In any
way objectionabie, *I think the point
is covered n the rale of the board of
eduncation which gives a teacher the
vlght to gend home from school any
child who for any reason I8 objection-
| able to other children. For instance,
| I child eame to school with a large
| supply of asaafeiida, 1 imagine that he
or she would be sent home. When 1

was principal of Juckson school last
lyv.nr I remember sending a certaln
| colored girl home  regularly beeause
| e came to school o suech o condition
| that her presence was objoctionable (o

the other chifldren, While 1 confess
|l||:n I rather Hke onfons myself and
recognize them as wholesome nrticles
of food, yet I ulways have sufficlent
consideration for others to ent them
only when I intend to go directly to
bedd, without seelng anyone.” Laat
week Miss Me'oy emphasized her or-
der by sending home two boya for ear-
rying onions in their pockets and an-
other for having partaken of them.
“l detest onlons,” sald she, “but my
attention was first called to the boys
in question by other pupils, Children

who had onlong in thelr pockets, com-
pluined of the odor, and 1 did not
think It was right that they should
stny in the room and annoy other
cehildren. I rather suspected the boy
who had eaten them of earrying
onlons around with him because the
odor was strong. but he told me that
he had not handled onfons and had
simply eaten them at dinner, He (8 a
boy 1 am inclined to believe, but the
odor of onlons wans #o0 strong that [
dectiled he should be sent home for
‘fumigntion.’ In the future, unless
Prof, McClintock objects, all chidren
who come to school with the odor of
onions so0 strong as to be offensive |

THE PRAIRIES,

Intend to send home as [ sent the three
boys In question.”

Lelgh HMant and Harold Skimpole.

The following extract from Sir Ga-
van Duffy’s diary relates to the old re-
proach brought against Dickens for
creating  “Harold Skimpole,”
everybody recognlzed as a carleature
of Lelgh Hunt., “I asked Forster
l._mhl Duffy, who had been dining with
Forster and Browning), how it came
that Dickens, In one of his last pre-
faces, could declare that he had not
Lelgh Hunt in  his mind when he
painted Harold Skimpole, It WaR o
eruel carlcature, turning foibles and
weaknesses into erimes; but |t was un.
denlably Leigh Hunt, ‘Oh, gald Fors-
ter, ‘If you had seen the proofs be-
fore they passed through my hands
you might have better grounds for
that opinlon. So much was cut out
that we persuaded ourselves that the
sallent tralts were effaced; bur too
many of them remalned. Dickens was
alarmed at the Impression he had
made, and did his best to repalr the

ong, and, doubtless, like the Queen
/4 the play, did protest too much.'*

Willlam's Water-Colors.

The Emperor Willlam of Germany
bas dispatched two water.color draw-
Ings done by himself to St, Petersburg
for presentation to the officers of the
crulser Rossiya, which he Inspected
during his recent visit to Russia, The
pletures will be formally handed over
to the officers of the ship by the Ger
man naval attache at St. Petersburg,

Was & Friend of Lineoln.
Robert Fell died suddenly, in Bloom-
Ington, 111, aged 84, He was a brothsr
of the late Jesse W. Fell of Normal
and a close friend of Abraham Lincoln
and for a time assoclated with him in
business affalirs,

Misnoderstood,

She—"No gentleman should ecall on
o lady afier drinking intoxlcants,” He
~"That Is go, but how Is he to know
untll be sees her?"—Indianapolls Jour-
.

who were sitting near the two boys !

which |

OUR BUDGET OF KUN,

|BOME GOOD JOKES, ORIGINAL
AND SELECTED.

|bome Good Selections from the Comie
Papers und Other Exchangos —Settilng
the Tarco-tireclan Boandary—Likenod
Unto & Mop,

When Millle Goes Slumming.

HEN  Millle  goos
shimming s ey
that all care

Drifis Lightly away
on m breath  of
freah alr,

The  dark,  squatid
Wirestn nro ni
meadowlandas fair,
Where wild bees

are humming,

Of darkening shadow
there's never ®
truce,

Zach cornor that leers ns o growsomo old

place

12 lighted and cheered by her sunshiny

face,
When Millle goes slumming.

The 1ittle streot arabs they ateal up the
siairs
That lead to the portals of poverty's lairs,
And ery out, as though tnken quite unas
| Wiaren
“An angel s coming!™

| Their hasty concluaions 1 take to be trus,
{Admitting she's human, between me and
you
Bhe's doing just that which real angels
would doe
When Millle goes slumming.
~Roy Farrell Greens

It Hiad the Karmarks,
“You don't ke my book?" timidly
| ventured the young author who had in-
'vaded the lair of the literary editor for
the second time.
“No, miss,” he sald In his gruffest

volee, “It's trash! 1 have been com-
'pelled to handle It without gloves,
| migs"

[ “I-I see It looks llke It faltered

the young author, glancing at the vol-
ume that lay on the table in front of
the terrible editor.—Chicago Tribune.

Bettling the Turco-Greclan Boundary,

i

|

Dusty Rhodes—liave King Goeorge
and the Sublime FPorte settled the
boundary yet betwoen Greece and Tur-
key?

Tye Walker—1 dunno, but if T was
bossin® dat sublime port I'd fix de
boundary mighty quick.

Dusty Rhodes—How would you fix
it?

Tye Walker—T1'd put "bout a quart of
dat sublime port between de grease an'
de turkey,

KEeonomized His Worda.

Two dusky small boys were quar-
reling; one was pouring forth a tor-
rent of vituperative epithets, while the
other leaned galnst a fence and calmly
contemplated him, When the flow of
language was exhausted he sald:

“Are you troo?”

u\-‘n’.u

“You alnt got nuffin’' more to say?”

*“No."

“Well, all dem tings what you called
me, you [s."—Chicago News,

Dangerous Ground.

“That man Levolves never ceases to
be a perfect gentleman,” sald an ad-
miring acquaintance,

“Yes," was the reply; “he absolute-
ly refuses to be led into conversation
about the weather.”"—Washington
Star,

A Noble Lad.

The Teacher (preparing switches)—
| Now, Will, this 18 golng to hurt me
| more than it will you,
| Willle—Well, dere's nuttin’' mean

'‘bout me. I'll led you my odder book
| to put in your pants.—New York Jour-
‘ nal,

‘ The "Old Man" Objecteds

Billy, why don'tcher

Jimmey—S8ay,
let yer hair grow long an’ look llke @
football player?
| Bllly=-Well, I started to, but de old
man sald If T went around de house
lookin' like o mop, he'd wipe de floor

wid me,

He's Away O,
Timkins—Isn't old Millyuns a distant
relative of yours?
Simkins—~Yes; so distant that he
isn't able to recognize me.~Chicago
News.

Unreelinble,
He—It you do not acespt me, 1 shal)
shoot myself,
She—Dut yvou ckange your mind so
ﬂﬂ.n.—Llfﬂa
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