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WOMAR'S LOVA,

& wentine! angel, sitting high ia glory,

Heard thie shrill wail ring out from pur~
gatory:

*“Have mercy, mighty angel! Hear my
story 1"

b ¢ !o;*ed. and, btind with passionate love,
fell;
Love brogeht me dewn bto death, and
death te hell—
For God tw just, and death.for sin is well,

“1 @0 not rage agatmst His high decres,

Nar for myself Ao ask that grace shall be,
for my lovs em earth, who meurns
Cor mme.

.“Getut spirit, let me g¢te my love agalm,
ARr@ comfart b ems hour, am I wore

fain

To pay a thsussmid years of fire amid
pain.*

Thea sald the pitying angpel: “Neay, re-
peat

Lesk! the dlai-finger's

Bowa (0 the last keur of thy punivh-
ment.*’

That wild vew.
Deat

But still she watied: I pray thes, let
me ge;

I camnot rise to piace and loave him se,
Oh, Jet meo soothe hims in his bitter woe!"

The brugzen gutes greund aullenly afar,
4 gpward, joysus, l{ke a riging etar,
@ rose, a.nd'mlslwl im the echer far.

But goon adewn the dying sumsaet salltng,

And, like a weunded bird, Nher pinions
railing,

8he Auttersd dack with brelken- hearted
watling.

¥be pobbed: *“I feumd him by the summer
sea

RoasMned, his head upon a maidew’'s knes;
She curicd his hair, and kisse] wim. Woe
13 e!™

‘Vovw lc( my punie'sment be-

I have been fond and foolish. [+t me in
T0 expate my sorrow and my sin.”

‘The angel answered.
higher!

TQ be deceived iR your true heart's desire

Was bitterer than a thousand years eof

**Nay, sad eo1l, go

fire " —~John Hay,
Vt U‘ ARD T,

witca and I had a quarrel! Who s
{t that says it takes two to make a
quarrel® Whoever it is makes a mis-
take. It took only omne to make our
quarrel and that was my precious Aunt
Betsy Jane Witch has a temper, 8o
‘have 1  She wasn’'t | hristened Witeh.
Godfathers and mothers have much to
answer for, still | never heard of their
giving Witch as a bLeptismal name to

a Christian chiid No. her name is
Julta Felicta which 18 simply absurd.
¥ancy a ltle dark ered bewitching
five feet nothing having a name like
that.

My narme {s John, and Jdhn I'm al-
ways called tH{ad | heen christened
Robert or Thomas [ should have been
called Ly etther of those plain, sensi-
‘ble names  Thers 1~ nothing for the
imagination !y «i'ch hold of tn my
face or figure I 1 six feet \n my
stockings I m oniy five feet ten I
havent «¢risp go'lvn hair’ and a
“tawny beard No ooy ovew hatr and
beard are brown, :nd for the rest [
have nondesiript featuro: and good
teeth Moreover . I ~aund before, |
have & temper a v.'e ome and 1n all
things. apart {ro: iy pro’esston, am
a bhorn fool

It was over a gane of tennis that
Aunt Betsy  Jane ride us quarrel.
Witeh didn't play up -nd T " slated™
her I've “‘slated” WY ever since |
have known her and [ve known her

he ouzht to have
For 1.ae matter of that,
ghe wouldn't have Y<o*hered her head
about {t if {: hadn't been for my he-
loved aunt \Witch slates ma ferocious-
ly sométimes, bul it never makes any
difference

Well, it was ~t one of Mrs Dougal's

gince she was ten, g0
got used to it

‘At Houwres” that -he row began.
Witeh, Miss Vhite, T'ovgal and | were
playing tennis Douzal and Miss
White ware againat us As a rule

Witch licks the other girl into fits. but
on this occasion. for some reason or
aother, she missed nearly every ball [
was annoyed, and [ expressed myself
perhaps a little more strongly than I
ought to have done, but I'm sure I
sald nothing one whit stronger than
Y've said scores of times without any
nffence being taken Be that as {t
may. Witch refused to play any more
and went and sat down by Aunt Betsy
Jane.

I am a doctor, and roon after that
some one fetched me away It was a
bad case, and T didn't get home till
anidnight In the dining room some
<old meat and beer were waiting for
gue, s wWAs a note ‘rom Witch, [ ate
e mouthful snd drank a glass of heer,
nhen I opened the note  For a moment
I felt as i 1 had a knife in my heart,
It was such

a cruel stab  Witeh -my,
ht'l» Witeh would have nothing more
to do with me My conduct at Mrs.
Ioneal = had p «..ed to her that she
o longer possessed myvo orespeet, and
without respect Tane was not likely to
Iast long ete eote She ended by sav-
ing thar ~he would have returned my
ring but could 0o remove {t from her
finaer, bat that <hie wonld get the jew-
eller to ot oft o o morrow. 1 smil-
cod o ogrim o smwaile a0 vhe last sentence,
I had no antenaon of allowing that
TIing to bhe ent off

The lovely +ftasion puzzled me al-
together. It wasn' n Witeh's usual
style  Nataralls . 4 note of that kind
coming from h'r would have run in
this way “John, I hate and detest
you, and hope you il keep out of my
sight forever”” or something like it.
Well, I went tn bed. | was such an ass

that I never slept a wink all night;
bLut T made up mv mind what I would
do. I got up ecarlv and made a good
breakfast: then I vent into the surgery
earw my assistan', talked over the
cases, and told him I should be away
all day. A®ier that | went to town,
straight to ' iteh's father's office. - He
hadn’t arr ced, but his people knew
me, and showed me into his private

joum.  He and 1 are great friends—al-
ways have been, S0 1t was quite nat-
ural to me to go to him for advice, or

1ather to talk over i1-ings. When he
came in he seemed rather surprised at
seeing me, but after he had shaken
hands he looked over his letters, gave
some directions, and then looking
calmly at me said:

“Now, John!”

“Can you spare me half an hour,

sir?”

“As far as I know. Go ahead.”

P

“Well, Pm making 2500 ¢ yoar, cnd
my practice is increasing.”
“That's good.”

{ 't you thigk Witech and I might

marry on that?”

“Certainly.”

“You have no objection to our mar-
rying next month, if she consents?’

“N I have no wish that she
should rmarry at all, but i{f she must
marsry, I'd rather she married you than
aAny ene._alze.”

‘““Thank you, sir, for saying that.
Thank you very muel,” said I grate-
;ullly. soising kis hand and wringing it

rd.

“Just g0,” sald he, removing N frem
my prasp, and loosking anxienly st it.

- why this ferver?’

I Mt Wited's precieus opistie in
front of him. He road it twics threugh
attentivel”, put {t dewn, and looking
calmly at me, maid:

“Vers interesting! But seureely to
be regnrded as a prajude te very speody
matrimony. I should think.”

AR, dut 1t is, sir. A girl] deemm’t
write a note like that and have dome
with it. No, eke centinues te write
them. 1 ehall probably get s stmilar
note ence & men.h new, and that will
be every tiring. 1 give you my word
that I did not slesp a wink all last
night. The practice won't stamd thikt
sort of thing leag, you know,” said [
esarmestly
‘ “You seem to have ag accurate know-

ladge of women and their waye,” heq
remarked dryly.

I allowed that speech to pass with.'
out eomment. Comment sgeemed msu-
perfiuous

“If 1 might ask, I should like to know
whom you wauld consider in fault ia
this {H{tle-misonderstanding ™ Ne ask-
ed.

“I am, sir. It stands to reason; I
. Bhould mot be 8o anxious if she were
in fault,” and then [ explained the
whole maf(ter, finishing up with, "I
can’'t remember exactly what I ealled
her, but whatever it was [ didn’'t mean
v

“] am not able to refreah ysur mem-
ory as te what! jeu said on tkat ec-
casiom, but I onn tell ysu what [ Nave
keard you call her myself.” said Mr.
Druitt quietly. And then he told me.

His tone waa a revelation te mxe. Neot
that I'd ecall Wit i anything werse
than a “little fool” Buot | realize
what it must have sounded [Tke te the
hearers, and te him,  her father' [
don't know hew | looked, but I felt
mean, eheap, worthleass. 1Ttterly se, |
began to stumbdia out apologies. He
waved his hand

“All right,” sa'd lLe, '~ but you see
your language !s a! times forcibla”

He i{s A wise man, so he said no
mors. He showed his wisdom therein,
for [ went 8l erre to see Witch in a
very contrite frame of mind I was
ready to make a mat of! myself, and lat
my darling trampla Aan me {f it ghould
s0 pleate her, o1 tn 0 any other ex-
iravagant *‘hing. ~.' 1 was the depth
of my humtiity 2.1 as [ journeyed
Pitneyward 1 wnnitered ar to who

could have stirrel up tha atrife bmtween
ua  Suddenlv faahad across my
mind that Wi'rh bed aeated herself

beajda Aunt Hetey Ina~e ani that Aunt
Betay Jane vw.-s her podmother  and
therelore licensed ta Interfera I am
not gaing to explain tow Aunt Betay
Jane cam: to he Wi 1 s god mother.
I am not a Iy ro.elist and thera-
fore don't think .t ne-a-<arv to explain
evervthing I' has naothing to do with
thiz stery ‘es v [ vwa only 8lx years
ald ol ebe wr elimirtened,  and
wasn't conasalie ) tao her SPONSOTs.
To b~ g ra' It 1 < hyve heen Aunt

etsy Jane vy
When [ ~1ctve

~"s ed the letter
the Cedars {t wasg

about tv e ve ne n If all anent well
peare "1 oz berween Witeh and
myself ;. =, he And {f s0o | would
take hi- »7 1o I ~hmend, get a boat
from M - .ri's 1ow up h: river, come
to anchcs 1o~ baitkwater [ knew of
betwecn i1 cnmao-d and Hampton, and
then 1:. ke . - nama the day But
things *®'n't Fa we!l thev went ex-
ceading'y b’y inatrad When Amelia
(Amelia ta  tas Druttts’  housemaid)
opeuned the daar, ard 1 inquired for

Witeh she sald gravely
“Mira Draftt {a not well,
tell her vou're here
Then %o showed me Into the din-
ing rcom This was ominous' In the
Druitta’ 1xenage it {a customary te see
peapla who ecome an bhus.ness —dress-
mahera, laundrenses, servants seeking
placeg in  the dining room bhefare
lunch. Amelia left me and went up-
stairs 1 raptdly diagnnsed the gitua-
tton T took out mv porketbook and
wrote "My darling. 1 shall walit {n
the old boat at the end of the lawn till
you can see me,” and then 1 gigned it

sir. but I'll

“John "’

Amelia rame bhack “If you please,
sir, Miss Druitt doea not feel equal to
seeing yon to-day, hut will write to
you to-night

“Exactly,” sald 1 quietly  "Can you
~sive me an envelope” Thanks, Give
that to Mies Dirnnftt, pleace ™

The mabd 1ot the room and 1 went
into the garden At the bottom of
the garden ran the river, chained to a
post. was an obhd hoat It was seldom
tsed, as the «por was not pleturesque,
Lut 1t was - pded hdden hoth from
e hovse amnd “rons 'hie passing boats
Py thick dronpang willows, It wuas
Lere tha Warey b T Yiad come to the
Vot baston that owe o onhd not live with-
out each other T <ot down in the boat,
feeling very wroth wiorh Witeh and bit-
tey agatnst Aupt e sy o Jane. 1T would
have given - h to hnow if she were
m the hou-e at o that moment! I
thought out all T had heard of the days

of her you'h I el mean and spiteful.
I Lethought me of an old incident in
her life wherem Aunt Betsy Jane had
sailed very near the wind, and had had
a narrow escape of social wreck.

1 oughr to have forgotten it, but I
am not heroic Both morally and phy-
sically I am commonplace. That is to
say, if I'm struck, I it back, or try to.
Would yon believe 1t” 1 gat in that
bhoat, except when I got up and stretch-
ed myself. till eight o'clock! It was
nearly dark, and when [ heard the
clock sirike I swore to myself that if
Witch did not appear before the chim-
ing of the quarter T wonld row the old
hoat down to the bridge, give a boy
sixpenee to bring it back again—and,
well, when Witech wanted me she migh
send for me. That was all!

It must have been very near the
quarter when I saw stealing down the
garden, her head and shoulders wrap-
ped up in a white cloud, my Witch. A
least I thought so at first. But [ soon
saw it wasn’'t. It was some one more
kin and less kind. Nevertheless, az

| eouldn’t see me.

the form Orew near, pearing about In
the dusk, ! sprang forwerd, caught her
in my arms, and kissed ker, She had
no breath with which to utter sound.
She eonid not listen to my ardemt—far
more ardent than I ever heatowed on
Witch—expressions of affection,

“My Qarling®™ I went an, “I know
you wauld never have made saeh a Iit-
tle fool of yourself if it hadn™t %m
for that maliclous catamaran, Aunt
Begy Jane” The form within my

arms struggled. 1 was helding her
tightly, er my face mright have suffered,
“But I tell you a tale, der adout
her. I'm the only livrimg seul thst
knows, now old norse is demd.” Yeu
couldn’t hear the form breathe, go otill
was {t. 1 went om. “Aumt Botsy Jame
is farty-five new,"—the foorm wrigyled
—"absut twemty-five yomars age’ —I
eould hear the heart deat, I relented—
‘“No, Witeh, I will net 2ell yeu that
story! Yeu have eome to me, and I
can afid?d te pity Aumt Betwy Jane,
She was ladly uered wiren she was
young, and she An': hear te st poo-
ple happy now she is 8id.”

The ferm muttered. I opened my
arms. ‘“Want to feteh gsmething,
dear. Yeu shall Only eome back at
once, or | shall feel like iolling that
old tale about Aunt Betsy Jsne.”
| Shke seuttled off to the hoite and in
a mipute or two Witeh came Aown the
garden {n 8 very dignified manner. |
let her come right to the edge of the
water and peeped out. 1 knew she
Presently she said,

anxiously:

“John ?**

My heart jumped, but T didn't inted
to give myseslf away, se I simply said,
“Walll” But sha didn't inteag *w m
herdelt away, sither. Ihe turned.
1 saw that | had my work cut aut tor
me.

Stay, Witch: I'm {n the boat,”" [ ex-
elaimed in a tone of deepest entreaty,
as I serambled on shore. She pauged.
1 caught held of her hand “Witeh ™
I cried reproachfully, “I've been wait-
ing here for mearly eight hsurs, and

TR EDIB..

It was bditterly cold. Tne xain for e
north was crowded. and after uying In
vain to find & seat 3n a stoondl clams car-
riage, Paula Morrison at ast ap Wc
to the guard, who showed her into a
claszs compartment.

On the seat epposite was an 01 gentls-
man &deep in the coluznby ef & paYer.
Presently it was flung asie, and a lotter
withdrawn from a dundle in Rhis pecket.

pages: the bey wishes to maairy some
beggarly governess, but 1 won't have (b
'l make him understand dixreetly I get
home that I will siand no monsense of
that kind&,

*She in of am gentle birthas we”

Oh, I dare gay. And g X4ith i3
when she wanted to permass us that
that scamy Shortbridge was the best
match she could make. Pear Nitle wo-
man, my father was a bt hard on her.
I always regret 1 ceuld nst trace her
after his death. I rshould hawve llked to
have done somethin, fer the duughter,
o0,

I wonder if that lawyer fellow really
did all he could to trace them. IthinkI
will put the investigation into Sharpe &
Turnover’'s hands, and see If they can-
aot find a clew,

They mailed for SBouth Africa in the au-
tumn of 1378, soon after the girl was born.
And that s about all I know.

At Grantham the ol@ gentleman set-
ded himmself for a doge.

“Pretty girl that opposite,” he thour~ht
tu himself. ""Sweet, plaintive face, looks
as if she had known some trouble.” Then

Ffater with o Starl

He had been dreaming abeout his fa-
vorite sister EKdith. They were amain
boy and girl cogether, and he had been
on the visit to his grandfather, when the
old gentleman had given hirn a spade
guinea, ™to be divided with hly sister,”
on his return home.

Foolishly taking the words literally,
he had with his fret-maw d@ivided the

I'm se faint | ean hardly speak.”

That fetched her' A woman
ge cheerfully far hours without a
crum®, des yards ac'! vards er shopping
on a halfpenny bun aa4 (iink neth-
ing of it; but let a nsn on'y sy that
ho has missed his lutchornd they make
as much fuss over ©'.: as i{ ke had suf-
fered the martyrdva: of Li. Lawrence!

“You poer thing” excluired my dar-
ling. “Come {n at once and have
something to eat,”

“No, Witéh™ 1 sald faintly, but irm-
ly; "you must forgive me."’

Forgive yveun' Of ecourse I forgive
vyou [ didn't knov you had been here
all that time Do - me in at snce eor
you'll die. I knoa + .u will”

But I stuek te ir v guns and 1 didn‘t
go indoors uatil 1 had made Witeh
promise that we ghould he married that
day month Then [ consented to ge
in and work a mighty havec among
the eatahles

Aunt Betsy Jane (ame to our wed-
ding and made ue a handsome present.
Then she went to Ihve with some
friends {n the North [ think the poor

old soul had had some suspiclon 1
knew her story. and so had tried te
part us  She toak my note {rom Ame-

H{a in the marning and kept |t for that
reason My darlirg Jdid not know [
was in the hoat unttl Aunt Retsy Jane
came {7 from the garden and told her.
't 1 hasve never told my wife 8
ward fan t wire to tell your wife
J1othe  little pereadilloes  of  your
roiends ond relatives St Paul's.

I

FCngacini's *t hoe-Violln.

Paris newspapcr recently an-
noiunced the sale of one ol the most
curifous viol.na in the world. | former
ly belonged to Paganint the great vi-
oifnist, and. at first sight, merly pre-
wents the appearance of a misshapen
wooden shoe Iis hlstory I8 curious,
and {8 not withou' intercst

IMuring the winter of 1838 Paganini
was living In Rue de la Victoria, 48.
One day a large box was br-ught there
by the Norinandy diligence, on open-
ing which he found two inner boxes,
and wrapped carefully in the folds of
tissue paper, a2 wodden shoe and a let-
ter, stating that tha writer, having
heard much of the w.onderful genius of
tha violinist, heggeu. as a proof of his
devotion to music, that Paganini would
play in public on .he odd:y-construct-
ed instrument enclosed.

At flrst Paganini felt this to be an
{mpertinent satire, and mentioned the
facts, with some show on temper, to
his friend, the Che.aller de Barlide,
The latter took the shoe to a violin-
maker, who converted it into a re-
markably swet-toned instrument, and
Paganinl was pressed to try the shoe-
violin o publir.

He not only do so, but performed up-
on it some of his most difficult fan-
tasias. which facts {n the handwriting
of the violinist, are now recorded op
the violin itself.

A

4
Women's Rights in France.
Pastmistresses in Fraure have at last

obtatned the redress of a grievance
{rom which thev  have suffered for
many vears B3y o0 established rule,
husbande of pos mistresses were de-

Latredl from exero<sing a number of
irades or professions Indeed, almost

eyvery position  oflicial or otherwige,
Was ¢ losed o them oving to an old
prejudice ariprianng  nothe theory that
certain professtans would offer temp-
tations to the hnshand to tamper with
the mails  The result of this was that
riany postmig'resses were practically

debarred from marrving. The (Govern-
ni#nt, however, have now abolished all
restrictions as the (hoice of husbands
hy postmistresses with one exception.
The only category now remasaining as
the index is that of police officials.

The Hours Doctors Work,

The doctor's calling looks very differ-
ent inside from what it does outside.
A great medical men, -ay ‘The Hospi-
tal,” refuse on any condition to put
their sons into medicine. They have
found the profession an occupation of
unceaging, harassing, and responsible
work, with poor pay. It must be ad-
mitted that the general practitioner in
a third-rate neighbornood has but a
melancholy time of it.  An eight hours
working day would be almost heaven
for him. A sixteen hours day is a very
common experience. Many a doctor
who works sixteen hours a day, and
has two or three disturbed nights a
week into the bargin, nevertheless soon
learns to think himself very lucky if
not more than twenty-five per cent. of
his hard earnings is lost in bad debts.

will

eoln; & good scolding from his father
had brought the incident toa close.

And 8ir Riehard Culmore g woke from
his dream of the long forgotten episode
to see half a spade guines Gangling In
front of Ris eyes

The girl opposite to him was standing
:t the window, whirh was wide open,
and the eold air rushing in brought In
with it tiny flakes of snow

Sir Richard realimed that the sydden
[ stopping ef the traim was probably what

had arpused him No station seemed to
be near.

“Something wring, I J-ar’”
the young lady.

he said to

Ty

he fell asjeep, but awoke & f@w minuten

¢ I .

Bah! he thought, as he pcanaed tho |

m‘ i 4"‘ wi A

Ve AD . S———
Peiler what lbmunn'
An't no use Hvin’

Put 1 teld who 1 th
The mmy‘:mt dow thznm ———
<
He's never procrastinatin’
An' tellln’ yo “why™ an’ Bow'™
He jest gora an® doen 14, new.

Ef the coriwend cally far a tneeln, |
Thet'l] bring the swent %0 his Lrow,
He gits ot Ms saw with a
AR’ tackiea the Job rizhs néw.
The m e talke of wl.“
ked somewheres,
In pnytu‘ what he may harrer,
Ho never yits "soilnd tor ReW.

But the feller thet mtarts en the minut
The crows don’t roost em kis

Xf 't reins he ain’t workiw’ eut In it,
Catw Bd fits his oy I Baw.

Bf yer lookin' for whatll spit yer.
Yer kin take off yer hat an' bew
Ter the ehap the¥s short en ths future
An' ckerly long on Row. e

¥Y OWN LOVE STORY.

1 had never been ecalled an impre
alonabie weman, and for weeks I re-
tused to be candid with myself. I think
it was only when I went inte the shop
and bought the man's photograph, after
tearing myeslf away from the window
at least o dosen times, that 1 realized
what an idiet I had become. Then It
was manifest. At 30 odd years of age L

| -prepos
had fallen in love with an aster whom
1 did not know,

1 have =mald that I had never been
called an {mpresaionable woman, but I
may say more: ! had in my youth ocea-
sloned my worthy mother ma troubte
by my ‘'pecuiiar disposition.” Dances
were abhorrent to me, and as to fiirt-
ing, I did mot know how ts 4o it. No;
men did not unttract me a bit—aoubts

!

Just then & guard passed and inform-

¢d them that an engine had been sent
back to Grantham ta fetch the snow
plow, as the drifts rnade it Imx possible (o
proceed.  There was no danger, but
couple of houra must ¢lapse before as-
siatance coull rea h thern

“Humph'™ growled S r iehard as he
Crew up the glass 4 ain Well, well, It
nmitght be worse | b thire {8 no one
at the other «nd nf vour journey who
will be anxmus abou: vgu  he sald polite-
Iv, for Yt s Impossitl v telegraph
from here "

No, no ane.  sa:d T'aula, with a little
choke, which m.ght t« a sob or a sigh
“I amon my w .y tarw la Iy who doeg not
yet kKnow me. | am t» Le her ccompanion,
and the enpagement has Liren made by
carrespondence ! dare 2y she will have

sent (o me at Aria.h, ! ut they will ex-
pect the traln ta be lite anpu. h a day "

“That 1s my ste said Rir Richard
“Is 1t posstble that 1 an talklng o

Misa Morrison, who s coming to be my
wife's companion”™

“Yea and [ auppose you arc 8ir Rich-
Ld Culmore?”

He nodded The Lalf guinea whiel,
.21 been before his ~ves when he awoke,
and which he had th \ught was only part
of his dream. again showed under Miss
Morrison’s ja ket as {: hung from her
little silver watchchain :

“I am gaing to ' egln nur accqualntance
by asking ynu a very atrange 7uestion.”
he pald “WIIN you tell me wwhere you
got that half-spade gulnea?’

"It was my mothera.’
her eyes clouded with unshed tears. '
found it among her tr,nkets when she
dled I do not knnwv jtx hilsiory, exeept
that her bronther v hom rhe loved dear-
lyv, gave it to her’

" Would you care o hear is histery ?
rald 8ir Richard his breath ecoming a
ilttle quicker with the excitemyent of his
discovery 1 am the brother whoe gave
her that half coln See, here im the ather
Sortion.”’

He took his niece’s hand i his, and
Paula knew that the lang struggle
against poverty, which she had fought
since her parents’ death, was over.

Then Paula had to tell of the happy
hime ghe dimly rememberedat the Caps,
and of her father's death, theen of her
mother's troubles, and of the journey
back tn England under ap agsumed

sald Paula, and .

» the fecility of hearing my llnes Inter-
i)

name, &0 that knowle-dx. nf their poverty |

might not reach the .
had cart her o

She dlad not tell 11 Richard of the ro-
manece which had trigchtened hrer lite at
Sauthsea, how the love of Clernent Dev-
creux, wha was statioined with hig regl-
roent at Portemouth, hoed erept into her

ars of t hose who

Hieo and {t was a  warprise indeed to
"aula when the train at last came a]owl?
Int Ardath that Cloment should greet
St M ohard as stepfather, and tn 8ir
e hard that an hiv nowly-foand niece
b <henld find Yias wory < e trothed wife.—
Loaelon Fivomng Noowe
- 4
Chain Maidens.

At a recent widding a very pretty
foature w i« the ""tin maldens.” Four
attractive vne ludice with chains of
10868 procedicd che beedal party up the
braad afske of the  hurch, tying afl '
gueats  in their pews and stationing
themselves at «qual distances, holding

the ends of the chaine untll after the
ceremaony and unt.l t he hridal party and
immediate fr.ends had left the chureh.
Then they gracefully twined thhe chaing
abowt  themselves and followed the
party to the ~arriages, thus deleasing
the guests from their pewsand prevemnt-

ing the crowding of the bridal party,

which sn generally occurs.—FPhiladele
phia Press.

P e
A Sad Libel.

Blobhs—What nonsmense it is for the
newspapers in thelr aceounts of wed-
dings to describe the bride beinng led to
the altar. |

Slobbs—How s0?

Rlobbs— Well, most girls could Ain
their way there in the dark.—Fhiladelr
phia Record.

If you want to make money, g0 where
there s money. -

|

less, 100, ] wearied them. 1 ssked noth-
Ing better thanm to dbe left alone with my
pen.

To-day I had made myself just such &
1ife as I had required. My books were
succesful; my house was a pleasant
one, and, if 1 did net go Into poclaty &
great deal, my circle of friends eon-
tained & aumber of clever, and svea
celebrated, people.

Well, ] went one night to the Diadem

Theatre It wans the first time I had
seen Brudenell; he interested me Im-
mensely His quiet voles, his earnest-

ness held me from the beginning, and
after the big scene came, and his pas-
slonate outhburst came with i, I told
myself he was the first actor on the
stage.

I do not suppose, If I had been doing
dramatlc eriticiam for a paper, that my
enthuslasm would have carried me to
the length of recording such an extrave
agance as that, but one often feels
things which onc lacks the courage to
write, and before the explration of a
week I found myself aumong the audi-
cnce nf the Diadem Theatre agaln.

]l waas affected ar porwerfully os be-
fore He appealed to me Intellectually
and emotionally I llked the plece and
1 ltked his performance In a word,
1 took seats at the Diadem more times
(han I care or than I am able to count.

0Of the develupment of my feellngs
into  ridiculous proportlong I have
spoken already. 1 gtopped to look at
the shop window (ive1y morning for a
fortnight, and at jast, thoroughly weanr-
fed of fleeing a temptlation which I
knew would rcceur next day, 1 went
inand asked far his Jiteness,

The man brought ne a number, bu*
1 chose the onc 1 had Intended—a pro-
Mle He wanted me (o have another as
well, assuring me that "“this sold large-
ly- among young ladies ™" 1 sald ‘" Real-
1y?’ as indifferently as I could mane
age, being very ashamed of myself, and
was so disgusted at my weakness that
1 did not take my | urchase out of the
envelope ti1] eveninyg.

Then I put It on my study-table,
where | could mee it while 1 wrote, I
thought how characteristic a fage it
wag, how much {t xaid. 1 aarepted seve
eral invitations I should ntherwise have

refused, because 1 gathered it was pos- .

alble that the popular actor-manager
would de present, a..d 1 wished, more
fervently than I had wished for aay-
1hing before, that I were a playwright
instead of a novelist, that I might have

>reted by him.

One Sunday we met The hostess in-
troduced him to me: “"Mr. Brudendl—
Miss Cleeve—'George Effingflham,’ you

know!" and I wandered 1f he had read
i

my books.

He did not say that he had, but he
was very nice, s]. aking in the tow,
grave tones In which he uttered his
commonplaces or. the stage.

I congratulated him on the success he
was making, and he thanked me. He
=sald how difficult tt was to get hold of
gond pleces. 1 found he was to take me
dawn to dinner, and exerted myself to
talk as well as I was able, Over the en-
trees I made him laugh, and I turn hot
when T remember the delight this “‘trie
umph' gave me

The theatre formed the principal
tonle of our conversation, and 1 referred
to the admirable support glven to him
oy hisa Jeading lady

“You must find her un enormous help
inyour great secn ™ 1 sald, *'She plays
up to you aplend,diy

He shrugged hls shoulders.

“It is easy huriners’” he answered;
‘““the part really playe {tself.”

I wagr surprised, for it had appeared to
me that it would be singularly ineffect-

v in weaker hands.

“She is a favorite with the publie, and
in a theatre llke mine one ls obliged to
have well-known names,” he added;
‘*but, as a matter of fact, the plece
would gn quite as well with a company,
at half the cost.”

‘7ou do not mean without Mr.” War-
rington, too?"”

“Why not?”’ he said.
rington to do?
plece rests on me.”

Momentarily I was dismayed; the
coolness of the statement struck me as
almost conceited. Then I realized that
I understood nothing about the matter,
and that my companion knew .ll. “It
must certainly be a tremendous strain,”
I agreed.

“You would mray so0 if you had seen
me the first night! Nobody but an actor
k nows what frightfully hard work a big
part is8.”’

He gave me an Interesting ac¢count of
‘his experience. 1 was agtonished to
learn that it was years before his salary
touched the point of three gulneas a
week.

“I rap away from home, and I had
sworn to conquer.” he said; “but 1t was

t

“What has War-‘

When the doin® on't s Whist-e's Jaxvin'y :gﬂ:

had fallen In love, as _romantieally, 88 My cue cams.. Jirom. that bope.1
reposterausl, £5ar “any-girt-of TR - for T néver iduke Dok ===

The whole burden of the

?&3 " knt.bcg! v“!;p::t,' T ABEWe?
1nd 1 will make & sucess of it" 1 K

and loved the part. I went ont onOkE"
Bhikes-

ton Hill, and there detlaimed
peare’s itnes to 4he blue sky. Whih the
hour approached for me to g0 Sows b9
the theatre, my teeth chattered, Miam
Cleeve. The thought vf this criticsl &
dience awaiting me, of the Py
press miiting there.dn solemn judgng
unnerved me 80 comphetely AhAL
seemed to me 1 sheuld never dars fo
open my gnouth npon g)a stage, ﬁﬁ
companions in the dressing-room Q’!i!*-
ted me. They were fealous; but, a5 it

happened, it was the best thing for me
they could have done. Al my rmlutlon
returned. The call-boy summongd n
1 strode 20 the winga, my hesnt on

He toxwed off his champagne, swepk

the halr from his forehead, ang ,g,mm“m,- \
“But you &re engoure . g

at me penslvely.
aging me to bore you with my remink-
cences,” he sald. “Talk to e of ‘yotr-
‘w "

¥ did. T spermt & very enjoyRbledvess=—" T T

ing. and heard afterwards that George
Brudenell had cailed me a “charmibg

woman.” It wks arringed ﬁiﬁ“ 2
should aecompany o7 houtess 10 & OHee

bration supper at the Disdem Thatn,_ '

and I looked: ferward to meelln
again,

‘k"\'

The plsy had been running. ma;mn.

or 300 nights—I am sure I forget whitk,
It was s great success tnxmm e
there were toasts and oontﬂmm
speeches, and ithat sort of thing.

George Brudenell pald me grest &t
tention. This time ho 414 apesk of &
book 1 had written, and—shall I even:
forget my ecstasy?—asked me i X
would care to collaborate with him e
o drama.

“I am not an author,” he sad, “hust
my knowledge of the stage will be use-~
ful. I have an idea for a plece! OFf
course, 1 play the leading part.,”

1 consented rapturcualy, and ho send
me his *‘ldea” the following day. X
cannot say that I Hked {t very mul
but I went to work on it tealously, an
sometimes he calied on me, to gee how ¥
was getting on.

At least, to see how I was getting on
was ostenslbly the motive of his vllltl.
butl Instead of discussing the piay, T
generally found that we were tarking of
ourselves. He confesrsed to me that he
was not a happy man; that hls had
been o mistaken marriage; and when
he sighed, and leaned his head weanily
on his white hand, my neayt acBed tor
him.

That he liked me there was np doubt.
Whether 1 was {n danger or not, X
would rather not deternine, even (o
myself. . But he came often, and we
corresponded, and—weX I cannot say

il

what the end might have been; I only;

Lnow what it was.

At Tast the play was done, t.nd I pentt
it to him. After a week, I got & note:
begging mo to call. He was in his
“sanctum,"” as he termed it, whean I was
shown in. The MBS, was lying on #the
desk. '

“81t down,” he sald, with & dbright
smile; “how happy it rakes me o we
you here!*” 1 took a chair in front of
him. i

“You like the drama? Iasked,,

“I lke $t,” he sald; “yes; but there
are & sood many alterations needed,
The leading lady’s part must be wesk-
ened.” : i;

“*Weakened?"”

“It detracts from me.” he sald; “shs
has too many good Hnes, Look hers, fer
instance; 1 have markced soms 0! 'lhb
places."

I looked. He had marked ngum
i he had marked onc.

nave not lét mo Nilth evary .
must bring down all the cumim,’
“But—but—~is that artistic inder m
circumstances?"
“Oh, urtistic!” he laughed, “This 1§

business, not art, my dear Miss Cleeve,

The applause is too distributed as
have written the piece. 1have to atp.p&
on the stage In one of the mcenes while
the leading lady . gets two datingt
‘rounds.’ You must cut those J“ues out,
and give momething as good t0 me ine-
ctead.” t

The servant came in with & message

’ and he begged me to sxcusa fiim.

He was ahsent some time. I turned

the pages of the M8, and read the sig-
| gesttons he had pencilled. Mercituf

powers! and this was the man I had
thought was an artist! Anything more
puerile, more contemptible §¢t had navep
entered into the human {magination to
concelve, ]

There were some proof-sheets Jying 6n
the desk. I saw they were the proofs of:
an “Interview’ sent him for coirect!
What was that?

“Mr. Brudenell raised s clcver
head——" The ‘'clever” had been in»
serted by Mr. Brudenell! Here want

1 whole sentence written in: “Mr, Bmi!&‘dag

nell, like Sarah Bernhardt, might have
distinguished himself in many of the
arts. He is a talented amateur painter,
models with singular felicity, 5«!‘“’
carlier in life was frequently.
by the appreciatjon acecorded to'H
erary work' to desert the footligh
the study. The British play-goer mey:
be thankful that he did not.*” HB&VGBR—
abovel

Here was another line thé. ﬁl! of
' the Interview had put Q, adlter o,

Brudesell
thvh’he

W,, o

LB A Sty

“And zomething elge,” he nid. g %_ N

i

Al

clever men, Mr. George B)
gularly modest. Tt was W}
est difficulty we could get- ‘Jﬁrm;w 4
of himself. ‘The Intngteﬁvem ;
with a musical laugh, ‘appaié
‘When he re-entered the
Jhim that I would consiixe
“hints and rose to t
haps.it was quite as we‘fihfa&
“collwborated” with hi%* o
though the work was mvgzﬁ
It was certatnly the meamns: ;, 55
my comman Sense &
again, and now
tograph of ‘@Y
cheap. Thet'ls |
love s.tc*ymit ’m
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