'ASIMPLE SAFEGUARD IN BUY-
T UING PAIT.

", Bverybody sliouid know how simple
_and easy it is to avold all uncertainty !
 'tm buying paint materials.. There are !
~ many so-called white leads ou the mar- t
~ ket, which contain ehbalk, zinc, barytes, |
and other cheap ndulternnts. Unless
the property owner takes advantage of |
the simple means of protection afford- |
_ed him by reliable white lead manu-
facturers, he ruus great risk of getting
an Inferior and adulterated white lead.
It I§ to protect the palnt-buyer
agalnst fraud and adulteration that Na-
tional Lead Company, the largest mak-
ers of genuine Pure White Lead, place
thelr famous “Duteh  Boy Painter”
trademark on every keg of their pro-
duct. an absolute guarantee of its pur-
iq and qualily. Anyone who wauts to
make a practical test of white lead and
who wants a valuable free book about
paluting, should nddress Natioval Lead
Company, Woodbridge hullding, New
York, and ask for test equipment.

TOMEBS OF SPANISH ROYALTY.

Moat Gorgeous Burial Vaults—Mar-
ble Efigies of Children.

The Escurial, in which for nearly
/three centuries the kings and queens
iof Spain have been buried, is said to
be the most gorgeous burial vault In
;m world, according to London Tit-
'Bits.

It Is an octagonal chamber, thirty-
slx [foet acrgss, with its walls, save

here the coffins stand, entirely over-

with preclous marbles. The stair-
‘which leads to it Is of marble
Eth Jasper walls. The general effect
unspeakably splendid. In the midst
of this magnificence are the massive
~ ®lack marble caskets Jet Into the walls,
containing the bodies themselves. They
_are exactly alike, inscribed simply with
the names of the different kings and
eens. There i8 room for just six
more monarchs and their consorts.
{ Of another character altogether Is
= vault devoted to Spain’s royal chil-
* rinces and princesses. Here
white marble rutes, and very charming
s ‘some of the effigles over the tombs.
local naine for the vauit s “the
of the little angels,” and though
of the pripces who lie here ware
: al] angelle in their lives, the im-
" ‘pression left by the white marble wings
_ of the statues is one of spotless phrity.
~ | Onme unfortunate Spanish king, Don
Jamie II. of Arqgon, is daily on view
“4n the Cathedral of Palma, in Majorca.
The sacristan oy the place takes you
yellow marble monument in the
‘opens a cupboard and pulls out a
‘.uqrdlnlry coffin with a glass lid
poor Don Jamie died in the four-
inth century, he s not now at all a
‘spectacle. His mummy is made
. with “Imitation royal
g and so forth.
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CHAP'TER XIX.~-
“If you wish to speak to me
she, “I am ready to hear you. Will
come this way? It is very quiet in the
garden, Well!"” demands she, facing him
She feels quite safe and full of coura
8Some instinet tells her that Hilary, who

(Continued.)
' aave

had so reluctantly obeyed hex sh, is
still somewhere near.

“Well,” repeats he. s it well for
you? Y.ou think you are going to marry
that fellow, Adare. You still think he
will prove true to you, when he knows

that if he does marry you, his uncle will
disinberit him?”

“I den't think it,” says she,
intense voice. “I know it."

“I defy you to know it,”” his breath
coming more quickly. “Until to-ni
although I have warned him of it, Sir
Lueien never quite believed that his
nephew”—with a contemptuous intona-
tion—"‘condescended to admire you!l"

“Still, I know it,” repeats she, coldly.
“And as for Captain Adare's not know-
ing that his uncle would probably dis-
inkerit him if he married me, I told bhim
#o myself. But I need not have done s0;
he had quite made up his mind about it.”

“Ah!" furiously, “then you have prom-
ised to marry him?"

“No.” Even in this dim light he can
wee the sad and grievous expression that
clouds her face. I have refused him.”

“Refused him!” Deane stands back
from her, amazed, incredulous. *“This is
a trigk,” cries he violently.

“Cannot you see,” cries ske, turning
upon him in a passion of pain and grief,
“that I could not marry him? I leve
him.” She presses her hands as if In
paln upon her breast. “I love him; but
with this stain upon my father's memory,
I shall never marry him."

“You mean,” persistently, “that if
those jewels are never found you will not
marry Adare”’

“Yes, I have told him so,” she sighs
heavily. Deane breaks into a sudden in-
soleat laugh and then as suddenly grows
silent. Bomething in the very calm of
Amber’s manner has at last comvinced
him that any hope he has entertained of
making her his is at an end. But he
can, at all events, prevent her from ever
belng Adare’s! The day after to-morrow
he will leave; and, catching the boat om
Thursday next, be out of the country
before Sir Lucien is even aware of his
having left the Mill House. And, even
if pursued, what chance of convicting him
of having anything to de persomally with
those stones? A man of quick resolves,
he now makes up his mind in an instant
on a matter that might have taken other
men many an hour te decide upon.

“Neot him or any other man,” says she
slowly. That laugh of his angered her.
There had been distrust of Adare in it.

“That lies in the future,” retorts he.
“As for me, I have not mentioned it be-
fore, but Esther and I start for Austra-
lia shortly. This is a secret I know I
can trust you with, It lles with you now
to either come with us or stay here—
here, where you are treated with con-
tempt and despised, and where, if you
are In earnest about yeur refusal to mar-
ry Adare untll your father's memory is
alearsd, jou will 8nd yourself desarted
and alone. For'—with a strange glance,
menacing, yet appealing—*“that will nev-
er h;lp'p‘l Those jewels Sir Lucien has
‘met 0!
hands I

in a clear,

ul upon will never fall into his

“You only convince me that you know
something of them,” says she in a lew,
olear tone. “I feel it is useless to appeal
to you, but hear me! If you do kmow
where those jewels are, I swear I will not
marry Hilary, or any man—that I will
die unmarried—if only you will clear my
father's name! Is that not bribe enough?”

“Hah! you have come 50 far as that,”
says he. “Well! you must go farther.
'wear you will marry me, and——"

She turms sbruptly away, as if desple-
him toe much to answer.
as you will,” he mutters sullem-
a last word. If at ey
elect to ceme out to us—emd
Adare will fiing you aside when
positively what his marriage
will mean to him—then, yem
from me a cordial welcome.
{in mind, my girl. It is werth
And—anether thing—if you
to ia your lot with us, you
not think that it must necessarily
marriage with me. No! His
wild face looks tragically, hon-
earnest at that mement. “You
be free to choose betwixt me and
another; to-—"
have not left me free this time,”
with a faint smile. “But it you
going, Brian, good-by. We are
to meet again.”
oun Pmt——you are coming home to-

&
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1 bhad not forgotten. But to-
t Madam asked me to go and stay
with her for a week, and——"

" “AR1” cries he flercely, with the fierce-
fess of acute mehtal agony. “Yeu are
dwelling on the (hought that this is our
last meeting. You hope.for that! But,”
in a cheking voice, “it is not our last
meeting ; in spite of you, I shall see you

_ “It would nmot be in spite of me, Bri-
n,” says she very softly and kindly,
by the certain misery of his

whole air. “I only thought it would be
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% for the best for you and me not to meet

again. But if you wish to bid me an-
:.thr.‘ more open farewell, I shall be glad
n o " N

“Let that rest,” says he roughly, mak-
| gesture as if pushing something

“What I want to know is, what

t: when I am gone?
glance at her, “will go
Are you going to live

&

alone the greater part of

r voice is véry sad and for-

'm;} PP

| senting !

y | staircase, leaving her still standing in the
all| foll moonlight gazing after him. Adare

for nnyoue, ary, w»o is
on her right hand, or for Everard, who
is standing on ler left.

The little touch of calm that seemns to
have fallen on them all is now
From outside, from the stone steps lead
ing up to the first room in the old tower,
comes a yell both lond and deep! Nat-
urally, Mr. McGrath is the owner of it.

“Owen!" sayvs Mrs, Clarence at once,
with an nir of resignation: “he has evi
dently fallen on the hard stone sateps,
coming up in a hurry, and hurt himself.”
Indend, a second later, as be stumbles
into the room, he tells them so.

“Beastly stairs! Fancy putting stones
inwide a house. Bad enough before the
hall door. Well, here I am at last. Not
missed, [ can see, although I have been
fighting your battles down below. But
it's no good! Nothing would get our
darling Lucien off to his silken couch. e
grows livelier every minute. He wants
to see you, Hilary; I'd advise you te go
at opee, ns he's in one of his tantrnms.
What are you all doing up  here, eh?
Mooning 7"

Everard casts an involuntary glance at
Dolly, whose face is impassive. ITad she
arranged it? And, indeed, perhaps she
had. Who could say?

At all events, she does not betray her-
self. Her wonderfully youthful littie face,
with its lucent eyes of simple blue gaz-
ing through the window up to the lustrous
stars, is innocent as a babe's of any hid-
den meaning.

Brerard’s heart begins to beat quickly.
The time has come, with or without
Delly’s intervention. Why trifle with it?
Five minutes alome with ber—with Am-
ber! A word spoken—a word answered.
If she will give herself to him! Fle jibs
a little at this thought, he, woh, up to
this, has sworn against Iasting charms
of any sort. Dut this one creature in all
the world has eanght and heid him.

Hilary below is caught by Sir Lucien
in a discussion about the rents of the
lower farms first—and then, as to the
chances of making Brian Deane tell all
he knows of the missing jewels. “Ile
knows everything,” says Sir Lucien. *“I
don't believe it,"” says Hilary, “he is false
all through. He is playing with you,”
and so on. Hilary's manner, in spite of
himself, is a little impatient, and he bas
lost the power to conceal it. Ilis heart
is with the lovely Amber upstairs, with
the girl whe has dragged it out of his
breast. This thenght delizhts him, I
have now no heart,”” he has told himself
a hundred times, glad at his loss. *“No
heart, but shg has given me hers in-
stead. And what a heart!” All her
grace and sweetness comes to him now,
threefold as he sits listening to Sir Lu-
clen’s violent diatribes against her mother
and her detested father.

As he saw her last, looking up to the
stars, her pretty elbows on the window
sill, how dear she was. Truth and beauty
Iay in her eyes. Ah! that is her princi-
pal charm, Truth! But beauty le truth!
And what a lovely nature is hers!

Poor Amber! she has need of many
witches to keep away the many harms
that are following her to-night, had he
omly known it! Breaking free at last
from Sir Lucien, be rises, and with a
hasto that I am afraid can hardly be call-
od decent, leaves the room.

Now, with mad baste in his steps, he
rosites up the brond stalrcase from the
hall, eager to reach again that room in
the old tower where he had last seen his
beloved gazing with rapt eyes upon the
stars,

The room is empty. No Amber is
here now, No one ia herse—it iz swept
clegr of any living thing. Dolly indeed
had been careful to carry off all the
others downstairs, when she saw Amber
and Everard go towards the tiny stairs
that led to the very top of the lower.

Something he cannot define strikes
cold to Hilary’s heart, as he stands on
the threshold of the empty room. She
had not waited! It was the one, the
first thought. It was senseless—absurd;
how could she wait, if all the others
went? But still . . . she had not wait-
ed. :

He turns to retrace his steps. If not
here, then perhaps in the drawing room.
It is late, however, and no doubt cnce
having abandoned their desire for the
stars, they—the women—had all gone
to their rooms. Slowly he goes down-
wards, and reaching the gallery that runs
round part of the houze, walks slowly to-
wards a back staircase that leads to the
halls beneath. He has gone half way
when a slight sound in the distance be-
hind him brings him to a full stop.

Steps! Steps surely! IHe turns ,and
through the darkness—Sir Lucien’s eco-
nomical mind has ordered lights out at
eleven o'clock sharp every night—through
the darkness lit only by the moon, that
now ‘s riding gloriously in the heavens
outside, his eyes rest instinctively upon
the stone steps that lead to the tower.

A moment he waits, his heart beating
madly—a moment, and now through the
mists of night, and the strange shadows
of it. and the faint rays rushing through
the central windows, he sces two forms
come slowly forward. >
They pause. Oned—it is Amber—Ileans
slizhtly forward. Some words fall from
her lips.. Her companion—IRverard, be-
vond doubt—answers her. Another mo-
nient, and then Everard has taken her
hand, bas raised it to his lips, she con-
A fervent, a passionate caress
on the back of that small brown hand.
and Everard goes down the principal

Not even for LI

broken.,

perfectly. Beyond doubt
feel in it—

|
and, after all, I'm not a bit sleepy now " i
“The stars in their conrses,"” begins
Dolly, glancing at Everard, “are figh !
for you. o i
Up here in thiz old tower the night is
magnificent, St upon stars stud the
pale blue firmameat, their brilliant lights
th ) Fiven Dolly is "‘
5 1= than usunl beneath |
of those silent stars |
4 Lie ineffable blue. ‘
| It may be t my=st arm, or else a | chalns
faint of cons oo, that renders
her mut who can say? It wonld be|
unfair to ja her o 1wh evidenee, as
May is very silent, too; and Amber, with
arms on the si of one of the narrow
windows, her head uplifted, L e ey
wrapt and dreamy, has evic y no weaord

—
TR WA fathe's name was cleared!
B . ndt waited to clear her father’s
memory defore =ecepting Everard. What
a dupe he has hean *e wns a mere put
of to him, until she could make sure of '
Everard, and his imume: fortune, And
he had believed in he Le would have
staked his soul on her truth.

Nearer, nearer com the footsteps,
Quite in the shadow ! welf, he
vateh her as she ! yaches, withe
being seen himself, \ cold, hatefal dis
belief in all things—in cveryone—has seiz-
ed upon him, takin f his late mad

As she gets within two yards of
he steps forward

“Oh, you, Hilary! ries she with a
\ittle throb of joyous surprise in les
wofl voice,

(To be continued.)
.

HOW TO TELL AMERICANS.
Tou Xlay Hinow Ihem by Dar on
Thels ‘atel Chuloe,

“When you go abread and are anx-

5 to meet rgowme of your own coun-

1, ke a Jookout for watch

1 i nd if you 1 o with a bar
af the end of it, you will be safe in
addressing the wearer,” said Represent-
ralve Gusinv Kustermaun of the Ninth
wisconsin Distriet, says the Washing-
ton Post. Mr. Kustermann s a native
of Germany, and passed bis hoyhood

and the first years of his basiness ca-
g0 he ought to know
whereof he talks. For thirty yearz Mr.
Kustermann has been a merchant in
Grevn Day, Wis., and the present is his
first term in Congress

“There war n thne when it was easy
for the traveler abroad to pick out one
of bis the shoes
worn,” contipned Mr. Kustermann, “but
been Tt
and

reer In Ilamburg,

own countryinen by

wince A
on eale 3
apparently are given
among Eunglish people, footwear is no
longer a criterion of natfonality. But
all you have to do is to look at a man's
watch chain. 1f it has a bar at the
end, the owner is an American. The
German or Frenchman has a round
ring with which to fasten his chain to
his vest, while the Englishman has an
oval hook serving the same purpose.

“)Most Americans one meets abroad
are always in the same big hurry they
are at home. They will rush through
an art galiery, a musewm, or other
place of Interest without really looking
at the attractions of the place, simply
to tell their friends at home that they
have been there. Of course, little
knowledge is galned in this way, and
if the trip is made for recreation, it
mugt of necessity be a failure. It is
far better to vigit the smaller communi-
tles and the time among the
peasants,

“prips through the beautiful forests
and mountains of Germany will fur-
nish more real healthy enjoyment than
can possibly be derived from visiting
the larger cities. Oue of the paradise
spots of Germany is the Teutoburg for-
est, near the clty of Detmold, where
1 was borm. Detmold furnishes excel-
lent hotel accommodations and pro-
vides as much entertainment of high
character, especially in the musical and
dramatie lines, as any place of its size
in Germany. This is due largely to the
Interest taken by *the prince. Detmold
covers territory probably mot larger
than the counties of some of our States,
yet the prince receives a salary of
£110,000 a year. This is not such a
lurge suin, however, when, it is consid-
ered that out of it the prince has to
pay for keeping up the roads, subsidiz-
ing the theater, etc. With his contribu.
tion to the theater it is possible to fur-
nish the best of dramatic performances
aud operas at a lower price of admis-
sion than perhaps anywhere else in the
world. Think of au excellent perform-
ance of ‘Lohengrin’ or ‘I'annbauser,
with 60 cents the highest-priced seat in
the theater, or for 8 cents, If you are
content to sit In the gallery.”

have
Europe,
prejierence

erican shoes
1 every city In

spend

Scasons of Mars,

Were Mars not an old planet, corrob
orating by absence of cloud the general
course of planetary development, our
knowledge of it would have been slight,
says Percival Lowell in the Century.
To begin with, It enables us to mark
the permanency in place of the pianet’'s
features and go to time their axial ro-
tation ; by which we come to knowledge
of the planet's day.

This day proves to differ little from
our own in duration. being tweunty-four
hours, forty minutes long, instead of
twenty-four hours. Next it discloses
the tilt of the sxis to the planet's orbi-
tal plane, a relation which causes the
seasons of ihe year. Now the mar-
tian tilt, ag well as the martian thme of
rotation, turns out to be singularly like
onr own, being in fact 24 degrees as
against 231, degrees for the earth. The
year of Mars. however, is twice ours
in length, which, joined to great eccen-
tricity of orbit, gives It diversifiedly
long seasons. Thus in the northern
hemisphere spring lasts 199 days, sum-
mer 188, autumn 147 and winter 138,
while in its southern hemisphere the
fizures stand reversed.

The numbers have more than acade-
mic importance, for absolute length is
as vital a factor in a season’s influence
as the fact of the season Itself. Much
may be brought to pass in twice the
time which could not develop in the
shorter period. And it is not a little
Interesting that precisely this pessibil-
{ty actually turns out to be vital In the
vegetative economy of the planet’s year.

Realixm in Art.

Two artists were boasting how they
could paint. “Do you know,” sald ome,
“I painted a sixpence on the ground
one day, and a beggar nearly broke his
fingers trylng to plck it upl”

“That's nothing to what I dld,” =&
the other. “I painted a leg of muteon
on a stone, and it was so realistic that
a dog ate half the stone before he found
out his mistake!”

Nipped.

“I've got a great chance,” begam Bor-
roughs, “to make big money on a cer-
tain investment if——"

“Sorry, old man,” interrupted Wise,
“hut U've had to borrow myself this
month,"—Phiiadelplia Press.

Aboui 6,000 Iron miners In Lor
raine, more than half of the whole
number employed in that region om
the border of Germany and KFrance, arg

= T

The battle of Quebee, fought on the

Wolfe. As

Mon Dieu! Le Marquire est tuel
N - _

MARRIAGE RECESSIONAL.

All-wise, all-great, whose ancient plan
Ordained the woman for the man,
Look down, O Lord! on these who now
Before Thy sacred altar bow.

Almighty Ruler, in whose band

The morrow and its issues stand,
Whate'er the lot Thy will assign,
We can bat kneel; our all is Thine.

Summer and winter, seed and grain,
The joy unhoped that comes of pain,
The unknown ill that good we call—
Thou in Thy balance metest all.

Throughout their lifelong journey still,
Guide Thou these two in good and ill,
And wheresoc'er the way extend,
Be with them, Father, to the end.
—Austin Dobson.

,'\(lr‘ (. ,(,- ddded :ggﬁig
The Tutor’s Wooing &
TRIBIIT,

For reasons best known to himself,
but which you shall learn later, Hez-
bert Ford took a sltuation as holiday
tutor to the son of Mr. Brackley, a
substantlal merchant, whose business
was In the city and whose house was
in Lancaster Gate.

The two boys were aged 8 and 9, and
they were the only offspring of Mr.
Brackley’s second marriage. Reflne-
ment went out of his home when pros-
perity came In, at the date of that
second marrlage.

Miss Mabel Brackley was now near-
ly 20, and far superior to the other
inmates of the house, with whom, how-
ever, she lived on the most amiable
terms.

She felt, nevertheless, that she was
not quite one of the family. Her step-
mother had many relations, who were
inclined to consider her an outsider, of
little account, and who devoted thelr
attention to her little half brothers.
She would not have been sorry to have
a home which was really her own, and
her father realized that it would be a
good thing for her. Therefore, while
discouraging any attempts of poor
young men to pay attention to the
daughter of the substantial house, he
was at the present moment encouraging
the advances of a very rich young mer-
chant who kad looked on Mabel with
a favorable eye.

It was to this household that Her-
bert Ford entered as tutor to the two
boys. Frankly he had admitted that
up to the present his experience. in
teaching had not been great. He In-
tended for himself a literary career, he
stated, and tutored only as a tem-
porary cxpedlent, but his public school
and university educatlon fully qualified
him to undertake his task.

Mr. Brackley had been much pleased
with the young man at his first inter-
view with him, and his impression cor-
responded with that of Mrs. Brackley
when she saw him.

Mabel Brackley had an impression of
having seen him somewhere before, but
not remembering where, and feeling
she might have been mistaken, she said
nothing about it. He, at any rate, did
pot seem to remember her, for his
greeting, though extremely courteous,
was that of a complete stranger. A
tew days later he asked for an Inter-
view with the father.

“I come to ask you for your daugh-
ter's hand,” he sald simply.

“What, sir—what do you mean?”

“] want your daughter’s hand—of
course, I mean the rest of her with it
I want her. I want to marry her. In-
deed, she has consented to marry me.
But, as in duty bound, I ask you for
your permission.”

“You are an vuirageous scoundrel,
sir,” was all Mr. Brackley could get
out. He was pink with rage. The
tutor’s manner was not calculated to
make him less angry.

“Come, sir, come,” sald Ford testily,
have 1 your permission to marry your
daughte=?"

Brackley looked at him in impotent
rage. He wiped his forehead with a
large red handkerchief. At last he col-
lected himself sufficiently to speak.

“You steal Into this house—the best
house on [Lancaster Gate—under the
pretense of tutoring my boys, and de-
liberately set yourself to take my
daughter away.” p

“Precisely. You have stated the case
as shortly as I could, though you have
guessed rather quickly. I stele into
this house with that deliberate inten-
tion. The tutoring was only g blind.”

Mr. Brackley gasped ggaln. The
man acknowledged it, scemed to ac-
fkowledge more than even he had

7

sharged him with

»

in September, 1700, is memorable If only for the courage
and chivalry of the opposing generals, Montcalm and
Montealm rode back to the French llnes
wounded to death, a woman cried out, “0, mon Dieu!

Plains of Abraham
plied.

“Ce n'est rien! ne

“I've a good mind to send for the
he cried.
“Unfortunately, what I have done Ig

not oune recog-

not a criminal offense-
nized by the law, at least.”

“So yon came here for that purpose?
What do you mean by that?”

“I eame for your daughter, yes; most
decidedly I came for her. And,” he
added exultantly, “I have got her.”

“You wonld take her away from a
luxurious home; you have already
caused her to give up a most excellent
chance. And for what? That she may
be a typewriting drudge, and typewrlte
your wretched and, I have no doubt,
wicked stories.”

“wWell, if she likes, she may.”

“You think that I shall give
money. You are mistaken. She
never have a penny from me."

“That doesn’t matter.”

“You say so. But you know I am
her father. You trust that I shall re-
pent.”

“I hope so—for your sake.”

“Now, sir, I tell you that the girl Is
penniless, and that she wlill never—
never you understand—have a penny of
my money. If you have a spark of
honor left, a spark of true regard for
her happiness, you will give her up.”

“I have her promise, and I shall keep
her to It,” sald Ford.

“You talk bravely. I suppose you
will tell me that you never cared about
her money, that you love her for her-
self?”

“It Is sufficlent for me that she loves
me for myself,” sald Ford, calmly.
“At any rate, she doesn’t love me for
my money."”

“No, indeed,” sneered Brackley. “A
man like you would never have got into
a house like this save by a subterfuge.

her
will

“r'’M SURE HE WILL FORGIVE US.”

You and I don’t meet in the ordinary
way.”

“That is true,” admitted Ford, “and
that {s why I determined to become
tutor here.”

“And why, sir, did you single my
daughter out for your deslgns?’

“Well, you see, I had seen her in the
distance, and fallen in love with her. I
wanted to know her better. She is
all I thought her, and If I am not all
she thinks me, at any rate I shall make
her a good husband.”

“Look here, sir,” said Brackley, at
the last gasp of exasperation, “If my
girl marries you I swear I will never
give her a penny, and I swear [ will
never speak to you again.”

Ford looked at him steadily.,

“I hear what you say,” he said, “and
I shall keep you to your word if you
are Inclined to break it?”

“What do you mean?’ bawled Brack-
ley.

“I don’t like you, Mr. Brackley. I
don't like your house, and I don't like
your friends. I think your daughter
will be well away from you, and in
time I have hopes that I shall be able
to make her forget you."

“Well! Am I mad, am I dreaming?
Is this a joke?”

“If it is, I don’t see the point of it.
I don't iike you, Mr. Brackley, and I
don't want to see you. I don't mind
your sons. They can come and see me
and thelr sister.”

“You think T would allow my sons to
see their sister’s degradation, her
shame! Perhaps you think it is amus-
ing to live in a workhouse?”

“I don’t know. There may be worse
places. If you hadn't been able to tide
over some crises in the city, for in-
stance, you might have been living in
goal!”

1t was a hard hit and a true one,

“Whatever I've done 1 did for my
children. At any rate, I haven't stolen
into a house and persuaded a girl to
go out of it and starve with me. If
you think you can blackmail me, you
are mistaken. If you take the girl,
she starves—mind that—she starves!”

vous afigez pas pour mol, mes bounnes amies,” he re-
Wolfe was wounded three times before he fell. A
chot shattered his wrist, and yet another struck him.
Finally he was hit in the breast.
“Now God be praised, T wlll die in peace.” The result of
the battle was not the conquest of Canada, but the unlon
of the French and British colenles.

He died murmuring,

“But why should she starve?

“Then what—what dJo you propose
my daughter Is to live on? Though,
mind you, If she marries you she Is no
longer daughter of mine?”

“1 do mind you. Well, she can live
on me. 1 am a very rich man, Mr.
Erackley?”

“Rich—you?” said Br
that the tutor was bh 5

“Yery, very rich. One of the rich-

y, thinking

est men in England. You see, [ came
here as a tutor—Ilike King Arthur,

don't you know--just to sce how the
poor live.”

“How the poor llve! You needun't in-
sult me, sir! To steal my daughter and
rob her of her inheritance is enough.”

“You arg right, Brackley, you are
right,” sald Ford, dropping into famll-
farity very unbecoming in a tutor, “and
I wasn't speaking the truth, I came
here to se@ your daughter. Yours are
not, as you mentloned yourself, the sort
of people whom I am likely to meet.
You must forglve my being vulgar
enough to say so. Dut I had fallen In
love at sight of her, and I thought if I
made her acquaintance In the ordinary
way, that if she didn’t fall in love with
me, you would, and try to persuade
her. I so wanted to be loved for my-
self, and I was as little sure of that In
my own world as in yours. I'm a
nobleman."” '

“A nobleman!"

“Haven't you heard of Lord Ascott?
I see you have. Well, he Is the richest
nobleman in Rutland, if not the oldest
in descent, and he was reported to
have gone on a yachting expedition.
Well, it wasn't true. IIis yacht went,
but he did not. He went on an expedl-
tion to Lancaster Gate.”

“Lord Ascott! You!”

“Yes, and I am so glad that In
marrying Mabel I shall not be marry-
ing her family. I was a little afrald I
should have to, and I was quite pre-

pared to make the sacrifice. But you
have made tho way easy.”
Brackley sank Into a chalr. The

revelation had been too much for him.
It was some minutes before he could
speak.

“Then I have the honor to tell you,
Lord Ascott,” he sald, gathering
strength as he went on, “I have the
honor to tell you that you have Dbe-
haved like a cad. You steal into a
man’s bousc and get his daughter's af-
fections under the pretense that you
are a penniless tutor. You take ad-
vantage of a father's natural and prop-
er anger at such ruin for his dauogh-
ter to break with him and to cut him
off from that daughter’s love. You
may be a nebeman, by name, If not
by nature, aad you may be a rich man,
but I don’t take back a word which I
sald to Ford the tutor—except, per-
haps, what I sald about anr not belng
likely to meet.”

“By jove! you've got more spirit in
you than I bargained for,” sald Lord
Ascott. “I am beginning to be sorry
for the first tlme that you swore you
would never speak to your daughter
again i{f she married me.”

But at that moment Mabel burst into
the room. «

“I can't bear the suspense any long-
er,” she crled. “Has he told you, fa-
ther? I mee he has. You must forgive
him and me.”

She went and stood by the young
man, taking khis hand.

‘“Your father has sworn that if you
marry me he will never speak to you
again.”

“Father!” She left her lover’s hand,
and went to her father. “You can't
mean that. I love Mr. Ford. I don’t
mind trylng to work for my living.
But I do want to be happy. And I
couldn’'t be happy If you cast me off
like that, and cast him off too.”

“So you would leave your father
for this man?” said Drackley.

“I would leave yon for him because
he is to be my husband. But I love
you, father, epd If you do this dreadful
thing you wiii know that you are spoil-
iqg my iife—and spoiling it just when
I ought to be happy.”

The two men jvoked 7t each other.

“We mustn't spoil her happiness,
even to please ourselves,” said the
young man. “I expect you will have to

have to grin when you do it. Shall we
fall on our knees and ask your bless-
ing?”

But at that Mr. Brackley turned and
left the rooin hurriedly.

“ITie will forgive us, I'm sure he
will,” sald Mabel.

*I think so. dariing; nnd we shall
yvet learn to llke each other—he awd 1.”
—Saturday Journal.

A man may consider the marriage tie
sacred, but It's different with the bar-

galn counter tles his wife buye for him.
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break your oath, Brackley; and I shall .
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