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ASIMFLE SAFEGUARD IN BUY-
ING PAINT. SM % w 

i Everybody should know how simple 
and easy It Is to ivvoid all uncertainty 
In buying paint materials. - There are 
many so-called white toads on the mar
ket, which contain chalk, zinc, bnrytes, 
and other cheap adulterants. Unless 
the, prgpofty owner takes advantage qf , 
the slmf>le means of protection afford- ; 
«d him by. reliable white lead manu
facturers, ho runs great risk of getting 
an Inferior and adulterated white lend. 

It is to protect the paint-buyer 
against fraud tind adulteration that Na
tional Lead Company, the largest mak
ers of genuine Pure White Lead, place 
their famous "Dutch Boy Painter" 
trademark on every keg of their pro
duct an absolute guarantee of itH pur
ity and quality. Anyone who wants to 
make a practical test of white lead and 
who wants a valuable free book about 
painting, should address National Lead 
Company, Woodbrldge building, New 
York, and ask for test equipment. 

A LONELY GIRL 
EV% Xmw 

TOKB3 OF SPANISH ROYALTY. 

Koit Qorffeon* Durlnl Vaults—Mar
ble Efflgle* of Children. 

The Escurlal, in which for nearly 
'three centuries the kings and queens 
;©f Spain have been burled, is said to 

-» ibe the most gorgeous burial vault In 
the world, according to London Tlt-
Bits. 

It Is an octagonal chamber, thirty-
six feet across, with .its walls, save 
(where the coffins stand, entirely over
laid with precious marbles. The stalr-

: ease which leads to it Is of marble 
With Jasper walls. The general effect 

- la unspeakably splendid. In the midst 
«C this magnificence are the massive 

•r Mack marble caskets Jet Into the walls, 
containing the bodies themselves. They 
are exactly alike, inscribed simply with _ 
the names of the different kings and 
queens. There is room for just six 

" more monarch* and their consorts. 
I Of another character altogether is 

• the vault devoted to Spain's royal chil
dren—princes and princesses. Here 

' white marble rules, and very charming 
tare some of the effigies over the tombs. 
!nie local nama for the vault is "the 
.place of the little angels," and though 
[aoany of the prlpces who lie here wore 
Inot at all angello In their lives, the Im
pression left by the white marble wings 
Of the statues la one of spotless ptirlty. 

One unfortunate Spanish king, Don 
Jamie II. of Aragon, is daily on view 
(n the Cathedral of Palma, In Majorca. 
The sacristan of the place takes you 
to a yellow marble monument In the 
choir, opens a cupboard and pulls out a 
very ordinary coffin with a glass lid. 
As poor Don Jamie died In the four-

' teenth century, he Is not now at all a 
" lively spectacle. His mumtny Is made 

gay, however, with ' imitation royal 
:, jrob^s—cottony ermine, and so forth. 

/„'*• 1 1 K 
M*|i Feiiaton ThemiclKi. 

- Domestic servants In Germany come 
onder tlje law that obliges all persons 
feelow * certain income to provide for 
their old age. Tbi postofflce issues 
-cards and stamps, and one of these 

... ••tamps must be dated and affixed to 
the card every Monday. Sometimes 

«tbe employers buy the cards and stamps 
*and show them at (be postofflce each 

• 4nontfc sometimes they expect the t»r-
-rant to pay. half the money required. 
"Women who go out by the day get their 
••tamps at the house they work in on 
Mondays. If a girl marries she may 
cease to Insure and may have a sum 
cf money toward her outfit. In that 
case she will receive no old age pension. 
But If she goes on with her insurance 
•ha will have from 15 to 90 marks ($3 
to *4) * month fram the state after 
the aga of TO. 

Iiiiwi R«to»atli». 
Ia a littla town a few years ago 

there waa a Shiftless colored boy naimed 
mmm Blake, who, after being caught 
la a number of petty delinquencies, was 

last sentenced to a short term In the 
•penitentiary, where he was sent to 

^ -learn a trade. On the day- of hla re-
* -turn home he met a friendly white ac-

•qpalntaace, who asked: 
"Well, what did they put you at In 

•the prlaon, Ranse?" 
"Degr started in to moke an honest 

twjr uut'u Hie, SSii." 
"That's good, Ranse, and I hope tlhey 

^ratxeeded." 
"Dey did, sah." 
"And how did they teach you to be 

tnrfeatr > 
"Dey done put me In the Sboe shop, 

aih naillh' pasteboard onter shoes fo' 
-tolas, a«».'V.%y,: 

XOXHXB AND CHILD. 

4Mk Vsllr XMriikd em Grmp®-Nut». 
j The value of this famous food Is 

•Mm la- aaay ways, in addition to 
«hat mlgibt be expected from its chemi-
•sialanalysia. • > 

Qrapa-Nut» fo<od is made of whole 
Wheat and barley. Is thoroughly baked 
flMr maar hours and contains-all the 

oleaome Ingredients In these cereals. 
^,It oontalna also the phosphate of pot-
•fih gt&WB in the grains, which Nature 
aatia to build up brain and nerve cells. 

Young children require proportion
ately more of this element because the 
brain and nervous systeia of the child 
grows ao rapidly. 

A Va. mother found the value of 
Orape-Nuts in not only building up her 
own strength but in nourishing her 

± baby at the same time. She writes: 
"jl •-After my baby came I did not re-

covei" health and strength, and the doc-
said tcouia not nurse the baby us 

did not have nourishment, for her, 
**?i:'»bssldes I was too weak. 

'He said I might try a change of 
aat sm what that would do, and. 

^recommended {Srape-NuMr food. I 
* bought a pkg. and used it regularly. 

Jk tftarfcedebange ame orer both baby 
Pittai;x. * ' -

«Hy tkb; is now four months old. 
am ' nursing her; 

ibf work and never felt 

• •..... \ . T* 

CHAPTER XIX.—(Continued.) 
"If you wish to speak to roe." says 

she, "I am ready to hear you. Will you 
come thin way? It is very quint in the 
garden. Well!" demands she, facing him. 
Sho feels quite safe and full of courage. 
Some instinct tell* her that Hilary, who 
had so reluctantly obeyed her wish, is 
still somewhere near. 

"Well," repeats he. "Is it well for 
you? You think you are goins; to marry 
that fellow, Adare. You stilt think ho 
will prove truo to you, when he know* 
that If he does marry you, his uncle will 
disinherit him?" 

"I don't think it," says she, in a clear, 
intense voice. "I know it." 

"I defy you to know it," his breath 
coming more quickly. "Until to-night, 
although I have warned him of it, Sir 
Luelen never quite believed that h'H 
nephew"—with a contemptuous Intona
tion—"condescended to admire you 1" 

"Still, I know it," repeats she, coldly. 
"And as for Captain Adare's not know
ing that his uncle would probably dis
inherit him if he married me, I told him 
So myself. But I need not have dono so; 
he bad quite made up bis mind about it." 

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

"No." Even in this dim light he can 
see 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 trick," cries he violently. 

"Cannot yon see," cries she, turning 
upon him in a passion of pain and grief, 
"that I could not marry him? I Uv» 
hist." She presses her hands as if in 
pain upon her breast. "I love him; but 
with this stein upon my father's memory, 
I shall never parry him." 

"You mean," persistently, "that if 
these Jewels are never found you will not 
starry Adare." 

"Yes, I have told him so," she sighs 
heavily. Deane breaks into a sudden ln-
seleat laugh and then as suddenly grows 
silent. Something in the very calm of 
Amber's manner has at last convinced 
him that any hope he has entertained of 
making her hla is at an end. But he 
can, at all events, prevent her from eve* 
being Adare's! The day after to-morrow 
he will leave; and, catching the boat on 
Thursday next, be out of the country 
before Sir Luden is even aware of his 
having left the Mill House. And, even 
If parsned, what chance of convicting him 
of having anything to de personally 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 to decide upon. 

"Not him or any other man," says she 
slowly. Thq.t 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 lies 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 !n earnest about your refusal to mar
ry Adare until yoiir father's memory is 
cleared, you will find yourself deserted 
and alone. For"—with a strange glance, 
meaadng, yet appealing—"that will nev
er happen t Those jewels Sir Lucien has 
set his soul upon will never fall into his 
handsr 

"Yon only convince me that you know 
of them," says she in a lew, 

tone. "I feel it is useless to appeal 
to yon, but hear me! If you do know 
Where those jewels are, I swear I will not 
marry Hilary, or any man—that I will 
dls unmarried—if only you will clear my 
father's name I Is that not bribe enough?" 

"Hah! you have come so far as that," 
says he. "Well! you must go farther. 
Swear you will marry me, aad " 

She turns abruptly away, as If despis
ing him toe much to answer. 

"joat as you will," he mutters si 
IT. "However, a last word. If at 
hoar yen elect to ceme out to 
I believe Adare will Wag you asMe when 
he haaws positively what his marriage 
—Jvfc joa will mean to him—then, yaa 
win rteeive from me a cordial weir—. 
Bear that In mind, my girl. It Is werth 
a thaaghtl And—another thin*-—if yen 
agree to cast in your lot with us, yon 
need not think that it mast necessarily 
lead to marriage with me. No! His 
strange, wild face looks tragically, hon
estly earnest at that moment. "You 

be free to choose betwixt me aad 
many another; to " 

"You have not left me free this time," 
iayp she with a faint smile. "But If you 
are really going, Brian, good-by. We arc 
net likely to meet again." 

"Yen forget—you are coming home to
morrow." 

"No, I had not forgotten. But to
night Madam asked me to go and stay 
with her for a week, and " 

"Ah I" cries he fiercely, with the fierce-
DiMe of acute zsehtal agony. "You are 
dwelling on the thought that this Is our 
last meeting. You hope.for that! But," 
la a choking voice, "it is not our last 
meeting; in spite of you, I shall see you 
again " 

"It would not be In spite of me, Bri
an," says she very softly and kindly, 
touched by the certain misery of his 
whole air. "I only thought it would be 
for the best for you and me not to meet 
again. But if you wish to bid me an
other, more open farewell, I shall be glad 
to see yon at Madam's." 

"Let that rest," says he roughly, mak
ing a gesture as if pushing something 
aside. "What I want to know is, what 
are yeu going to do when I am gone? 
Madam," with a glance at her, "will go 
too! And you! Are you going to live 
alone la that old house?" 

"I have lived alone, the greater part of 
my life." Her voice is very sad and for
lorn. "I shall net mind the loneliness. I 
have had no time to think of it yet; as 
I had no idea Esther would go back with 
you this time. But I am sure old Mrs. 
Blake aad her daughter—you know how 
poor they are, and how respectable— 
woald come up and take care of me and 
the bease. They are quite nice people, 
and will not. trouble me at all, and I 
think It will be a help to theim So you 
Me," with a rather haughty, if distinctly 

glance* "yon need not be at all 

C&APTER XX. * 1', 
"ar# toing np to the totrer to see 

4 tKe aufrs," cries May. "They 'will be 
lijrel*: ta«lEht. Gilby," to Grey, who 

y ? f . . v  f  l a  i n  c l e e e  a t t e n d a n c e ,  " h a g  A m b e r  g o n e ?  |  
i She,JHM *be hated, cloak*. Ohl coMS, 

and. nftor nil, I'm not n hit sleepy now !" 
"The Mtars in their conrsp*." begins 

Dolly, giant-ins at Everard, "are fighting 
for you. Conm!" 

Up here in thiM old tower the ni*ht is 
maEnifHT>nf. Sfnrs upon stars stud the 
pale lilue tirmanii'Ut, their brilliant liph'.s 
defying the darkness. Even Dolly is a 
little less vivacious than usual beneath 
the heavenly beauty of thoxc silent stars 
swimming above her in llie ineffable blue. 
It inuy be their mystic charm, or eise a 
faint twinge of conscience, that renders 
her iniit'?—vho ran say? It would be 
unfnir fo jud'je her on such evidence, as 
May is very silent, too; tintl Amt>er, with 
arms on the si" of ore of the narrow-
windows. her he:id uplifted, her lar^e pyn 
wrapt and dreamy, has evidently no wr,rd 
for nnyone. Not even for Hilary, w'-o is 
on her right band, or for Everard, who 
is standing on her left. 

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

"Owen !" says Mrs. Clarence at once, 
with an nir of resignation ; "he has evi
dently fallen on the hard stone steps, 
coming up in a hurry, and hurt himself." 
Indeed, a second later, as he stumbles 
into the room, he tells them so. 

"Beastly stairs ! Fancy putting stones 
inside a house. Bad enough before the 
hall door. Well, hero I am at last. Not 
missed, I can see, although 1 haye been 
fighting your battles down l>elovv. Hut 
It's no good.' Nothing would get our 
darling Lucien off to his silken couch. He 
grows livelier every minute. He wants 
to see you, Hilary; I'd advise you to go 
at once, as he's In one of his tantrums. 
What are you all doing up' here, eh? 
Mooning?" 

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

At all events, she does not betray her
self. Her wonderfully youthful little 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. 

Bverard's heart begins to beat quickly. 
The time has come, with or without 
Dolly's intervention. Why trifle with it? 
Five minutes alone with her—with Am
ber ! A word spoken—a word answered. 
If she will give herself to him! He jibs 
a little at this thought,' he, woh, up to 
this, has sworn against lasting charms 
of any sort. But this one creature in all 
the world has caught and held him. 

Hilary below is caught by Sir Lucien 
in a discussion abont 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. "He 
knows everything," says Sir Lucien. "I 
don't believe it," says Hilary, "he is false 
all through. He is playing with you," 
and so ou. Hilary's manner, in spite of 
himself, is a little impatient, and he has 
lost the power to conceal it. Ilis heart 
is with the lovely Amber upstairs, with 
the girl who has dragged it out of his 
breatjt. This thought delights him. "I 
have now no heart," he has told himself 
a hundred times, glad at his loss. "No 
heart,' but sh£ has given me hers in
stead. And what a heart 1" All her 
grace and sweetness comes to him now, 
threefold as he sits listening to Sir Lu-
cien's violent diatribes against her mother 
and her detested father. 

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

Poor Amber 1 she has need of many 
witches to keep away the many harms 
that are following her to-night, had he 
only known it 1 Breaking free at last 
frem Sir Lucien, be rises, and with a 
haste that I am afraid can hardly be cabl
ed decent, leaves the room. 

Now, with mad haste in his steps, he 
rarites up the broad staircase from the 
hall, eager to reach again that room in 
the old tower where he had last seen bis 
beloved gazing with rapt eyes upon the 
stars. 

The room is empty. No Amber is 
here now. No one is here—it is swept 
clear 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 tower. 

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; 
bow could she wait, if all the others 
went? But still'^'V.-..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 or.ee 
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 house, walks slowly to
wards a back staircase that leads to the 
halls heneath. He has gone half way 
when a slight sound in the distance be
hind him brings him to a full stop. 

Steps! Steps surely ! He 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 !» 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 sees two forms 
come slowly forward. 

They pause. One*—it is Amber—leans 
slightly forward. Some words fall from 
her lips. Her companion—Everard, be
yond doubt—-answers her. Another mo
ment, and then Everard has taken her 
hand, has raised it , to his lips, she con
senting! A fervent, a passionate caress 
on the back of that small brown hand, 
and Everard goes down the principal 
staircase, leaving her still standing in the 
full moonlight guins after him. Adare 
can see her race perfectly. Beyond doubt 
there Is iafM&S "fteling in ifr-for hi®— 
for Bverard! _ r 

The iact that Amber is now coming 
his wayl across the unlit gallery, falls to 
check the devil that is raging in his 
breast. Ahl last night. How he had 
admired her thfa, mad fool that he was, 

not to marry 
hated, cloak*. Qhl coayyt admired her thfa, mad fool 
bo driidotts hi tba ttffrer. | because of be£ determination 

;v ' K »».[• fathtt.-'s name was cleared! 
8- 1 not waited to clear her father's 
aienory before -"cepting Everard. What 
a dupe h» ha* been ! * * was a mere put 
ot to him, until she could make sure of 
Everard, and bis Immense fortune. And 
he had believed in her; he would have 
Ktakcd his soul on her truth. 

Nearer, nearer come the footsteps. 
Quite In the shadow himself, he can 
watch her as she nr>r,roaches, without 
being seen himself. A cold, hateful dis
belief in all things—In everyone—ha« seiz
ed upon him, taking pluce of his late mad 
rage. As t;he get* within two yards of 
him he steps forward. 

"Oh, you, Hilary!" cries she with a 
little throb of joyous surprise in be* 
Hoft voice. 

(To be continued.) 

now TO TELL AMERICANS. 

A GREAT MOMENT Of THE BATTLE OP QUEBEC. 

Von Xluy Knoiv Them !>y liar on 
Tlicls- "Watc-h ( liulm. 

"When you JJO ABIVAD UU<l are anx
ious to nui't route of yt'tir own coun
trymen, ) n !<io!:out for watch 
ohai:iK, nml if you fir:tl one with a bar 
at the on<l of It. y«>u will bo safe In 
a<*dre«sinK the wearer," «nid Ileprcsent-
!>.lvo Griisiuv Kustcrinnan of the Ninth 
Wisconsin District, snys the Washing
ton Post. Mr. KitHtcrinann is n native 
of demmiiy, and i'iissm! his boyhood 
and the first years of his business ca
reer In Hamburg, fo lie ought to know, 
wiiereof he talks. For thirty yeara Mr. 
Kusterniann lias been a merchant In 
(iiwn Hay, Wis., ami the present Is his 
flrst term In Congress. 

"There was u time when It was easy 
for tlie traveler abroad to pick out one 
of his own countrymen by the shoes 
worn," continued Mr. Kusterrnann, "but 
since AH'.ericun shoes have been rmt 
on sale in every city in Europe, and 
apparently are given tlie preference 
among English i>eopIe, footwear is no 
longer a criterion of nationality. But 
all you have to do is to look at a man's 
watch chain. If it has a bar at the 
end, tlie owner is an American. The 
German or Frenchman has a round 
ring with "which to fasten his chain to 
his veft, 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 gallery, a museum, 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 gained in this way, and 
if the trip is mnde for recreation, It 
must of necessity be a failure. It is 
far better to visit the smaller communi
ties and spend the time among the 
peasants. 

"Trips 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. One of the paradise 
spots of Germany is the Teutoburg for
est, near the city of Detmold, wliero 
I was born. Detmold furnishes excel
lent hotel accommodations and pro
vides as much entertainment of high 
character, especially in the musical and 
dramatic lines, as any place of its sizo 
in Germany. This is due largely to the 
interest taken by-the prince. Detmold 
covers territory probably not larger 
than the counties of some of our States, 
yet the prince receives a salary of 
Sit0,000 a year. This is not such a 
inrKe »um, 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 
and operas at a lower price of admis
sion than perhaps anywhere else in the 
world. Think of an excellent perform
ance of 'Lohengrin' or 'Tannhauser,' 
with CO cents the highest-priced seat in 
the theater, or for 8 cents, if you are 
content to sit in the gallery." 

Seuona of Mara. 
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 planet'a 
features and so 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 twenty-four 
hour*, forty minutes long, instead of 
twenty-four hours. Xext it discloses 
the tilt of. the axis to the planet's orbi
tal plane, a relation which causes the 
seasons of the year. Now the mar-
tian tilt, as well as the martian thne of 
rotation, turns ont to be singularly like 
our own, being in fact 24 degrees as 
against 23V. degrees for the earth. The 
year of Mars, however, Is twice ours 
in length, which. Joined to great eccen
tricity of orbit, gives It diversifledly 
long seasons. Thus In the northern 
hemisphere spring lasts 190 days, sum
mer 1SS, autumn 147 and winter 158, 
while In its southern hemisphere tl»« 
figures stand reversed. 

Tlio 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 t2ie 
shorter period. And it Is not a littla 
Interesting that precisely this possibil
ity actually turns out to be vital In the 
vegetative economy of the planet's year. 
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: :.v' Roallfttu In Art, 
Two artists were boasting how they 

could paint. "Do you know," said one, 
"I painted a sixpence on the ground 
one day, and a beggar nearly broke his 
fingers trying to pick it up 1" 

"That's nothing to what I did," aaftf 
the other. "I painted a leg of mnttoa 
on a stone, and It was so realistic that 
a dog ate lialf the stone before he found 
out his mistake!" • <•** 

: Vf 
Nipped. 

"I've got a great chance," begaa Bor-
rouglis. "to make big money on a cer
tain Investment if- " 

"Sorry, eld man," Interrupted WIsa, 
"but I've had tt> borrow tuyself tbia 
month."—Philadelphia Press. 

About 6,000 iron miners in Lor
raine, more than half of the whole 
number employed In that region oa 
the border of Germany and France, art 
using acctylene lampa In their 

The battle of Quebec, fought on the Plains of Abraham 
in September, 1T59, is memorable if only for the courage 
and chivalry of the opposing generals, Montcalm and 
Wolfe. As Montcalm rode back to the French lines 

wounded to death, a woman cried out, "0, mon DIeu! 
Mon DIeu! Le Marquire est tuel" "Ce n'est rienl ne 

vous aflllgez pas pour mol, mes bonnes amies," he re
plied. Wolfe was wounded three times before he fell. A 
shot shattered his wrist, and yet another struck him. 
Finally he was hit in the breast. He died murmuring, 
"Xow God be praised, I will die in peace." The result of 
the battle was not the conquest of Canada, but the union 
of the French and British colonics. 

MARRIAGE RECESSIONAL. 

All- wise, all-great, whose ancient plan 
Ordained the woman for the man, 
LooV down, O Lord 1 ou these who now 
Before Thy sacred altar bow. 

Almighty Ruler, in whose hand 
The morrow and its issues stand, 
Wbate'er tlie lot Thy will assign. 
We can bot lrneol; 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 wheresoe'er the way extend, 
Be with them, Father, to the end. 
—Austin Dobson. 

The Tutor's Wooing 

For reasons best known to himself, 
but which you shall learn later, Her
bert Ford took a situation as holiday 
tutor to the son of Mr. Brackley, a 
substantial 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. Refine
ment went out of his home when pros
perity came in, at the date of that 
second marriage. 

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 their 
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 had 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 bad admitted that 
up to the present his experience, in 
teaching had not been great. He in
tended for himself a literary career, be 
stated, ^nd tutored only as a tem
porary expedient, but his public school 
and university education 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 
not seem to remember her, for his 
greeting, though extremely courteous, 
was that of a complete stranger. A 
few days later he asked for an inter
view with the father. 

"I come to ask you for your daugh
ter's hand," he said simply. 

"What, sir—what dp you mean?" 
"I 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 outrageous 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," said Ford testily, 
have I your permission to marry your 
daughter J" 

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—undfr the 
pretense of tutoring my boys, and de
liberately set yourself to take my 
daughter away." 

"Precisely. You have stated the case 
as shortly as I could, though you have 
guessed rather quickly. I stole into 
this house with that deliberate inten
tion. The tutoring was only a blind." 

Mr. Btackley gasped again. The 
man acknowledged it. seemed to ac-
Ocowledge more than eren he had 
tharged him with. . 

''I've a good mind to send for the 
police," lie cried. 

"Unfortunately, what I have done is 
not a criminal offense—not oue recog
nized by the law, at least." 

"So you came here for that purpose? 
What do you mean by that?" 

"I came for your daughter, yes; most 
decidedly I came for ber. And," ho 
added exultantly, "I have got her." 

"You w'ould take her away from a 
luxurious home; you have already 
caused lier to give up a most excellent 
chance. And for what? That she may 
be a typewriting drudge, and typewrite 
your wretched and, I have no doubt, 
wicked stories." 

"Well, if she likes, she may." 
"Sou think that I shall give her 

money. You are mistaken. She will 
never have a penny from me." 

"That doesn't matter." 
"You say so. But you know I am 

her father. You trust that I Bhall re
pent." 

"I hope so—for your sake." 
"Xow, sir, I tell you that the girl Is 

penniless, and that she will 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, yon will give her up." 

"I have her promise, and I shall keep 
her to It." said 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 sufficient for me that she loves 
me for myself," said Forfl, calmly. 
"At any rate, she doesn't love n}e for 
my money." 

'<No, indeed," sneered Brackley. "A 
man like you would never have got Into 
a house like this save by a subterfuge. 
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You and I don't meet in the ordinary 
way." 

"That is true," admitted Ford, "and 
that is why I determined to beoome 
tutor here." 

"And why, sir, did you single my 
daughter out for your designs?" 

"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 I 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 like you, Mr. Brackley, and I 
don't want to see you. I don't mind 
your sons. They can come and see me 
and their sister." 

"You think I would allow my sons to 
see their sister's degradation, her 
shameJ 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!" ( 

It was a bard hit and a true one. 
"Whatever I've done I did for my 

children. Alt 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!" 

"But why should she starve?" 
"T|icn what—wlmt '.lo you propose 

my daughter Is to live on? Though, 
mind you, if she marries you she Is uo 
longer daughter of mine?" 

"I do mind you. Well, she can live 
on mo. I am a very rich man, Mr. 
Brackley?" 

"Rich—you?" said Brackley, thinking 
that the tutor was blutling. 

"Very, very rich. One of the rich
est men in England. You see, I came 
here as a tutor—like King Arthur, 
don't you know—Just to see how the 
poor live." ! 

"How the poor live! You needn't in
sult me, sir! To steal my daughter and 
rob her of her Inheritance is enough." 

"You are fight, Brackley, you are 
right," said Ford, dropping into famil
iarity very unbecoming in a tutor, "and 
I wasn't speaking the truth. I came 
here to soa your daughter. Yours are 
not, as you mentioned yourself, the sort 
of people whom I am likely to meet. 
You must forgive my being vulgar 
enough to say so. Iiut 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 bo loved for my
self, and I was as little sure of that In 
my own world as In yours. I'm a 
nobleman." M 

"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. His yacht went, 
but he did not. He went on an expedi
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 afraid I 
should have to, and I was quite pre
pared to make the sacrifice. But you 
have made the way easy." 

Brackley sank Into a chair. 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 said, gathering 
strength as he went on, "I have the 
honor to tell you that you have be
haved like a cad. You steal into a 
man's house 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 auch ruin for his daugh
ter to break with him and to cut him 
oft from that daughter's love. You 
may be a noMaman, by name, If not 
by nature, u< you may bte a rich man, 
bnt I don't take back a word which I 
said to Ford the tutor—except, per
haps, what I said about our not being 
likely to meet." 

"By Jove! you've got more spirit in 
you than I bargained for," said Lord 
Ascott. "I am beginning to be sorry 
for the first time that you swore you 
would never speak to your daughter 
again if she married me." 

Bnt at that moment Mabel burst into 
the room. • 

"I can't bear the suspense any long
er," ahe cried. "Has he told you, fa
ther? I aee he has. You must forgive 
him and me." 

She went and stood by the young 
man, taking his 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 trying 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 Brackley. 

"I would leave you for him because 
he is to be my husband. But I love 
you, father, and if you do this dreadful 
thing you wiii know that you are spoil
ing my' iife—and spoiling it just when 
I ought to be happy." 

The two men luokc-d i*t each other. 
"We mustn't spoil her happiness, 

even to please ourselves." said the»i, 
young man. "i expect you will have tos , 
break your oath, Brackley; and I shall*;, 
have to grin when yon do it. Shall we 
fall on- our knees and ask your bless-- -
ingT' • 

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

"He will forgive us, I'm sure he 
will," said Mabel. " 

"I think so. darling; and we shall 
yet learn to like each other—he aad I." 
-r-Si^turday Journal. * -

A man may consider the marriage tie 
sacred, but ifs different with the bpr-
galn counter ties bis wife buys for him.-
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