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. AT , SUNSET.

Across the golden west
A magle cloudland Hes,

And day i suvely blest
That in such glory dies!

Now crimson, purple, gold,
But for a moment's time,
What changing forms unfold
Phantasmic and sublime!

A mountain, temple, lake,

" A glant, bird or fish,

Strange glowlng fancles wake
And stir man's vegrant wish.

For flaming, fading far,
Their radiant’ spiendors teach
When comes the eyening star
How hope may still upréach.

Beyond the gleaming west,
Heyond the cloud and star,
The spirit hath iis guest,
And fadelesh vislons are,
~Charjes W. Sigvenson, in
(Alass.) Impuhln wn.

Springfield

FRANCIS LYNDE
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CHAPTER XXIV.—CoNTINUED,

“1 kpew you'd make difficulties when
ft came to the paying part of it, and
gince [ didn't know, myself, I wired
Mr. Ormzby again. Here is what he
says,” and she untwisted a second tel-
egram and read It to him. ** ‘Fee should
not be less than five per cont. of bonded
indebtedness; four-fifth in stock at
par; one-fifth cash; no cure, no pay.'"

“Three million five hundred thou-
sand dollara!™ gaspad Kent.

“It's only nominally that much,” sha
Iaughed. “The stock part of it is mere-
ly vour guaranty of good faith: it is
worth next to nothing now, and it will
be many a long day before it goes to
par, even If you are successful In sav-
ing Its life, So your magnificnt fee
ghrinks to $700,000, lesg your expen-
Bes.”

“But heavens and earth! that's aw-
ful!” sald Kent.

“Not when you consider it as a sur-
geon's risk. You happen to be the one
man who has the ldea, and if it isn't
carried out, the patient is going to die
to-morrow might, permanently. You
are the specialist in this case, and spe-
cialista come high. Now you may zo
and attend Lo the preliminary detalls,
if you lke.”

He found his hat and stood up. She
stood with him: but when he took
ber hand she made him sit down again.

“You have at least three degrees of
fever!" she exclaimed; “or fs it only
the $3,600,000 shock? What have you
been doing to yourself?'

“Nothing, 1 assure you.
been sleeping very weil for a few
pights. But that is only natural.”

“And 1 sald you must have & cool
head! Wil you do exactly as 1 tell
you to?”

“If you don't make it too hard.”

“Take the ecar down-town—don't
walk—nand after you have made Mr,
Loring send his message to Boston, you
go straight to Dr. Blddle. Tell him
what is the matter with you, and that
you need to sleep the clock around.”

“But the time!™ he protested. *“I
shall necd every hour between now
and to-morrow night!”

“QOne clear-headed hour iz worth a
dozen muddled ones. You do as 1
gay.”

“I hate drugs,” he sald, rising agaln.

“So do I; but there is a time for
everylhing under the sun. It is a ery-
ing necrssity that you go into this
fight perfectly fit and with all your
wits about you. If you don't, 2ome-
body—several somebodies—will land

I haven't

had strucky

“What made you break it offs with
Brookes Ormsby?" she snapped;'add--

]Liil
——
|

[ composure under fire, but ehe vl&s not
| always able to compass it.

Mrs. Brentwood fanned
orously. She had been aching to'have
| it out with this salf-willed young wo~
man who was playing fast and loose
ith attainable millions, and the bour

Revat vig:

The blue-gray eyes were downcast.
M. don't know.

miith, and accepted o much from him
t shall be as he says, mother.”

H‘haaﬁemoonhadhmdlmt
mwmmmwmmnm;h-
lands can be, and the powerful tour-

ing: *“I don't wonder jyou (were
ashamel to tell me about” it ::‘sme:z ;'&m’: mumnm“" to
“I did not break it off; and I was earth-

not ashamed."
Her self-control,

Elinor had rewned
and the angry light

skimming dragon whose Wing-beat was
tlzg muffied, exnlosire thud of the
tor.

in the far-seeing eyes was giving place 4 4

to the cool gray blankmess <hich she
rultivated.

“That is what Hrookes told me, but
I afin’t believe hind,” sald the mother.
“It's all wrong, anyway, and I more
than half believe that David Kent is at

€

t

+the sanatorium,

he bottom of IL’

Elinor left her chalr and went to
the window, which looked down on
the ornate parterre,

driveway. These

and the crescent

family hickerings were vary trying to
her, and the longing to escape them
was sometimes stiong enough to over-
ride cool reason and her innate sense

of tha fitness of trings.
But into the turmoll of

a

fi

u

d

nd how It had

shiy,

lant boast.

ependence in

mother.

“DAVID KENT?"

her back to the window. Ormsby was
coming up the curved drivewav in his
and she had seen him but
dimly through the rising mist of emo-

antomobile,

n

The tears In Elinor's eyes were not
aitogether of self-pity when she put

on.

“Have vou get your hear: upon this
thing, mother?—but I know you have.
Aud 1—1 have trled as I could to be
just and reasonable: to you and Pene-
lope, and to Brookes Ormsby.

obleness itself:

the

aged her;

serves the substance.”

o1

man who

d

o

cry.

She spoke rapldly,

1ty

down U

aughters.

{ comforting.
“There, there,

the

ke other

Ellle,

child;
It's terrible to hear you sob like

*.hou'ghts
haif indignant, balf self-compasdion-
ale, came reproach and & great wave
of tenderness filial
the sudden gift of retrospection, her
mother's long battie with Inpdequacy, ||
|too,
that the battle had been fought unsel-
gince she knew lier motler's
deglaration that she could contentedly
“go back to nothing™

She saw, as with

gaw,

was no mere pet-
It was for her daughters
that she had grown thin and haggard
and irritable under the »ersistent re-
verses of fortune;
that she was rlnking the Grimkie in-
match-making

it was fwr them

SAID THE MOTHER.

almost incoher-
and the mother-love in

was careful

It was al-

He A
it i= a shame to glve
him the shadow when he so richly de-

the
self-coutained,
niothérs’
S0 it was the mother who
beld out her arms, and the daughter
ran to go Jdown on her knees at thea
chair-side, burying her face in the lap

don't

‘I‘llmuxh malt of the miles Elinnr
had given herself up to silent enjoy-
ment of the rapture of swift motion,
angd Ormsby had respected her mood.
a8 he always did. But when they
wdre on the high hills beyond the

mining-camp of Megilp, and he had
thrown the engines out of gear to
braka the car gently down the long in-
clifes, there was room for speech.

‘"'This is our last spin together on
'the high plains, I suppose,” he said.
“Your mother has fixed upon to-mor-
row for our return to town, hasn't
she?" .

Elinor confirmed it half-absently.
Shé had been keyed up to face tae in-
evitable in this drive with Ormsby,
and she was afraid now that he was
going to break her resolution by a
dip into the commonplaces.

“‘Are you glad or sorry?” he asked,

Her reply was evasive.

*/I have enjoyed the thin, clean air
and the freedom of the wide horizons.
\Who could help it?"

“But you have not been entirely hap-
p,1n

It was on her lips to say some con-
veritional thing about the constant
jarting note in all human happiness,
but she changed it to a simpla “No.”

“May I try if I can give the reason?"

She made 'a reluetant little gesture
¢f mssent; some such signal of ac-
nuigscence as Marie Antoinette may
have given the wailing headsman.
{ "¥oun have been afrald every day
Jest T should begin a second time to
preis you for an answer, haven't you?”
| She could not thrust and parry with
hitr. They were past all that
| "}‘es." she admitted briefly.

“fou break my heart, Elinor,” he
eaid, after a long paunse. "But’—
‘W!l‘ll a sudden tightening of the lips—
“I'm not going to break yonrs."

She understood him, and her eyes
fillefl quickly with the swift shock
of titude,

“Jf you had made a study of woman-

kind through ten lifetimes instead of
a Dj,art of one, you could not know
when and where to strike truer and
deeper,” she said; and then softly:
“Why can't you make me love you,
Brobkes?"
! He took his foot from the brake-
pedal, and for ten seconds the released
ear |shot down the slope unhindered.
Theh he checked the speed amd an-
swered her.

“A little while ago I would have said
I didn't know; but now I do know. It
i5 hecause you love David Kent: you
loved him before I had my chance.”

Ske did not deny the principal fact,
but !she gave him his opportunity to
set it aside if he could—and would.

“(all it foolish, romantic sentiment,
if you llke. Is there no way to shame
me +mf of it

Heé shook his head slowly.

"Eml don’t mean that?”

“But if [ say that I do; il T Insist
that 1 am willing to be shamed out of
it-" -

HLS smile was that of a hrother who
remémbers tardlly to be loving-kind.

“I:shall leave that task for some one
who, cares less for you and for yopr

“he wo- |
and trouhlad
about the things that perish put the
match-maker to the wall.
most terrifying to see Elinor,
strong-hearted,
Lreaking

true, happiness than I do, or ever shall
And' it will be a mighty thankless ser-
vice| that that ‘some one’ will reander
you.'”

“Lut T ought to be whipped and sent
to led,” she protested, almost tear-
fully. “Do you know what 1 have done?
-hqw I haye—"

Stie could not quite put it in words,
every for him, and he helped her gen-
eroysly, as before.

“I' know what Kent hasn't done;
whith is more to the point. DBut he
will, do it fast enousgh if you will

fn the penitentinry, Wil you mind “]m!“j;l s‘ie m:bmsu;:i'.h“.r. O“E Yo give; him half a chance.”
me?" f;;‘nk;"?g :::llnT; ’f;;‘zfuc:' }I;ml Iy;tﬁ_";“af:’: *“No,” she sald definitively,
“Yes," he promised; and this time Loy ] b (] .
he }‘ot'aw:yp : : M and fearing weakly that you couldn’t i ot B i L B

CHAPTER XXV.
ON THE MIGH PLAINS,

Much to Elinor's rellef, and quite
as much, perhaps, to Penelope's, Mrs,
Brentwood tired of Breezeland Inn in
less than a fortalght and began to
talk of returming to the capital,

Pressed to give a reason for her dis-
satisfaction, the younger sister might
have been at n logs to account for
it in words; but Elinor's desire to cut
the outing short was based upon pride
and militant shame. After many trap-
settings she had succeeded in making
her mother confess that the stay at
Breezeland was at Ormsby's expense;
and not all of Mrs. Brentwood's petu-
lant justifyings could remove the sting
of the nettle of obligation.

“There is no reason in the world
why you shoold make =0 much of it:
I am your mother, and I ought to
know,” was Mrs. Brentwood's dictum.
“You wouldn't have any scruples If
wa were his guests on the Amphiirite
or in his country house on Long Is-
land." ’

“That would be differsnt,” Elinor
contended. *“We are not his guests
here; we are his pensioners.”™

“Nonsense!™ frowned. the mother,
A'lan’t it beginning to occur to you that
lnmp shouldn't be choosers? And.
besides, so far as you sre concerned,
you are only anticipating a little.”

It was an exgeedingly Injudicious,
not o say brutal way of putting it; and
the blue-gray efes flashed fire

’

« " *Car't you see that you are daily

"making A marriage bctvm us more | attainable.

#nd more impossible?” was the bitter | “No; it is his Just
. Fejolnder. mtnm': metier was cool dphdn;mlw
I'.' ii ‘.' . 3 T - _I_J
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bear the bard things. But we'll bear
themn together—we,
never say another word about Brookes
Ormsby and what ‘inight have been."
are making it hard-
er than ever now,” was the tearful re-

joinder. “I—there is no reacen why

“0 mother! you

three;

I should be so obstinate,

“Pavid Kent?™

The bowed head nodded a wordless

assent.

There was a tap at the door and a
servant was eome to say that Mr.
Brookes Ormsby was waiting In his
auto-car. Was Miss Brentwood nearly

ready?

Elinor said, “In a minute,” and whena
the door closed, she made a confidante
of het mother for the first time sinoe

sald the

her childhood days. . -

“l know what you have suspected
ever since that summer in New
Hampshire, and it is true™
fessed.

him the whole truth?”

“Oh, my dear!

XYou- eouldn't do

that!™ was the quick reply. -

“You mean that 'l am -hot SLrong
enough? But 1 am} and Mr. Ormsby
is mauly enough and generous ‘enough
to meet me half-way.

and 1'l

I haven't
even the one poor excuse you &re mak-
ing for me down deep in your heart.”

mother,

nhe con

“I do lova him—a=s much as
1 dare to without knowing whether he
cares for me. Must/I—may I—say yes
to Brookes Ormsby without telllng

Is there any

other honest thing to do, muther?”

thing only, has kept him from telling
1 youiany time since last antomn: that
is al sort of a finical loyalty to me.
1 saw how matters stood when he came
aboard of our train at Gaston—I'm ask-
ing you to believe that I didn't know
13 b«,[ore—n.nd I saw then that my only
liope¢ was to make a handfast friend
of Kim. And I did it.”
“I| believe you can do anything you
try to do,” she sald warmly,
This time his smile was a mere
gﬂm:ee.
! “You will have to make one excep-
tion} after this; and so shall L. And
since it 18 the first of any consequence
in all my mounting years, it grinds.
I can’t throw another man out of the
window and take his place.”
| “If you were anything but whag you
are, you would have thrown him ont of
the |window another way,”
Jbined.
| “That would have been a dago's
thick; not a white man's,” be asserted.
“I suppose I might have got In his
way;h.nd played the dog In the manger
generally, and you would have stuck
to jjour word end married me, but I
am mot looking for that kind of a win-
i I don’t mind confessing that I
q my last card when [ released
‘you
‘.’*

!mmour engagement. 1 s=aid to
If that doesn't break down
ers, notking willL™ -

looked up quickly.

ﬁmatuﬁﬁ:m-:-h;

Having asked so

Ormsby put his foo: on the brake and!

she re- i

were you? [ thought ss much,

tried to make bim admit it, but
wounldn’t. - What was your reason 1

. “I gave it to him: 1m‘thqu
you."

“I guess not,” ha laughed. “T m
born on the right side of the Bér
shire hills to appréciate it | I
really, you mustn't" Interfers. As |
say, We are golng to nake som
of David; and a littla conscien
the right old Pllgrim Pathers’ bnnil—t-
goes a long way in politics.,” !
“But you promised me y=u were m$

going to spoil him—only it doesn”
matter; you can't.” i

Ormshy chuckled openly, and wlmi
she questioned “TWhat2" hs said: | |

“I wss just wondering what . yoy
would say if you knew what he !s in
to now; If you counld gusss, for Ins
stance, that his hackers have put up
& cool hundred thousand to be usad|as
he seeg fit?"

“Oh!" she exclaimed; and therg wa.d
dismay ard sharp d!mpmintmeﬁllad
her volce “You don't mean that 'he is
zoing to bribe thege men?”

“No" he said, relenting. “Asa mat—
ter of fact, I don't know precisely wha
he is doing with the money, but I gu
it is finding its way Iinto [legitimat
channels. I'll make him give me a
itemized expense account for your bén. |
efit when it's all over, if youn like.” |

“It would be kinder to tell me murq
about it now,” she pleaded.

“No; I'll let him have that pleasure,
after the fact—if we con get him' par-|
doned out before you go back sast” | |

She asked no more questions, hieing:
unwilling to tempt him to break cdos-
fidence with Kent. But she!was think-
ing of all the desperate things & ds—l
termined man with temperamenla! un-!
balancings might do when the tourihg|
car rolled noiselessly down the final;
hill into the single street of Megilp;

There was but one vehlele in tpel
street at the moment: a freighter's,
ore-wagzon drawn by a team of mul¢5.]»
meekest and most shambling-prosaic
of their trite. The motor-car 'was)
running on the spent velovity of the|
descent, and Ormsby thought to e
past withont stopping. But at the
critical instant the mules gave way to!
terror, snatched the heavy waegon in-:
to the opposite plank valk, and fri d|
to climb a near-by telephone pole.

something snapped under the car. | |
“What was that?” Elinor askef; |
and Ormeby got down to invesligste |
*“It is our brake conn=2ction,” he ah-,-
nounced, after a brief inspection.’
“And we are five gocd miles from
Hudgins and his repair kit."
[To Be Contioued.}

" IT WAS VERY A'IWKWARD.:

“Major"
in

Was Not = Milltary Titla
This Case, but the
Man's Name.

Mrs. Nerton came homne from a eall
one day in such a disturbed condition
that it was evident iears were not far
in the background. She lost no t.ne
in beginning her explanation, relates
London Tit-Bits.

“John,” she saild to her husband, *'1
am so mortified 1 don't krow what to
do.”

“What is the matter,
asqed Mr. Norton. !

“I have been calling on Mrs. Peverill,
Yon know her husband, Major Peyer-
111 Bl

“Yes.”

“Well, T have just ledrned 6 to-day,
to my horror, that ‘Major' isn't his
title at all. ‘Major’ is his first namp.”

“Why, certainly. I've always known
that. What is there so mortifying
about §t?” |

“Nothing,” said Mrs, Norton, with
a groan, “only that [I'v> 'been calling
him *Major" every tlme I've met hlm
for the last six mﬂntha"'

my dear?”

Matter of Information. :
The railroad official, George H. Dn#-
lels, tells a good story pn one of the
brakemen of his line. A very fussy,
nervous ald woman approached him
the platform before leaving New Yn?
and asked him if his train stopped
Poughkeepsie. He assured her that *t
did. It was a local train, making
scora or more of steps an s way
the river. At each of these way sta-
tions the o!d lady sought out the
brakeman and repested her anxfous
query. About a score of times the

answer:
© “Yes, mum, it does.” l
At last the anxious traveler gm'ua
the brakeman’s nerves At ‘about H.ha
twenty-first query he re led.
“Well, mum, nmhin.g is certain I&:
this life. All I can say s that if this
train doesn’'t stop at Povghkeepalk
there'll be the very dickens 10 pay!! -L
N. Y. Herald.

Worked Owunt.
Father—Now, look heva!
marry that young pauper, how |
earth are you going to live?
Daughter—Oh, we have worked t
ail out. You remember that hen Alng 1
L Allce gave me? ._ .
“Yes™ - t
“Well, T have been reading
¢irenlar, and I find that!
‘will bring up 20

brakeman had given the stamtypeﬂ i

A

Wisconsin Episcopal Prelats Charged
with Recommending FPrayers to
the Saints—Passages Ob-
Jected To.

Milwaukee.—Bishop Charles Chap-
man Graftom, head of the Episcopal
church in the diocese of Fond du Lac,
Wis,, who is charged with heresy by
Rev. Willlam Austin Smith, rector of
8t. Psul's Episcopal church in Milwau-
kee, is oneof the foremost high church-
men in this country. In a letter to the
Living Church, Rev. Mr. Smith writes:

“Oue reads with amazement the let-
ter of Bishop Grafton, entitled “Prayer
Durir 1 Trial’ (the heresy trial of Dr.
Crap:ay), In the Living Church. It is
not its panle stricken temper, its wail
against broad churchmen which con-
found. It is the polytheistic ltany
which he borrows from 1544 to put up-
on tue lips of twentieth 'century
churchmen.

“If Bishop Grafton will permit the
choica, many of us prefer, if we must
utter 4 pagan prayer, one of those
beautitul petitions of Socrates ad-
dresged to ‘Pan and all the other
gods.” This whine of the bishop to 'St
Mary, ull the holy patriarcas, prophets,
apostles, confessors and virgins, halts
pathetically in compurison. The Greek
pagnn had the merit of dignity and
spiritial poise.

“It iz almost amusing, were it not
tragle, to see an American bishop tum-
bling {nto heresy while casting missiles
at hereties and storming heaven in be-
hall of the faith once delivered."

Hers are some extracts from the
prayers to which Rev. Mr. 3mith ob-
jects:

“0Oh blessed Lord, look in mercy on
this poor and distracted portion of thy

BISHOP C, C. GRAFTON.
(Episcopal Prelate Whose Orthodoxy Has
Been Attacked.)
mystical body. We are nnworthy of
any favor, but are rather deserving of
thy punishments. Yet, for the homon
of thy ho:d and blessed mother, defend
her, assaulted by insulting heresies.
Whilz we deserve naught at thy hands,

| yet thou wilt surely defend her honor

who bore the and whose holy and im-
maculate virginity is denied. Do no:
let he- blasphemers triumph. Ch,
Lord, bring to naught the conceits of
the profane and carnally minded, and
preserve thy church in the falth once
and for all time delivered; for thy
mercy's sake.

“0h, Saint Mary, mother of God our
Lord Jesus Christ, pray for us.

“All holy angels and archangels and
all holy orders of blessed spirits, pray
for s,

“All holy patriarchs and prophets,
aposiles, martyrs, confessors and vir-
gins, and all the blessed company of
heaven, pray for us.”

Bishop Grafton was born in Boston.
He bogan his religlous work in Eng-
land 2f an evangelist. He returned to
the tinited Stotes in 1872 and remained
in Boston, where he was pastor of the
Churcn of the Advent, untfl 1888, when
he was elevated to the eplscopacy. He
has taken the vow of celibacy. He be-
lieves in the Real Presence. He cele-
brates mass in & manner very near to
the ceremonies of the Roman Catholic
i church and In his own diocese wears
- the mitre and other canonicals of a
' Roman “bishop., He is possessed of a
{ unique personality and his teachings
fand plans have been the subject of
much discussion all over the country.
! He cherishes the hope of the unity of
evangelical churches along high church
lines so0 nearly approaching Roman
! Catholiclsm that it would be difficult
L to differentiate between the Romsn
|and Lpiscopal churches.

Bishop Grafton s now about 65 years
told. He is rather feeble physically.
1muweamytn his own right and has
{built up one of the finest cathedrais
i in America. There are six priests di-
{rectly under Bishop Grafton. They al-
idress the bishop as “my lord.” A
| cathedral school has been established
{and h school for choir boys. !

'| Bishop Grafton does not think there

‘eg separating. “Our observances of
high service,” he says, “simply show

u]:lthondu and comprehensiveness
.ot e Episcopal church. There 1s an
|agre¢ment on essentlals between high
iami Zow churchmen and toleration on
lmn:hrra of opinion, Instead of disturb-

ing d'ements. We are divided like the
n , but Iike the sea, one.”

Mrs. Hepzibah shook her

ds- |

ghe knew she was shaking: - Orms-
brmlllknllntouﬁlbmdﬁnm-

liberately and determinedly, t.hu:ll i

brother-smile
mﬁtm‘t:‘t"
, written

!is danger of the high and low church- |

\I.-\L'RICE E. BHI-.ABER.
(Young Lieutenant Appointed: Governor u!

Midway Island. ;'
that position since 1901, \*hea he en-
listed as a private. He was a Shorts
ridge high school pupil when war was
declared between this counfry and
Spain, and eithough he w;ﬂ ready to
graduate from the school, he guit and
became a member of battery A, of this
clty.

After his service with the! battery,
Maurice Shearer went to/ Ohio and
there served as manager .for a con-
tracting company. The martial spirit
had selzed on him, however, apd one
day his father received a letwar to the
effeet that Maurice had enllsted as a;
private In the marine corps. at, Buffalo,
in the hope of working up to a com-
mission. In the examination through'
which he obtalned hls commission as
second lleutenant, he stood fousth inj
a large class, and he stood  equally:
high in an examination he has recent-!
Iy taken at the end of a pus..gradu-ts
course at Annapolls,

A few days ago he was ordered tn
report at Washington and!was there|
informed that he was to hmve charge
of Midway Island. He wasd placed In;
charge of a detall consisting of 35 ma- !
rines and several officers, and left San
Francisco for Honolulu, whers, with
his detail, he will spend a 'month.
He will then go to Midway | Island,
five days' sail from Honolaolu, and
take possession. by 3

i PRECRETN :
LARGEST MORGUE ON PAR'TI-I

The Columbarium at San Frarclsea
‘Not Unliks a Church ir Appear-
ance—A Costly Btrm:'_tur:!.

San Franclsco.—The By#aniinesque
echurch looking structure in the ac-.
companying picture might be a tem-
ple in Russia or the orlent, but it is

THE HANDSOME MORGUE.
not—merely San Franciscols' famous |
crematory and the largest in the
world until the earthquake ahd fide |
came and turned the city into a vast
crematory and morgue.

It is said that San Fr&nchm m
the only ecity in the world! eulort!nk

cremation on all its inhabltants, con-
sequentlg the extension of 1eteries
was stopped, and the great k rrogs

on the heights and visible from lhlm
at sea marked the last of the' great
burial places of former
crematory, built at great mn x
called the Columbarium and jwas fitted *
up with luxurious nooks and eorners ™
for the dead. There we.e Hlmm
of niches along the walls, iﬁ: ple.
ture gallery, and the u

\
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