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POOR MR. PILKINGTON
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By MArR1OoN WYMBORNE

1.

“When I say a thing I mean it!™ sald Mr/
Plikington.

“Yery well, uncle,” dutifully replied his
niece. But there was a mutinous look in her
blue eyes which belied the meekness of her
words.

“Yery well, uncle,” mimicked Mr. Pllking-
ton. “Yes, miss, I will take care it is very
well. Throwing yourself away on a good-
for-nothing scoundrel, who only wants to
marry you because he thinks you are my
heiress.”

“When Mr. Browne asked me to marry
him he had not the slightest idea of our
relationship, uncle, nor whether I had any
money at all. 80 you do him an injustice.”

*“Ugh! so you say, and so he tries to make
You think. 'Like father, like son'—I know
the breed. A cunning, deceitful, rascally
family those Brownes—would pick your
pockets as soon as look at you. But they
won't get their hands into my pockets,”
concluded Mr, Pilkington, triumphantly.

“You only disllke them because Mr.
Browne won that law suit about the trout
stream which you thought you had the sole
right of fishing,” sald Rachel, taking her
courage in both hands. Her uncle gazed at
her in amazement; he was not used to be-
ing spoken to in this way by his usually
meek little niece. But, feeling It was a case
of “now or never,” she went on courageous-
1y: ““That all happened so many years Ago,
uncle, that I think it might be forgiven and
forgotten. It was before Bob's time, be-
cause he was not born until after the
Brownes went away to Stokington. Thirty
years is a long time to remember an Injury,
and Bob at least had nothing to do with it.”

“I don't wish to be taught my duty by
you,” said Mr. Pillkington, working himself
into a white heat of anger. Rachel's bold-
ness in daring to dofy him was so new as
to be disconcerting. ‘““You shall never mar-
ry that dissipated young scamp, so the
soonsr you realize that fact the better.”

“He is not dissipated,” sald Rachel, in-
dignantly. “And as you have never seen
him you can’'t very well know what he is
Hke."”

“Lucky for him that I have not seen him,
or I'd have given him such a thrashing as
he would remember,’”” declared Mr. Pilking-
ton, looking as warllke as a bantam cock.

Rachel could not help a smile, which she
tried to hide, when she thought of her
uncle’s five feet four, and puny 2* *hat,
administering a thrashing to Bob Jwne,
who was six feet In his socks and a first-
rate boxer.

“You may go.” sald Mr. Pllkington, with
a majestic wave of his hand towards the
door. “But bear in mind, Rachel, that I will
be obeyed. I think obedience to my wishes
is the least return you can make for all I
have done for you.”

Rachel's eyes filled with tears, for she
was a sensitive little soul.

“I know you have been good to me, dear
uncle, and it grieves me to displease you.
But I do love Bob—-""

“Not another word,” thundered Mr. Pilk-
fuzion. I forbid his name to be mentioned
in my house. Love! What does a girl of
elghteen know of love? I'll send you back to
school for a year or two and give you some-
thing else to think about. Now go!”

Fachel went.

She was, as she sald, very sorry to vex
Uncie Pilkington. But nothing, she feit,
would induce her to give up Eob, whose love
fade the sunshine of her life, Rachel had
met him while on a visit to an old school-
fellow, and It was almost a case of love at
first sight. But it was not until after Bob
proposed to her that they discovered that
their respective familles had known each
other years before, and that there was a
sort of feud between them. Alas, that trout
stream seemed wide enough to divide two
fond and loving lives. Mr. Pilkington re-
fused to see Bob, and returned his letters
unopened.

“Adventurer!” “Money hunter!” were
some of the mildest names he heaped upon
the young man, and which filled Rachel
with indignation. “Money hunter,” indeed,
when he was earning quite a comfortable
income as manager in a large business.
Well, she would never give him up for all
theuncmmthomld.'sonbeuﬁ‘u
tug of war, in which Mr, Pilkington s
resolved to win. So were Bob and Rachel.

A few days after the Interview just re-
corded Mr. Pilkington had a bad attack of
influenza. Eliza, the cook, considered it a
punishment on the part of Providence for
“'is "ard-‘eartedness to Mliss Rachel.”” For,
of course, the servants knew almost as
much about the affair as the chief people
concerned—which is the way of all faithful
domestics. Rachel was not very strong, so
the doctor would not let her run the risk
of nursing her uncle. A hospital nurse was
engaged, and Rachel hovered about the door
for the latest bulletins. At the bottom of
her grateful little heart she was really fond
of the cantankergous oid man.

As soon as Mr. Plikington was slightly
better he Sent for his solicitor, who was
also rather a particular friend.

“He's going to leave his money away
from Miss Rachel,” said the servants.
“Will it to some ‘orrid Hangling Society
pr something just to spite ‘er.”

Rachel felt she didn't care if he did so
Jong as he got better. Bob would have
enough money for both of them.

Mr. Pilkington sent the nurse into the

in time she would forget her unfortunate

infatuation. Two heads being better than

Mr. Plikington decided to ask advice

one whom he could trust not to abuse

confidence. Mr. Merryweather was a

good-tempered mun, looking more like

farmer than a solicitor,

ell,” be observed, when Mr. Pilking-

had lald the case before him, “I'm

that in these twentieth century days

't lﬂrlt the young man away, If

not such a bounder as you say I

-m advise that Miss Rachel marry the
man she loves.”

“Never!"” declared Mr. Pilkington, em-
phatically, “At least, not so long as the
man is that blackguard Browne. But that
is what I wish I could do—spirit him away,
Can’'t you suggest anything?”’

The rublcund countenance grew thought-
ful. * “Every man has his price,” so some-
body sald, and a rascal of this stamp ought
to be easily bought,” Mr. Merryweather
remarked at last. “Why not see Browne
and put it to him like this: You will give
him five hundred, pounds to clear out of
the country and never see Rachel again.
But if, on the other hand, he refuses and

persists in his attempts to marry her she

“Yes, I belleve I'll try the
would be cheap at the price, though I don't
l‘lﬁ enriching a Browne at my expense,
be a chip of the old block, I warrant.
ther was a rogue and a fool, so what

-

stream. And I belleve he netted all the
fish he ever caught—he netted "em."”

Mr. Merryweather, who was as ardent an
angler as Mr. Pilkington, treated thie
statement with the gravity it =merited.

“He must have been a bit of a ruffian.
Pity you lost the case.”

“There was bribery and corruption; I
shall always think so," sald Mr. Pilking
ton, stormlily. “That scamp of a solicitor
I employed went and married Browne's
sister a few months after the case was de-
cided against me. But he had to county-
court me for the costs, and that was the
last money he ever touched of mine. Ah!
there are some black sheep in your profese
glon, Merryweather.”

“No doubt of that,” Mr. Merryweather
agreed. Then, seeking to turn his friend's
thoughts into a pleasanter channel, he
said: *““Young Bob Browne may prove a
better man than his father. You say you
have never seen him and have not the
slightest idea what he is llke. Perhaps he
will turn out better than your expecta-
tions.”

Mr. Pilkington shook his head gloomlly.
‘“*Worse, much worse, I am sure of that,”
he said, emphatically.

. Il

A week later Mr. Pilkington was suffi-
ciently recovered to return to business.
He was a wholesale grocer by necessity
and an angler by choice. Every day he
journeyed up from Stokington to his busi-
ness, which was situated in Narrowlane,
E. C. This morning, as he sat in his pri-
vate room, he felt somewhat anxious and
worried. He was expecting vigit from
his bete-noir—Bob Browne. The letter he
had written making the appointment he
entrusted to Nurse Wilcox to post, so that
Rachel should be kept in the dark.

At exactly 11:45 (being the time named
in Mr. Pilkington's letter) a clerk brought
in a card which he lald on his master’'s
desk.

“A gentleman to see you, sir. Has an ap-
pointment, he said.”

Mr. Pilkington glanced at the harmless
bit of pasteboard on which was engraved
the hated name—"Mr. Robert Philimore
Browne."

“Show him in,” he sald grufily.

Bob was shown in.

He certainly did not look an absolute vil-
lain; he was rather a nondescript, unin-
teresting type of young man, with mouse-
coloured hair and blinking blue eyes. He
ventured a “Good-morning” in return for
Mr. Pilkington's curt nod and subsided into
the chalr the clerk had placed. There he
sat twirling his hat and feeling more
nervous than he showed.

“Perhaps,” sald Mr. Pllkington, eyeing
him sternly, “you wonder why I have sent
for you after refusing several times to
grant you an interview."

Bob sat up straight and left off twirling
his hat.

“I hope, sir, that it is because yon have
decided to withdraw your opposition to my
engrgement with Miss Rachel Ford.”

“Nothing of the sort, nothing of the sort.
I shall never do that. What my nlece sees
in you I can't imagine. Why, you are not
so good looking as your father, though no
doubt you are as big a ruffian.”

“I don’'t like to hear my father spoken of
in that way,” protested Bob.

“Oh, don't you!" esaid Mr. Pllkington,
who, being a small man, was excessively
pugnaclious. *“Well, perhaps you will like
what I am going to say still jess.”™

Then, without furthér preamble, he went
straight to the point. The case lay in a
nutshell, and Mr. Pilkington wasted no
time in undue elaboration.

If Mr. Robert P. Browne inveigled Rachel

into matrimony Mr. Pilkington's money,
without even the proverbial shilling being
deducted, would go to establish a Home of
Rest for Antiquated Fishermen. On the
other hand If Mr. Robert P. Browne held no
further communication with Miss Rachel
Ford and removed himself to South Africa,
Ameriea, or the Antipodes, Mr. Pilkington
was prepared to defray the expenses of the
journey with enough over to make a start
in the new country.

“But what about my affection for your
niece?” suggested Bob, as Mr. Pilkington
paused for breath and his answer. “Is that
to count for nothing?”

“What do you value it at?” asked Mr.
Pilkington.

Bob gighed. “Love can't be put in a col-
umn and reckoned up like vulgar pounds,
shillings and pence. Nevertheless, I sup-
pose these are a necessity and love is a
luxury,’ he observed, reflectively *“‘One
can't draw a cheque on the Bank of Love
to pay the butcher’s bill"™

“At least you are wise in your genera-
tion.” said Mr. Pilkington, grimly.

“I endeavor to be s0,"” answered Bob,
with pardonable pride. ‘“‘But you forget
that to oblige you in this matter I must
throw up a position of trust and start in
a new country with no prospects.”

“Prospects! Any amount of 'em for a
yvoung fellow with a few hundreds at his
back."”

“How many?" asked Bob, practically.

“Five hundred,” sald Mr. Pilkington,
with an effort, for his money was only less
dear to him than Rachel.

“Surely you value your niece more high-
ly than that?" sald Bob, with great indig-
nation.

“I'll make it guineas,” sald Mr. Pilking-
ton, swallowing hard at the thought of
parting from so much money. “I'll make it
guineas on condition you go by the Gi-

gantiec which leaves Southampton the day
after to-morrow for Capetown.”

Bob reflected. “My abrupt departure will
need some explanatiop to the head of my
firm. Probably they will put In a claim
for compensation. We have not taken that
into consideration, Mr. Pilkington. No, it
iz Impossible for me to accept your offer
under a thousand pounds.”

“Do you think I'm Morgan or Carnegle?"
gasped Mr. Pilkington, furiously.

“A thousand pounds is a small sum In re-
turn for what you ask me to give up. The
happy home with Rachel as its mis-
tress—"" Bob applied a pocket-handker-
chief to hils eyes.

Mr. Pilkington nearly choked. “I'll make
it a thousand, but not another penny. If
you try any more of this highway robbery
business I'll say ‘take the girl dnd rue the
day." Now I must trouble you to sign this
paper which my clerk shall witness,”” saild
Mr. Pilkington, pushing a sheet of note-
paper towards his visitor.

The paper simply set forth that, in con-
slderation of the sum of one thousand
pounds, Robert Philmore Browne agreed to
hold no further c¢ommunication with
Miss Rachel Ford, and to leave England for
South Africa as soon as possible.

As witness his hand this twenty-fifth day
of November —, -

Bob read the legally-worded document
through and boldly inscribed his name In
the presence of the clerk and Mr. Pllking-
ton. These formalities concluded Mr. Pilk-
ington reached for his hat.

“We will go at once to the shipping office
and book your passage,” he sald, forgelting
his regret for his money in his satisfaction
at the way the scheme had succeeded.
Certainly Rachel was well rid of a man
who would give her up =0 easlly for sordid
gold. A first-class passage was booked in
the Gigantie, and Mr. Pilkington gave Bob
fifty pounds on account with his note-of-
hand for the remainder to be paid in notes
and gold the day he embarked.

Mr. Pilkington was In great good spirits
when he returned to Stokington that night.
Rachel wondered at this sudden access of
amiability, for her uncle had treated her
with studied coldness of late. She was a
sad-eyed little Rachel in these days, and to
see her going about llke a small, unhappy
ghost only fanned the flame of Mr. Pilking-
ton's anger. Buat now, as conqueror, he
could afford to treat more graciously the
conquered, though Rachel was unaware
that she stood to him in that light. Mr.
Pilkington disliked ‘‘scenes,” and resolved
to await the course of events befoge he
informed Rachel just what had happened.
Of course, she ought to be grateful to him
for having proved, beyond doubt, that Bob
Browne was a money-hunter. But on the
other hand, she might not be—girls were
80 queer, especially girls in love. Mr.
Pilkington gave a sigh of relief when he
reflected on his wisdom in remalning a
bachelor. How far preferable was the
pleasant, peaceful pursuit of fishing to the
pursuit of woman! A disciple of Isaak
Walton enjoyed calm delights and healthy
relaxation as his portion; but they that
worshiped at Cupid’s shrine supped sorrow
by spoonfuls. And, with a smile of self-
congratulation, Mr. Pilkington refilled his
after-dinner pipe.

Early on Friday morning he started for
Southampton, accompanied by a small
leather bag. The money was paid over in
the seclusion of Bob Browne's cabin, and
Mr. Pilkington pocketed the receipt.

As he went on deck again he collided with
a woman in a long traveling coat and thick
veil. Mr. Pilkingion apologized, and the
woman murmured a word or two and walked
hurriedly away. There was something odd-
ly familiar in her voice and figure; he won-
dered who gshe was. But there was no time
for idle speculation. The bell rang, and Mr,
Pilkington hurried down the gangway to
take his seat in the tender.

Blowly the Gigantic, llke a floating town,
steamed out of the docks. «

IIT.

“Rachel,” sald Mr. Pilkington one morn-
Ing at breakfast about a week later, “you
look a bit pale about the gills—eyes dull,
flesh flabby. You should go out more and
get some roses in your cheeks."

Rachel listened patiently to this unflatter-
ing description of her appearancee.

“I do go out every day, thank you, uncle.”

“Not worrying over that young Browne
still, T hope? You should be a sensible girl
and forget him."” :

“I shall never forget him,” rejolned Ra-
chel, firmly.

“What nonsense!'™ sald her uncle, feeling
that the moment had arrived to play his
trump card. “Then you must reconcile
yvourself to the fact that he has forgotten
you, I heard on very good authority that
he has gone out to South Africa.”

Rachel turned whiter even than usual,
and her uncle felt almost sorry for her.

“It can't be true,” she cried, indignantly.
“Who told vou, uncle? No, no, 1 am sure it
i{s a mistake.”

“Think so if you wish, my dear. All the
game it is a fact. I suppose when he found
I was obdurate he thought he would look
for a gold mine elsewhere,”” said Mr. Pilk-
ington, as he got up and pushed his chalr
back from the table. Then he went rather
hurriedly out of the room because he did
not wish to see Rachel cry. But there were
no tears In her eyes; she only looked
puzzled and rather angry.

“What can uncle mean?'"' she wondered,
wrinkling her pretty brow. ‘“‘Has anybody
been telling him a lle, or is he telling me
one? But I never knew him to do that be-
fore except when he's been fishing. Bob
gone to SBouth Africa indeed!™

“Poor, faithful little Rachel, she wculd
not believe that Bob had deserted her. Mr.
Pilkington could not make up his mind
whether or not to tell Rachel the whole
truth. Of course he wished to put himself
in as favorable, and Bob in as unfavorable,
a light as possible. With the hope of find-

A WOMAN'S WAY.
He—She told me it was her first year out.
Bhe—~Why, she's been out four seasous,
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‘Browne family—trout streams and lawsuits,

ing a solution to the problem Mr. Pilking-
ton decided to take a holiday and go fishing.
He always said he thought best when he
fished. The solitude of his gylvan surround-
ings, the inspiration of feeling a fish hold-
ing one end of the line with himse!f at the
other, were, he felt, conducive to medita-
tions of tHe highest order. -

The stream of Mr. Pllkington's ambition
was a few miles from Stokington and the
day all that could be desired from an
angler's point of view. There was only one
other disciple of Isank Waliton in that
secluded spot—a young man who was
steadily adding to his silvery pile pn the
bank.

Mr. Plikington was looking at It rather
enviously when he felt a sudden strong pull
at his line. His hands, inside thick woolen
gloves, were numbed with cold. But he
held on to the rod for dear life. thongh the
fish seemed determined to wrest it from
him. There was no doubt he had nhooked
a pretty strong customer, and Mr. Pilking-
ton looked around for his landing net. The
terrible truth flashed across him ke had
forgotten to bring it. It was all the fault
of that wretched Bob Philmore Browne, of
whom he had been thinking to the exclusion
of things piscatory. There seemad no end
to the trouble brought to him by the

love-lorn nieces and the loss of a thousand
pounds, and now the loss of the finest fish
he had ever hookel. Mr. Plikington almost
wept aloud until he suddenly bethought him
of his fellow fisherman, who was a few
yards further along the bank.

“HIi, hi!" he yelled. “Lend us a hand here
with your landing net.”

The young man pulled his line out of the
water and ran towards him.

“Awfully sorry—didn't bring a net. By
Jove! you've caught a tartar,”” he ex-
clalmed, as the fish rushed madly down
stream. ‘“‘Hqld on a bit, and I'll go after
him." _

Mr. Pilkington “held on"™ and watched
admiringly while his unknown friend flung
off his coat and waded Into the ice-cold
water,

As Mr. Pllkington, hauled in his line the
young man, with g dexterous movement,
caught hold of the fish and hoisted it on
land—an angry, plunging pike, which, when
it was weighed afterwards, turned the scale
at thirty pounds.

Mr. Pllkington knelt on the damp grass
beside his prize, divided in admiration
betwixt its size and the unknown’s pluck.

“I am much obliged to you indeed, sir.
That was a smart thing to do,"” he sald,
cordially, “Now you'll oblige me by com-
ing back to the inn and having something
hot.”

“Oh, it was nothing, sir,"” sald the other,
getting into his coat and shaking himself
like a blg, wet dog. *“It would have been
wicked to lose such a beauty. You must
have him stuffed.”

“I intend to, and shall want yvou to =ee it
in all the glory of a glass case. My name,
by the way, sir, is Joseph Pilkington, of
Btokington Hall.”

“Indeed!” The young man looked inter-
ested. “Mine is Travers. I come from
Markborough.”

Markborough was eighteen miles from
Stokington, and the town where Rachel had
met her lover. It transpired that Travers
was ford of fishing, and spent an occasional
half-holiday on the banks of the Stoke.

After they had both imbibed ‘“‘something
hot™ (Travers to prevent a chill and Mr.
Pilkington to drink the pike's health—"and
may there be many more llke it!"), Mr.
Pilkington pressed him to come back to
dinner.

“We will drive back to Stokington; then
when we've dined you can train it to Mark-
borough. Capital train at 10:15, so I shan't
take a refusal.”

Mr. Travers demurred on the score of not
being rigged suitably for dining out.

“Nonsense, nonsense, my dear fellow
There's only my little niece, Rachel, and
yvou won't find her an exacting hostess,
You are as ardent a sportsman as myself,
I can percelve, so we shall get along
famously,” sald Mr. Pilkington, bent on
hospitality.

The invitation was accepted, and when
they reached Stockington Hall he proudly
introduced his newly-made friend to Ra-
chels

“Mr. Travars, my dear. If it had not
been for his timely help I should have lost
the finest plke I ever had the luck to
hook."

“Oh!” sald Rachel, with a little gasp,
and flushing =0 red that her uncle had
no longer need to be alarmed at her lack
of color. Evidently the addition of an un-
expected guest to dinner had rather taken
her aback. But, quickly recovering, she
shook hands and bade him welcome with
her usual gentle dignity.

Mr. Pilkington took longer over his toilet
than his guest., When he returned to the
drawing room he found Rachel and Mr.
Travers dlscussing the weather as seri-
ously as i{f they both belonged to the me-
teorological office. The evening passed
pleasantly, though Rachel was very quiet,
probably thinking of her absent lover. The
two men, however, found plenty to talk
about, and so rapidly did the acquaintance-
ship ripen that they arranged a fishing ex-
curgsion for the following Saturday. That
extended into an invitation for the week
end—Mr. Pilkington wished Rachel to see
that Bob Browne was not the only desira-
ble man in the world.

“There would be some sense if she fell
in love with a fellow like Travers,” he
thought, “Every inch a sportsman, and
got a bit of money, besides being in a
good business, from what he says.”

Certainly Rachel and Travers were not
adverse to each other's soclety, and Mr.
Pilkington chuckled with satisfaction.
There was evidently truth in the saying
that “sbsence makes the heart grow
fonder’'—of another. This bade fair to be
a case in point. It was In Jaunary that
things came to a crisis. Mr. Pilkington
and Rachel were seated at lunch, when he
gradually worked the conversation round
to Travers, playing Rachel as skiifully (he
thought) as if sle were a trout.

“Nice, sensille young fellow, that Trav-
ers,”” he observed, helping himself to a
second supply of cold beef. *“No nonsense
about him—knows almost as much about
fishing as I do.”

“l am glad you like him, uncle, dear.”

“And you don't hate him, e¢h, miss?" said
Mr. Pilkington, with ponderous playfulness.

“I like him very much, uncle.” She
played with tke fringe of the tablecloth,
“I believe that he means to come over to-
day—and ask you something.”

“Well, I'll give him a hearing,"”
Uncle Pilkinten, amiably,

“Thank you, dear uncle, and indeed I
hope yvou will say yes to what he asks.

“l know a man when I =ee one,” said
Mr. Pilkington, oracularly, “and I say Mr.
Travers has more bralns in his little finger
than that Bobd Browne has in his whole
body. You are well rid of the scamp,
Rachel.”

“Why do you call him a scamp?” asked
Rachel, tremulously.

“Because I've proved the truth of my
words. He's been welghed in the balance
and found wanting,” said Mr. Pilkington,
recalling some of the previous Sunday's
discourse. “It's cost me a thousand pounds
to do it, and I don't grudge the money.
Seven weeks ago I saw him safely aboard
the Gigantic at Southampton for Cape-
town. Now, Rachel, you know all. What
do you think of a man who gave you up
willingly that he might enrich himseif 2"

sald

“But, uncle, there must be a mistake,” |

cried Rachel. *“Bob—oh, forgive us, uncle,
. lr -y

At that moment the maid brought In the
letters, which had just arrived. There was
one bearing the South African post-mark
for Mr. Pilkington.

He tore it open and read with amazed
eyes the following:
“Dec. 2.

“Dear 8ir—I owe you an apology and an
explanation. My name is Brown—Brown

without the 'e." They say ‘walls have ears.'

Remember that another time when you
lay plots to separate lovers. To make a
long story short, I had been engaged for
weary years, with no prospect of marriage
for many more, to a sweet and charming
girl, Miss Jessie Wilcox (I am sure you
found her a most devoted nurse when you
had influenga.) It §s unwise to talk secrets
with a woman in the next room. You will
realze the truth of this when I tell yoh
she overheard your conversation with Mr.
Merryweather. B8She waa especially inter-
ested becausg her lover also bore the un-
common name of Brown—without the ‘e
Innocently she told me, and my more sub-
tle brain evolved a scheme, which, if suc-
cesaful, meant a satisfactory end to our
engagement. At any rate it was ‘nothing
venture, nothing have." 1 have been out
of employment for some time, and had
little t9 lose but much to gain by the risk
I ran. 1 talked Jessle round, and to de-
stroy the letter you wrote the genuine
Browne was an easy matter, since you
intrusted it to her to post. The rest you
know. We have every chance of getting
on well in the business we have started out
here, and shall be glad to pay you 5 per
cent. on the thousand you unwittingly ad-
vanced us, the bulk sum to be returned in
a few years. If you are not satisfied with
this offer and seek the aid of the law,
you will put yourself to further expense
and get nothing. Yours., faithfully,
“HESNRY AND JESSIE BROWN.

“J. Pilkington, Esq.”

Mr. Plikington dropped the letter with
an exclamation which does not look well
in print.

“Oh, dear uncle, what has happened?”
cried Rachel, rushing to his side. *“Are you
ill? Tell me what is the matter.” :

“Matter! I've been swindled—fooled,"
groaned Mr. Pilkington.

Just then the door opened and Mr. Travers
entered. He gazed in amazement at the
scene—Mr. Pllkington purple with rage, and
Rachel in tears. He immediately jumped
to what he thought could be the only ex-
planation. ;

“Mr. Pllkington, I am the one who must
bear the brunt of your indignation—not
Rachel,”” he said, going and boldly putting
his arm round her. “It was I who, on the
spur of the moment, planned the deception
to which she unwillingly submitted.”

“Oh, heaven! more deception,” exclaimed
poor Mr. Pilkington. ““Are you mixed up in
this affair, too?"" and he thrust the letter at
him. The young man's lips curled with
amusement as he read the contents.

“I didn't know you ever desired to pen-
slon me off,”” he said, handing back the
letter. “And let me tell you you wouldn't
succeed with the real Bob Browne. I
wouldn't give up Rachel for all the money
you could offer me."

“Who—who are you?’ gasped Mr. Pilk-
ington.

“Bob Browne, =ir, at your service. When
fate threw us together I thought I would
see If I could not get you to like me a'part
from the fact that I am my father's son.
And I believe I succeeded. Won't you for-
give me, Mr. Pllkington, and make Rachel
and me happy?”

“Oh, yes, dear, dearest uncle. Do, please!”
pleaded Rachel, kissing him.

Poor Mr. Pllklngton'
- - L

The pike is stuﬂed and hangs in a promi-
nent place at Stokington Hall. SBometimes
Mr. Pilkington lifts up a certain cherubic-
faced baby boy to see it, and sayvs: “There,
Baby Bob, that's what you have to thank
for your father and mother.”

Not wishing the world to know how he
had been duped, Mr. Pilkington did not
avall himself of the law's long arm. The
5 per cent. iInterest is paid regularly, so
he has not come off so badly as he might
have done,

Poor Mr, Pilkington!

[Copyright, 1903.]

Russell Snge to Move.

New York Letter,

Russell Sage, who has lived forty-two
yvears at 506 Fifth avenue, will take advan-
tage of an option to purchase 632 Fifth ave-
nue and make it his home. The old Sage
house has become sandwiched between a
confectionery and a hat shop, and within a
stone's throw are stores of various kinds.
They have grated harshly on the nerves of
Mrs. Sage, although not disconcerting the
financier. Yielding at last to her wishes,
Mr. Sage has consented to leave the home
which has been theirs so many years,

The Paradox of Time.

Time goes, you suy? Ah, no!
Alas! Time stays, we go;

Or else, were this not so,
What need to chain the hours,
For youth were always ours?

Time goes, you say7—ah, no!

Oufs Is the eyes’ decelt
Of men whose flying feet
Lead through some landscape low;
We pass, and think we see
The earth's fixed surface flee; ~
Alas! Time stays—we go!

Once, in the days of old
Your locks were curling gold,

And mine had shamed the crow;
Now, In the s=elf-same stage,
We've reached the cilver age;

Time goes, you say—ah, no!

Once, when my voice wgs strong,
1 ﬂlled the wmds wilh song
Fralno your “‘rose” and *"‘snow;"
My bird that sung is dead;
Where are your roses fled?
Alas! Time stays—we go!

See in what traversed ways,
What backward fate delays
The he o8 we used to know;;
YWhere are our old desires—
Ah, where those vanished fires?
Time goes, you say? Ah, no!

How far, how far, O sweet,
The past behind our feet
Lies in the even glow!
Now, on the forward way,
Let us fold hands and pray;
Alas! Time stays—we go!

—Austin Dobson.

SPHINX LORE

Enigmatic Knots of Odd and Ingenious Kind
for the Leisure Hour.

—

[Any communication intended for this department should be addressed to E. R. Chadbourn,
Lewiston, Maine.)

566.—A STATE (.‘AI’!TAL.

ROBERT.

567.~RIDDLE.

I saw a man behind a man,
I saw a man before,

Between the two there were in view
Exactly half a score.

Yet I can say, and this is true
Though strange it seems to be,

That only one, and he alone,
Was all mine eyes did see,

“Flat contradiction.” you will say,
It looks so, I'll confess,

But you will see it, plain as day,
When rightly you shall guess,

HAWKEYE.

S5G8.~COMPARISONS,

(Example: Positive, a preposition; com-
parative, fame; superlative, honorable, Ans-
wers: On; honor; honest.)

1. To plunge under water; the one that
plunges; what he first does as to his clothes,
2. To instruct; an Instructor; imported
from China. 2. A wild animal; one who
carries; most naked, 4. A small quadruped;
a tooth; to disturbd. M. W. B,

569.-~CHARADE.

They went to walk, one TOTAL day:
Both, TWO and ONE, were young and
gay;
The sky looked fair, looked
tricky.
The youth, appropriately called “Bud,”

Helped Miss Serena cross the mud
That made the verdant by-ways sticky.

the clouds

She spoke: “I love these vernal scenes,
Touched with the soft and tender greens
That early ONE alone can waken."”
“Fer tender greens,’! sald Bud, with zest,
“I TWO this yeller dock the best,
An’ biled with pickle pork, not bacon.”

M. C. B.

570.~FOREIGN AUTHORS.

The reception was held at Rome, and his
Holiness, the (1) author of the Essay on
Man was the guest of honor. The first to ar-
rive came in with a (2) author of Gulliver's
Travels step, but looking rather (3) author
of Fairy Tales, and (4) author of A Senti-
mental Journey, as was his wont. In con-
trast to r!lm came in the (6) author of Effi-
gies Poetica of a well-known College, look-
ing as (6) author of The Shepherd's Week
as any of the boyvs under his care. He went
about asking, “Does any one ever (7) author
of The Cloister and The Hearth my poems
any (8) author of Irish Melodies?' The
next came in supported by a (9) author of
the Deemster, looking very (10) author of
She, though when he was (11) author of
Night Thoughts he was very (12) author of
Far From the Madding Crowd, with a con-
stitution as tough as (13) the author of The
Christian Hero. I fear he (14) author of The
Cotter's Saturday Night his candle at both
ends. The next was by trade a (15) author
of The Deserted Viilage, who =aid that his
daughter would have accompanied him if
the notion had not happened to (16) author
of The Commentaries to stay behind and
visit with her Irish (17) author of Handy
Andy, though it was his desire that she
should not (18) author of Mr. Midshipman
Easy all, but stay with him as his own

faithful dove, a sort of (19) author of the
Iliad, as It were! DORGCTHEA.

371L—-HOMONYM.

“Your charge is ONE!” An irate patient's
cry.
“Rather than pay it one would better diel™

“Pay up at once.” This the physiclan’s anss
wer,

572 ~DECAPITATION.

“My charge is TWO, disprove it if you can
TRANZA.
Two Irishmen were tnwl!ll

way in their own Emerald Isle w

sir!”
came to a neat, white ai‘nbonrd on E

was printed, in big black letters, “100 m
to Dublin.' The younger Hibernlan
TWO a trifie and he heid up an Mﬂ’
hnntl at his companion:

“ONE lightly, Pat, here les the Mz

L#t us not lhr dead be throublin’; H

His age it was a hundred years,
And his name was Miles T"Dublin.*

IMA COON,

S573.—ENIGMA.

The glory of the gallant Greek;
Held prominent also by the Jew;

The Roman knows it, so to speak,
Far better than the Coptic view.

Those anclents following it, they say,
Were wont at times to come to blows}
Kings led.them by it far away
To war, as every schoolboy Knows,

Still many a man by It Is caught,
And through it dearly made to pay,

And knows when to the grindstone brought
Hard hoartod grinder close will flay.

DELIAN.

A

.'

PRIZE SOLVING.

A Dictionary of Prose Quotations—con=
taining thousands of choice extracts from
the great prose masters—will be given the

sender of the best list of authors answering

No. 570. The solutions are to be forwarded
within one week, and neatness and aceur-
acy off*arrangement of some of the nearest
complete lots will decide the winner In
case of doubt.

The prize for 530 is taken by Amy Bemis,
526 West Washington street, Greensburg,
Ind. Other excellent solutions are acknowl-
edged from M. Alice Dodge, to 530; Carrie
Butler, 530; P. H. Riggs, 530; Josephine K.
Thomas, 521, 522, 523, 525, 527, 629, 530, 533, 5343
A. N. Hawkins, 530; E. 8. Davis,
Maude Tucker, 580; Mrs, C. A.
Frank B. Nelson, 530; R. J. Ward
Mrs. Thomas Flaherty, 528, 530,
Cutler, 530; Elsie Moore, 530; M
Heaton, 530; D. F. Farnham, 530;
sey, 530; Emma C. Humphreys,
525, 528, 520, 530, 531, 532, 533, 534;
man, 530; Jerome Alden, 530; Mrs. J.
Dickson, 522, 530; N. H. Rogers,
Wageg, 530; Edna M. Cross, 530; C,
gan, 530; C. L. Lord, 530,

530;
White,

.5
2%

. é
Fis!!!

m 3

3
;
;

:

.Ei
-
-

=

3

ANSWERS.
551—Too many fingers in the ple spoll “

feast.
H2—Postage stamps.

553—1. Extract. 2. Export. 3. Expressed. 4
Example, 5. Exhaust, 6. Extortion 7. Exe
pounded. 8, Expert. 8. Ex parte, 10. Exaspers
ated. 11. Exterminated. 12. Extension. 1A
Expensive. 14, Exhale,

854+—Sea-shore.

565—Foft, oft.

556—1. Eve, 2. Noon, 3. Anna. 4
Asa. 6. Deed. 7. Hannah. 8. Peep. 9.
Aha.

557—Tootsy, toots, toot, too, to, T

658—Hannah saw deified was Hann

Eye.
Gosg.

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

The first life insurance society was start-
ed in London in 1688 and another in 1700,
Neither was successful,

The largest living thing on earth Is the
new-found redwood tree in California, which
is 350 feet high and 156 feet in circumfer-
ence,

The greatest pumping plant in the world
is one which draws 3,000,000 gailons of water
a day 387 miles to the geld fields at Bulla
Bulling, Australia.

The longest span bridge in the world is
now in process of construction across the
8t. Lawrence river, about seven miles west
of Quebec, Canada.

Statistics show that in fifty years the
average height of British men has risen an
inch. The present average helght for a man
of thirty is 5 feet 8% inches,

The annual loss from the burning of
buildings in the United States is about
$135,000,000, not including cost of insurance
and the appliances for fire protection.

Cider is now so cheap in German Switzer-
land that it is being supplied in unlimited
quantities in many cafes at so much per
hour, the consumer drinking at *discre-
tion.”

The Mississippl and its tributaries are
navigable for 35,000 miles; the rivers of
Europe furnish navigation for only half as
many miles, and few of them are con-
nected.

In Japan very thin, transparent paper Is
used instead of glass in windows—not that
glass is not as plentiful and cheap as in
this country, but that the Japanese desire
the paper to filter the air they breathe, '

The immense quantity of oak staves used
in the wine districts of Spain all come from
the United States, and most of them from
New Orleans. One cooperage concern in
Andalusia buys 175,000,000 staves a year.

A new law in New Hampshire requires
boards of education to place a flagstaff on
every public schoolhouse in the district
under thelr control and procure a flag for
display thereon under penalty of $10 for
negiect to do so.

The last Congress created 11,316 new
offices and employments, at an annual com-
pensation of $§7,927,639. As the Congress also
abolished 1,515 offices, the net increase is
0501, with an aggregate of $6,986,158 In sal-

arles and wages.

Government agents and Russian subjects
are bullding flour mills, factories and meat-
packing establishments and are opening
mines and selling goods throughout Man-
churia—privileges which Americans are
not permitted to enjoy.

The expression “baker’'s dozen,”” which Is
in point of fact thirteen, has a history, For
a baker in the oldén times to give short
weight in bread exposed him to consider-
able penalties, and thus the custom arose
of adding an extra loaf to the dozen as

IN NEW JERSEY.
Bobby (aged four, in his crib)—Oh! Marthy, I can hear the angels sing,
Martha (his colored nurse)—Dem ain’'t angels; dem’s mosquitoes,

—_:III
compensation for any possible deficiencles
in the rest of the batch. The extra
was originally a safeguard to svct
chance of a heavy fine,

At the beginning of Jangary, Iﬂ.
American Federation of Labor had
unions afiliated, divided as follows:
al and International unions, 101;

branches, 26; city centrals, 473; local
and federal unions, 1 825, '

i

i
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The Baptists of the United States, accords

ing to the latest official returns, nu
4,330,462, They are hered In
churches, and are serv by 30,808
The gains last year were 376 ch
ministers and €1,3% members,

Private generosity in Salt Lake
giving the school children the full
schooling which the municipal au
have falled to provide. is
for teachers’ salaries, and but a
rally the schools would doubtless |
closed, temporarily, at least.

The Massachusetts Burceu of Laber
tistics shows that 4,00 persons in
Btate haw.; ret‘nd’!red from tmllnfll on
competencies, strange as it g
3,500 of them are farmers—in tlll?h
stone fences. But 3,3% merchants have l.
{Ir;gl. and the list includes 1,076 classed
aborers.

The United States Patent Oﬂu
one-third of the whole number
Issued In the world, or nearly as
France, Germany and Great Brig
bined, and four and a half times
as Germany, the only one of our
petitors which makes
before granting patents,

Chinese firemen seem to be immune to
fierce heat of the fireroom on ocoean
ers, and can stand up to temperatures
would speedily prostrate white men. There
are over sixty lines of European
trading with the far West. Out
number only three of them have European
firemen, and these have to have coolies to

assist them.

Many insects unable to produce “
which we can distinguish possess,
theless, sgound- mduclu apparatus
elaborate organs of hearing m
}hose belonflnx t? other :'nd“ll
ArRer s ef ulte capable
themnelvgschenrg. It is certain that &
ber of species of animals hear sounds
we cannot hear.

A Swiss mechanic clalms to have
ed an automatic baby nurse. The
tus ig attached to a cradle. If the
cries alr waves cause lpu:hlly
wires to operate a phonograph, which
a lullaby, while simultaneously
iz released and rocks the eradle, When
crying stops the wires cease to vibrate
the cradle stops rocking.

Domestle Euclid.

Kansas City Journal.

A Kansas girl attendin
sends the Journal the

Vassar
llo

from what the students of that
call “The Domestic Euclid.” It would seem
that even the puplls of our most

ble femaile college have the lan

boarding house troubles which have
feature of college life from time
maorial.

Definitions:

1. All boarding houses are the sAme board.
ing house.

2. Boarders In the same
an;ll on the same flat are equal to one an-
other.

3. A single room is that which hath o8
parts and no magnitude,

4. The landlady of the boarding house is
a paralielogram; that s, an an-
gular figure that cannot be and
is equal to anything.

5. A wrangle is the disinclination of tweo
boarders to each other that meet together,
but ars not on the same floor.

6. Ali the other rooms being taksn, a sin-
gle room is sald to be a double room,

Postulates and propmltlom
Il A pie may be produced any number of
times.

2. The landlady may be reduced to her
lowest terms by a series of propesitions.

3. A bee-line may be made from
boarding house to any other holnling m

4. The clothes of a boarding-house =
stretched ever so far both ways, will
meet.

5. Any two meals at a boarding house are
together less than one square feed,

6. On the same bill and on the same
of It there should not be two charges
the same thing.

7. If there be two boarders on the
floor, and the amount of side ot the one
egual to the amount of side of
and the wrangle between
and the landlady be equa
between the landlady and
then shall the
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