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THOMAS.

A Case in the Course of True Love that Happened to Run
' Wonderfully Smooth.

By MRS. W. K. CLIFFORD.

J 'The most remarkable thing about this
little history is that it is quite true. If I
knew how I would make it into a real story
going on from month to month in a maga-
gine. But 1 could never invent the love-
making. and without love a story is noth-
ing. I should never know, for instance,
what to make May and the Doctor siy 10
each other. So I had better put down
Thomas story just as it all happened, and
leave fiction to cleverer folk.

Twenty years ago and more, after my
Lusband died, 1 lived in what was then a
new sireet near Westhourne Terrace. Tt
consisted of two rows of houses—very
wgly houses ontside, though inside they
were comfortable enough, 1 had three
little gitls; the eldest, May, was just five,
a pretty e thing, with golden hair and
blue eves; 1 often wigh I had had  ber
portrait paiuted. The others were quite
tiny—four, and two and a half, The last
wis born a week before the news eame
from Iudia that her father had died of
sunstrolie.

Oppesite to us there was a house to be
let. IPor a long time it was quite empty,
bill in the window, dirt on the windows,
dust on the steps., dreary and deserted,
Suddenly one morning, though the hill was
not tnken down, the windows were
cleaned. the steps swept, aud a small cart-
load of shabby furniture carried in.  Hyi-
dently a eare-taker had been put in
charge, and 1 was glad of it, for it is
pever very sife to lenve a house absolutely
empty.

1 used to sit by the window a good deal
and knit. 1 had so much to think about
that 1 conld not settle to anything else.
Books were never much in my way, and
as for going out I never cared for it
much even as a girl. So I used to sit and
knit. secing through the thick scereen of
plants on the window-sill all that went on
in the street. Sometimes I saw the care-
taker opposite going in and out, he and
his wife and their two little children. He
looked very respectable, but broken down
and terribly thin; he was evidently far
gone in consumption. The woman seemed
worried and anxions, as well she might,
poor soul; aud in her arms there was al-
ways u skinny little baby, her third child
They were of the artisan elass, and, of
cotitse, very poor, or they would not have
been taking care of an empty house. 1
wsed to wonder if they had enoungh to eat,
for they all looked white and thin and
half-starved. :

The pext time I went to the landlord’s
oflice 1 asked about them, and was told
they were respectable Cornish people, but
Corpwall was starvation now, and there
wis nothing for anyone to do. They hagd
come to London a few years before, and
the man, who was a mechanie, had kept
his family well till he broke down in
health. e could do nothing now, was &n
outdoor patient at Brompton Hospital,
snd had only the allowance from his club
aud the few shillings his wife sometimes
eammed by going out to work.

There was a large leg of mutton for the
children’s dinner the next day. 1 cut off
haif-a-dozen good slices, put them between
two hot dishes with sume vegetables, and
sent them to the Cornish folk. They were
very grateful, the servant said, when she
returned, and the dishes were brooght
back by the little boy, with “Father’s
much oblizged, and it did him a world of
goorl.” One day a box of flowers came
from the country, so I made up & nosegay
and 'sent it across to the poor wasted-
‘Jookibg care-taker. This brought the
‘svoman, with tears in ber eyes, to thank

me,

. *My husband he do like to smell 2
flower, ma'am,” she said.  “It's many a
day now since he has seen them growing
‘in the ground."” -Then 1 asked ber if I
might gu and see him sometimes, or per-
‘haps he would like a paper and some
‘books now and then? The woman's face
brightened. “He would be pleased, ma'am,
indeed,” she said. “It's long since anyone
went to talk to him, and I often think it's
dull for him. I doubt if I have him much
Jonger,” she added, simply; “and it's likely
‘you can feel fur me, ma'am."

I So I went over to see Mr. Lobb. He
\was sitting by the fire, warming his long,
thin hands.

“I am glad to see you, ma'am,"” he said,
with the nlmost perfect manner one some-
times finds among working people who
‘have not lived much in towns. I would
have eome over to thank you for your
kindness, but feared you might think it a
Tiberty. I spend most of my time trying to
keep warm by a bit of fire.”

He was very simple and kindly. He
Jknew that be was going to die, and faced
St like a man. He spoke of it withont fear
or affectation, *“It worries me to think of
the wife and children,” he said. “A man
should uot marry as 1 did, with pothing
put by. I subscribed to a club, of course,
and it's kept us from starving, and it'll
bury me, but that's all. I ought to have
saved before I mairied, and so ought
every man. One is always so sure one is
fﬁ)iﬁ‘ to live when one feels strong. Well,
“God is good, and He'll take care of them,”
il;e added with a sigh, and a month later
jn that simple faith he died.

Then it beeame a question of what was
to be done with the widow and children.
iThe woman was delicate; there was the
skincy baby, a little girl of six called
{Gracie, and Thomas—they always ealled
dim by his full old-fashioned name—who
svas 10 or barely 10,

“I would like to stay in London; there's
more going on, and 1I'd be more likely to
get something,” the poor woman sald,
avhen a proposal was made to send her
back to her native place. “They be very
poor in Cornwall where I came from; it
avould be no good going back; father and
mother are dead, und there was only one
other of us, my brother Joe, and he went
off to Melbourne long ago.”

“Couldn’t yon send to him?" I asked.
¥*He might do something for you.”

“1 have sent, ma'am,” she answered;
| ®hut 1 don't know if he's got the letter.

‘e never kept muoch account of his ad-

ress, for be never had the same one long
togethier. 1 don't expect he'd be able to

do anything; he was never much of a
hiand helping himself, let alone others,”

Bo we got together a little money and
booght her n mangle. She went to live in
two rooms close by, and just kept soul and
body together for herself and children by
mangling and oceasionally going out to
work.

Suddenly one day my housemaid went
off withont a moment’s notice to her
mother, who was ill, and poor Mrs. Lobb
was unable to come and heip us on ac-
count of Lier baby. *“I can't bear to re-
fuse,” the poor thing said, “but the little
baby is that bad with bronchitis, I deubt
it I keep it through the Winter."

en it was that Thomas first came
into our lives. I had hardly noticed him
before, except as a little dark-haired Loy
too small for his age. The morning after
Jane went, I was told he wanted to see
me. I remember the interview as well as
if it were yesterday. 1 was in the dining-
yoom when he knocksd. *“Come in” 1
gaid, and in came Thomas. He stepped
Just inside and pulled his front hair, Bvi-
dently he had been instructed that that
svas the correct way of making a bow.

“Please, mum,” he said shyly, “mother
gays as how you have no housemaid, so [
came to ask if you weuld like me to help
a bit,"”

“Yon, Thomas["”

“Please, mum, I does for mother,
sweeps and scrubs and dusts and washes
mp the things. Mother said I was to tell
you I could clean knives and boots beauti-
¥ul" He looked down as be said the last
swords, as though he feit ashamed at
pralsing himself, and nothing but neces-

tzwyhu’nld li._u;. M'?l him to do it.

» you bave te & list of accom-
Eﬁhmu,.‘l‘hmn?' I answered, and
“iaughed, but he was evidently very aux-

o

“Or 1 could take eare of the children—
the young ladies, I mean"”—he said, cor-
recting himself: “then, perhaps, nurse
could help.,” He was quite a manager,
and had évidently thought ont how mat-
ters could be arranged so0 as to make the
best of things. *1 am usged to children. I
have always taken care of onrs,” he
added, gravely, and the “ours” showed
his sister; “and 1 have pushed a perambu-
lator often for Mrs., Hicks, the grocer’s
wife, sinee her husband has been laid up,
and her in the shop.” 1 thought how
funny he wonld look pushing my two
babies along with one haud, and with the
other helding little May, as she toddled
beside him, and wondered what my mest
kind but proper mother-in-law would say
if she met them. My mother-in-law al-
wiars kept me well in hand, and dofs still,
though 1 am getting to be an old woman,

“Come in,” I said, and in came Thomas,

of course,

“Please, mum, I'm come to say good-
b:e,'; he said, pulling his front hair ds
usna

“Good-bye! why, where are you going?”

“Going to Australia, mum.

I was quite astonished.

“Has your uncle sent for you?"

“No, mum; but there’s a gentleman
who's been coming on and off to our shop
a good deal, and he’s Captain of a ship.
I nlways wanted to go about a bit, and
he's offered to take me free for my work,
and bring me back or drop me in Mel-
bourne, which I like. I think it's a good
thing, mum,” he added, in his old-fash-
ioned way. “I don’t see that I can come
to much good at a paper-shop,”

“*No, Thomas, perhaps not.”

“And 1 wants to get on and help
mother,”” he said, lifting his face and look-
fng at me proudly. *Perhaps I might
come acrosgs uncle ont at Melbourne; and
anyhow I'll know moce, and have seen
more, when I have been there and back,
than I do now. The gentleman that's
taking me, too, says the sea will make
me strong and set me off growing. 1
shan't be any good if I'm not strong.”

“Perhaps yon are right."”

“1t's hard work leaving mother,” he said
with a little gasp. “But she's keen on my
going, becnuse she thinks 1T might meet

uncle, but 1 don't like leaving of her, and

There is one thing I simply dread her find-
ing out—but that will appear by-and-by.
“Well, no, Thomas, 1 don't think we
can make you head nurse,” I said. “But
you e¢an come in the merning and clean
the knives und boots, You are gquite sure
‘you ean do them beautiful’ "

“Yes, quite sure, mum,” he answered,
looking up with his great dark eyes.

So Thomas came every day, and was
the comfort of my life. He was very
quiet and attentive. When he carried in
the cvoals be nlways looked around to see
if there were letters to post or anything
he eould do; he always saw when my
plants wanted wntering or the leaves
wanted washing. Even cook, who was
diffienlt to please, said he “was a down-
right blessing.” The only vexing thing
was that whenever he had n chance he
wonld creep up to the nursery and play
with the children. He adored May, and
used to carry her upstairs when she came
in from her walk. She was delighted to
let him do it; putting her arms around his
neck, and looking up at him with her clear
blue eyes. He was so careful with the
children that in the afternoon nurse some-
times left him on guard while she was
down-stairs,

“Thomas,” I said one doy, “what is that
sticking out of your pocket?” Ie turned
very red and pulled his hair,

“Plense, mum, it's a pipe.”

“A pipe! Where did you get it?"
“Bought it, mum."”

“But you dre not going to smoke, T
hope?’- He tried hard not to laugh, but
the idea of smoking was too much for him,
“Please, mum, I bought it to teach Miss
May how to blow bubbles,” he said, with
as grand an air as if he had bought it to
teach her Arabie.

Another week and Jane returned.
Thomas got a place at a papershop, and
carried out paper every morning; but on
Saturday afternoons he generally paid
cook a visit, and went up to see the chil-
dren. One day I discovered that he had
a voice. Going past the nursery door, 1
heard May say—

“Yes, do sing it again, please, Thomas,”
and then a- weak little voice hegan:

“A little seed is in the ground,

A little tiny seed;

When it grows up what will it be,

A flower or a weed?"”
I opened the door. *Why, Thomas," 1
sajd. “I didn't know you could sing."”
“Please, mum, mother taught me,” he
said; “she sings beauntiful, and so do little
Gracie,”

Then that time came in which May fell
ill. There was hardly a hope of her re-
covery. And through all those days none
grieved more than Thomas. Kyvery morn-
ing, as soon as cook came down, ghe heard
a tap at the kitchen window, and there
stood Thomas at the bottom of the area
steps, pale and anxious. She used to open
the window, and before she could spenk
the eager voice wonld say—

“How is Miss May ?—is she any worse?
—has she slept?’ And on that terrible
night when we thooght . he was dying,
Thomas sat at the end of the kitchen by
the side-table white and silent, waiting
with burning eyes and Lreathless misery
that almost seemed to suoffocate him.,
Late that night Jane went down angd re-
ported “The doctor says she is o little
better.” Thomns sprang to his fect for
one moment, then sat down again, and,
resting his face on his arm on the table,
sobbed bitterly.

When May was better, Thomas was
taken up to see her. He stopped for a
moment outside her door as if to gather
strength, aud felt his side-pocket anxious-
ly; there was something there that hulged,
but I pretended not to see it. He drew a
long breath as he entered the room,

“Are you better, Miss Muy?" he asked,

“Yes, thank you, Thomax, dear,” she
said.

“You've been very bad,” and he shook
his liead mournfully.

“FPoor Thomnas!" she sighed, just as if
sbe knew all that he had suffered.

“I don't know what we should have
done if you hadu’t got better, Miss May.”

“Do you know any more songs?” she
asked. He shook his head; he had had
no heart for songs.

“I kept your garden In order,” he sald:
“the primroses are coming up, and there's
three suowdrors out.”

“I am so glad. What's that in your
pocket, sticking out?”

“It's the mice,” he answered, smiling
for the first time. “I've had "em this fort-
night ready against ‘iou was better, Miss
May,” and then with a sigh of satisfae-
A Title Iaier in the Bpring brough

ittle later- t us
the last of Thomas. May wa‘s well. The
gardener had just been to see abaut doing
up the en.. I was sitting in the
iug-room making up my books with
weekl:-ulgemu. wondering how it
that something extra always swelled

HD

]

| There was a at the door.

" E USED TO CARRY HER UPSTAIRS WIIEN BHE CAME IN FROM HER WALK!"

I don’t like leaving the two little "uns”
The tears came into his clear eyes, bt he

then he added: “And I don’t like leaving
Miss May. I conldn’t ha' gone if she
hadn't been better."

“And when do yon sinrt?"

“Tomorrow, mum; it's very sudden-like,
but they say chaneces nlways is. 1 came
to say good-bye. May I go up te the
young ludies?" T took him up to the
nursery myself. He jooked at the chjldren
with ‘the face of one whe had suddenly
grown older and knew much, and was
going to know more. He explained nll
abont his journey to them, and why he
was going, just as if they had been old
enough to understand, and then he gravely
and sorrowfally shook hawds with  them
ull three and with nurse.

“I don't want you to go,” May said. *I
want you te £tay here. When will you
come back?”

“I don't know when, but I'll come, Miss
May; never fear but I'll come back. Your
garden is all in order,” he rdded. “Mayhe
the gardener will look after it a bit now."
They followed him, the three children gnd
nurse, to the head of the stairs, and stood
looking through and over the banisters,

“Good-bye, good-bye,” called May and
the others, watching him descend.

“Good-bye,” he said.

“Good-bye,” and suddenly May's little
shoe, wnich was unbuttoned, fell through
the wriling on to the staira beneath, touch-
ing him as it fell.

“It's good luck,” nurse called out, “It's
real good luck, Thomas; she's dropped her
shoe after you." He picked it up and
looked at it, a little old shoe, with n hole
wvenriy through at the toe,

“Please, mum, may I keep it?" he
asked, with a smile, and when I nodded,
he looked up at her with a satisfied face.
“I'll take it. Miss May, I'm going 1o
keep it. It'll go all the way with me in
the ship.” He stopped in the hall, and
turned round. “Plense, wum,” he said,
and pulied his hair once more, *1 want to
say thank you for all your Kindness.
You's allays been n good friend to us,”
he added approvingly.

“And you have been a pgood hoy,
Thomas,” 1 answered gratefully, “and I
know that you'll be one still."”

“I'll try, for mother's sake, and yours,
and Miss May's,” be snid, and strode
sturdily townrds the street door.

“You must shake hands with me, too,
Thomas,” I said, and gave him a sover-
eign. He took the gold in silence, turning
it over in surprize, as if to be sure that
it was real. He looked such a baby while
he did so that I wondered if the Captain
of the ship hod taken a faney to his pale
face nnd sad eyes, or what hard work he
thonght those small hands could do. Poor
little Thomus, going alone to the other
side of the world, leaving all he enred for
here, my heart went out to him.  Did not
his mother bear him with the same pains
that 1 had borne my children? Had she
not once look at him gvith the strange
wonder that I had lookefl nt my first little
one? And now her heart wonld ache
whenever a wind swept by, and  she
thought of the little lad at sen, teying to
get strong in order to tuke eare of her
by-and-by. 1 thought of how he bad sat
and sobbed the night he Leard that May
wias better, of how I had seen his father
Iying dead with the surprised smile on his
face, ns though he had seen the henvenly
!-ny——what would he say now, I wondered,
if he could see his son starting alone out
into the world?

“Giood bye, denr little !ad,” T said.
“May you grow gtrong, and be a brave
and good man,” avd I stooped and kissed
him. Thomas said not a word; but [
knew that he was crying, as he strode
towards the door.

Mrs. Lobb got on pretty well after her
boy went. But sorrow overtook her
agnin; the poor skinny little baby died,
ll*:iulmluld ueveilhnve been a joy to it,

urely it was a blessing in disguis
death took it. §58 e Wi
L » * @ - -

Eighteen years had gone by, The Lobhs
hnd passed altogether out of my life.
Thomas had never come back. [ heard
that he had found his uncle in Melbourne,
and bad gone with him to Graham's
Town, in South Africa. From there the
uncle had sent for Mrs, Lobb and Gracie,
and that was the last I knew of them,
orle?rde: ected la:h lmcl)lw.

a ven up the house in which we
had lived so long in England, and settled
at Lutry, near Lausanne, where living and
education was cheaper than in and,
There the years glipped nway peacefully
enougzh till the three girls were grown u
—til was a woman of*three-and-

twenty. Bhe was a pretty girl, just
had been a pret and atjthre:-su?ﬁ
twenty looked tall, slim girl, with

golden hair and blue

eyes, and a i
happy laugh it did one good to hear. rI
3hmimtfmul!!:hewm

Ja man wholimM perhaps deserted her—it

strnggled manfully to keep them back; and |

ever marryn But we did not know a soul
in_Lutry, and, indeed, from a marrying
point of viewh there was not m soul to
know: WE were going back to England,
now that keten Nina, the youngest girl,
was grownmg, to settle down in a pretty
house at HEspstead. There I thonght the
girls would see @ little more of the world,
and their diwes would shape themselves
into the comtse they were meant to run.

Then my xister Elizabeth, who is un-
married, andlalone and delicate, went to
Winter at!Ri#me and invited May to go
with her. Jil would not refuse to let her
go; but we Yéit parting, for we had never
been separated. Still, it could not be
helped. So'May went off ‘with her aunt,
who came ulWthe way to Lutry to fetch
her, and Fa'With the two other girls, re-
turned to England.

We had plenty to do at ITampstead, get-
ting the house in order and settling down;
amd we spent a  happy Winter, even
though May was pot with us, We used
to delight in her letters from Rome, and
long for the Spring that would sce her
with us.

My sister was an execellent correspond-
ent, and she used to write to me every
woek, telling us of all their gaietics and of
the admirvation May won—even of all her
little flirtations. [ think Elizabeth wos
proud of her. Gradually into both their
fetters tfhere crept frequent mention of a
young English doctor, of whom they ap-
peared to see.n great denl. He was hand-
some, and very popular,’ He had been to
tea, he had seen them heme from a party,
he had pot up a picnic, and so on. At
last I began, mother-like, 1o wonder if he
war falling in love with May or she with
him, to feel anxious as to what soit of n
min be was, and whether e was capable
of playing fy<t and loose with my child’s
innocent heart that had never known o
lover,

As time went on, May's letters
tained more and more nbont him.  “Dr.
Millet asked so mnch atout youn, dear
mother, 1 told him everything 1 eould
abiout you. He said he feit as if he loved
you.”  “Dwe. Miller says he shall be in
England soon; but we hope he won’t go
hefore we do—we should miss him so.'"
And at last, in Elizubeth's letter, there
was something definite. “1 am certain Dr.
Millet is in love with May, and I am al-
most eertain the dear child has lost her
heart to him. It mokes me very anxious,
you not being here, At the same time, 1
don't know why things should not be al-
lowed to take theie natural conrse, for he
is very charming, and is gelling an excel-
lent practice vound Lim.” 8o 1 waited
anxionsly, feeling that thers was nothing
to be dene but to wait.  The next letter
worried me a-little,  “His manner is very
distant,” Biizabeth said.  “In spite of his

= for her, he scems to be
trying to hold off. Sometimes [ ean't
make him out. Perhaps he dees not want
to marry, or thinks he has no chanee”
Aud after that enme a climnx—I think it
was in the very next letter. “Dr Millet
has put some ane in charge of his practice
aud bas gone awny.  He Jdid not come to
ger 18 bhefore he went, and he made no
mention of going last time he was here,
I do not know where he has gone, nor how
long he will bhe away., Ounr dear May
tries to look as if she did not care; but 1
fear she is socretly grieving.”

The letter fol from my hands. It wor-
ried me terrbly, To think of Muy loving

con-

wns not el bd borne. T knew what a
sorrow of thatsort does to n young life—
the desolatlananay, perhaps the lifelong
misery, it bidugs. And yet, if the man
was a sconmtlegl, T conld not believe that
s0 pure a thibgpas May's love conld cling
to him. il

The next morning Lrought a letter from
May herself that showed only too plainly
how things wese. “Aunt Elizabeth s
very, very :kind to me,” she said: I
would not Waed her for the world; bat 1
am g0 tired bfdlome and of all the people
in it 1 want to see yon again, dear
mother. Falode. think 1 am very well,
and I am votWappy, darling. 1 long to
go to you smibito feel your dear arms
rotind: me agaim’ . '

Alico .anduNib had gone into  town
early. I mnedlons with that poor litile
letter, feeling it the pain, all the sorrow,
that hod suddenly come into my child’s
life—it needed o wordg to tell me, 1 saf.
stupefied, tiying to decide what wonld he
hest to do.. Elizalieth was too deliciate to
come back to England bhefore the March
winds were over. Terhape 1 could take
ane of the dither girls to her nmd lring
Muy back. 1 felt as if she wanted her
mothér's henrt to comfot her nmd give
her strength.

got up and put a log on the fre, for
we bad not yet reconeiled ourselves to the
English fashion of burning eoal, then
walked about the room, looking vacantly
nt the polished floor and all the pretty
new things about the room. It was n
lovely morning; the sun was shining down
on the trim lawn and neat garden, tho
gnowdrops were coming up in the corner-
bed. I thought of May, and of how pretty !
she wonld look in the Summer time potter-
ing about among the flowers, if she were
only bright and well. She had so0 often
longed for an English garden. Then look-
ing down the road, I noticed a tall man
n long way off. He was coming towanls
the house. As he came nearer I eould seo
that he looked like n gentleman, He waz
tall and dark; he apperaed to be about 30
years old, perhaps younger, and he was
certainly bandsome. e stopped before
the gate and for n moment hesitated; then
he opened it and entered. I watched him
coming along the gravel walk by the lawn:
I snw him Jisappear under the poreh, and
henrd the bell ring. In some add way he
seemed to be familiar to me, The servant
entered with a eard. Before I took it, 1
knew perfectly that it was Dr. Millet's,
anmd that a erisis was at hand—that in an
hour's time May's future would be no
mystery. The next moment he entered. I
could not remember where I had seen him
before, but he was not strange to me. He
had o good face, clever and thoughtful:
he looked like a simple-hearted, honest
gentleman. There wag something  sad
about the face. too, n8 if he had suffered
muech, or nnderstood suffering.

“Mrs, Standing,'” and he eame forwnrd
with n eurionsly eager smile, as if in some
way he knew me,

“Yog " 1 answered, looking at him
ngain. Even his veice was half familiar,
yvet I conld not remember where 1 had
heard it before.

“You do not know me,” he went on.  “T
have jost arrived from Iome, 1 know
your daunghter and sister there, and [
thought yon would forgive me for coming
—1I could not help it The lnst words
were snill to-hhmself, and scemed to have
escnped him,

“1 have haard of you,” I said. *“Won't
yon sit. down? sl am glad to see you."
IFor he stoodcldaking at me in an eager
wiy, which. L secounted for easily, but
still it embarifitssed me. “Did they askyou,
or was it yoir own Kindness that prompt-
ed you to comwetamd tell me about them?”
I asked, tryimgi to put him at ecase, for
now that T huad!scen him I was satisfied.
Something iwithé tone of his voice, in the
expression oft his face, told me that he
was not the mamto win a girl's heart and
throw it away:wind there was nbout him
that which made me feel that the woman
he loved wouldihave littla cause to fear
anything thaé: was in him. A great deal
to find out, perhaps, all in a few moments,
and from looking at n man's face; but
there are some psople whom just to see is
enough, and abeut whom our instincts
are unfailing. 4

“They did not ask me to come,” he an-
swered, in a low voice. “They did mot
aven know that I was coming, though it
was for this interview that I left Rome
and hurried to England. T came, trusting
to your kindness to make my visit less
dificult than it might be”* He seemed
overtaken by a great awkwardness but
I' did not know what to say, and was
silent. He went on suddenly, as it with
a gasp, “I wanted to see you very much.
I have much to say;, though I am na
stranger, or you think me one; and—and

taia )

I am afraid to Your answer means
so much to me. he loved the
child! But there was something behind

his words—some obstacle, I was certain
otm :hnt—cm-_ past to confess, something
“Why muﬁh

2

.doubtful of the future. -
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mmt_ or two he made no answer, l]

waited, look at him, . wondering again
where I bad looked into those grave, al-
most sad eyes. .

“Do you remember Thomas?' he asked
abtuptly—"Thomas Lobb?"

I nearly jum off my cheir. But no,
it conld not be! >

“Yes—but——"

“] am Thomas"” he said, simply. *I
used to clean your knives and boots, and
you bonght my mother a mangle. I never
forgot your kindness. I have often longed
to see you and thank you."

“But where have yon been all these
years?' I asked, still gasping with aston-
ishment,

“To many places. I was in England
for a long time, at an hospital; but you
were abroad, and though 1 tried I could
not find ont yonr address. Besides, 1 was
afraid. I had better say it at once,” he
went on desperately; “but 1 did not want
to see your daunghter again, I have been
in love with her all my life. She was a
goddess to me—a queen. I never even
dreamed of hoping. I mel her again all
in n moment one night at Rome. [ was
thinking of her and looked up, and she was
there. She did not know me, she does not
now; but I knew her—I did directly—
l|l"lli'{h she was only five when I saw her
last."”

He hurried over the words qnickly, as
il he wished me to know the gist of what
he had come to say as quickly as possible.

“Where is your mother?' T asked,
thinking of the poor soul with the Cornish
aceent, carrving the skinny little baby in
her arms, and of his fat®™er, ns I saw him
first, a dying man, war ing hig long, thin
hands by the fire in the empty house,

“My mother does not keep a mangle
now,” he said, with a short  langh.
think T should have known him before ir
lie had langhed. “She is rich, and lives
near my sister, who is married to a dia-
wond  merchant in Sonth  Africa. It
sounds terribly preposterous, does it not?"

“But tell me about yourseif,” 1 said.
“How is it that yon went away Thomns
Lobb and come back Dr. Millet of Rome?
It is too pnzzling altogether.”

“I found my rich unecle,” he answered,
“I remember telling you that my mother
thonght 1 might, and 1 did. One always
finds a rich uncle in a story: but 1 found
mine at Melbourne, He had married and
lost both wife and child, and was just
woing off to the dinmond fields in South
Africa. e took me in hand first, and
wns very good to me in his rongh way,
ITis ambition was to make me n gentle-
man; but that was Nuture's bosiness, per-

bhiaps., She has failed,” he said, with o
smile.  “However, he put me to school

while he went off to the dinmond fields,
amd in a few years eame back with kis
fortune to feteh me. He waos one of those
men who are bound to make fortunes and
to loge them from sheer carelessness,
though lie died teo soon to lose his last
one.  Ile bronght me to  Eagland  and
!r:uki-u'l' after me while 1 was at the hos-
pital.

“But how did yon get to Rome?" 1
asked, for he had stopped as if he could
ot go on withent encourngement,

“He took me there, or perhaps [ took
him, for we went together, partly  he-
cavse he wanted to see Earope and partly
becanse he said he wanted to see if I
renlly eonld talk any language but my
own, ufter all the schoaling for which he
bad paid. At Rome there wax a chance
for another doctor, and there ultimately
I settled down. Unele Joe went back to
Grahmn's Town and died.” Ie stopped
for a moment. *“I wish 1 had been with
bim,” he said, in a low voice, “but I was
not.”

“Was he good to your mather?"”

“He was good to everyone, in a rongh
way gometimes that one reproached one's
sell later on for not better understanding,
He was very good to my mother nand to

Gracie, whom he also hnd educeated. He
beeame very great on eduneation in  his

latter yvears, and unged to =ay that money
wits thrown awny on you unless you knew
bow to spend it

“ITow did you eome ta be called Millet ?”
I asked, putting off as long as possible
the great business of his coming. I was
so stageered, so tnken back, at his prov-
ing to be Thomas. Morcover, there was
uuly one thing for me to do, and not for-
ever Le ashamed of myself, and [ knew
it. Yet I could not bring myself to do it
heartily.

“Ile left me some money, and wished
me to take his nome, which was very like
the rich unele in the story,” he answered,
with the fleeting smile that was part of
the fascination of his face. “I have not
spent any of it yet. My practice has been

sufficient, I kept it in case " He
stopped, bat ot ¥ =t on looking nt
him, as though I had been faseinated,

thinking of the days when he had carried
up eoals, and tanght May to blow bubbles,
I coull not help it; it was snobby of me, if
von like, but in my heart there wus some
pride. 1 knew that he had come to ask
me it he might try to win May for his
wife. May, my pretty one, my queen,
whom I should have thought too good for
a king—he the boy who had blacked our
shoes, whose mother had kept a mangle!
He seemed to read my thoughts like a
letter.

*Yes," he said; “I am the boy who nsed
to clean the knives and boots, and after-
wanils carried out newspapers every morn-
ing."

“It doesn’'t mutter in these days what
anyone has been,” I said, hesitatingly,
asbamed that he should have divined my
thoughts so well. -

“If she ever cares for me—it is too
much to think of, too great a happiness—
but if she does,” he went on in a low
voive, “perhaps she will be proud of it. ns
I am. It was honest work,” he said, in a
stubborn voice, “and pleasant, ton,” he
added gaily. “If I had made my own po-
sition, I should be a proud man, for being
n doctor is, of course, n better thing than
enrrying out papers; but as it is, all the
credit goes to the rich ancle, and is none
of mine.” T was silent, trying to rememn-
ber who the well-known man was who had
been n shoe-black, and who it was had
sgold oranges, and yet became a great
man.  But it is generally diflicult to re-
menther things at the right moment.

“You were always a good boy,” I said,
thinking of the thin little face of long ago,
and forgetting the man before me.

“I am glad of that,” be answered. “Do
you remember my poor mother?” he went
on, seeming as if he were determined I
shonld realize all the past. “She kept a
mangle and went out charing. She does
ot like me to remember it now, and Gracie
quarrels with me if I mention it.” And
he laughed the short, quick laugh of a
mian who has a sense of humor but does
not nlways betray it. “Do yon remember
the day I wished you all good-bye? How,
when I was going off to sen, n poor little
boy without a penny save the present you
had given me, you kissed me, just as if 1
had been your own son? It has been my
wild dream that some day I should be
really your son—won't you let it come
true?” he asked engerly, and leaning for-
wirid he tried to see my face better. But
I could not wring an answer from myself,

“Ioes ghe know?" 1 asked.

“Docs she know anything about this?—
that I am Thomas? No, nothing. That
I love her?—I think, yes. 1 would not
speak to her until I had seen you, and told
you, and perhaps——'"

“That was like you, Thomns,” I said.
The old name came naturally to my lips.
“You were always good.”

“Was I?" exclaimed. “I don't think
so—but I will be, if she will only have me,
if you and she will only put up with me.
I love her with all my heart. See whit I
have in my pucket. I brought it to show
you." He pulled out a little shoe ~with a
hole in the toe. “Do you remember how
ghe dropped it on my head?’ he asked. I
nodded, but could not speak, for I was kill-
ing the lst little gilly bit of pride left in
my heart. The man before me was a
gentleman, 10 times more truly one than
many born to be rich and idle. How
could I be so foolish as to hesitate to
give my child to a good and honorable man
whom I knew she loved? I have always
hated myself for my conduct that day. I
think, perhaps, it it had been any other
porson’s shoes he had blacked, I should
not have minded. he had wanted to
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clung to the banisters, ealling out good-
bye; of his upturned face—the little anx-
ious face—and the grave voice, saying:
“I'll come back, Miss May." Kow he had
come. He was sitting there opposite to
me, ssking me to give him leave to ask
her to be his wife.

“Is it all right?' he asked, in a voice
that showed he could not bear my silence
any longer. “If you say No, I will go
away, and never seo her again. I eonld
not hear to win her without your consent
—only speak. You are not hesitating be-
cnnse we were 50 poor, because there was
a time when we were starving, be-
cayge—""

“No, no!" T interrupted, hating myself,
and feeling my heart go out to him. 1
could not say more—there was something
choking me. The tears were coming to
Iy eyes,

“Then speak jost one word, Is it all
right?" 1 gave a little nod, for words
had failed me. He got up and walked
about, a great joy written on his face,
nnid flashing from his eyes. “Yon trust
me, you will really trust me?" he said,
stoppiug before me.

“Yes, dear,” 1 answered, “I will trust
you." It scemed as if -he could not hear
the words ealmly. He strode across the
room, then eame back and stood before
me again,

*1 shall never be good enongh for her—
never,” he said, with a joyous laugh—
“never at my best; and perhaps she won't
lnok at me. T am terribly afraid of that.
Do you think there is any chance for
me?"

“I don’t know,” I answered, for I was
not going to betray my child’s secret.

“Something deep down in myg heart tells
me that there is,” he said, simply. “Try
to frighten myself as I will, 1 feel that
ghe is the meaning of life to me. Let me
go!” he exclnimed, suddenly—"1 want to
be alone, and walk the streets until the
train starts. I cannot stay in a room any
longer. 1 shall he in Rome the day after
to-morrow, and will telegraph.” He took
my hands in both his, and looked at me
tenderly. “I remember the day yon came
th see us first,” he said; “my father was
sitting over the fire; and how glad we uzed
to be when the ronst mntton came. You
always sent enongh for us  all”™ he
langhed. “God bless yon, dear mother!™
he added: and lifting my hands, Kissed
them both. *“*Wish me good luck, when I
ask my darling if she loves me."

“T do—I will, with all my heart!” I
answered.

The telegram eame two days later:

“From your son Thomas and yonr
daunghter May: Our best love to you all
We are very happy.”

And they are very happy still, and will
be all their lives. He lives in England
now, and his nnme is well known, May
and I are very prond of him. The other
girls are both married. too. One married
the son of a Bishop; but I fear it is not
n very happy marrisge, Nina, the young-
est, is o soldier's wife, as I wns, and
quakes whenever France is arrvogant, or
Gormany buys o new big gun, and thinks
there will be war to-morrow morning, IHe
is 4 good fellow, but he is not like
Thomas. My mother-in-law is still alive;
and she ix the one person in the family
who does not know our romance. She is a
gtern old Indy, proud of her descent from
the Cranford-Greys; and she keeps me In
order still, though I have marrisd daugh-
ters of my own, The amusing part of it
is that she is very proud of Thomas, and
suys it is odd that the colonies shonld
have prodneed so perfect a  gentleman.
It was only the other day that she sent
him most of her late hushamd's books; for
she zaid he was the only man in the fam-
ity who would really appreciate them.—
Blackwood's Magazine.

Horace Greeley’s BEroken Heart.
(Literary Digest,)

Senator Depew introduced an acconnt
of the disastrous close of Horace Greeley's
life into his enlogy of the late Representa-
tive Amos Cummings, of New York, in the
Senate recently. He said:

“I have seen many n (leathbed in my
life; T have seen life go out under condi-
tions that were sad or sweet, hopeful or
despuiring. 1 never but onee saw a man
die of a broken heart, and never do I
wish to see such a tragedy agnin.

“I made a speech with Mr. Greeley in
in his Presidentin!l eanmpaign, just before
its close. We spoke from the same plat-
form, nnd both of us knew that he was to
be beaten, We woent back to his home,
nnd he was jeered upon the train and at
the depot when he arrived. We went into
his study, which was littered with those
famous caricatures of Nast, representing
him as the embodiment of all that was
evil or vile in expression or practice in
lite. Mr. Greeley gianced them over for
a moment, and then said:

Ay life i a failure. 1 never have sought
to neemmulate a fortune. 1 mnever have
cared for fame, but I did want to leave a
monnment of what I had done for my fel-
low-men, in lifting them up and in doing
away with the curse of slavery and the
curse of rum; but here I am, at the close
of this campaign, so represented to my
conntrymen that the slave will always
look upon me £s5 having been one of his
owners, and reform will look upon me as a
fraud.’

*“Thon, his head falling upon his desk,
he broke into uncontrolinble sobs. I sent
for his family, The bruin that had done
such splendid work snapped. The next
morning he was taken to an asylum,
where he died. His heart literally broke.”

A Fine Kidney Remedy.

Mr. A. 8. Hitcheock, East Hampton,
Conn. he Clothier), saya if any sufferer
from Kidney and Bladder Disease will
write him he will direct them to the per-
fect ome cure he unsed. He makes no
charge whatever for the favor.

Ignorance of n.u-nun Peasants.
{Trauslation made for the Literary Digest.)

“The ignorance and the mental state of
the peasants of central Itussin are shown
forcibly by their ideas of the form of the
enrth and the nature of rain, thunder, and
lightning,” says the Staats-Zeitung (Jan.
4.)  ““They regnrd the earth as something
like n spinge, n flat or possibly globular
body floating in the ocean. The water of
the ocean filters through the earth leav-
ing its salt behind in the interior and,
issning from springs, flows back in small
and lurge streams to the ocean. This view
is probably due in part to the character
of the country, which is filled with smail
lakes and swamps. The sky, being so near
the sun, must become very warm and
thervefore it must perspive freely. Tn this
wiay rain is easily accounted for. It should
be noted that destructive eloud-bursts or
violent downpours of rain are common in
Centrnl Mussia and tliat they occur, there
as elsewhere, chiefly in the hottest of Sum-
mer weather. Thunder and lightning have
nothing to do with each other. Thunder
is the noise produced by the sky erack-
ing from inteuse heat, while lightning is
the glow of the chaviot of fire in which
Blijuh was taken up to heaven. The stars
are firmly attached to the sky, and an
eclipse of the moon is enused by a clond.”

A TOAST TO THE GEAND ARMY OF THE
REPUBLIC,

For Memorial Day, May 30.

By Arthur Edwin Haynes,

Here's to the men who wore the blue;
Here's to the men who proved so true,
'Mid battle’s roar and shrieking shell,
On weary march, in prison’s hell.

Their souls aflame with patriot zeal,
They suffered for the himan weal,

They washed away the black’ning stain
Of slavery, from our fair domain;

They bore the flag on many a field,
Their hearts its royal battleshield,
And when their mighty task was done,
The flag, without a missing star,

The flag. so honored, near and far,

Iu splendor o'er our countty shone.
May blessings rest on their heads so gray,
May flowers brighten and chieer their way.
May our grateful country their memory

- keep,
And “Old Glory”- guard thelr long, last
sleep. -

LI HUNG CHANGS'S SUCCESSOR.
Gossip About Chang Chih Tung, the Grand
] 0ld Man of Chima.

(Argonaut.)

Since the death of Li Hung Chang, the
most interesting man in China is unde-
niably Chang Chin Tong. In the first
place, his fame is probably due to the fact
that he has in his gift such a large oum-
‘ber of silk-lined powitions. Power always
commands enthusiasm, if not respect
But, further, his individual character
forces attention because it is “strenuous”
—a rare happening among Chinese offi-
inls—and honest, or comparatively so. IHa
has three qualities—initiative, energy and
persuasiveness—which, if he were a com-
mercial traveler, would make him of in-
estimable value to enterprising firms,

More than 65 years old, small, lean, and
delicate-looking, he is still able to do an
amount of work which the majority of
young men would balk at. No later than
# week ago he gave fresh proof of his
wonderful enduranee and vigor. The
anxiety and labor of the commercial trenty
with Sir James Mackay was no sooner
over than he turned his atteation to the
military college at Nanking, founded by
Lin Kun Yilh, and organized examinn-
tions, reviews and parades. The eollege
mstrnctors, like the other foreigners who
have come in contact with him, were sur-
prised at his thoroughness. The old Vice-

roy insisted on seeing every detail for
himself,
During the night before the biggest

parade was to take place, a heavy fall of
snow made the gronnd almost impassable.
The following morning the thermometer
still stood below freezing point. Chang
Chih Tung sent word to the instructors
of the college that, if the weather was (62
severe for them, he would be satisfied to
change the review into an indoor examin-
ation. However, at the same time, he
gave them to understand that the cold
was healthy. Naturally, the review went
on. A tent had been erected for Chang
Chih Tung, but he refused to go under
shelter, saying that what was fit for his
students was fit for him. From 9 a. m.
till 4 p. m. the old man trudged over the
wet, eold ground; directing, ecriticising,
superintending. His wiry, alert figure,
dressed in the superb, long sable cont
which a Chinese nobleman invariably
wenrs in Winter, was to be seen every-
where. Nothing was taken for granted,
or on the information of his subordinates,
Chang Chih Tung knows his own conntry-
men too well to trost them. Whether
this exeeding earnestness of purpose finds
favor in Court circles is doubtful. In
fact, high Chinese officials declare that the
Pekin party has for some time been
patiently waiting an exense to remove
its too zeulous colleague from his post,
and at last a decent reason hoas appearel.

When Yuan Shih Kai, the famous (Gen-
ernl. who poses for the progressive and
popilar man with the powers, and pri-
vately Keeps a spare ace up his sieeve,
passed through Nanking, he was given a
splendid banquet by the Viceroy Chang.
In the middle of dinner, just, rumor says,
as Yuan wus anbout to open up an im-
portant dynastic discussion, which was
the real object of his visit, old Chang
Chih Tung fell asleep. Yuan purpled
with fury at what he was pleased to re-
gard as an insult, and ordered the old
gentleman waked at once. But nobody
would disturb him, though his officinls
made profuse apologies. Their master,
they smud, had been much worried by pub-
lic hasiness, His responsibilities often
prevented him from sleeping at night., He
was accustomed frequently to work until
daylight and to snatch rest when he conld.
Therefore they might not wake him.
Whereupon Yunn Shih Kai, in a pet,
stalked ont of the hall, the banquet broke
up, and poor Chang finished his untimely
nap in comfort. Yuan poured into the
susceptible ear of the Empress Downger
the story of the slight he had received.
Wherefore, the fate of the venerable Vice-
roy hangs in the balance, 4

Yet, whatever reward the Court metes
out to him, whether he is degraded to sat-
isfy the whim of the man who. in- his
turn must make a target for “the slings
and arrows of outrageous fortune,” or
whether by his past excellences he as-
capes official ruin, his bygone services to
the state remain bright and shining.
{hang Chih Tung is the man who has
organizedd a model provinee; who has
drilled the best troops and the most ef-
ficieut police; who has stolen least public
money (though some people say his ae-
counts could never be taken over by an-
other man.) He and his eolleague, Lin
Kun Yih, together, kept the Yangtze Val-
ley in leash during viclent 1900, apd the
same partnership gained China her mani-
fold advantages in the British Commer-
cinl treaty. They stood against Sir James
Mackay—a Scotchman, and an extra-
obstinate one at that. They stood firm
against him, and they were not bullied,
which is more than any other two men
who came in contact with him can say.
When every other argnment failed, when
vituperation or deeision threatened, Chang
Chih Tung quietly went to sleep. The
bursting of a soda-siphon would not have
waked him. Opportunity makes some
men great, but some great men force op-
portunity. Whe can deny that the old
Viceroy is great?

The Shrinking of Great Salt Lake.

During the past few years there has
been such a rapid decline in the water
level of Great Salt Lake that the people
of Northern Utah, and especinlly of Salt
Lake City, have begun to be afraid lest
this remarkable body of water will soon
be a thing of the past. The reading of
the gauge at Garfield Beach on Dec. 1,
1002, was 3 feet 5 inches below the zero
of the seale, showing a fall of 11 feet T
inches since the close of 1886, the year in
which the last rise terminated. Mr. L. H.
Murdoch, Section Director of the United
States Weather Burean in Salt Lake City,
is of the opinion that these foars are un-
founded, and he especially denies that irri-
gation works are draining off the lake. In
4 recent note Science thus epitomizes a
paper of Mr. Murdoch in the National
Geographic Magazine:

“The fall in the lake level has been
mich more rapid during the past three
years than for any like period dnring the
preceding  years of drouth. This is
mainly due to the fact that the deficieney
in precipitntion has been greater during
this period than during any similar period
of the present dry cycle. The deficiency
for the lnst three years alone vwas over 13
inches. The Iake is not alone in showing
the effects of the drouth. Streams,

and those which continne active are dis-
charging much less water than a few
years ago. It seems to the writer that
the large deficiency of 20.60 inches in pre-
cipitation during the past 16 years, as
shown by the Salt Lake City records,
must be far more of a factor than any
possible loss of water resniting from irri-
gating 609 square miles of land. With
precipitation continuing at about 15
inches, no further fall in the lake will
ocenr, amnd if the annunl precipitation is
as much as 15 inches for the next three
years, a slight rise may be expected.”

No Btrength in Stimulants.

The idea that alcohol er any other stim-
nlant can ever -impart strength must be
abandoned, says a writer in The Hospital,
A stinmlant has a certain effeet on the
circulation, and this may enable the per-
son whoe takes it to exert more strength
temporarily: but the energy that he uses
comes not from the stimulant, but from
his own blood and tissue. A similar mis-
take is made in the administration of a
stimulant to relieve a feeling of depression
or sinking. An injurious reaction always
follows. Aleohol I8 harmful also in
diseases of the kiduers or of the liver, but
it seems to be good for diseases of the
Inngs, and ita effect on appetite and di-
gestion may be good when properly em-
ployed. When “stimnlants™ put one to
sleep and quniet agitation, they are doing
,good; when, on the contrary, they raise
the pulse-rate, and cause excitement and
wakefulness, they are doing harm.—Suc-
cess.

~ TO CURE A COLD IN OKE DAY
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