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.| which she could bring people into the fold. It
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THE QUEEN,

He knows, the rogus on the tree,
That over mountain and lea

gpring is coming, is caming,
Faster than eye can sef,

Last week he was stark with cold,
Went heavy, songless and old.

Why, hark to the tune he is humming!
“'is & song for the days of gold,

And her voire that calleth the swallows
Home, and the gold wren follows,
Nearer |8 coming and nearer
Thrilllng the hills and hollows.

And he knows, the rogue on the troe,
'Tis the queen from over the seu.

Her volee |8 sweeter and dearcy

Than any biackbird's can be

= -
AGAINST HUMAN NATURE.

BY MARIA LOUISE POOL.

Copyrigh’: 1805 By the Tribune Apceiation,
X. (Continued.)

Jemple, to her great surprise, was finding It
more and more difficult to say what she had
come to say.

When she had started she had thought that it
would not be very hard to tell Link that they
would not think any more of what was £aid right
after the preaching.

She was posltive that nothing had been settled
then, But evidently Link and his mother be-
lleved that evervthing was settled as they wished,
The girl was growing bewildered and rebellious.

“(ame,” he repeated, “mar's got some quilt or
gumpin’ she wants to show you, An' 1 want you
to tell me whar to put thur pump. I've done
made up my mind I'll have a prmp. You ain't
goin' to draw water.”

His volce sank to a tender tone and he leaned
more closely upon Thimble, who maintained his
position, ears cocked and Jong face seriously
turned toward the valley.

“1t isn't any matter about the pump,'” ex-
claimed Temple, almost with a savage Intonation.

“But I ain't golng to have you drawing water
Hke the women round hyar,” reasserted Link,
“an' you sha'n't follow thur plough. Thur Dal-
vecker women aln't no call to follow thur plough,”
with some pride.

Temple sat up stralght. She gripped the bridle.
Instead of looking at her companion she gazed
in a cowardly manner down af her bridle hand
ak she began to speak.

“What do you think I came over to Cain
Creek for?"

“0Oh, Temple, 1 hoped ‘twas to sesa me.”

“Yes, It was"

Now the gir] lifted brave eves and met the in-
tent, masculine gaze, which did not swerve from
her face,

“Yes," she sald, it was to see you and tell you
that ‘twas all wrong—our thinking of marrying,
you know, 1 can't do hit—oh, na, 1 can’t do hit!"”

Dalvecker's face darkened, His mouth shut
closely, but he stood qulet,

“] didn't say I would" went on Temple, her

great usefulness in letting her have the oppor-
tunity to be a helpmeet to a man llke the
preacher. '

Couldn't she make Link Dalvecker see this?
She saw it 8o strongly. She had not yet learned
that another person cannot occupy our point of
view, no matter how strenuousiy we try to put
him there.

The girl's gaze went off to the mountains
again. How grand, how glorious iife was! How

favored she was in being allowed to serve the |

Master' She had all her Iife felt guch longings

| for ghe knew not what, of great work. And now

this work had come to her hand. Al her Jife
ehe had wanted to Ning herself unregervedly (nto
gomething that should take her and hold her
All her life—and her Hfe seemed long to her, She
had a sense that she was very much older than
this young man who could not seem to take his
eyes from her face.

“I'm walting for you to tell me,” Dalvecker

| =ald at lengih,

He distrusted every moment of slisnce during
which she looked like that.

Temple glanced at her companlon, but for
some reason she could not continue to lovk at
him as she said:

“I've been trying to sce my way clear, and
now I do see it. 1 shall marry Mr. Mereer, and
work with him. You see how—but, Link!"—

She stopped suddenly, 8he had been going to
explain her plans, but the words all at once
seemed ussless, without meaning. She had not
known that any one could show such agony as
she saw in Link's face

And, strangest of all, he did not seem to under-
stand! And It came upon her with overwhelm-
ing foree that she could never make him unders
stand.

Link was standing up stralght, his head flung
back, his hot eyes fixed on Temple's eyes,

When she stopped apeaking he did not break
the silence. It was she who gpoke again,

“Dear Link," she said, “It's all so plain to me”

“Do yo' lury him?* he asked as he had just
asked about “the fiddler,”

There was surprise and impatience in her volce
as she sald; =

“It's sn odd that everyhody asks that. No, |
don't love him. Why should 17 T can respect
and admire him. If 1 did fancy T was in love 1
should just have to get over that, and then what
botter off should 1 he? Resides, I'm not the kind
of girl to be in love.”

Dalvecker made a qulck movemant as if he
eould bear no more, He raiged hie clenched hand
into the air, crying out:

“No, T reckan you ain't thur kind of gal' If
you was you'd stop tormentin’ me sol You jest
put me Inta hell with your ca'm kind of talk!™

Temple's face quiversd with wistful wonder

“] reckon you think you're in lurv." she sald.

“1 know | am.' with ll-suppressed fury.

“PThen it must be awful—awinl’” she responded
impressively. “1'm glad I'm not that sort nf per-
son, There's suffering enough in this world with.
out love—I mean that kind of lova"

2he gathered up the bridle which she had let
fall on the pony's neck, But she continued to
ook at Dalvecker. She was inclined to be Indlg-
nant with him., Of course, he could not really
feel as he geemed to feel.  She conld not quite he-
lieve in the reality of hls emotion, #o true U 1s
thit what we have never felt we cannot under-

| stand.

low voice seeming to her listener lke a sharp |

knife.
and gomehow you've understood it so. They told
me 1 ought not to say 1'd think of hit—that men
always thought it was the same as =aying ves,
I don’t see why men should think so, though.
But I can’t think of hit. I've come to tell you
#o, Link.
FPlease don’

To the pony's great surprise Temple suddenly
flung one arm about Link's neck, while she bent
her head down ou the top of the young man's
felt hat. Her own felt hat fell off at the =ame
moment, revealing her short, tumbled, light halr,
which looked almost ashen in this strong sun-
light

Dalvecker's mother, who had resumed the
dropping of corn in tha jot down in the valley,
glanced up as Temple's head dropped down on
that of her son. Bhe smiled in the cavernous
depths of her cape bonnet, and then she re-
marked to the man who was following with his
hoe:

“That thur gal's what I call in lurv; an' no
wonder. She's gurt er good man, My son ain't
one of thur dad burned kind as 'll be rbugh on
a 'oman. She's rid all thur way from Falrview
hyar jest to see Link. She's in Jury, she (2"

It will he observed that Mrs. Dalvecker,
widow, unlike her son, had never bean to schoaol
in Asheville,

She laughed as she ceased gpeaking. The man
with the hoe had looked up at her first words,

Oh, dear, Link, don't look ke that!

He also laughed. And he remarked that Link |

“allers did hev thur luck.”

To this Mrs, Dalvecker responded that she |
she |

hadn't nawthin' against Temple; but
reckoned as 'twar Temple as was In luck. Jest
to think of thur plank house! An' Link war
layin' out fur er pump!"

The thought of the pump seemed to incapaci-
tate Mre, Dalvecker from further speech, 3

Up on the helght, young Dal\‘ec:her was not
thinking that he waas in luck.

He stood guite motionless, with Temple's arm
about hie neck. It geemed a long time before he
could speak. Finally he said in a whisper:

“Don’t be g0 sure you can't lurv me, Templs,
I'd try to git along with jest a Mttle lurv at
first.”

*'Tisn’t that.”

Temple raised her head and
from the man's neck.

“It {sn't any question of love, any way. T told
you I diln’t love you. 1 only had an affection
for you, you know. But I 41dn't know but I
might do more good by marrying yvou. You said
how 1 could help you—keep you religious,
and'’—

Dalvecker's face had been growing blacker and
blacker. Now he burst out:

*“It's that damned young fool from Asheviile!"
he cried. “The feller with thur flddle! You lury
him, Temple Crawford! Jim Frady said as how
wyou met urp with him, an' went In his boat, an’
fiddled, an' sung, an'—an'— It's him! He
ehan't fiddle no more! I'1l kill him's 1 would
er mad fyst!"\

The girl did not try to reply at first to this
outbreak. She gazed down at Link. At last she
Bald solemnly:

“l don't lurv him, Link"*

Dalvecker believed her Instantly,
began to be less distorted.

“Hut it doesn't make any difference,”
Temple; “about us, 1 mean.”

“Why not? It's gurt to make a difference.”

*No: I've made up my mind."

“Who is It, then?" flercely.

I don't know what you mean, Link.”

“What man is it that you do Jurv?"

The barbarlan bensath Dalvecker's skin began
again to comd to the surface, ’

“Nobody."

“Then I'm going to hope.”

*“No, no; I wish you'd listen to me now, Link."”

T'l'::nm gtood still and walted.

F* were growing clearer 1> the giri, as
things will suddenly grow clearer mme:ﬁ:u in
the fire of unusual excitemient.

BB e S an e o
life became defined, emple’'s plan of

“Tell me. I'll try to bear 1. .

m::::' did hope. He could not help hoping
since assurance that Temple did not love
the fddler. There was positively nobody else
And this talk about not loving any one was un.
natural and he did not believe it. Women talked
&0 strangely sometimes. But they didn't mean
much.

Temple was thinking of a power she had feit
recently developed in her. She called It a re-
ligious power. When she prayed there was in
her consclousness a fervid force which she
knew moved others as well as herself. She must
use this gift for the Lord, who had bestowed it
upon her.

Yes, everything was clear to her now. It was
God himself who had given her something by

tonk her arm

Hia farce

rald

{was God himself who was opening the way of

“You must know I dldn't say 1 w-:ulrizl

“1'11 be golng now,"” she saud.
“Np! Nt

The young man seized the bridle =0 foreihly
that the pony turned anpd nipped at his wrist
leaving a purple mark.

“You can't mean hit! You can't mean hit

Dalvecker choked on the words. And yet It
seemed 1o him that he was glving his whaole
strength to the effort to control himself. Be-
cause he did not burst forth into wild oaths, be-

| appeared in the dark cavern of the barn.,
i very goon reappearcd, now mounted on a till

cause he did not tear Temple from the saddle, |

take her to the house yonder and shut her up

thers, he was under the bellef that he was con- |

trolling himself,

“We won't talk any more. I'm golng' she
sald, “and 1 mean {t; 1 mean it all. But 1 can’t
tell you how sory | am. Can't wa be just the
same friends, Link?"

But Dalvecker could not answer. He nodded
vaguely. 11 was a= if he were In the gras
some malignant monster that was =h
up and down, and he was dangling helpless in
that grasp.

He gaw Temple ride away.
have flames {n them.

He could not remember the time when he had
not meant to have that giri for hia wife. And
he had alwaye had what he meant to have.

At the topmost part of the path along which

His eyes seemed to

Mrs. Dalvecker stood In the plovghed field with
Ler sun-bonnet tipped back, watching her boy.

As ghe watched sha mechanieally pulled from
gomewhere in her dresa a small paper bag of
gnuff, poured a lttle plle into the dingy palm of
her hand and then tossed the plle Into her month.
She tomsed sa dextrously that ghe Al not lose
a grain, but it was all done mechanically,
She wanted consalation, and she appited to her
snuff bag without knowing that she did =a,

She did not siand long. She tumed In the
direetion of the large harn which wae at the top
of the ehe walked toward it with those
long steps that =0 often characterized the walk
of the mountalin women.

“wWhat's urp?’ asked Chrig Jinks, giad of an
oppartunity to rest on his hoe handle.

“Nawthin was the answer. Yo'
plantin®."

Jinks eontinued to reet hig long length an his
tool while he watched Mre, Dalvecker, who dis-

She

fajd

g1 on er

antered off aver the fleld and
in the way taken by

roan horse. 8
was soon out of sight
Temy le.

“ghe Hed, €111 Jinks to himself, taking off his
hat and passing his hand over his head. “Sumpin’
is urp. Him an' her has fought, Durned of 1
wanter hiv Link Dalvecker turned againgt me,
He's all rlght of he has what he wants, Bul of
he don't hey hity—

Jinks passed his hand over his hegd agaln snd
neglocted to finish his sentence,

The long legs of the roan took him swiftly
over the rongh way., Mre. Dalvecker was sitting
on a man's saddle, but muintalned her
position with a negligent gocurity that was an
possessed by nearly  every
woman hereabonts, Her lttle wad of snufl was
gafely lodged beneath her lower Hp: her bomet
wis pushed back #o that the upper part of Yer
vellow ferehead and the front of her grizzied
halr wers vigihie, but the pasieboard projected
#0 that her mouth anl chin were concoaled,

Thig horsewoman pauscd and  dellberated
moment when #iie had reahed the place where
Temple had appeared less than an hour ago,

she

pecomplishment

Then Mre Delvecker twrned rlght into the
wooils, *he calmiy put her steed over fallen
trees and zig-zag fences, and the gaunt animil
ne Tinehed, W his bty oy Torward in
a brave way that was habltoal with him

In half ap hour this hopsewaman came o1t on
a path that w | npward toward the west
She stopped her horse and looked Sown the path

e mough goue,” she sald alowd, "t
I reckon she hain't.

She was rght in her reckoning, for {t was

v i moment hefore g white pony wi hoaoktrl
in sight still further down the

3 hock came

tidn,

Temple was rid wwlv, Thimble gqlng ot
his JiLe . The ghil had her hat 'in her
hand, & irht and shadow wors continunll
Hecking her face and thgare as she came for

Mrs,  Dadveike: antered  toward hier
stopped in front of her

“Fowily #lie 'owith some sharpness

hig own accord, knowing
rlder responded:

Thimble stoppwdd
hig manners, and |

“Howdy," In =some surprise
“1 curm fur ol vemarked the woman, pers
emptorily
“What
S eurm fur yo—@ low veu'll go back right
now nlong 1
mother

Teomple W
who had hit

», il LA [

Theye i heint In her Loace o
but ghe spokee guite cabmiy. Hhe was
self 304t were possibile that Link had b
plalning o his mother,

You he” wias the response s Lint
he's or ravin' urp oan® down thus b Fle's
hotnd ter do hig'ef op o Ant I'm ¢ i

| ter stOp ikt Hyars wi curmin down t
kim; some gala don't be a cavortin® round art
thelr feliers in gals walts 1t
hore fur wae n.  But
Joat 7 Yo i
him, nn' shoulin't w
he'd ghot his'ef ‘Tore this, ¥ v 1
now, right smart 1 nin’t feared n i '
gals as runs arter thelr men An® he layvi

ter put in er pump!"’
It was as= If the memory of the pump was ¢
! murch for Mrs. Dadvecker. ¥he bent forward and
ot o yellow, skinny hand on Temple's

Temple had come she stopped her pony and |

The young man saw her wave her
He heard her cry:
Goadby! 1 want you tp come

turned about.
hand at him.

“(yoodby, Link!
and se2 me!”

Link took off his hat and waved it. His hand
appeared to perform the act without any eom-
mand from hiz mind,

When the glrl was out of sight Dalvecker had
sense enough to know that he must go bhack 1o
his ploughing, or his mothér would come and
queation him.

He turned himself toward his home. It was
only a few moments hefore that he had heen
planning how to make the work easier for Tem-
ple. There was the house, with the grecn ahout

| it; there was his mother going right sn drop-

ping corn, and old Chris Jinks wae covering It
Dalvecker eould hear the sound of the hoe as |t
slid under the earth. Jinks's lttle boy was he-
neath an apple tree firlng etones at a robin's

nest.
Dalvecker's outward sense told him that the
farm had never looked 5o well, And he resented

that fact.

He wanted to grip hold of something. Thers
was nothing to grip, however. He thrust his
hands inio his pocicets,

“It's just—oh!'—— He paused, for there waa
no word strang enough, “Oh, it's just helll” he

whisper«d.
Then he walked down to where his horses weres

calmly standing & the= freshly turned earth,

THE MOTHER'S LETTER.

Mrs. Dalvecker saw her son return to his
plough after his Interview with his sweelhenrt

She set down the basket which held the secd
eorn and went sirlding over the furrows to him.
She wanted to tell him again what a lucky gal
Temple Crawford was.

She walted untll his horses came back along
the line of thelr work.

Link was tempted to turn and run away, but

| prenching

he came on, ramming the plough furlously down |

into the earth that rolled richly away from the
gshare, A flock of hens was Industriously peck-
Ing along behind him.

“Jest stop, will yo'?" commanded the woman,

The young man stopped. He pulled the great
flap of his hat far over his face, and walted.

“Did yo' tell her ‘bout thur pump?” asked the
mother.

Link nodded,

“Thur ain't no pump on none of thur mount-
ings."

Having sald this with an alr of pride, Mrs
Dalvecker spat emphatically, and then drew her
hand down over her mouth to remove any too
vigible traces of expectoration.

“1 reckon that Crawford gal ain't none
good to draw water same’s her man's dad
mam hev drawed."

These words were tempered with a good-
natured laugh,

“ghe ain't gwine ter draw water hyar!' was
the response,

Mra. Dalvecker pushed her sun-bonnet back
quickly.

“Hev you-uneg an’ her ben quarrilin’™ she
aeked sharply.  “She mought better luke out.
Thur ain’t no sech chance's Link Dalvecker no-
whars In Limestone Townehip. She better luke
out fur herself.”

There was no response to this, Link stood sul-
lenly lovking at his mother.

“1 hope you-uns didn't give in to her In no
ways,” said Mrs. Dalvecker. “Yo' mus’ jest take
ver stand an' be boss from thur fust.”

Link turned away. He grasped the plough
handles so that his finger nails showed white
with the strain.

“Mar,” he sald, “vo' shurt Lrp. I'm gwine ter
boes my own business, Mebby me an’ Temple
gha'n't hitch no waye'

“Wha-at!"

Link felt beside himself.

“Mar,” he said again, “will yo' shurt urp®"

He hurriedly unhooked the horses and sent
them off with the chains dangling against their
:::d f:o walked after them. He would have
pin “:::nlh:homud miles between him and
g I:ld\l'hu had a right to speak to
Py fin x readful feeling llke hatred

ple. “To be friends with her!" ghe

too
an’

had sald,

| you, too, at that very time.

graeping 1t tightly
The girl's eves dilated and a flush deep
her face and neck. After a moment ki

alid

1 wish your wouldn't toonch me, 1 don't Ilke t
be tauched™
ahe glanced down and saw the nails, with thelr

hWack g, on her companion's  hand
shudideres She was trying to roticmber
she B religion riely this was a N
she ought 1o make use of such g posseas)
“Ion't Hke ter b toushed!” repeatad Mrs Da
vecker, I don't Know's 1 care. What you ben
doire’ 1o my son? My son wha'n tet’n
LOF #0Y day An he layin® out f ' i
BAY Yo mough diar water An’
arter Bim!
AMre. Dalveiker was gradunlly ralsiog her vo

A narrow vellow stream was starting [
courner of hoer mouth apd tri
“Nou muFn't touch me,
wis awate that o shudder ran

14

She

«till dazed, There was Chris Jinks leaning on his
how as if he had not moved durlng her ahsence,
She rode Into the barn,
putlled saddle and bridle from him.
on an upturned half-bushel meas-

Then she sat

down quickly

| yre: she coversd her face with her han 15, It had
been years since any tears had come 1o her eyes,
bt now they came and overtlowed. Inextricably

mixed in her mind were the face and the tones of
the voung girl she hid Just left, and the thoughts
of religlon, and God, wnd Heaver, and a yvague,
strong longing to he something more than what
she was, and different from what she was. The

cumie lungings that had been in her heart In her |

volth, and which {n later years she had supposed

belnnged onty to youth :
All her anger against Temple was gone She

!
coulit not be angry with her, she did not know

why
Tomple Pl
. =he wanted 1o

is dfrectly home. But she eould not
at work for God all the

tim

When Hartholomew came slouching forward to
take the pony, she asked him If he had been 10
proaching,  He sald, “Naw'm; re Koned he didn't

care fur it

The girl stond watching the youth as he un-
gnddied Thimbie and then topk a bunah of hay t
rub off the antmal. He rubbed slowly, up and
down mi 2 o iud of hissing nolse as he did ao,

Bart.” sabd the girl softly. Bart turned his
Fenvy face, hardly redsing his sullen eyes as he
did =

Hut Templs did not shrink. She felt as if an in-
haustible fountain pf 1o was in her heart, love
that could tike in thig fnert, viclous mass hefore
her

*Well, 'um,™

Tomple e

“moafrald 1 haven't always Kept

v e 1 ought,” she =aid,
was telling hersolf that she eortadnly did
vingly townrd oven Bart; aml if she cintld
tovingly toward him, [ must be that she real-
4 religlon
N response to her remark.

“And I want you to forglve me" she =ald,

No response, save a <lght zrunt. The hoy
thok 4 fresh bunch of hay and rubbed the pony's
Tank.

#ald the boy at iast.
nearer

my temper

“You  must forgive me'  inslated  Temple
“onntt you 'l

“Yos, 'um, 1 kin forgive yo' well enough. 1
don't care how vo' treat me, "Taln’t nawthin' to
m

The girl was silent.  8he was wondering if there
were any way 1o reach Bart,  As she stoold, there
was u slight nolse at the door of the shed; then A
Httle whine,  She losked around, The Newfounid-

Ll was In the doorway. He was standing on
three logs, his left front paw was dangling help-
- streak of damp red went down the

) of his chest
"l pbed ot 1ler face grew crimson and
shy flung nerself on the dog, and

i dn her armd She hadd wondered why

[T T t [ollowed her to Cain Creek.

Yiratan winced and whined, but we licked his
misireas’ cheek amd wagged Ivke fall

O the floor, with her dog in her apms, Temple
litied a' furfons fpee  toward Bart, who had

i his wisps of hay and sow leaned agninst

I'..- wall, not Jookinge at anyvthing

you did bt tid the girl, "Oh!" bending
her hemd o Yoeatan's ok, “my ownodog! my
S dogt?

g
. with head up sguin, and more furlously

vitlain! Oh, 1 shall

You—3you
“Phur eritter snapped
“I'was down in
or U'd er Hed

the hoy,
e sharp

Sally

ronk
el e,

Jetaching herself from Yu-
gnzed seachingly about.
thie handle of n rake, broken from the
1 toward it selzed I, swung It
racking down upon Bart's

She il

wid from the
) n biar

I's hand as if it

e stood one in.
- overed her
nd :!:-u.n'.nl.._--'.r-\' niempt

moan. e had shrunk
b oto Jdindge It, but, mv-

& taket his lips together In si-
1§ to lock'nt as he stood
f v mothent the girl removed her hands
= gaesd ar her npanton and secnied to try o
oeb Thete was a dreadful flght golng an in
| = : was tell her to ask Rart's for-
i l s ething was teliing her pot to
Y penrer to her and put s head
Bart.™ said ‘Temiple, sharply, “go and tell Sally
tin me here
“Yos, “un answers] Part, and he moved tow-
| wrd he stupped before he deft the
shed v sy, In s hosky viloe;
] i pirt religlon, 1 am.”
1
] " W hi«d the shed ten
| minu « Jving on the fluor
| and t { Leside hor, The pony was
| stiand k. dry blads from & Corn-
ik v ks mouth
i g« Thimb she senrcely
waw f her ety about her
VIINE Ie wan sohibing heavily and
It Hely gasping with the agony
| ekt
dlly Temple: she put her great,;
muscaler hat Hat forenead
| N i r like . Miss Temple, Yo
| Lo 1 ¥ oFo e iy dreffle hard o'
i e ewr’ 1l be all
right s ut all. We'll hey
M At it in two
| stichie Ly h him
\ 1 all art am er
i Lol | 3
f1ed a‘.- node nto her arm
1, Lirokend my trae

the contact of that hand

FThen #ll at onee g flosd of plity and Tinging
pame Into her gonl, What Jdid ali o it tor?
What 4id anvihing in the world matter whey
we thousht of the Lord who had loved ts nnd
died for us”

He hiwdd suffered evervthicg, borne sveryihing
for our sakes Anil ghould 1 =} Temple
Crawtord, gindly benr such diegomfort as tn

M Dinlcecker was lnoking In the giel's Gage, |
and she gaw the sadden nnd, 1o her mysterous
change that came to 1* |

In her sirprise she released the arm, staring
as she Jdid #o.

1t was Templs who now bent farward sl
el the woman's shoulder. et g
o nig ithe faded and sunken
look in them shnt stireed and strang
Mre. Dalvecker

Shee had been ke an animal rushineg out to oo
teet its young  Link was fering. This gir
had msade m suffer 1 e, gl gought thi
girl that she mleht txike hep suffer also, if she
would pot restors huppiness 1o Link

But no s eves of the IWo wor
Mre. Iy indignatlon hegan \
she could not toll why

Temple, In her gimplleliy, went stralght to the

magt In her thounghte
she =ald, 1 found the Lord at the
the other night.

YYou s

b )11
Mra, Thalvecker asked the guestion gently, She
had bren to preaching muny times In her voudth

and anee she thought she had “experienced.”™
But 1t 4ld not 1ast. That wnsz years Hhe
had glven up golng b preaching,  § |
hive sald that she ladd out to have rell

fore she disl She wanted to “die refolcing
“I'm trying 1o he good,” gald Temple o, 1
am certalnly trying! And to live near 1o good

things, you know

She removed her hand from the woman's shaul.
Aer and leansd It an the withers of the tall roan,
bending forward from her saddle as ehe dld g0,

| her whole forca secpilie to pour forth the light of

aspiration and intense hellef

dpsarhans vou could help me! snld, her
vobee threilllng along the nerves of here listener,
and taking the woman ! to those young daya
when life : Tull of sengation.

“Help yol sall Mrs, Dalvecker. 1 ean't—I
ean't. 1 never gurt no relizion as stayed by me
nane. Mebbe thur preachers wa'n't thur right
kind, Mehbe my heart war e thur nether mill-

LT

stome, "Tie now, T recki

“No. oh, no! You have such a kind heart, dear
fricnd. Only it's the natural heart, We mingt
get rid of that, you konow: mustn’s we? 1 want

¥ou 1o do someihing for me to-nlght. Wi you?
win you?"

Impossible to deseribe the power of moving and
winning that there wak in Temple's voli il
There was an overflow of glncerest well-

PVER,
wishing, n kind of love golng out from hes
“Tor-night ™ aslked the wonmn, “Thur aln’t

nawthin' T kin do ter-night”

“0h, yes, there ls. Wil you remember? This
evening, when the sun gets to the top of the Twin
Rrothers, will you pray for your soul Just as you
i1 when you were young? And I shall pray far
An@ God will hear
He has promised. And He

ue, 1 know He will

| fen't Uke us; He never forgets a promise,”

Mrz. Dalvecker's gaze wise on the {Hluminated
face go near her, She hardly recognlzed herself,
Hhe had heen dull for 8o many years, save where
her son was conPerned. Now a chill went down
her spine, while at the same time a warmth came
to her heart.

“1 reekon I'l promise” she sald, no
uring her 1oud, strident 10nes

“I knew you would."” sald Temple. ardently, I
knew yvou would, We ghall have n blessing—we
surely shall, Goodby.” 5

Temple sat up straight. The pony started for.
ward, and had gone a few rods, when the woman
rouged herself and called after the glrl

“"Thur'y Link, yo' know!" whe shouted,

Temple turned.

“He'll explain it all,” ghe anawered,

longer

“Do make

him know dhat ! must do my own work, The
Lord has called me."
Bhe shook the lines on Thimble's neck. B

ghe turned onee more to gee the woman motlon.
less an the tall roan
When Mrs. Dalvecker reached home she was

» bt

¥ always Jurved
An Iy, thought I w i Thiris-
el 1ol want 1o R Bart. | strock hlm
sally, 1 flevee flash coming 1 her
s1 wish I’ truck him havder?”
't no Ceount seothingly aanswered
wis silent n moment. She was stll
whing.  Then she aald

“Parhaps Bart i my belng o Christian and
hedph » SANY

" & Ui pedasontble soothingly, from Sally
Hart can’'t, Yo' o right ter Azheville arter
M Amir Wil IR take urp yer mind,
wiiny L AL, f1on " ] e’ go,’

Withont walting for any answer, ut the
ealddle amaln on the pony's back rldliml
ltim: then, with her acm thrs the
bridle, she stooped over her mistress, who wis
pow siting on the oo with here bhand on Yova-
tin's el

T volluw  woiman smoothed the girl's hair,
pleked up 1 hat and | it oon

“Wae Jes' gort to ey Mis" Ammbdown,™ she sald,

Teniphe o [y Cegpeons She rose and got
it the saddle, She Jooked down at the dog,
wha had N pitecusly o his Lroe legs, and
who was whindog to mpany his mistress,

Teampl Voulver

“You take care of him, Sally,” she safil.

It soomed to Mrese Ammidown amd to most of
the guests at Hattery Park Blotel that it was st
rather varly i day when Mbss Crawford's
pany, with Miss Crawford on his back, came g
loping towand the side entrapes

The glel came tonard the side beoatse she siw
hee feiend strolling alvme o path with a book in
her hatd, Mres, Ammidown uswilly had a book in
her hanl,

“Phere's that Creawlord giv,” sadd o uly who
waus sltting bench o few yvards away, *I
don’t know whiat there I8 that seems so Interest-

]
(T

L T

w," snld. Mrs,
11'8 beciuse

Aimildown, calmly inter-
she f= g0 suggestive, and

rupting
makes your blood go as it used 1o go when

i
Vot
oty e that for s

The speaker smiled instead of fuishing her sen-
tence.  She walked out guickly teward Templs,
wiio was slowly walking her horse.

This was the first time the glel had eome to
Asheville without previously changing her shab-
by short dress and old velvet coat for the one do-
cont, ordinary sult that she owned,

“I's Yueatan this tme,” sadd Temple, without
any prediminary salutation. “And Barr did 1t
again. D want vou 1o come gquick snd 1x his leg”

There wore thmes when Mra Ammblown acted

cars ol And anyhbody who

with the lel=urely appearing prompiuess of the
physlctan,  She il s0 now. She orlered her
horse saddled and then she ook Temple to her

own roean while she made hersell ready,

“I should advise you to send Hartholomew
away,” she remarked, as she stood before the
Elasa hralding her haire thghtly for the ride

“1 do; I have, But he comes back,” was the
answer, “He hasn't any place to stay. I'm sor-
ry for him, and 1 Keep him.™

The girl would not =it. She was standing with
her back agalust the wall, Her hat was on the
Mtoor beside hor, hor hands were clasped tightly
and hanging la front of her

Tothink” =ald Temple, In a low volce that yet
witg Intonsely plercing, *'T think that he will be
the means of my golng to hell”
Amptdown  turned quickly, The brald

1 from her fngors,

ae than tha went an Temple in the same
he will stop e from belng a good woman
ving God,"

Hifted her clasped hands o her own warm grasp.

“How can he do that?*

She  put  the question tenderly., 8She hardly

dared to show how much she waa moved, Al-
ways when she was with Temple she was sur-
priged at the glel’'s power to move her,
‘Hecause he makes me hate him; he makes me
want to kill him, 1 strock him just now. And
when | struek him 1 should have heen glad to see
him fall down dead, Oh! How wicked T am!"

She did not raise her volee, She fixed her eyes

gut off her horse, and !

Ammidown went quickly to the girl and |

on the face before her, and Mrs. Ammidown felt
her own face yielding and trembling.
But =he pulled herself quickly together, and

| smiled. ;
| w0h, yes; we're all wicked. But don't let us
| And let us remember that

dwell on the fact.
takes aecount of our provocations; and God knows
Bartholomew {8."

Jugt the kind of creature

She went back to the mirror.

“You think He will forgive me?” with paintul
earnestness,

1 know He will.”

Neither apoke for a fow moments,
ple asked timidly:

“Diy yuu think that Mr. Mercer would still con-
sider that he—that I"—

Here the spealker paused and blushed deeply.

Mre. Ammidown dropped the brush she held.
She gazed sllently at her companlon, and as she
zazed she hecame more and more convinced that
Temple was not now referring to religlon.

“That Mr. Mercer would consider?' she re-
peated Interrogatively and with unconscinus stern-
noss, She was asking herself if her brother could

At last Tem-

| possibly—

“1 was wondering 1f he would think I was still
worthy to help him in his worlk,” replied Temple
now, with o blush and no girlish consclousness,
Inidecd, ehe did not understand why she had
psheil,

To help him?"
“Yos; be his wifs, you know, and share his

Lownrk.”
“What did you sav?”
here catne a gleam into the woman's eyes.
Temple was now beeoming calmer.
“yest gie sald, “He asked me. I'm to glve
him my answer in a day or two.” :
“He asked you ™
“Yes. | I(iwn I'm finexperienced and—and-—

but [ hope 1 could Jearn '—

“You are golug W say yes, then?"”

The gleam was still in Mrs., Ammidown's eyes,
and there was now an |nclsiveness coming to her
vaiee in place of the mere surprice.

“Yeu answersl Temple

“Did he tel] you he loved you?"

“Oh, no, It's not i question of love."

“Only of marriage, then?"

oy know," said Templs, “that T should have
to marry him so that I might go with him, and
work with hlm, and”——

“Will you stop talking like that?" sharply.

“Oh, Mrs. Ammidown! Den’t you think I'm
right 2**

“I Know you are not right.”

Temple gazed straight before her without
apeaking.

Mrs, Ammidown stooped and pleked up the
walrbrush from the floor, She glanced at the
=irl, but did not break the silence, She saw the
peculiar expresslon of resolution coming to Tem-
ple's mouth, and what seemed a certain squaring
of the chin, "

“1 am convinesd that T'm right,” said the girl,
“And when I'm oconvineed of a thing [ have to
do t, 1f T were that kind of a girl who thinks
of 1ove” —— She hesitated and the other finished
the sontence foar her.

“Put sinee you Have a cold temperament and
cannot lovs

“Yos, Mre. Ammidown,”
toward that lady. “Toat's just it
read my mother's letter?”

1 have rend It twics—throe tnes,”

“Well, I'm golng to do as my mother counsgela”

That afternoon when Mrs. Ammidown was
ek again from her surgieal work for Yueatan
st sat down with Mre Crawford's letter in her
hand for one more perusal before she returned
it 4o iIts owner,

This is the letter which this mother had left
tn Influence her daughter. The words were
written in  slender, unimpressive  characters,
strangely at varlanee with thelr meaning.

“My preclous Httle givl, ag you are all I have
that 15 precious, it s for you that [ have the
atrongest desire that i3 left to me. And I have
alwavs had strong deslres—strong—desp—hurn-
Ink. That's why I have been so unhappy. |
aught only o have carsd n Httle—loved a little,
ar ot any, hoped a little, then 1 eoutd have been

advancing quickly
Have you

plackd and comfortable,  Instead, I have heen
apitated and utcamfortahle 1 have flung away
the comfort of vears for the rapture of moments,

And the moments have hovn very fow,

“It 14 love that brings rapture. It 18 love that
hrings misery. Therefpre, never love, Mind, I
am not =aying never marry. If some good, up-
rlght man wants you for his wife 1 tell you to
suv ves to him—say yes, Then you will never
know happiress; but you wihil never know misery.
i tove has days of wretchedness for every
nd of bliss,  And after a Httle while, oh,
h i very little while, there I8 no happiness at
He—vour posgsthle lover and husbanil will get
roi] of vou long before you have ceased to think

{ with pulses growing fast. Yon whl not
h c it pow, but he'll make you belteve {1,
Then you will begin to eat your heart. It Is not

well for a wormen to spend her best years eating
her heart. That's what [ did. And I am going
to die of It sooner than you would., You are a
great deal stronger than [ ever was,

“Your father was what they call in love with
me. When 1 ses how eold his eyes are when they
rest upon me now, T think how much hetter it
would have heen If he had never had more than
a friendship for me, and 1 for him; then I should
not have had thig love to remember and to long
The woman remems-

for. That {8 the way It =
bope anid lings. The mun grows tired and wants
A new love. Any way he docsn't want the old
Love
| And there is that disgusting revulsion that is
| liuble to come when distilusion comes,  When

the glamour 1% gone, it is not that you see more
correctiv, |1t that the face you did love is not
half as attractive as 1t veally is, At first it was
more heautiful than reality, then {t is more ugly
than reality
“I o not sippose that yvour father is a bad
triat Al men oare ke himoin this particular,
fmes he could nat Hve unless T smiled upon him,
Now he does not Kiow shether T smile or not.
He knew how oo minke 1oy
aver knew how better than he
o was ssventeen when he came down to my
father's house.  That was in Louisiana, you
Enow. At seventesn a Loulslana girl is as ald
as i Northern woman of half a dogen more years.
“He wakened my hert. 1 hope and pray you
will n kunow what o means to have your
Feart awakened, Ol 1 ocould el you in words
f fire all he wis to me then!s He is sitting hers
I the room with mee now ae | write, Sometimes
he glances at me aml it is as he looked at a
chade oy 4 dog. The cuese §s thut T remember
what thers can bein hls

1 vough

write a few Hnes before 1 omust rest,

wo, pidd then T oam 9o tiesd. Buat 1 shall finish
this before T die, And vou, my Httle giel will
have my dying words. You Know the vision of

the dylmg I8 very clear. 1 s# unto the future,
and 1 tell vou to fty from love as from death.
You will not reted this until you ars old enough
1o tnderstand i,

I am not beantitul any more; and If 1 were 1
Wld not now be novel, Atter all, 1t 18 novelty
e thitn beatity or charm that attrasts men,
Phere f=n't any =tch thing as constancey.  He-
member that, oot o the male heart—

St three weeks aince 1 wreote the last lines.
1 have just been 1 Hng them over.  They are
nol half strong encugh, And 1 thought 1 could
wilte =uch worids as wounld be like a hot lron to
born Into vou that ft Is misery to love, save
coolly, reasonably, and Jove i never vonl or
reasonnble.  Hut there are no such words, or if
there are 1 am tan weak and slck to find them

vdogmetimes when my cousin
un from the other plantution, T ses your father go
ant und take her off ey horse, and 1 cateh in his
cves that look which used to bhe thers for me,
Not that 1 eses now.  He has that way with him,
and wormen Hka it Pm alimost gure he left some
one up North who loved him aml  believed
fn Wine And then he £o'1 I love with me.

“Never a man look at yon in that way—
never

“1 wish [ oeonld find those words that would
mean enongh, and be strong enough, When 1
am conghing and Iyving awake nights, T am try-
tge o1l the time to find those strong words, There
must be =sonie such words that would make you
rememser.

Stear Ao mind that T am speaking to you from
my giave, 1f vou bear that with you, you mgy
remoember not to love, not to go one step in the
wiy with love. Hao is a shining angel at first,
it turn from hWim, Perhaps you will have a
cold  temperament, one of those which know
nothing keenly and warmly., Constantly, before
vour were born, T preayed that vou might be cold,
Anid Gold somethines answe s prayer.

“Now I am so tired that 1 will wait untll to-
morrow before T finish this

It {2 to -morrow, and 1 am sure it s the last.
Dear little daughter, your cool hands might have
helped my hot heart, But no: the grave s cool,
And after all T eonlid not find worda strong
cnough to tell you not o love*

Afre. Ammildown dropped the sheets In her lap.

“TWhat, a letter to leave!" she sald to herself.
“How morbid!”

Ag she sat there thinking of it and what |its
effect must be on & girl lke Temple, she heard
footsteps In the hall, then a knock on her door,

“May 1 come in?" asked her brother,

{To be continued) 1
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SEE A NAlL, DoN'T PICK IT TP

From The 8t. Louis Glabe Demoerat.

Mr. Willlam Garrett made recently the stutement
that wire nalls are now sold so cheaply that If a
carpenter drops a nall It 18 cheaper to let It le
than to stoop and pick It up, and it is claimed that
one keg oul of five 1s never used, but goes 1o waste.
A statlsticlan fAguring this eut, and assuming that
It tukes a earpenter ten seconds to plek up a nall,
anil that his time Is worth §0 cents an hour, 9
that the recovery of the nall he has dropp.

is ulmc.g

cost 8ic. The money valus of the na i
that 1, It would not pay to plek up ten nalls i 1
took ten seconds of time worth 30 cents an hour.
O nury men who are not very qulck can, however,
k voaonall on o moderately clean floor in five

L Assuming that this ?; n bettér average

than gthe ten seconds, and that we are ¥ing the
corpenter only 20 cent®s an hour, It wllruutlll cont
to recover the nall 0847e., which s nearly five times
the value of an individual nall, There I8, therefore,
& conslderable factor of safety in the original calcu-

I am only able to |

No human belng

| eussing In a snug corner at Page's,

Rosalind comes |

Vit &

The largest Japanese, Chin
Turkish, Persian, Egyp

il

Daties Reduced and Abolished.

Under Taviff bill, the specifie duty on O
Rugs was obolished.  Duly on Poreelain, elgs
was reduced from 60 per cent. to 35 per cenl,

We have decided to Allow

A Discount of 25%
On Every Article in Our Stock,

Oriental Rigs and Carpets
Cashmere, 6.2x8.10 fl. 28 a

38.” less 2573,
8 2 50

150"
48"

To advertise Silk Department
WE WILL SELL THIS WEEK

10,000 yds. Japanese

White Habutai Silk,
Good quality, value 50c. yd.,

Persian, 11x13 ft.
110.% less 25%,

Candahar, 12x15.3 ft.
200. less 252,

Afghan, 6x8.1ft.
65.7 less 25%,

L at the .
Specially Low Price, 20"y

Vantine's Zaru-Notos, in flne wicker baskets,
%0¢, each,

lation, and we are bound to believe that It will not
pay to plck up natls. Such a calculation brings out
clearly the marvellous reduction in prices due to in=
ventive geniug, The lurking fallacy 1= that while |

may not vay to stoop for each nall, it sl

may be worth while for an economical man at the
end of his wark ta stoop down once wnd sweep up
in a single handful the nalls he has been dropping
all day.

P R ——
MEN'S FASHIUNS.

_—

The Da Jolaviile soarf is steadily growing in favoe,
Men have discoverad that the wearer can tie dnd ad-
just It according to his individual taste or fancy,
and, 'unlike most scarfs, however it may be tled,
it looks well A new London device Is a little nickel
clamp used for keeping the De Jolnville in its folds.
This saves tacking it, and allows it to be tled as
caslly as any other scarf. Perpendicular stripes of
rixl and waite on black and navy ground in soft jas-
per #ilks are fashionable. Bright tartan pialds, in
hasket silks, are also much worn, and bright Per-
slan effects continue In style.

The new London scarf, “The Gaspard,” has just
heen introduced here, and promlses to become papu-
lar. It 1= a ‘made-up” scarf, has flowing ends, Is
square, and ties up ke o four-in-hand. The necks
bagd (% long and therefore forms o small knot, with
ends fairly well spread out, The materials used
are soft silks, to avold a stifft knot. Neat but bright
figures |n two colors, on dark grounds, such as black,
myrtle, olive, wine, maroon and navy, are new.

The Increased demand for men's dressing-gowns
has developed new and very attractive materials
Soft vicuna in half-inch checks of gray and white,
brown and white, and navy and white, are very
“swell,” the quality of the materlal setting off
the pattern and giving it a warm, comfortable
appearance. These garments are lined and quilted
throughout. They have two rows of buttons, and
tie with a heavy silk cord about the wiuist. The costif.
est dressing-gown Is made of black corded silk, lined
and quilted throughout with crimson or royal blue
surah silk, the siik cord with which this gare
ment s finished and the heavy silk girdle about
the watst mateh the lning. The latest novelly i
this way Is a gown made from a steamer rug. The
patierns are large plaids of brown, blue or dark
crimson on black, brown or navy blue. These are
heavy and warm, and are made without lining. A
heavy wool girdle fastens abont the walst, and the
gurment closes with three buttons.

The new turn-over collnr, intrsluced last yvear,
s slowly but sieadily gaining ground. The band
Hotwo inches high, and the collar turns over two
and a quarter inches, Just covering the band. It
has a space of cne and one-elghth Inch, allowing a
bow or the popular small knot, flowing-end scard
to be tled vumfort.-:blf When on It has the ap-
pearance of a straight =tanding collar, 1t was
first Antroduced by a prominent outitter in Lon-
fjun, The turn-cver point collars ar® getting higher
and the points Jurzes. but they differ from the
so long popular shape in that the space at the
top |5 less, and It hugs the neck more. It cer-
tiinly looks well, and seems to harmonize with
the  close-fitting  outer garments, A two-and-a-
hulf inch collar is nat too high to be in style

The new reindeer gloses of unfinished leather, in
color of a fo't tan-brown, are popular now, They
are lined with gray squirrel, which lning, unlike
lambekin, s very soft, warm and “leasant to the
touch., These gloves are of English manufacturs,
il are guite expensive. The recent cold weather
has brought them to the front. For coll weather
dreiving, new and very comfortable gloves uare
Ringwoods, These are hand Knit lambswool of
dark mixtures, and the palm and inside fogers are
reinforced with tan Jdog or deer =kin. These are
warm enough without lining, and come well up on
the wrist, acting as pulse-warmers,

—

WHO IS THE “BEST MAZ"

From The Washington Post,
Who is the best man In Congress physically T That
was the questlon a group of gent 1 were dt:
v ingquiry
Ing apropos some recent attempts at tisteuf’s on the
foor of the House, Nubody coull answer with cers

1Y CONAGRESS!

tainty, though It was rega I ms w prety sure
thing that among 356 men the were quite 4 num=
her who would be able to glve a gosd account of

themselves In o scrapping matceh,

One gentleman  remarked that
Malne, was the possessor of a superh physigue, A
another sald that Champ Clark, of Missourt, h
been known to IIL 1,260 dead weight, though thab
WIS SOmMe YeUrs ago,

“1 have an idea,” sall Mr. Louls T, Edwards
“that Representutive George W. Ray, of Norwich
N. Y., g amoug the very T)rxt men In the present
Congress. He ls one of the most powerful mef
physically, 1 ever knew, and his muscles are like
steel, He has the advantage of a superh constitis
thon, the result of country brecding, having pa
his youthful duys on a farm. 1 saw four men tag
him onece with the intention of dofng him up, where
upon Ray 1t on the gquartet and thrashe! every
one of them til they begged for mercy. | would
gorry for any one man that would try conclt
with him In a rough-and-tumble fight."

——
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Mr. Boutelle, of




