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of the reader from the start." Philadelphia Inquirer.

THE WRITINGS OF JAMES MONROE
the: completion of a gfu;at work

tude as though he lay on the rack, troubled
her.

one morning. !n the dews and B< ents of the
hi.ur before dawn, .sin beard a horse clattering
furiously through the village

"It will be Mrs. StiK\s :it the I-.oas." she sail
to hers. lf. "ami John Stiles is ri.ling for the
inidwlfe. Ipray the p"<>'" s.iul may not be
niortal bad, be rode at such a rate."

But it was not Mrs. Stiles, i"i J.»hn Stiles w.is

:ri for his beer nexl morning and reported his
wife siil! ui> and doing.

Mr. Jr.nes went off as usual about half an
hour before noon, walking on air, Raid tli- gos-
sips, who leaned through th.> door of "The
Spotted Lamb" t.> look after him.

Abou; 12 o'clock there was another sensation.
for s magnificent coach, with postilions ami
footmen, drove up to "The Spotted Lamb." and
the postilions and footmen and coachmen all
had powdered beads and were dressed in li\-

\u25a0 ;i.i of scarlet fine enough for a duke or tiie
Lord Mayor of London.

One eentleman rode in th** coach. He wore
r-.o powder, but his head of curls fell ab iul hta
hands \u25a0 i.-, fleshy face, an>l his clothes were even
liner than Mr. Jones had made them v. ito
at "Tl Spotted Lamb."

Mrs Lumley went out, all curtseys, t.> the sid \u25a0

•if the coach. The gentleman ask" ! for Mr
Jones, and was told he was out; he then asked
;f he n:i:;ht have a private 6itting room t*> await
aia return.

"Th( Spotted Lamb," and, indeed, the village
for the matter of that, was all in a flutt r. The
servants who came with the coach Boon t !ih"
;i;irne of their master. Mrs. Lumlej was quite
overcome, and vowed that nothing would in-
duce her to enter the parlor, where h • waited,
because she would surely faint on approat hing
him.

So she had hartshorn to her nose, and in ihe
safe hiding pl.ice of the store cloeot lay l • k iii
a chair listening to'the impatient pacing to and
fio of tiiosc august feet

At last word was brought to her that Mr.
Jones was returning. She hastened out as fast
us her trembling feet would carry her to warn
him of who awaited him. Isut he pawned her
;.y without a word. What had conic to him?
The good woman could have screamed outright
at hie face, that put even her news out of her
bead.

It was fallen Ina mass of haggard lines and
shadows. If ever Despair sat on a face it sal
there.- Although he would not wait for her to
peak, he walked slowly and heavily. His white

Bilk coat was stained, as though he had lain
with it In the grafs before the dews were dried.
The la< \u25a0 s at his wrists were torn and dangled
•ii a few shreds. Blood trickled down his chin,
where be had bitten his lip through.

"Lord love your honor, what has happened to
you?" she cried.

He went on as though he had not he.ird her,
and passed within the parlor, whence so often
she had heard the eong of Dolly.

The door closed slowly. She hoard the slwut
inside:

"Why. Jack, Ihave come for you'"
She Hew to the store closet and laid her ear to

'he wall—a day or two before she had discov-
ered a tinyhole where a knot of wood had fallen
out.
"I spoke In anger, but now Iwithdraw it.

Dear Jack, the wine Is sour without you. There
Is no one to set the table In a roar. Almaok's
Is deserted. The pretty women are Inconsolable.
Come back with me to the town. You look as
though you were tired of your country whim."

"I willgo where you like." Mr. Jones's voice
had thp strangest sound of suffering. "Only let
me make a hasty toilet. lam not tit to be seen
w ith your highness."

"You won't escape me again? Then Ishall
let you go. Upon my honor. Jack. Iwas
deucedly sorry Isaid it. Ican't make excusea.

Mra. I.umil-'v was in tears. Mr. Jonos was
coming back no more. A man would be sent to
fetch away his belongmga. lie had left more
gold on the table than would pay for a year's
lodging, and Mrs. Lumley did not care to take
It up.

Just at tho lnst he paused in the narrow Inn
passage where the great person preceded him.
and turned aside into the little brown parlor.
There had been stocks and gillyflowers when lu-
came. There were now Mary lilies ami th>> lift
of the roses. A sheaf of lilies In the brown
room was sharp aa the flash of an angels
sword.

"After all." he said, "you were wise, you kind
soul. She chose the lad and rode with him at
daybreak. Good by." He kissed her cheek and
was gone.— (The Sketch.

even to you. though Ilove you, man. It shall
not occur again, 1 promise you, on the word of
a prince."
"Ihad forgotten it,Iassure your highness."
The voice ol utmost dejection brought the

U-ars to Mrs. Lumley*s kiml ejrea
An hour later the splendid coach was again

at tho door of "The Spotted I-imb." Mr. Jones
had clad himself again In the sober fineness of
his early days. The blood was washed from
his lip. He i"->k.-d no more now than careworn
and old.
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a stamp worth |B9 Pot». who was \u25a0«•\u25a0•
*

J

proud of his workt::ar-.s!:ip. \u0084..\u25a0-:
The next time th--y were aTone Tonic d.

a plan. Since this stamp of hi* now *J|l"v\r;>
vuliuible. why not have fv;it.ike it to »J
dealer? "With $•_'"\u25a0. said Tor.i?. P**"
could buy that Tri[o!is-t I've wanted SOBIUI
'

T.ut suppose the m ;\u25a0'. -• '3 »hat'»*Ojai•
r.ut

it. a:- tells pap* Eh BtOOtl \u25a0\u25a0 a
-:-

BMBBSd r.oti
•I Ooefl »\u25a0

• . kr -.v Ot d::r2jttf-
answert'.] T«nk>. anrtnatl ban^t^l h^ t:

ptacat "An.i jut thi::k at tb» THfoB \u25a0* _
thought of i! w:th \u25a0

-
\u25a0

To:ue tave tbt stamp to h.5 papa, and t^-
Tonic was very grateful for Bob1

\u25a0

-
i . lie, Indoor life. He, the

ftaln, the pathfinder In expeditions which
:of trees, the com I

<r raft* and other pursuits where ph;
|tl \u25a0 Irave h!m the advantage,

row. like the melancholy medieval baron In

time of iea.ee, sal la walled BolituJi', an 1 f:ti
to be amused. He could not yet read fasl
\u25a0nough la ileaae himself, a fact whh b delighted

The meaning of this is that while Bob, a
ti;vny h ;ired, lanky tomboy, had be^-n visiting
I the home of her friends, Be-lle and Tonic,

.;. vi! \u25a0• of them had developed sore throats,
..i.i as diphtheria bad been in the neighborhood,

there «a.^ much alarm In the house of Gordon.
; , . tive Invalids were Quarantined In
: oms on Ihe top floor, where the youi

rs of the family might receive no harm
from tl •

'Beady." said Hob, arid extended one arm
with hr hand (.rooked In the shape of an
EgyDtian jullow. Tonic nod Jed his head, gulped
it the goblet and, stiffening to rigidity, fell

Like a post. Hob supported the back of
hid neck ly her crooked hand, while from his
\u25a0li-nat Li>od-curdiing sounds assured her that
he was r*<>t shirking his duty as a gargler.

Tins complicated action was repeated with the
soda, aft-r which Tonic, with many reminiscent

• ok off the towel and put the (lock
a p.uii'.ion so prominent that he could not

fail to mark the time when Bob's turn came
around.

Tonic took down an ample bath towel and
ilemnly stuffed an end around his neck. It

covered his small, slim frame from head to
f>ot. lie gave a slight hitch to his sleeves

. •: ped the goLlet.

Tonic turned rather yellow. "Isuppose it's
time to gargle," he said, hopelessly.

"Your time," corrected Bob, with relish.
Tonic got up with the air of a Sydney Carton,

and advanced toward the washstand, where
the murky goblets were standing side by side.

'Soda first?
'

he asked, in a hollow voice.
'No, borax," said Bob, advancing briskly.

Are you ready?"

"It's 10 o'clock," said Bob, suddenly break-
ing off a chapter of "Oliver Twist." that she had
been reading aloud.

Bob and Tonic therefore drew together and
wore away the hours In varied fashions that
suited both equally. For Instance, they un-
tanked their pet turtles and placed them on a
racecourse made of two parallel walls of
books. When the turtles v.ere started with a
finger tip, bets of five kopecks, two centimes,
sixpence, were made with Uncle Gordon's col-
lection of old coins. They shot with airguns at
armies of paper Indians set out on the tloor.

Now it may have been owing to this unnatural
indoor life, or to the Influence of '•Oliver Twist,"
but all their amusements ran to some perverted
end. The friends bickered over the turtle race
because Tonic took to nudging his turtle when
it stopped for meditation on the racecourse.
From shooting paper Indians they took to tir-
ing at a good boy In the window of the house
across the way. And for a bad end, finally,
did they use the harmless postage stamp.

During their quarantine Tonic had a revival of
passion for stamp collecting. He unearthed his
album and his catalogue, and put the collection
in good order. But there were many gaps still
to be filled, especially la the species known as
watermarked. The long and mournful contem-
plation of Ihi •• gape inspired our hero to per-
fect a strange Invention. Ha placed a bit of
coarse cotton cloth on the floor, laid \u25a0 stamp
on that, and put one tog of a chair on lop of all.
He thtn sal on the chair and wriggled with all
nil weight. When the ntamp was drawn out It
bad on its back an impress that looked fairly
like a watermark. Tunle was most enthusi-
astic, lie treated all aorta of ..:..:..;._ in ILL*

Bob, as Bhe was thus free to Impose on him

whatever books she chose to read aloud. She
had long burned to douse him with 'Oliver
Twist," and this she now proceeded to do at
the rate of ten chapters a day.

Belle, the third prisoner, listened intermittent-
ly to "Oliver Twist," but often stole away to
write love letters, for at the age of twelve she
put out new shoot? of sentiment every week.
This state of mind In Belle had alienated her
from her brother, whose aversion to the tender
passion was so great that Bob was always
obliged, before telling him any story she had
read, to expunge from It any "heart Interest"
it might retain. But even Bob, though not
bigoted like Tonic, had no sympathy withBelle's
love affair.

The manufacture of illimails .-.,.,.n t'>.>k all
Tonic's attention. Bo busy was he with fns ma-
chtlM thai ha refused to listen la the deluioua
wit of the Artful Dodger. Boa v\i>h ,1 the
postage stan.p trail.- had nmr been thought or.

One day BOOM boys. » ullous to the .1 iti^.r of
\u25a0on throat*. I'v.l Tonic \u25a0 visit. To:;l- shi>»\o,l

them his DOW PWgfllflctnl collection of si ua#m'
This Is a mighty rare MM you've K'>t." Bald

his friends, handling a home made water-
marked specimen. Tosne*s eyes glistened with
pride, II\u25a0• had been about to reveal Mi device.
but their credulity altered matters, lie allowed
them to to away thinking he MM ho w,VUl.r o

way. Bob was invited to add her weight to the
chair, and to beg some more cloth from Belle.

"What do you need my duster for?* lic#.»e
asked, suspiciously.

"Tonic wants it." inmild Hob. and by this
evasion she made the first step toward unh u»-
piness. Not that she was cons, lous of doing any
wrong It was as natural to shield To:: a ac-
tions from his ÜByaapailMtle sister us It was
to . onceal from Taala BtU»*| HCrH reading of
love stories.
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