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CHAPTER XXX—CoNTINUED.

Eo on this ausplclous morning the
fitile log bullding was flled with &
nolsy crowd In high good humor.
Winslow sat on the platform in com-
pany with a few leading men who were
busy mnking specches. For now that
the echoothouse wns & success—a
practical something in logs and mor-
tar, everybody was enthusiastic; each
striving to prove that his had been
the gupport which promlsed to make
of 8t. Charles an educational center.

And for this 'recognition Winslow
was grateful. What though doubts
ware at first expressed and, fearful of
fallure, the villagers gave sly Indorse-
ment and grodglng ald? “I am not
the first,” he thought, “for whose ven-
ture the public walted with hands be-
hind its back; In one the crown of
thorns—the laurel wreath in the
other.”

Uncounsciously his shoulders were
Hifted disdainfully; his lips took a cyn-
ical curve at thought of how little his
vanture—a log schoolhouse in the
wilderness—was worthy either re-
ward. Compared with the hopes he
fiad bullt on the southern project how
puerlle It seemed! He had reckoned
upon Lhe guccess of the expedition less
from {ta own possibllities than because
of his belief in the integrity and state-
oraft of Aaron Burr. From him—from
bis reflected glory, he had expected
greal things, There was much of the
dreamer in  Winslow—the disciple
rather than the leadar,

And thls, not from weakness, but be-
cause of a habltual plane of thought
where energetic leadershlp seemed
searcely worth while. To llve and
dream in an artlstic, a poetic world
to which others had glven practical
shape—this was his Jdea of the best in
life. The fallure of Burr's plans had
roused him to action, and action
which, so far as it led, had been suc-
gessful; it was only that he despised
the end,

But there had suddenly come & new
turn of affairs, and his horlzon had
dawned broadsr—bright with new pos-
gibilities, It was this recent hope
which lifted the tenor of his thought,
made less hard the light In hils eyes;
this—and something else.

For there was a stir at the door, and
some newcomers pushed through the
crowd. Winslow saw Rev. Luke Bal-
linger rige from his chair near the pul-
pit, and go down the algle to greet
him. His heart gave an expectant
throb. On the threshold appeared the
white head of Mr. Creighton. Tall,
placid-eyed, he stood, on hls arm the
invalld wife, BShe was pale and very
thin, with the look of ona to whom
has been granted, in [Hnees, & glimpse
©f ths unseen. Winslow's eyes
Nuogored upon her as If to drink In a
bit of the divinity whieh he fancled
must be eclinglng to her. Then hias
gazed sought and held the other dain-
ty, if more earthly bit of lovelineas
that hovered near her In the door-
way. Lavender had scen In one quick
glance that Winslow waa there, had
noted his eager attention upon their
euntrance. Bummoning all’ her artful
artlesspess, she responded (o the
preacher's greeting with werenity and
an easy indifference which belied her
beating heart. He found seais for her
parents, then asked her to lead the
singing. “Nobody can play; we have
been walting for you," he sald.

“And I would not have missed com-
ing; you see, sir, we were delermined
to get in."”

The reverend man replied with mocl
gravity: "I see, but were you not
afrald of being smitten with blindness,
that, like the men of Bodom, you came
mear to break the door?”

She gave him a searching glance as
they went down the alsle together,
opening her eyes wide with a protty
blugh of defiance,

The minister shook his head. “The
eyes are there, no doubt; see that they
o no mischief,” and shaking his
finger at her with a warning smile, he
gucorted her to the splnet which ocou~
pled one end of the platform,

And Winglow's attentlon wandered
from the service to walch her as she
presided over the squeaky little fnstru-
ment. In her best mulbeérry-colored
gown, with sarsenet sash, she sat de-
mure, her head bent over the key-
board, all her mind apparently Intent
upon a copy of Watt's hymns—all her
strength expended in enargetic pres-
sure of the stift old pedals. But that
her thoughts, too, were wandering, was
apparent. from an occasional glance,
&ldelong, in his direction; then a blush
would redden her cheek, and oreep
down Into the peck which the soft
gauze kerchle! only pretended to con-
<eal. To-day she was to glve Winslow
his answer; the answer to his ques-
tlon: “May its fulfillment be mine?"”

All the way Into the village she had
been rehearsing what she should say,
how meet him. |

Yet how vain to think she would
have need for words, For words—when
as she passed him where he sat on the
‘platform, very glance of the humidly
tender eyes, each curve of the winsome
lips, the rise and fall of linen crossad
on the happy bosom—all made plain
what words could only weaken.

The exercises would have bored any
but euch an audience. The people,
mentally starved, wers pleased with
enything that even parodied thought,
and speeches, dislogues and songs

and as often lowered to give placse to
another, cheapsned each until, through
rapld changes, the plonsers managed
well enough withont a common head
ralying each upon Its own sturdy set-
tlemant,

However, this was more especially
true of the French and Spanish In the
new territory; there were stalwart
sons of the new republie east of the
Mississippl, to whom the sight of the
standard of freedom was Inapiring;
who falt yet a glow of patriot fervor
at the faintest fiap of eagle wings. To
one of this kind was allotted the clos-
Ing speech. He was a tall, loose-
jolnted individual whose halr might
be charitably described as sandy, but
whoss whiskers were undeniably red.
The arms which he waved seemed bor-
rowed for the occasion—so little their
gesturea savored of famlliar use. He
rafsed his volee to a patriotle shriek
at the peroration: “My friends, I have
sald all this to prove that there yst
live patriots about us. Because we
have journeyed far, let us not forget
that we have a country; let us not for-
get, either, that our country has ene-
mies. Indeed, we have had recent
news of the activity of one such., His
machinations are even now belng dis-
cussed In & court of law at Richmond
where, let us hope, justice and truth
will be vindicated, and by its orders
may Aaron Burr suffer the doom of
traitor to his flag."

He waved his armg again, and with
a Jerky bow took his sent. The ap-
plause that followed was intended less
in pralse of the oratory than gratitude
for the relief of tired muscles,

When it had dled away, Winslow,
pale, but with eyes glowing, came to
the center of the platform. There was
an expectant hush, and he began:

“It {8 not my purpose to speak in
justification of the distinguisbed pris-
oner at the bar to which our friend has
Just alluded, but my personal acquaint-
anoe witn Aaron Burr makes it hard
to keep silent. Ewen so great a soul
as he may reach depths where the
faith of the humblest {8 prized. You
will forgiva me, therefore, il I add &
molety of favor In the balance which
threatens to welgh agalnst him., My
own connection with his expedition I
am prepared to explain fully to all in
whoge minds there may lurk a doubt
of my honesty (in the half-defiant
pause which followed nobody spoke
nor moved), but for Aaron Burr's
cauge I am not here to ask for your
sympathy; the verdict of the court
must decide for us, [ have only +to
suggest that in the meantime all
eriticism be withheld. The country
at lurge 18 the jury which will Inter
glt in deliberation upon the result,
Indeed, it ls more than lkely that the
wholse truth will not be known until
the judgment. On that day let us ses
that we bring to that Greater Bar un-
prejudiced mindg and hearts all frea
from bias that We mAay escape peremp-
tory diemissal at the hands of the
Great Ohallenger,”

There was & pause, while his hearers
were undeclded whether to applaud or
not. Winslow settled tha point for
them by a sudden change of tone and
manner, Coming forward and Ingensi-
bly edging closer to wherc—a little to
the right—sat Lavender, he began
anew lightly:

“l have an announcéement to make
which may come as A surprise to
many here.'

The audience craned thelr necks, and
those at the windows stood a-tiptoe to
hear. “l am golng back east as soon
as—" Involuntarily his head swerved
to the right—'as soon as possible.
Thore are urgent reasons calling me
away now. I fear that all of you who
remain here to work In the vineyard
will liken me to the sples of Canaan
who only carry home bunches of
grapes to show the fatness of the land.
But, Indeed, I go with grateful regrots
which must ever follow such kindness
as I have met here—hers, in this gar-
den spot of the new land of our new

country,"
And he bowed amid loud cheers.
Then; “But In order that the work

hera be not lost, but carried on better
than my feeble powers would admit,
the commlittee and I have declded to
present the name of another for the
place of teacher In this school. The
gentleman whom we have the honor
to name is Mr. Gerald Crelghton.”

At this arose an audible murmur of
exoltement; nono expressed open  dls-
pleasure but all felt more or less dis-
appeintment. Winslow was not only
& personal favorite—he was regarded
by all as one having authority, and
competent to lead the schaol to suce
cess. That his mantle would sit well
upon the restless shoulders of the easy-
gelng Gerald all felt much doubt, But
to the ploneer mind it was of small
consequence, and there was no dis-
sent. Bince the new Elisha was no-
where to be found, his acceptance was
taken for granted, ‘

As Winslow took his seat there waa
& commotion In the erowd that Alled
the alsle, and Toblas Judson lurched
forward., Stepping to the platform
with a tread that threatened partl-
tion of the oaken flooring, he began to
apenle,

If there wera a maember of the
community whosa word carried more
welght than another's, it was Uncle
Tobins—as he was famillarly known.
Hiswas an ambition to be known as one
having authority end, though self-ap-
pointed to the office, the country folk
were glad to recognize hiin as arbiter
In common affairs, Hence his great
hand raised was as o scepter, his
first word was followed by Instant si-
lenoca,

"Feller eoftizens, I want ter say a
word about this schoolhouse. I'm
proud of it; it's the firat, but you kin
Jeat bet yer lifa it ain't a-goin’ to be
the last. And I want ter say—spaakin’
fer the committee and the hull of yer,
that we're all obleeged to the school-
mauter.”

_ Hig wave of the hand toward Wins-
low was' the signal for cheers; the ora
tor continued: “You all will be glad
to hear, too, that he's struck it rich

1| slve candor;
| coward you must think me!"

promises of gold and diamonds s a
land which none of usa aln't sartis
about, and can't locate any closater 'a
the end o' Godspeed!™

Thers was loud applause and the
scuffling of anxious feet. To the lat-
ter disconcerting accompaniment Rav.
Lauke offered prayer. Then he gave out
the hymn, and Winslow atepped to the
spinet to turn the leaves for the player,
As Lavender struck the first chord
their eyes met; though her own were
instantly lowered again, to the keya,
Winslow had read his answer,

CHAPTER XXXI.

When the time for dinner had coma,
the merry-makers devoted themselves
with keen appetites and spirils boils-
terous to this—the grand event of the
day. To Winslow it seamed odd that
these simple plonser folk who served
all meals in such bare and Dbomely
fashion should find sport In slight
deviation from the ordinary bhabit,
“But evidently there are degrees in
rustic simplicity,” he said to himself,
a8 with s smile half cynical, half en-
vious he surveyed the crowd., Two or
thres small fires ware bullt, and abova
these hung lkettles for the making of
that rare luxury—tea. Over the em-
bers game was toasted, and “‘roastin’
ears” glowly baked In thelr jackets
of yellow and green. CQloths were
sometimes spread on the ground, but
more often lap-robes served ua napery.

Here and there, from their teams de-
tached, were wagons In which whole
families perched making hungry dives
into a common hamper. One table
graced the grove, It was put
together—a few boards on slakes—
for tha use of the committes and lis
favored guests. Chief of these was
Winglow, who occupied his post of
honor with secrst dissatisfactlon. For
in the few words she had found time
to say, Mrs. Creighton urged his com-
pany with them. He declined ruefully.
“A Jamb led to the slanghter [ go to
play the role of hero in—extraordinary.
But save & little strength to visit with
me,"” and he bowed low over her hand.

With divided mind be performed the
honors of the table; secretly Intent
upon watching Lavender. One or two
of the more daring among the village
beaux asslsted with awlkward gallantry
while she unfilled the small hickory
crates and put the food (n tempting ar-
ray on a whits cloth—dropped like a
cloud upon the green sward.

When Winslow's gaze would catch
and hold hers a rare smile filled her
neyes with {ridescent sparkle or by a
bow, blush or wave of the hand she
would reward the glances which, how-
ever they roved, came always back to
her. For the lover's fond vislon saw
but another setting for her beauly in
this brilllant scene; the forest—all
green save for the scarlet of berry and
gold of blossom which blazoned the
last glory of summertime, The sky
geemed to hold for her the softeat
bridal vell of mist, and In the backs
ground a low fire smouldered—against
which %er head shone In cameo rallef,

He was roused from these poetle
fanclea by a touch ¢n the shoulder
and turning saw Gerald Crelghton, his
handsome face a-blush. With an em-
barrassed smile he sald: "“May | sea
you when dinner i8 over? At the
grove by the road there; I'll be wait-
{ng under the maple trees.” Winslow
murmured a surprised assent, but be-
ofre he could speak further Gerald
had slipped away. In a moment hy
was joined by Busan whom he lea
stralght to his mother.

Interested, Winslow watched the 1it-
tle family comedy. Sue, frightened,
nervous, . but beaming with a proud
happiness, hoverad close to her lover,
Happlness—yet not all unmixed; for
the daughter's consclence was never
free from the accusing finger of the
dead. It was the first time she had
geen Gerald—except for the few mo-
ments by the brook—since the awful
susplclon, and to-day she only cons
gented because he would not ba re-
fused; he had besought, commanded:
“Tall me, Susan, I Inslst uponu knowing
your reason for this change. You lova
me, dear; why do you treal ma
coldly 2"

She kad parried his questioning with
a promise to go this once, and now
she was here—here, with all her 'lit-
tle world looking on. Winslow no-
ticed the gentle kindness with which
Mrs. Crelghton responded to Sue's
awkward lttle courtesy. The falner
placed her near him with an evident
intent to put her at ease,

As Lavender advanced to meet the
new guest, Winslow watched her slose.
Iy; how wounld she act? Thers was
just a moment's hesltation--she
stopped short and, all the color gona
from her face, put her hand to her
heart a8 if in sudden paln. Involuns
tarily her eyes sought Winslow's, and
it gave him a sudden shavp pang ug he
thought: *“She s wondering how sha

must meet the girl whose fatber 1
killed!"

But whatever the reason, Lavender's
hesltation was over in a moment, and
golng forward she greeted the new-
comer with hand outstretched and
smiling words. Winslow could hear
none of the conversation, but it was
apparent that the family wers bent
upon kindliness toward this timld
stranger whose quiet brown eyes and
quivering lips seemed to entreat thair
love, ; -
Gerald maintained a deflant air ol
outward calmness, but thera was o
flush on his chegk, sand an anxious
lght in his eye which flashed feverish
serutiny between his mother and the
girl he had thrust upon her. He was
proud, grateful and happy at Bue's re-
coption—nt the justice finally donej
relleved that the woolng of her who
really held his wayward affections
‘need he no longer under the rose.

At the close of the meal Winslow
saw Gerald go alone to the place of
meating he had signified. .

As soon as possible he, followed to
whers the grove of maples offered shade
and ollence, Here he found Gerald
walting, v

The latter greeted him with impul-
“Mr, Winalow, what a

Winslow took his hand, smiling aa
he returned: “I'm sorry [ eame, 1f
uﬁr'mwhm-m.y;wr:._m

HOME VS. THE CITY

THAT IS WHAT THE HOME-TRADE
PROBLFM AMOUNTS TO,

WHICH SIDE ARE YOU ON?

If You Are Sending Your Dollars to
the Mall-Order Houses You Ars
Battling Against the
Home Town.

(Copyrighted, by Alfred C, Clark.)

A far seeing, provident business
man will not pursue & policy which
s subversive of his best interests.
He will not destroy his own house,
neither will he jeopardlze his busi
ness, He will observe the golden
rule, not only in theory, but in prac
tice, and \ts practical observation was
never more needed than st the pres.

= -
country is the feeder of the city,
Thig is oaly partinlly true. That doe-

trine has been preached till the text
is thresdbare. It would be much
wiser for men to gel & new (exi and
talk and work the country up, then
allow the ecity, incloding its mail or
der Oectopus, to work Its own prob-
lems awhile, This, Instead of belng
solfishness, would be the Anest order
of common sense, A more marked
feeling of brotherhood interest Is
saldly needed in the country on this
particular point

The rpral population complain of
lack of fucllitles and conveniences; in
order to obviate this, let $200,000,000
this coming year be disbursed among

country merchants, among the hum-
bler storekeepors, then observe what
will follow. The Improvements would
be marked. Social conditions would
be greatly ameliorated. A new order
would maintain in the home and over
the broad seres of the farm and best
of all, the gocial spirit of brotherhood

ent time. Men dteam about the
“Golden Age”™ and yel, ofttimes pur-
gue & polley which renders the dawn
of that age an impossibility.

Within the horizon of every coun-
try regident there exlsts an evil which
ls yearly assuming greater propor-
tions. We refer to the mall order
business. which last year amounted
in money sent to Chlcugo alone to
$200,000,000, Two hundred milie
dollars diverted from its legitimate
channel. Two bundred million dol-
lars sent out to enrich those who
ware not needy, while those at home
sorely In need of support were paased
by coldly; the loesl trade was im-
poverished just to that extent. This
golden trade reviving stream should
have remuined within its own chan-
nel, thus enrlehing ts own soll, and
causging desert places to bloom and
blossom.

Many unemployed would have been
engaged at llving wages, households

emaller cities and towns.

would have been cheered and hearts
warmed; but no; it went to swell the
dividends of surfeited,
concerns,

The llve and let live doctrines was
overlooked; its oldfashioned whole-
someness was utterly disregarded,

The country merchant would have
been engnged in his dally struggle,
fnstend of battHng at lonk oilds
agalnst ostraclsm, adveraity, big bills
and menger receipts.

Think of $200,000,000, ye who causna
the catslogue houses to flourish as the
cadars of Lebanon, and the gre'n biay
tree; remember that their prosperity
I5 at the expense of your brother, the
loenl merchant, and local progress,
Then ask this pertinent question: Can
we afford to play the game longor;
ean we longer stultify local interests?

This great evll affects every furm-
er, teacher and work hand, every
home, every school, every church in
every country community. It also
totehes the Interests of the physicinn,
preacher andl pedagogue, It really
robs the country merchant before his
eyes, in a heartless way., He sees the
frefght yard crowded with consign-
ments to Indlvidgals from great cata-
logue houses, IL*H:H"}‘ does he look
at hig country store with ils stock
anceumulating, for want of trade, and
thus decreasing in value every day.
Sadly too does he look at the refuge
of bankruptey hourly being hastened
because his townsmen prefer the cati-
logue house with its ubiquitous eir
oulers, Those fraln loads of goods
were bought with money that should
have found its way into the honest
hand' of your local merchant, who has
the good of your locality at heart, and
who I8 expected to contribute liberally
and continuously to very moral and
bhenevaolent fnstitution In your midat,
Then likewise remember this, that of
all the millions thus sent to swell the
coffers of houses In great cities, not
one cent will ever return to blegs your
community; to clothe the naked, to
feed the hungry or to educate the
ignorant!

This 18 certainly a misguifed, M-
advised polley; If solf preservation Is
the first law of nature, the fact just
stated ghould cause lovers of this
conntry to think. Continue this polloy
and what follows? The value of real
estate decrenses, locnl Improvements
cease, material progress siops, the
whole country suffers, .

The money -of & community rapre-
sents In a business sense Just so much
possibility, and every hopest ocoupa-
tion I8 ‘Injured In proportion as that
s withheld or sent elsewhere.

In a certaln rural community, this
official order and warning wns lssued:
“Unless bad roads are fixed there
will be po rural dellvery at all.” It is
imposkible to put roads in repale with-
out money. This lack of means can
not be traced to poor crops, for the
harvest just gathered In has Dbeen
superabundant.  Men cannot support

bosstful elty |

abid bulld up business concerns n dis-

would be felt as never hefore,
Listen to these thoughtful words
 from Gov. Folk, of Missouri: “We

are proud of our splendid clties, and
we want to Inerense In wealth and
population, and we algo want our
country towns to grow. We wish the
city merchants to build up, but ajso
desire the conntry merchants to pros.

per. I do NOT BELIEVE in the mail
| arder eltizen, If a place s pgood

enough for a man to llve In and to
make his money in, It s good enough
| for & man to SPEND HIS MONEY
: in. Patronize your own town papers,
build them up, and they will Dbuild
vour town up In increased trade and
greater opportunitles."

These are the words of wizdom and
foreglght from a prudent, patrlotie
I min. As it I8 to-day, these words are
expressive of the opposite of what
should bhe in many a country distriet.
The mnil order citizen may think he
is gilning; the truth is he |5 sawing

The batteries of the catalogue houses are carrying destruction to the
Are you helping in this work of hurling destruc:
tion at the local schools, churches and industries? Are you assisting in the
distribution of mall-order literature and sending ammunition in the way of
home dollars with which they will continue the campaign?

off the limh upon which be sits,
| aster only cin follow.

Dis.
The mail or-
der citizen makes his money locally
and scotters It abroad In a field where
It Is not nesiled; this is unfair to both
the town and to Its merchants. This
shortsighted citizen complnins of the
slze and character of his town paper,
at the same time he pursues a policy
which tends to destroy both. Then,
publishers ought to be ecareful how
they exploit and give publicity to the
meil order houses; even if they are
pald well for the space, 1t rencts dis-
nsreronsly on the town's hest pros
pects.

Let men stand by the loeal mer-
chant, let them protect his Interests,
for they thus further thelr own. The
town that made the man should be
made by the man, This is fair to all
Let men ponder well this truth, that
we are all interdependent; that the
veln of brotherhood underllesgfhe en-
tire socinl and commercial  fabric.
That together we stand or fall; thoat
the good of the country demands loy-
alty and praetleal cooperation.

ARTHUR M. FROWDEN.
Father's Fond Hopes Dashed.

“Times #are changed,” sald Mark
Twaln, speaklng of Washington. *I
doubt If nowadays & man of Washing-
ton's unswerving Integrity would be
able to get on.

“A rich lawyer after dinner the other
night went into his den for a smoke,
He took down from his piperack a
superb meerschaum, a Christmas pres-
ent from his wife, but, alas, a5 he
started to fill the pipe It came apart
in his hands. The bowl had been
broken In two and then careléssly
stuek together.

“With loud growls of mge the law.
yer rushed from his den and demand-
ed to know who had broken his new
meerschuum. Hig only son, a boy of
11, spoke up bravely.

““Father, he sald, 'l can not tell a
le. I did it

“The lawyer pralsed the lad's Wash:
ingtonian veracity, but that night on
his pillow he groaned and went on
terribly about the inecident.

" *Heaven nerp me," he sald, ‘it had
been my lfe's dearest wish to rear up
,my son o my own professlon, but
now—alns—alog—' "

Fortunate Men of Prominence.
Admirers of great, rich or famous
people often bestow thelr wealth upon
the olijects of thelr gegurd. The Gor-
man emperor heads the st of lucky
ones 80 favored. His receipts fn
money and resl estate during the last
ten vears would, It f8 sald, make a
milllonalre envious. Following prece-
dent, A Hamburg merchant prince left
more than $1.000,000 to the emperor's
chancellor, whom Kalser Willlam fm-
mediately created "Prinos” Buslow,
William.  Jenning4d Bryan recently
came by wealth in the same way. In
Englnnd Lord Allerton has recsived
$100,000 fyom an admirer of his public
eareer and Dr. Jameson inherils 8 sum

e . ..,..aﬁ- ;
¢

~think It was a mountaln."

BY MRS.

NEISH

(Copyright. by

Joseph B.

Bowlea)

“l don't know why it 1s,” sald Lady
Isnbel, “but the more one makes, the
less one always seemsy to have.”

“Do yom make so much, Isabel?”

“No, only a sorap here and there”
she sald regretfully, “because, you
aee, 1t takes such &n gwful lot to make
an ineome; but I wasa't thinking of
myeell.”

N

“Yon needn't say 'No' in that tone,
Marjorie. us though you thought me
egotistle,” sald Lady Isabel, In o slight-
ly aggrieved volee. “The fact Is, |
am trying to heip & friend.”

“Heally—how kind of
Who is §t9"

“Laura Staunton," she answered;
“the dear girl, the youngest daughter
of our old viewr. Like all clergymen,
he had what David or Solomon or
somebdy ealled ‘a quiverful’ of
danghters. [ don't know why It should
he econsiderad in the lght of a bless
ing to have a quivertul of danghters,
It's very hard, at any rate on them,
for he has left them all without a
penny.'”

“How are vou golng to help her? 1
ashed with interest.

“Well,” replied Lady Isabel, “she
has opened a shop for niee gpeond-
hand things—now don't look like that
Marjorie, I don't mean clothes, I mean
things |ike grandfather's élocks and
broken ehing and old fenders, and nll
that sort of thing," she added vaguely.

“Oh, you mean curlos—an old curl
oslty shop, in faet"

“Yos," said Lady Isabel. “And now,
Muarjorie, deay,"—lelightedly—"you've
put an kdea In my head, 'l make her
call It 'Ye anclente curlogyte shoppe;’
but I must see she spellg 1t right, or
ralher, wrong, it will sound so mueh
more genuine.”

"It will certainly be an advanlage
in these days even to sound genuine”
T said.

"Yes, won't it," she answered very
pleasantly, “especlully as most of the
things will be faked, You know they
nedarly always are faked at that sort

you, dear.

of shop.”

“Heally?"

Shke nodded. “Yes—and I'll tell how
s done o little later on”

“How are you golng to help Mlss
Staunton's shop?' 1 asked her pres
ently.

“Well, for one thing, 1 am golng to
take Mpes. Barrington-Brown there to

buy things; vou see, we shall both be
in town for a day or so next week"

"I oo, And Mr. Maleolmstein, Is he
to be taken there ag well?”

“No: 1 shan’t take him there," sald
Lady Isabel hostily, “nor the Flieder
manng; they know too much; but [
dare say they'll plek me up some 10t
tle things for her to sell. 8he's very
pretty—Lanrg, I mean.”

“1s she faked: ton?" 1 asked.

Lady Isabel laughed, "No, my dear,
she's not; she's absolutely genuine,”

. L] . L L]

“I've been golng over the st of
things in Laura's ghop and rearrenging
them,” sald Lady lsabol the l‘ulluwlu:.:i
alterncon.

“Have you; how very good of you"

“Oh, it's rather fun,” she answered,
bending over her table and writing
something rapidly,

“La Marquise Victorlne—Vietime e
la Revolution," leaning on her shoulder
as [ rend. *“Who's she?”

“It's for nosmall mininture T pleked
up cheap,”" sald Lady Isabel alrily, “It
was very faded, so 1 got o Httle artist
I knew to touch It up for hall a
gulnea.”

“And how did you find out who It
wag?"

"I dida't,” she raplled feankly; “but
it I don't know, I shall always put Vie-
time de la Revolutlon—there were so
many of them, poor dears, so I shall
always be safe.”

“Why eall It anything?"”

“"Only on account of the price" she
answered serlously.  “You see, Mrs
Barrington-Brown. will pay so much
more for something renlly historical.”

"1 gea," 1 sald

“All the broken china has gone to
be mended by a little man Mr. Faken
gtein told me of—he lives at White-
chapel, or Notting Hill, where no one
ever goes, or somewhere, and he's a
Polish Jew, and frightfully clever and
tricky. His name is Balenski, and you
can't tell a Balenski-Qhelsea figure
from the redl thing, i you're ever such

an expert—unless, of course, you
know his work."”
“Is that how collectors get thelr

china mended?"

“No,"” she sald, “not eollectors, only
dealers, You see, collectors generally
only care for genuine things; ut then,
of courge,” she added thoughfully,
“doalets must lve, and If you can't
tell the differance, it doesn't hurt any-
body. Besides, collectors shonldn't be
taken In, they ought to have g
thorough knowledge of thelr subject
before they alttempt to begln to col
leot."”

“What a lot you seam £o know about
the subject, Isabel.”

“"Yes, Mr. Malcolmsteln taught me
a tremendous lot," ghe answered. "He
told me how they make real old Wor
cester chine and real Chelsea and
Crown Derby over in Paris, and how
they send Il over here almost by the
ton. And they make old English glass,
ton, over in Holland and In Germany,
at a place called the Glant mountain—
or the Glunt something or other, but I

A day or two later I went with Lady
Tsabel to see Miss Staunton's curlo
shap, Mrs. Barrington-Brown had not
yet arrived, and Lady Isabel took me
round and let me Into several little
georets of the curlo trade.

*This box is Battersen enamel,” she
sald; “you kaow, Marjorle, enameled
on copper—at lenst, 1t ought to be.”

“T know,” 1 sald, "it's. & lost art,
tsn't L3

“Well, It's not guite as lost as you
think,” she answered thoughtfully,
*“Phig, for instance,"—sho took - up a 1it-
tle hox #s she spoke—"this is what [
‘Balenskl-Battersen’ box; but

snnine—1. moas, It fan't
- "N ‘ i
l‘ !

*Oh, that has just come back from
Paris. It has had a new lld. Isn't i¢
a pretty one?—of course, it has no
more intrinsle value than an enameled
siaucapan: but then, all values are only
relative, aren't they dearest?"

“What a pretty pleturs!™ [ sald,
turning away to & print that was Iylng
on a small Chippendale table.

She lifted (bt and handed it to me,
“Yes,” she sald, “lsn't it? It iz an old
one—at least, It will be old by the time
I sell It to Mrs, Barrington-Hrown."
She dropped a little “historieal” labal
in the box as she spoke. “You'll see
how well we're going to mnke It pay,
Marjorie,” she sald with galety,

“Do you think it is quite falr, 1
asked, “weling as 1 sald it, that I was,

La Marquise Victorine—Victime de la
Revolution,

motaphorically spenking, rinning my
hend agalnst o wall of Uriek.

“Fair!™ she echoed; “my dear ghl,
of econrge it's falr—I am only telllng
you some secrets, All trades hove
geerets~—grocers nnd butchers, and
artista, and—and every ong."

This dictum followed me as 1 turned
from greetlng the newly-arrived Mrs
Barrington-Brown to speak to Lady
[ealiel's protege,

“Well how are you getting on,
Staunton?”

“Oh, very well indecd, thonk you”
ghe anawered, and added huarriedly,
“vou Know we never glve 8 guarantes
with anything that fsn't vight, and
Lady Isabel only sends vlch and ignor
ant people here who ean well afford to
buy out things, and she s very kind;
ghe often almost gives away a thing to
a woman who really I8 hard wnp, and
she—"

“1 know,” T interposed, “her dis
tinctions of honesty are wholly Inim
Itable.”

“Bhe's awlully clever, ton” said
Loaursn Staunton, glancing half apolo:
getically at Lady Isabel, who was
showing Mrs. Barrington-Brown her
“Victime de la Revolution,” “and 1
ghall miss her awfully while she is
abrond. She has been so very, very
kind to me.

“SHe has" [ apesented, “and she
aeems to e taking an especlally great
amount of trouble just now to make
your fortune."

“My fortune,” echoed Laura Staun-
ton, staring at me In amazement: “lt

Mlsa

| oesn't afleet me, I only get my sal
| ary. "

“Your salary!" I gasped, for even I
wias taken aback by this assertion,
“Do you mean to say thit Lady Isabel
pays yon @ salary?"

Miss Staunton nodded.
she sald gratefully,
ane, too.

“But why?' 1 asked:
she pay you anything?"

Laura Staunton looked at me in
fresh  nstonishment. “Didn’t you
know?" she stammered; "I thought, of
course, you knew."”

“Knew what?"

“Why," she explained, “T thought, of
course, vou knew the shop wous Lady
Isabel's!"”

"OI conrse,”
“and a jolly good

“why ghould

FISH WEARS FUR OVERCOAT.

Strange Tale of Freak of Nature from
Alaska.

Winnipeg, Man—~The following has
been recelved by mall from Dawson
City:

“Sclentiats will he pugzled when
they hear of o recent discovery made
at Moosehide. 8o strange a demons
stration of freaks of nature has never
before been published.

“Indian Tom of Moosehide brought
In the news. He says the whole tribe
ls worn out with speculation as to
what the strange happening portends
for the future of the Indian race.

“After Christmas—just after the an-
nual potlach—some  Industrious  Ine
diang thought it would be wize to
cateh some fresh greyling for the Daw-
son market,

“The first fish hooled was a grey-
ling ten fnches long. It had fur all
over {t. Never before did an Indinn
see any edible fish wearlng a fur over-
coat, The head of the strange fish,
says Indian Tom, ia fust llke that of
an ordinary greyling, nnd the shape
s the same.

“But from the back of the gills down
to ghe end of the tall the fish Is cov.
ered with a soft fur. The color of the
fur is a durk brown, exactly the sch:
romatic toneé and color of the taste
of the morning after & whole night o
jackpots. No wonder the Moosehl
Indians have all decided to swesr off

with the new year.”

His idea, . 8
“Every man who starts out with thy'

Intentlon of kiillag things should 4
mx‘l;letanlhrnllomm" i
ught Autolsts: already

a Heense?"—Houston Post.
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