THE CHARITY GIRL

By EFFIE A. ROWLANDS

CHAPTER XXIV.

The Glendurwood carriage was stand-
ing where Jack had erdered it to remain
when he arrived. Jack had thrown him-
self back in his corner and had folded
his arms across his breast; Audrey sat
bolt upright, her twe cold little hands
clinched tight together, her teeth set so
that the sobs that rose to her throat
should not escape her lips.

Who shall attempt to describe the
state of those two hearts, both wounded
to the very quick, both heavy with that
deep sorrow that comes when one has
been deceived where one loves best?

“Why did they take me o him? Why
was I married to him? I would sooner
have died than have listened to what
those women said to-night, and know
that he has never, never loved me,” said
Audrey to herself, passionately.

“And so my happiness is over,” ran
Jack’s troubled thoughts. *Well, it has
not lasted long. Fool—fool that I have
been, to believe that any woman could
be the angel I have pictured her te be,
and that she should love him—him, above
all other men! I feel as though his
very life’s blood will not give me satis-
faction.”

They reached the gates of Craiglands
at last; a few minutes’ drive through the
well-kept avenue, and then the door. Jack
got out, and then forcing himself by an
almost superhuman effort to appear mat-
ural before the servants, turned to as-
sist her. Audrey put her celd hand in
his as she stepped out of the brougham.
How little did either of .them think that
they would not clasp, or even touch,
hands again for many a weary day.

The fragrance and warmth of her bed-
room seemed to choke Audrey. Hastily
flinging off her domino, she passed to the
window and pushed it open, and then
stood by it, the sound of her own heart
beating in her ears like a sledge hammer.

Would Jack come? She waited several
moments. If he had come to her then
she would have done that which would
have put matters straight at once, for the
agony in her breast was urging her to
speak out to ask him why he had deceived
her, why he had married her? The hot
blood rushed to her cheeks again and
again, as she recalled tne remarks those
two women had made, and realizsed how
cruelly the werld judged her already.

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty minutes went
by, and Aundrey still stood waiting for
the sound ef her husband’s feotsteps on
the stairs and the passage outside.

Her happiness was ended; Jack ne
longer loved her—indeed, had never loved
her. She was his wife, that was true, and
it must be her lot to bear with the diffi-
culties as with the joys that fell to her
as his wife.

“8till,” the child thought sorrowfully
to herself, “he has acted wrongly; he has
been cruel te Bheila, to himself, to me.
I am glad he did not come in just mow,
yes, glad, for it shows that he is tired of
deceit and hpyocrisy, and—and I cannet
bear te think that the mature I thought
80 honest should enly preve false. What
was it that those wemen said? ‘The
worst day’'s work Jack Glendurwoed did
‘when he married me.’ People sheuld be
careful hew they speak out—the truth.”
Her lips quivered, but her face flamed
with proud color. “The worst day's

- ywork for Jack,” she repeated slowly, “and
I am the one whe has brought that to
him. I—I who weuld lay down my life
for him, Why did I ever meet him? Why
did I ever leave home? Why did met
heaven let me die before all this sorrow
came upon him through me? Jack! My
darling! My darling!”

Her hot, tearless eyes stared into the
fire, as if to seek some solution of this
painful preblem there. In her loving gen-
erosity Audrey made all excuses for her
husband now. She no longer blamed; he
was still to her the dearest creature on
earth; and yet so great was the agony at
thought of his deceit that, had he held out
his arms to her and called her tenderly by
name, she would have turned frem him
and stoed aloof.

CHAPTER XXV.

Jean Thwait was lying in & deliclous
doze, half waking, half sleeping, on the
morning following the Dinglewood masked
ball, when a sharp tap at the doer, fol-
lowed by Audrey’'s rapid entrance, areus-
od ber completely.

“What is it, darling? Semething has
happened?”’ she cried, hurriedly.

“Jean, can you pack up a few things
and come with me at once?” Audrey
spoke faintly, her face was deathly white,
she shook in every limb; then before Jean
could answer, she went on swiftly, “My
mother is very ill. She has telegraphed
for me. Perhaps even now I may be toe
late; she may be dead. I have erdered

- the carriage to be here in an heur, can
you be ready?”

“Yes,” replied Jean, briefly. It needed
no words te tell her that more was the
matter than this telegram from Ger-
many. Audrey had mever spoken like this
to her before, had, mever looked as she
looked now.

Audrey made no Inquiries about Jack,
altheugh she knew she must acquaint him
with her journey before she started. Jean
found plenty te de in the time allotted te
her, but she was wonderfully quick, and
was in her hat and coat when she went
to the door to opem it in answer to a
sharp summons. It was Jack, alse fully
attired in eutdoor costume, with a rail-
way rug ever his arm.

“Good merning, Miss Thwalit,” he said,
hurriedly. “Please forgive me for this
unceremonious intrusion, but I wanted
to speak te you before I leave.”

“Are you not going with us?” she ask-
ed in surprise.

It was Jack's
ment,

“Where are you going?” ho asked husk-
ily.

Jean in three words, explained what
had happened, and then she knew some-
thing was very wrong, indeed, by the ex-
pression en Jack's face.

“Poor Constance !” she heard him mut-
ter under his breath; then he gave a
quick sigh. “I hope things may not be

turn to show astomish-

so bad, Miss Thwait. It is quite impos-
sible for me to get to Cromstadt yet.”

“Does Audrey know you are not going
with us?”

“I have not seen her this morning,” was
thg answer, givem with much evident
pain,

Jean clasped her hands suddenly. Then
her worst fears were realized, and some-
thing more had, indeed, happened; some-
thing, too, very terrible, to work such a
change as this,

“Lord John,” she said, involuntarily,
‘you must please forgive me, but is your
business so important that you are com-
pelled to attend to it rathef than accom-
D;lmy your wife on such a journey as
this?"

“Miss Thwait,” he said as well as he
could speak, *“the business I am going en
touches that which is dearer to me than
life-——my homor! I am sure that you at
least would net wish me to neglect any-
thing with which that is concerned.”

“I will answer for Audrey as for my-
self,” Jean said, hurriedly, “if your honor
Is concerned, Lord John, no other reason
is needed ; but is there nothing I can do?”

“Give this letter to Audrey, Miss
Thwait,” his voice quivered as he spoke
his wife’s name. “It is a sacred trust.
one that I would not give te every one;
but I know you are her friend, you will
comprehend and sympathize with what I
am going to do.”

“Stay, Lord John; you must hear me!”
Jean's gray eyes were full of tears. “I
love Audrey better than anything on
earth. I do not ask te know the reason,
but I see, alas! only teo well, that some-
thing has arisen between her and you. I
ask you now, and it is my love for her
that urges the question, will you not see
her yourself before you start on this
journey 7—will you not smooth away the
qudrrel? She is in trouble—will you not
take her to your arms?”

“It is impossible,” he said quickly. but
with such determination in his voice as
made Jean shudder, and sent a thrill of
exquisite torture through Audrey’s aching
heart, as she, at that moment, opened the
door in time to catch Jean’s lut words
and her husband’s reply.

By and by, when they were speeding to
Dover, Jean and Willie Fullerton—who,
when he found Jack did not join them,
insisted on going—in a corner talking
earnestly, Audrey drew out her husband's
letter,

“Audrey—In future, after the events
of last night, it will be impossible for us
to live together. This, I take it, will be
as much your wish as mine. To continue
to live as we have been doing would be
a mockery of marriage, & disgrace to our
race, a dishenor to our name. This, then,
is what I prepose te do. There shall be
no diverce; the pride and homor of the
Harberough family protest against such
a course. After all, you are very young,
a mere child; you may have erred through
ignorance, but be that so or not, frem
henceferth you oan never be my wife in
aught but name. My wife must be above
suspiclon—pure, sweet, true—not a girl
who, before scarcely six months of her
marriage have gone, encourages a man
for whom she openly expresses horror and
eontempt.

“As for Beverley Rochfort, before many
hours are over—unless he be a cur, which
1 take him to be—he will have answered
to me for his own part in this affair.
Audrey, 1 am trying to write kindly; I
am trying to remember your youth and
the many disadvantages that have been
yours since the first, and you—if you
have justice and honesty in your heart—
you will recognize that I am not trenting
you harshly. Your future is my ea
This morning I have made my will, "i
leave you all the money I possess, to-
gether' with Minster, in Blankshire, the
property my father has just settled upon
me. Whether I live or die, I wish you
to make your heme at Minster. I should
like to think Miss Thwait was with you.
Your money will be transmitted through
my lawyers. I intemd to start at once
en a tour of the world, giving the cond!-
tion of my health as a reasen for thus
relinquishing my parliamentary career. I
shall be absent, perhaps, two years, and
I leave it Inywmﬁujudpm
at thoendo!thtthnnum
been such as to permit me te occupy the
same house as yourself, and appear be-
fore the werld in my preper pesitien as
your husband.

“JOHN GLENDURWOOD.”

When Dover was reached a telegram
was brought to Jean.

“For Lady John Gleadurwood,” the
waliter said, inquiringly. “Is that right,
madame?”

“Quite right.” .

Jean hesitated only a moment, and tore
it open. S8he gave a little sound of sor-
row as she read. It was from Marshall
—poor, faithful Marshall—and ran thus:

“Mrs. Fraser died this morning. Her
last wish was that you should not travel
bere, but that she should be carried home
and buried in England. 1, therefore, beg
your ladyship to obey this wish. I have
telegraphed for my poor mistress’ lawyers.

“SUSAN MARSHALL,”

Poor little Audrey! Robbed already of
the mether she had longed for so much,
loved so dearly, and possessed so short a
while !

CHAPTER XXVI.

There was nething to do. Audrey fell
into a sickness that threatened serious
censequences. Jean sent at once for Lord
Glendurweed and Fullerton, and he came
in hot haste from a vain search for Bev-
erley Rochfort. There was nothing to be
done but wait. Audrey had fallen into
a stuper. Her dear mother was buried
witheut the presence of her beloved child.

For three days and nights Jean sat
beside Audrey’s bed, watching and dread-
ing for the moment when that fair, frail
face should grow even whiter, the faint,
low breathing even fainter. Three long,
weary days these were; but if she found
them terrible, how much more so did the
ene whe had nothing to do put to pace te
and fre im the wet, leafless garden, his
hungry eycs fixed always om the low,

square window which hid liis darling trom

bis view? The docters forbade Jack Glen-
| durwood

v from entering his wifels sick
reom. He had crept in for a few me-
ments the night he arrived—no argument
or threat could keep him out; and as he
had bent over the girl’s silent form, call-
ing to her in his agony to speak to him,
she had opened her eyes, and at sight of
him she had given one little scream, and
then had relapsed into unconsciousness,
in which condition she had remained for
three days and nights. When reason re-
turned Audrey was better, and Jean
sought out Jack and told the good news.

“And may I see her—when?” he asked,
eagerly. ‘“When may I see her? My darl-
ing! My darling!”

“The doctor will tell you.
night !”

As Jean sat by Audrey’s bedside that
evening, resting back wearily in the chair,
now that all extreme anxiety was goue,
a small,
low, and she was alert at once.

“Jean,” she said, after a little panse.
“is—Ja-—is my husband here?”

“Yes, darling; he has been here nearly
all the time. Do you want to sce him?”

Perhaps to-

*“No, no, no! I will not see him, Jean.
If you love me, send him away! 1 shall
g0 mad if he is here! Promise! Prom-
ise! You must: you shall!”

“It shall be as you wish, my dearest,”
Jean seaid, softly. ‘“You can trust me?”
“Yes—trust—you—always,” she mur-
mured, and in a few seconds she was
asleep.
. . L L ] - . .

Constance I'raser had been brought
over to England and laid beside her moth-
er in an old-fashioned country church-
yard. It had been a simple funeral
enough, though flowers had come from
far and near. High and low, rich and
poor, one and all, had a sorrowful thought
for the sweet, gentle woman, who had
merited a better sojourn on earth.

Sheila was left to herself and her not
very agreeable reflections. The masked
ball had cost her an enormous sum. Lady
Daleswater had never offered to take her
away with her; she had absolutely no no-
tion of what had happened to Jack and
‘Audrey. Beverley Rochfort never made
the least sign, and to crown all, Murray,
the whilom maid at Craiglands. and her
much too clever accomplice, took matters
into her own hands and bolted one night
with all the available jewelry and lace she
could lay her hands upon.

Enraged beyond all expression at the
loss of her property, Sheila at once put
the matter into the hands of the: police,
and, in fact, was far more interested in
this affair than she was at the death of
her stepmother.

But a more disagreeable condition of
things than this awaited Sheila when
the report of Audrey’'s disappearance
spread to Mountberry. She was fairly
frightened ; ignorant of what might really
happen, she conjured up all sorts of evil
that would be visited upon her when the
whole truth was given to the world, as
it most probably would be. She eagerly
searched for Rochfert, to force him to
exonerate her from blame in the mischief
they had brought about, but like a coward
he was hiding from its consequences.

Then one day she had a frantic visit
from Alice Fairfax, who was in great and
terrible fear lest something would hap-
pen to her. Bhe had seen Willie Fuller-
ton, who had boldly stated that it was
Lord John's intention to sift out the
whole gossip that had been spread about
his wife, and clear away much that he
could mot understand. ¥

“And if so, we shall be ruined, Sheila,”
sobbed Alice Fairfax; “but, anyhow, I
shall tell the truth, and say you asked
me to do—"

“You dare to turn on me!” Sheila
flashed, furiously, white with anger, and
then she would have proceeded to fur-
ther ebullitions of wrath had not the
door of her room beem opened at this
moment and Mr. Fullerton announced by
the waiter. A glance at the two flushed
faces would have satisfied Willie as to
their guilt, if he had not, at that mo-
ment, reposing in his pocket, a complete
confession signed by Murray, whom Daw-
son, the detective, had easily found—this
had been done at Jean's suggestion—and
who, discovering that her chance of a
brilliant career on Sheila’s jewels was
briefly cut short, eased her comscience and
her spite by disclosing the whole plet.

Willie's interview with Sheila was
short and to the point; and whea he left
the room he carried with him her signa-
ture and a few words at the bottom of
Murray's confession testifying that all
the maid had written was true.

(Te be contimued.)

Fully Qualified.

“So you're after the job, eh?’ sald
the milkman who had advertised for a
helper.

“Yes, sir,” replied the young man.

“Well, what experience have you
had?’

“Why, I've pumped the organ down
to our church fur years.”—Philadelphia
Press.

Absent Minded.

Stranger (with suitcase)—Can you
advise me, sir, as to the nearest route
to the leading hotel?

The Native—Straight ahead three
blocks, Two dollars, please,

Stranger—Eh!

Natlve—Beg pardon. Force of habit.
My card. I'm Dr. Pellet.—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

Ne Graft im It.

“See here,” sald the lleutenant of pe-
lice, “that countryman clalms he told
you of his experience with a bunko
man, but you paid no attention to him.”

“Dat’s all right,” replied the cop. “He
didn't interest me none. He admitted
de bunko man had took de last ceat he
had.”—Philadelphia Press.

Usually the Case.

“Say, pa,” sald Tommy, leoking up
from his paper, “what does ‘obvious
reasons’ mean?”

“Usually, my son,” replied pa, “it
means reasons that the: writer is too
lazy or too ignorant to explain.”"—Pail-
adelphia Press.

Cenvenient.

“So you have three pairs of glamses,
professor?”’

“Yes—one palr to read with, anotner
for near-sighiedness, and a third pair
to look for the other two with!"—Flle-
gende Blattex.

sweet voice came from the pil-|

Betty grew within a garden,

Long ago.

Tended by old-fashioned fingers,
Trained just so!

Fairest of the flowers they thought her,

Lovers for their ladies sought her,

And for love u‘money bought her,
Lady Bet.

Fair and fine was pretty Betty,
Long ago;

In her perfumed gown of lacework,
Made for show.

Freshest dews from heaven kissed her,

Ne'er a balmy zephyr missed her,

Sunbeams hastened to assist her,
Dainty Bet.

But their fickle fancies wavered,
Long ago;
| And a rival flower won them,
Ah, the woe!
Fashion’s cruel whim dethroned her,
Robbed her of the prestige loaned her;
Old-time friends in vain bemoaned her,
Pretty Bet.

Thrust from out her native garden,
Long ago;

Betty crept upon the highway,
There to grow.

Now she nods from every corner,

Wildness has of beauty shorn her,

Till the passing children scorn her,
Gypsy Bet.

She that was so fine and dainty,
Long ago;
Tended by old-fashioned fingers,
Trained just so!
Grazing kine have tramped and maimed
her,
Long neglect has paled and shamed her,
And the vulgar youth have named her
Bouncing Bet.
—Ainslee's.
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“You and 1 have always been such
good comrades, Peggy, I am going to
tell you something,” Adams began,
leaning forward to obtaln a better view
of Miss Bruce's pleasant features.

“Only a little while ago, as I was
coming along the beach, the wiad
caught a scrap of paper and swirled it
around so near that I grabbed it, and
had read it, before I realized what I
was doing. It was part of a letter in
which some girl descrlbed her ideal
man for her best friend’s information,
and—I know you will laugh—I couldn't
help recognizing myself.”

“What a conceited ‘thing to do,” Peg-
gy retored, smiling. “Girls write lots
of nonsense.”

“This wasn't if you pl H
it rang true. I mean to find out who
that girl i1s,” he declared.

“I belleve you are half in love with
her already,” she Iinsisted mis-
chievously.

“Perhaps I am,” Adams admitted,

calmly,

“Oh, Mr. Adams,” they heard in af-
fected tones, as Violet Sincell hurried
to where they were seated on a ledge of
rocks near the sea. “I hope I haven't
kept you waliting long.”

“That's all right,”” sald Adam, ris-

ing. “We're going sailing, Peggy.
Won’t you come along?”
“No, thank you, I hope you will have
a pleasant time.” She waved her hand
in farewell, and returned to the Bruce
cottage, at which she and her father
were entertaining a small party com-
posed of Emory Adamy, a young lawyer
whom she had known from babyhood,
and his mother, Besides her two
friends, Violet Bincell and Bernlce
Shaw.

Bea and sky were a soft, cool gray,
the light changing from moment to mo-
ment. By the time Violet and Adams
returned from thelr afternoon’s outing
an Iimpalpable curtain shut off the
ocean from view, rain began to fall, ana
the waves dashed thunderously against
the rocks. A constraint seemed to have
arisen between Violet and Adams, and,
after dinner, Miss Sincell, pleading fa-
tigue, went to her room. The remainder
of the party were engaged In a game
of bridge, with the exception of Peggy
and Adams,

Miss Bruce, who Adams thought
looked very well in a soft, white gown,
seated herself at the piano and began
the Brahms Wiegenlied, while he leaned
against the instrument, listening to her
playing. Suddenly she raised her
brown eyes from the keyboard to his
face, its strong features framed in
smooth lustrous hair.

“You look worried; Emory?" she ob-
served. “Did you and Vi have a quar-
rel this afternoon?”

“Oh, bless you, no,” he hastened to
say. “She was frightened at the fog,
and once she clutchedl me around the
neck and nearly upset the boat. She is
a nice girl, and an awfully pretty girl;
yet I think I should feel relleved if I
knew that she didn't write that let-
ter.”

“Now that is too bad,” Peggy told
bim. “Vi has taken a great fancy to
you, Bhe speaks of you and Boston in
the same tone she uses when referring
to heaven and the angels.”

The consternation expressed on Ad-
ams’ face at the information sent Peg-
gy Into a gale of laughter. “Don’t look
like that,” she gasped; "I don't believe
her infatuation is serious—you needn’t
feel obliged to propose.”

Adams came nearer to Peggy’s side,
“Miss Shaw Is hardly the kind of a girl
who would disclose her feelings easily,
it seems to me,” he confided, in a low-
ered tone. “I llke her; she has a
strong, fine persgnality. But——-"

“Are you determined to run that poor
girl, who wrote a silly letter, to earth?”

Peggy interrupted. “Take my advice,

and forget that you ever saw what was
not meant for your eyes.”

" “Probably that would be the more
sensible course,” he agreed, giving Peg-
gy’'s hand an affectionate squeeze, as
he recollected how often she had coun-
seled and  sympathized with him.
When he was in his own room he
opened his memorandum book and
took out the folded scrap of paper to
reread the simple confession. He
started to tear it into pleces, but some-
thing deterred him; he replaced it, half
ashamed of his sentimentality.

II.

“What are you young people going
to do today?’ queried Mr. Bruce, after
breakfast the following morning. He
was a rotund gentleman, a favorite
with Peggy’s friends. +“Come out to
the quarry this afternoon, if you've
nothing eise on hand.”

“Perhaps we will,” Peggy answered;
“we want to go to Gloucester to shop
this moerning, if you will let us have
the uutnu:.nb!le."

“l1 can do without It, T guess,” he
said, pinching her ear gently. *“You'll
look atter them, won't you. Adams?”

“Whut am I, a mere man, when girls
are on sh pping bent,” he rejoined gay-
ly. “I'll ¢o my best, Mr. Bruce.”

Their departure wus made in high
spirits. The short distance was trav-
eled in good time, and Adams left
the girls at a milliner's, with the un-
derstanding that he would meet them
in two hours at a drug etore.

He visited one or two shops to make
a few purchases on his own account.
Then, as considerable timne remained,
he went to the library, where, in the
reading room, his eyes fell at once
upon Bernice Shaw.

“I thought you were buying frﬂls
and furbelows with Peggy,” he re-
marked in surprise, sitting down in
a chalr beside her. *I dropped In to
read an article a friend of mine has
in this magazine. I want to tell him
I've read It, when he asks me.”

Miss Shaw appeared disturbed by
his presence, turning the leaves of her
magazine without reading them., Ad-
ams glanced over the articies In ques-
tion, and retired in a discomfited frame
of mind, as he had hoped for a quiet
little talk with Bernice:

As he lounged on the beach behind
a summer hotel he pondered deeply
over the mystery of the authorship of
that confession. Perhaps Miss Shaw's
embarrassmment was caused by her con-

“pID YOU AND VI HAVE A QUARRBEL!"”

sciousness that the letter was In his
possession. Certainly he was tn a pre-
dicament, for he wus obliged to own
that he did not feel either one of the
two girls would satisfy him In a wifely
capacity.

When he went for them Peggy wald
Bernice was not cowmimg then, but
would come later by trolley.

By the time the hour arrived when
they were to vigit the quarry, Violet
excused herself on the plea of fatigue,
and Bernice had not returned,

“There will be-only you and I,” said
Peggy dubiously; “perhaps we would
better walt until another time.”

“There is no reason why we should
not go,” Adams replied. “It won't be
the first walk we have taken together,
by any means.”

They sauntered along In a merry
mood, Adams thinking that, after all,
there was no girl quite like Peggy.
When she married, things would hardly
be the same, he reflected. The idea
did not sult him; he became nore seri-
ous,

“I think Bernice expected to meet
Mr. Totheroh,” Peggy condded; *“it
isn't announced yet, but I don't mind
telling you they are engaged.,

“Really!” Adams replled, absently.
“He Is a good fellow; I know him
well.”

“Den't be so glum,” Peggy answered
after a little, when significant silences
were punctyred by remarks on the
weather and the scenery. *If you ure
still worrying about Vi, I will tell you
that I saw that new boarder we met
at the Ocean View going out with his
camera shortly before she decided not
to join us.”

“Then her young affections are not
blighted,” he responded, with an at-
tempt at jocularity.

When they reached the quarry Peggy
clambered around here and there In a
fearless manner. Her father, who had
expected to meet them, had been called
away, but all the workmen knew Miss
Bruce. Adams watched her small,trim
figure as she sprang from rock to rock
with the increasing conviction that no
woman could ever be to him what Pég-
gy was—the truest, dearest little com-
rade in the world. Suddenly his heart
leaped into his throat.

“Peggy!” His volce rang out, stern,
fmperious, as he rushed forward and,
geizing her arm, jerked her violently

out of the dangerous position she was

ln. Therewu-Mmmcozram
ite ledge was riven apart. A block
fell precisely where she had stood.

Adams drew her hand within his arm.

“Steady, dear Peg,” he said tenderly.
“Foregive my roughness. I hope I
didn’t hurt you.”

“It didn’t matter. I—I don’t know
how to thank you,” she stammered.

In theé twilight they walked home to-
gether, both sobered by the danger
Peggy had escaped; Adams quite as
much by the new knowledge of his own
heart.

“Little girl,” he said, abruptly “I
didn’t know how much you meant to me
until I thought I was going to lose you,
I've fallen in and—ou: of—love any
number of times, as you know; but I
am done with trifling, I belong o you;
please, Peggy, will you marry me?”

A crimson wave replaced Peggy’s pal-
lor. After a brief silence, she mur-
mured :

“I never thought you cared for me—
in that way. What about the gir}
whose letter you found?”

“Really, I don’t care who she was,”™
he returned impatiently. “Pon’t you
love me, dear?”

Peggy's dark head dropped until he
could not see her eyes.

“I may as well tell you,” she avowed,
“that I wrote that letter.”—New-
Orleans Times-Democrat.

He Was Sitting Down.

The late James A, Balley, famous as.
the successor of P, T, Barnum, once ac-
cepted an Invitation to a dinner ten-
dered to a bride and groom among the
“freaks” of his circus. He was late in:
arriving and found the company po-
litely awalting him. There were living
skeletons, dwarfs, Circassions, snake-
charmers, the “girl that spoke seven
languages and had two heads which
made fourteen languages in all,” the-
“dog-faced boy” and others. Beaming
upon them with paternal air, the happy
manager acknowledged the genial “Hel-
lo, pop,” that went_around the festal
board.

“I am sorry I kept 'you walting,” he-
sald, taking his place at the table, “I
belleve there are several new additions.
to the company. Is this the groom?”’

“No,” replied a deep voice from the-
full beard addressed, “I am-the bride.”

“I beg your pardon,” saild Mr. Bal-
ley, “I did not recognize the bearded
lady. But, tell me, which Is the-
groom?”

“I am,” proclaimed a very thin voice.

In astonishment Mr. Balley glanced.
up at the figure towering near his el-
bow.

“I congratulate you, my man,” said.
the manager, *Sit down, let us on with.
the feast—sit down.”

The guest addressed at once began to-
ascend seemingly until his head was In.
the neighborhood of the canvas roof,
from which height he lookod down and:
sald:

“I was sittin’ down, pop—l was sit-
tin’ down !”"—Success Magazine,

The First Boy Jouraalis:.

When the library of ex-Governor-
Peunypacker of I'ennsylvania was aold
recently, there turned up among other
odd volumes a complete file of the first
magazine edited by a boy. It was
bought by Mr. Beck, formerly assistaut
attorney general of the United States.

This unique volume was entitled,
“The Juvenile Port-Follo and Literary
Micellany.” It was named for one of
the earliest American magazines. Its
editor was Thomas G. Condle. Young -
Condle's father was the publisher for
one year of a monthly magazine for
adults, and was engaged for many
years in the general publishing business
in Philadelphia. His son, who was
born in 1797, had a natural fondness
for the business, and in 1812, when he
was 15 years old, founded his own
monthly,

The “Juvenile Port-Folio” consisted
cach issue of four pages, a little larger
than elght by five inches, and with two
columns to the page. The editor made
a house-to-house canvass for subsecri-
bers, and a list of more than aix hun-
dred of them is printed in the bound
file.

The magazine had a life of a little
more than four years until young Con-
dle graduated from the Unlversity of
Pennsylvania and began the study of
law.

Although Condle has often been re-
ferred to as the founder of juvenile
journalism, this is the first time evi-
dence has been found to support that
title, as the other files of his paper
have disappeared.

The Hyeaa in Shakespeare’s Time.

John Trevisa wrote that “the hyoena
is a cruel beast like to the world in de-
vouring and gluttony. It is his kind to

.change sexes, for he is now male and

now female and is therefore an un-
clean beast. And cometh to houses by
night and felgneth man’s voice as he
may, for men should trow that it Is a
man, and herds tell that among pta-
bles he feigneth speech of mankind
and calleth some man by his own
name and rendeth him when he hath
him without. And he feigneth oft the
name of some man for te make hounds
run out that he may take and eat
them.”—Shakespeare’s Natural His-

tory.”

A Passing Thought.

A polite little girl was dining one
tay with her grandmother, EHverything
at the table was usually dainty and
unexceptionable, but on this particular
occasion the little girl found a hair in
her fish.

‘wGrandmamma,” she sald, sweetly,
“what kind of fish is this?"

“Halibut, my dear.”

“Oh,” replied the child, “I thought

perhaps it was suermaid.”

The color dfed out of Peggy's face, .
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