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CHAPTER V.—(Continued.)

*Well? gald Mrs. (hedsoye, 8 quiF
rleal smile slanting her lips

“You wish my oplnion?” countered |
the daughter. “He is shy, but he 1s
nelther stupid mor sllly; and whed he
smiles he is really good-looking”

“My ehlld,” replied the woman.
drawing off her gloves and examining
ber shapely hands, 1 have looked 10- |
to the very heart of that young man
A thousand years ago, a red-cross o0
his surtout, he would have heen best-
tng his flets against the walls of
Jerusalem; five hundred years later,
he would have been singing chant
royales under lattlce-windows; 8 P&
ladin and a poet.”

“How do you know that? Did he
make love to you?"

“No; but T made love to him with-
out Lis knowlng 1t; and that Was
more to my purpose than having him
make love to me,” enigmatically
“Three days, and he was so gulleless
that he never asked my name. But
tn Monte Carlo, as you know, one ssks
only your hanker's name.”

“And your purpose?”

“1t 18 still mine, dear, Do you real |
ize that we haven't seen each other |
in four months, and that you baven
offered to kiss me ™

“"Did he go away without writing to
you about that money?”

Mrs. Chedsoye calmly plucked out
the Inturned fingers of her gloves. I
belleve 1 did recelve a note inclosing
his banker's address, but, unfortu-
nately, ln the confuslon of returning
to Paris, T lost it. My memory bhas
always been a trial to me.” sadly.

“Since when?" coldly, “There ls not
& woman living with a keener memory
than yours."

“You flatter me.
terest me, perhaps.”
“You never meant to pay hip. It
horrible.”

“My dear Fortune, how you jump at
concluslons! Did [ not offer bim &
draft the very first thing?™

“Knowing that at such a moment he
could not possibly accept | de
rislvely. “Sometimes 1 hate you!"™

“In these days fillal devotion is a
lost art.*

“No, no; it 1s a flower parents bave
ceased to cultivate”

And there was In the tome a'
strained note which deseribed sn in- |
tense longing to be loved For if
George Percival Algernon Jones was
a lonely young man, it was the result
of his own blindness; whereas Fortune
Chedsoye turned hither and thither In
search of that which she never could
find. The wide Lybian desert held
upon its face a loneliness, a desdlation,
less mournful than that which relgned
within her heart.

“Hush! We are growing sentiment
al” warned the mother. “Besides, |
belleve we are attracting attention™
Her glance swept a hall-cirels com-
placently.

“Pardon me! 1 should be n‘ry to
draw attention to you, knowlng how
you abhor it."

“My child, learn from me; temper ls
the arch-enemy of smooth comples-
lons. Jones—it makes you lsugh*

“It 18 a homely, honest name™

“I grant that. But a Percival
non Jones!”™ Mre. Chedsoye laughed
softly. It was one of those pleasant
sounds that caused persons within
bearing to walt for it to occur again
“Come; let us go up to the ropm. |t
is a dull, dusty journey in from Port
Sajd."

+ Alone, Fortune was certaln that for
her mother her heart knew

but hate. Neglect, Indifference, fp.
justice, misunderstanding, the ohiy
repellence that always met the least
outreaching of the child’s aflections,
the unaccountable disappes
the terror of the unknown, the
wall of ignorance behind which
was always kept, upon these hate had
buflded her dark and b re-
treat. Yet, never did the mothey
within the radius of her sight that ghe
did not fall under the gpeyj
strange fascination, enchal

against it how she might. A Kkindjy
touch of the hand, a lin‘l..m
emile, and she would have fung
arms about the other woman's peey

Put the touch and the m
never came. She knew, m
gtood: she wasn't wanted, she hada't
been wanted in the begiuning; tg pop |
mother she was as the young of gp.
mals, Interesting only up 1o that timg
when they could stapd alone, That
the mother never made and pgg
feminine friendships was in
astonishing. Beauty and charm,
ns she possessed, served Im
to stimulate eevy in other )
bearts, And that men of all
in life flocked about her, why it ia
the eternal tribute demanded of heay.
ty. Here and there the men
all the daughter might have
Often they burnt sweet ﬂnnqh her
shrine, tentatively; but as she
stamped out these Incipient fipe,
they at length came to re£and her ng
one regards the beauty of 8 frosted
window, as a thing to & Y
pralse in passing. ' One &

bad

In affairs that jo-

she

§

-

I

ablded; the bitter knowledge
she met in kind smile for e and

jest for jest, she might bave begy
mother's boon companion. But ge

f

i

a droad

which, whenever ghe

o analyze It m under

4 touch, as Hitle balls

o from under the

a thumh

Was never without the comforts

3T ire of

of 1ifs well-fed, welldressed, well
housed, nnd often her mother flung
her sotne jeweled trinket which (again
| that sense of menace) she

pat
The bLright periods
were when they left her in the little

away,
it never

Wore

villa near Menggne, with no onn but
her old and falthful purse There,
wihth her horee, her books and her
flowers, she was at peace, Week Into

werk and month into month she was
be.  Never a letter
some former

et came, gsave
from schoolmate  who
was coming over and wanted letters
of introduection to dukes ..'mrl duchess-
es, If she smiled over these letters
it was with melancholy; for the dukes
and duchesses, who fell within
singular orblt, were not the nort
whom one gave letters of introduection
Where ber mother went she never
bad the least idea. She might be in

her

to |
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Fanny and immediately vanishol, who '|' the right s=ort of women from  the
el Al he, too oon | wror ort, f which there i3 po ap
¥ to be i purt of thls unreal r.'J.-l'.l.!' to m highe rt (T could

ving mystertously one day and de- | her biea
parting the next | | vhat 1
That a drama was belng entcted un- |« that her
der hoer eves she no louger doubted; | nev wis a prines incognilo
but it was though she had taken : wue] the | at bridge
her geat among the audience In the |t this SEULEON
middle of the second act. She \‘l-l.llil [ of g swn Eng
| make nelther head nor tafl to it nd Germany And sowme one
Whenever she accompanied  her | asked others who wers the two well
mother upon these {mprompto jour gowned women down in front, sitting
nevs, her character, or rather her at | on either gide of the young chap in
titnde, underwetrt a  change, She | pearlgrey. No one knew, Mother and
swept aside her dreams; she accepted la hter, proliably Anyhow, they
the world as It wgg, saw things ag | knew gomething about good clothes
they were; laughed, but without merrl George was happy. He was proud
ment; jested, but with the venomed | too, He saw the glances, the nods of

any of the great ports of the wnrltt.I

anywhere between New York
Port Sald. The major Benerally dis-
appesred at the same time. Then,
perhaps, the'd come back from a
pleasant tram-ride over to Nice and
find them both at the villa, maid and
luggage. Mavhap a night or two, and
off they’d go agaln; never a word
about thelr former Journey, uncom-
municative, rather quiet. These ab-
sences, together with the undemon-
strative reappearances, used to hurt
Fortune dreadfully. It gave her a
elear proof ol where she gtood, exactly
nowhere, The hurt had lessened with
the yearg, and now she didn't care
much. Like as not, they would drag

guite Tathom, unless 1t was that at
times her mother llked to have the
daughter near her ms a foll

At rare Intervals she saw stecl-eved,
grim-mouthed men wandering up and
down before the gates of the Villa
Fanny, but they never rang the bell,
nor époke to her when she passed
them on the street. Il she talked of
these men, her mother and the major
would exchange amused glances, noth-
ing more.

If, rightly or wrongly, she hated her
mother, gehe desplsed her uncle, who
was ever bringing to the willa men of
money, but of coarse fiber, ostensibly
with the view of marrying her off
But Fortune had her dreams, and she
was quite content to walt.

Thers was one man more persistent
than the others. Her mother called
him Horace, which the major mel-
lowed into Hoddy. He was tall, blond,

and |

point, It was the reverse of her real
character to glve hurt to any living
thing, but during these [orced march-
es, a8 the major humorously termed
them, and such they were in truth,
the could no more stand against glv
ing the cruel stab than, when alone
in her garden, she could st the

tender pleasure of succoring a fallen |
was especially happy |

butterfly She
in finding weak spots In her mother’

approval He basked in a kind of
sunshine that was new, What an ass
he had been all his Hfe! To have
bheen afrald of women just because
he was Perclval Algernon! What he
should have done wias to have gone

found, and the
them
There weren't two other women In

all Calro to compare with these two.

Jaughed with rest of

armor, and she never denled herself | The mother, shapely, elezant, with
the thrust. Mrs. Chedsove enjoved | the dark 1 ity of a high-class Span-
these sharp encounters, for It must | lard, possessing humor, trenchant com-
| be added that she gave as good as | ment, keen deduction and appleation;

.lrher out of Eden for & month or two, |
| for what true reason she never could |

|
|
|

she took, and more often than not her

thrusts bit deeper and did not always |

heal

Fortune never asked questions rela
tive to the family finances If
harbored any doubts as to thelr orfgin,
to the source of their comparative lux
ury, she never put these into speech

She had never geen her father, but
she had often heard him referred to
as “that brute’
drunken Imbecile” If a portrait of
him existed, Fortune had not vet seen
it. She visited his lonely grave once
a vear, In the Protestant

she

manner of man he had been. One day
ghe plied her old Italian nurse with
questions.

“Handsome?
long ago, cara mia,
describe him to you.™

“Did he drink?" Dehind this gues
tion there was no sense of
obloquy as n[.pl_viuﬁ to the dead.

“Sainted Mary! didn’t all men drink
thelr very souls Into purgatory those
unreligious dayvs?™

“Had he any relatives?”

“lI never heard of any.”

that 1 can not

-’ "’
v

There Weren't Two Other Women In All Cairo to Compare With These
! Two.

good-looking, a devil-may-care, edu-
cated, witty, amusing; and in evening
dress he appea
quite eﬂdgl he had once been, &
gentleman. At first she thought it
strange that he should make her, in-
stead of her mother, his confidante.
As to what vocatlon he pursued, she
did not know, for he kept sedulous
guard over his tongue; but his past,
up to that fork in the road where man-
bood saye good-by to youth, was hers.
And in this direction, clever and artful
as the mother was, she sought in rni.n
to wrest this past from her daughter’'s
lips. To the mother, it was really nec-
essary for her to know who this man
Teally was, had been, knowing thor-
°“Bh3! as she did what he was now.

Persistent he undeniably was, but
Dever coarse mor rude. Since that
time he had come back from the
casino at Monte Carlo, much the worse
for wine she feared him; vet, in spite
7 had for him a vague

heart lar a secret dread of yugh g

back in some hidden chamber of

red to be what 1t was |

“Was he rich?

“No; but when the signora, your
mother, married him she thought he
was."

It was not till later years that For-
tune grasped the true significance of
this statement. 1t f(Humined many
pages. She dropped all investigations,
concluding wisely that ber mother, if
she were minded to speak at all, could

supply only the Incldents, the details. |

It was warm, balmy, like Ma¥ {n the
northern latitudes, Women wore
white dresses and carried sunshades
over their shoulders. A good band
played airs from the new light-operas,
and at one side of the grand-stand
were tea-tables under dazzling linen.
Fashion was out. Not all her votaries
enjoyed polo, but It was absolutely
necessary to pretend that they did.
When they talked they discussed the
Spaunish dancer who paraded back
and forth across the tea-lawn. They
discussed her jewels, her clothes, her
escort, and quite frankly her morals,
which of the four was by all odds the
most popular theme. All agreed that
she was handsome in a bold way, This
modification lovariably distinguishes

or “that fool™ or “thar |

cemetery, |
and dreamily tried to conjure up what |

|
Yes, but It was all so |

moral |

worldly, evnieal, high-bred The stu-

dent of nations might have tried in
ain to place her She spoke the
I'rench of the Parisians, the Italian

| of the Florentines, the erman of the

Hanoverians, and her English was the

v of Americans and the wonder of
the Londoners, The danghter fell be-
| hind ber but little, but she was more
reserveil

As Fortune sat beside the young col
|]r-<'h!r that afternoon, she marveled

gernon. Jomes was all right, solid and
substantial, but the other two turned
it into ridicule. Still, what was the
matter with Percival Algernon? His-
tory had given men of these names
mighty fine things to accomplish.
Then why ridicule? Was It due to the
perverted angle of vislon created by
wits and humorizts in the comic week-
lies, who were eternally pillorying
these unhappy prefixes to ordinary
cognomens? And why this pillorying?
She hadn't studied the subject suf-
ficlently to realize that the business
of the humorist Is not s0o much to
amuse A8 to warn persons against be-
coming ridiculous. And Percival Al
gernon Jones was all of that It re

| Mistaken Sense of What Is Dignified
| 7 1s a Common Fault of the
Tintes.

This s not an age in which clear dle-
tinetions are made in the meaning of
| terms. Grolesque errors arise through
| haphazard conclusions drawn from
this loose method of reasoning. One
|of the popular misconeeptions is that
| the display of emotion on the part of
| men is belittling and indicates a weak-
ness of character, disgraceful and
shaming to the victim, says a writer
in the Pittsburg Gazette Times. It
is clalmed by some that the mnatural
processes of materialism and the hard-
ening of men's natures by the struggle
fcr success that the age demands has
brought about this contempt for any-
thing like a display of emotion on the
part of men. It may be gquestioned,
however, whether this explains the as-
sumed respect for callousness that 1s
so marked a feature of the times.
There i¢ & false ldea around as to
what emotion is, and a mistaken con-
ception as to its proper expression.

i s¢ inte a matter of valuos,
Ll suyrname heen Mont
Perclval® Algernon  would
d i t kev to its lock =he
No one but o fond mother
il il ch And |
‘ oW N i m well
N, he was going to
it this other
What interest had her own mother
in this harmb YOUNE  than’ Oh,
some day she would burst thro this ,
weh, thiz jungle; some day she would
zoe bevond the second act! What
then? she never troubled to ask her
solf: time enough when the moment
arrfved
“1 had an interesting  adventure
| last night, a most interesting one,
began George, who wing no longer the
--’blln, WMundering recluse. They were
| M the way back to town
“Tell 1t me,” gald Mrs, Chedsoye

|

forth boldly, taken what pleasures he |

He leuned over from his seat heside
the chauffeur of the hired automobile
(Hang the on A& day
this!y “A fellow brought me riug
laszt nlght, one of the rarest outside
the museums, How and where he gut |
it I'm not fully able state But |
he had been in a violent struggle |
somewhere, arms slashed, shins bat [

expense like

to

tered, He admitted that he had gone
in where many shapes of death |
lurked It was a bit lrregular. 1
bonght the rug, however. Some one |
| elge would have sanatched it up §f 1
hadn't. 1 wanted him to recount the

adventure, but he smiled and refused. |
I tell you what it i=,
poris are great places.
“How Interesting!™ Mrs
volor up to the mark
was not seriously wounded ?™

these eastern

Chedsnye's

was not “He

“0Oh, no. He looks like a tough In-
divideal, 1 mean, a chap strong and |
hardy enough to pull himself out of *
prevy bad holes He needed the

money

“Did he give his name?” asked For- |

| tune

“l Expect Every Hour tr Hear of Some One Arriving From Bagdad.”

' Fear to Display

{
|
|

“Yes: but no doubt it was assnmed.

and humorously explained why he did
g0."

“Is he young, old, good-looking, or
what 7" .

Mrs, Chedsoye ey&l her offspring
through narrowed lids,

“l ghould eay that he was about
thirty-five, tall, something of an ath-
lete; and there remains some Indica-
tlong that in the flush of youth he was
handsome. Odd. He reminded me of
4 young man who was on the varsllyi
eleven—foot-baller—when [ entered |
my freshman year. 1 didn't know him, |
but | was a great admirer of his from |
the grand-stand, lHorace Wadsworth |
wag his name ™

Horace Waudsworth. Fortune

had |

e —

Emotion

Hysteria Is one of our national die-
eases. The excesses into which it leads
men and women have become the sub-
Ject of widespread coniempt, sensible
people, feeling an {nstinctive avercion |
for this sort of exaggerated ieeling, |
have fallen into the error of mistaking
sane, human emotion for hysteria and |
have gowe to the extreme in thelr ef-
fort to avoid any expression of feel-
ing as ‘womanish,” puerile and un-
manly.

A Forced Confession,

“Pshaw! Here's the rain coming
down again and somebody's stolen my
umab ulla.” .

“Somebody's stolen what?"

“Well, the umbrella I've been carry-
ing for the last week or s0.”—Catho-
lic Standard and Times.

Poor Method of Education.

A smattering of many things s prob.
ably the worst and most burren way of
educating children that the pery
wit of man could devise. 5

| child,
| that do not concern

| will get on.
| pil all these years for nothing.
| us go down to dinner.”

e
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soreth bha P te bap
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that 1 i [ t 1 het
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1 gave Mr. J v bandred and

ty b out that W
it In iy e I & how razet
ul you anre, 1 took 1} ol ut-
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She exu OTIm, it tead
her mother her t prad
iNE CVes LA BT 1]

lowly Her s o I
excitable to resist so delectable o sit
uution

*You
Money
Mre
trol her voice

that the

manded

told COurse,

him, of

came irom

Chedsove, when she could con

“Surely, since 1t did come from

you.”

“My dear, my dear,
like the song In the Mikado,”
hummed lightly—

are to me
andgd she

you

mialkes the prisoner pent

T'aw ngly re sent
A souree of cent  merriment,
Of lnpocent merriment!” ™

“Am 1 a prisoner, then’
“Whatever you lke, It can not he
sald that | ever held vou on the leash,”
taking a final look inta the mirror
“What ls the meaning of this rug?
You and 1 know who stole iL"”
‘1 have explicitly warned
never to meddle with

yon"”

you, my
affairs

‘Indirectly, some of yours do. Yon
are in love with Hyanne, as he calls

| himself.”

“My dear, you do not usually stoop
to such wvulgarity., Aml are yon cer-
tain that he has anuy other name?”

“1f 1 were | should not tell you™

“Oht”

“A man
loves many

he
tell

woman
will not

the
he

will tell
things

B | the woman he admires.”
| why they had given him Percival Al | Ryanne, ind he spelt it with an ‘ne,' |

“As wilse as the serpent,” bantered
the mother; but she looked again Into

| the mirror to see il her color was stiil

what It should be, “And whom does

| he admire?" the Mona Lisa smbie hov.

ering at the corners of her lps,
“You,” evenly.

!

have

| #ight cents 4 Lhand

Mrs. Chedsoye thought for a mo-

ment, thought deeply and with new
ingight. It was no longer a child but
a woman, and mayhap she had played

daughter,” as 1 speculatively,
You haven't been my pu-
Let

Fortune, as she silently followed,
experienced a sense of disconcertiop
rather than of elation.

CHAPTER VI.
Moonlight and Poetry.

A ball followed dinner that night,
Wednesday. The ample lounging-
room filled up rapldly after coffee;
officers in smart uniforms and spurs,
whose principal function in times of
peace is to get In everybody's way,
rowel exposed ankles, and demoligh
lace ruffles, Egyptians and Turks and
gleek Armenians In somber Western
frock and scarlet eastern fez or tar-

upon the taut strings of the young
heart once too often. Still, she was |
unafrald,

“And whom does he love?”

“Me. Shall 1 get you the rouge,
| mother?”

Still with that unchanging smile,
the woman received the stab. "My

“you |

all
| they could be found

boosh, women of all colors {(meaning,

as course, ag applied) andl shapes and
tastes, the lean and the fat, the tall
and short, such as Billy Taylor Is sald
to have kissed In ail the ports, and
tail-coats of as many styles as Jo-
geph's had patches. George could dis
tinguish his compatriots by the fit of
the trousers round the instep; the
Englishman had his fitted at the
waist end trusted in Providence for
the hang of the rest. This trifling de-
tective work rather pleased George.
The women, however, were all Eves
to hig eye; liberal expanses of beautl
ful white skin, the bare effect belng
modified py a etring of pearls or dia-
monds or emeralds, and
might or might not have been wholly
thelr own. He walted restlessly for
the reappearance of Mrs. Chedsoye
and her daughter. All was right with

hair which |
| I8 felt even in Llangwm. and only the

the world, except that he was to sall |

altogether too soon. His loan had
been returned, and he knew that his
former sligpicions had been most un-
worthy, Mrs, Chedsoye had never
received his note.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Dependent on Wood Pulp.

| like other people?

Mr. Frank Lloyd, at the annual din- |

ner of the British Wood Pulp associa-
tion, spoke of the serious effect upon
the industry of the drought In Scan-
dinavia, and, referring to the rapid
development of the industry, pointed
out how dependent paper makers now
were upon wood pulp.
rely on straw, ete., as was the case
only about twenty-five years ago, his

If they had to

| mill at Sittingbourne “would alone re |

quire a string of #arts over four miles |

long, and at least 40,000,000 gallons
of water every twenty-four hours.”
How He Fixed the Date.

The lawyer was determined to dis-
credit the witness.

“You are positlve this happened og
Wednesday? he demanded.

“I am.” '

“Can't be mistaken?"

..NO-"

“Why couldn't It have been Thurs
day or Tuesday? How is It that you
can fix this day so positively in your
mind?™

“Hecause,” answered the witness
with some spirit, “we had chic en
that day, Chicken day 18 Wednesday
where 1 -.l‘und.'

!
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she said, in fmterval of

Typmal House in Welsh Village.

sorta of odd places, just whera

When the
whitewpsh-

«col-
tage was complete, she
ed the walls and ceilings. Seores of
women in the village have done the
game things—a muson and a“joiner be-
ing merely called in to do the expert
work

Nearly all the villagers own their
cottages, a donkey and cart, and a fish-
ing boat. Living chiefly on bread, with
a liberal spreading of butter, they
have saved and scrape®l until they
could buy the freehold Their thrift
has grown, too, since the women ngi-
tated so much against the liquor tral-
fle that the last public house in the
village was closed.

Most of the men work in Pembroke
dockyard, leaving their homes at 4:30
or 5 in the morning for a long Journey
on foot and in big rowing boatg, Thess
men are not home until 7 én the even-
ing, and all the time the women of
the village do the work that in every
other place Is done by men,

Some years ago when the fishing
fleet went down the haven the wom-
en who manned it all wore picturesque
red skirts and flat felt hats.

1tut now the influenees of modernity

older womes wear the garments which
onee made even the plainer ones look
charming. The young ones are not
at all prond of the fazhions of their
grandmothers,

“Why can't we wear mofdern clothes
said o young wom-
laugh at old fash-

“Felks @ly

an
iong nowadays.

Fut Mrs. Palmer, who
her day, has hzd her photograph pub-
lished all over the rid, still wears
her red skirt and felt hat when, with
a jJuynty step, she goes on her rounds
selling fish, just as she has done all
her life,

2 beauty in

| MARKING SANTA FE TRAIL

Thirty Granite Monuments Provided
to Preserve the Course of the
Historic Highway.

Kansas City.—Thirty granite mark-
ers tor the Sa Fe trail in Miseourl
for which the legislature appropriated
$3,000 will be set in place In the near
future. Local members of the Daugh-
ters of the American Revolution, who
obtained the appropriation, announced
the program they have arranged,

A huge granite block bearing =&
bronze tablet will be placed at OM
Franklin, where the principal cere
monies will be held. Governor Maljor,
former Governor Hadley and other
prominent Missourians will dellver ad-
dresses there,

Bmaller markers will ba placed at
points of historical Interest along the
trall and school children will con-
tribute patriotic features to the pro-
gram




