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CHAPTER X--(Continued.)
Beatrix went in search of Mr. Lennox.

She never enjoyed anything very much
unless her uncle shared in it.

"Listen, uncle," she said-"I have
found a hero-listen to what my hero has
done."

In her clear, sweet voice, that seemed
to thrill with passionate emotion, she read
the story again, and then she laid down
the newspaper.

"She was only a servant goirl, uncle;
but it seems to me that the more lowly
the lot, the more striking is such gener-
osity. Had she been rich and had influ-
ence, he might have hoped for some re-
ward; as it was, he could not have ex-
pected any. Uncle, I am glad that I read
this. I shall always believe in heroes
now."

"He is a clever man as well as a good
one," said Peter Lennox. "I tell you
what, Ieatrix-I am sure to drift into a
lawsuit with the Eastern Mining Com-
pany: I shall place it in his hands. It
will be worth several hundred pounds to
him." ,

"When will that begin, uncle?" she
asked.

"Not for some time," he replied. "I
must have their answer first"

"I should like to see Mr. Carew, and
tell him what I think of him,"' she said.

"So should I," added her uncle. " If
he wins my case, I shall be delighted.
That Eastern Mining Company is a com-
plete swindle, although I am not prepar-
ed to prove It just yet" So saying, Peter
Lennox quitted the room, leaving his
niece with the newspaper still in her
hand.

"Beltran Carew," she repented to her-
self. "I like the name. It is a beautiful
name. 'Beltran' brings before me the
picture of a belted knight 'Carew' al-
ways had a noble sound. I wonder if I
shall ever see Beltran Carew? I wonder
If he is like my ideal?"

A few days after this the Duchess of
Elmalie sent to ask if Beatrix would drive
out with her; and, having no special en-
gagement, she consented.

"I have a whim this morning, Beatrix,"
said her godmother, "and with me to have
a whim means gratifying it."

"What is a whim?" asked Beatriz.
"I am going to see Mrs. Carew. How

well you look in those trailing black laces,
Beatrix. They suit you so well. Yes, I
am going to see Mrs. Carew."

"Who is Mrs. Carew?"
The duchess opened her fine blue eyes.
"Have you not heard of Mrs. Carew?"

she said. "Then I will tell you about
her. To begin with-she is a wonderful
woman, a perfect wonder. She must be
more than forty; yet she has the look, the
manners, and the grace of a girl of twen-
ty. She is witty; and even her husband -
whom I really consider most dense, so
far as understanding goes-can under-
stand her jests. and laughs at them. She
has pretty ways; she is charming in a
drawing room."

"But who is she?" asked Beatrix, al-
most lmpetiently. "You have not told me
who she is."

"Mrs. Carew is an artist," replied her
grace, "but an artist such as the world
does not often see. She paints portraits
-and such portrn!tsl They are master-
pieces of art She will not paint every

aes. She selects her subjects, I assure
yeU. Mrs. Carew came to London some
twenty-fire years ago, and she has con-
quered her world. It is one of the things
that otvry one wantsa to have a portrait
painted by Mrs. Carew. You mnst have

ors painted, Beatrix, as Duichess of
Heathiand."

CIAPTI'ER XI.
Mrs. Carew was an Important unit in

Iondon society. She held ground pecu-
Iarly her own. As the duchess had said.
her personal appearance was something
wonderful. She had the fair, unruffled
face, the clear, serene eyes and calm smile
of a young girl. She was so quick, so vi-
vacious, so aulmated, that it was dimcult
to imagine forty summers had passed over
her head. She had a charm of manner
that was Irresistible. Every one liked
Mrs. Carew. No one was jealous of her.
The gentlemen admired her-ladies did
the same. It was her talent that made
her so popular-the bright-eyed, fair-
faced lady. who wielded her brushes with
almost mnagical skill, was a genius.

Besides a bijon house in Mayfair, she
had a very beautiful villa at Kew. When
abe was tired of painting, tired of so-
clety, tired of the gay, brilliant world and
Its ways, she went thither and spent a
few days in seclusion by the riverside.
To one knew anything of Mrs. Caew's
past history. Her son. Beltran Carew,
was one of the moat promising young
maen In a day when many were of prom-
ie. Hie had been educated at Oxford,
and had chosen the bar as his profes-

Mrs. Carew had many admirers, but
the only reply site ever made to offers of
marriage, to professions of attachment,
to vows and promles, wast--

"My dear sir, a burned child dreads the
are."

What .rstery of pain and sorrow those
words covered no one knew; still, every-

e inastinctively trusted in her goodness,
her truth and purity.

The Duchess of Elmasile was very de-
slrous of having her portrait painted, and

C the day had come at last when her grace
I decided to call. She wished to take Bea-

x with her, because she knew that her
would delight Mrs. Carew.
y drove together to the house in

I ir, and found Mrs. Carew at home,

S bnt aged. They were shown into a
room lled with articles of virtu; the
eell as painted; the hangings were
ot blue elvet: the light lingered oa dell-
ate is of statuary, on Jeweled tas-
su, mar and Jasrce.

There - a• luxur•n, uch in the
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apartment, and on it her grace sat down
to rest, for the morning was warm, and
she was tired. Miss Lennox amused her-
self by looking at the different objects
scattered on the tables. One thing struck
her very much-a frame of ivory, so deli-
cately and beautifully carved, that it
seemed too fragile to be touched. It con-
tained the photograph of a very handsome
man-fair, with wholesome, healthy fair-
ness, and with great waves of chestnut
hair clustered round a broad, beautiful
brow-- fair, noble, kingly face, full of
grandenr, of nobility, full of truth and
thought. At first she thought it must be
a fancy photograph.

"I am sure this Is meant for King Ar-
thur," she said to herself. "It is just the
face for the blameless king, who strove
all his life against evil. It is the best
face I have seen."

Something in it charmed her. She sat
bending of er it, looking intently at it; and
the blue eyes seemed to look back into
her own with an anxiously intent gaze.
"It is a fine face." thought Beatrix.

"But there are no such men in these days.
The Duke of Heathland is the best speci-
men I know, and his face could not com-
pare with this. I can read full vitality,
strong, perfect life here, with goodness
and honor. In the faces of many living
men I read vanity, self-love, indolence, or
greed. King Arthur, you have a noble
face, and I am the better for having seen
it."

She placed the photograph on the table;
the duchess was dozing calmly. A short
time afterward Mrs. Carew was disen-
gaged. Her grace and Beatrix went at
once to her studio, the duchess protesting
vigorously, although uncontradicted, that
she had not closed her eyes. "It was not
likely," she said, "in that palace of art."

Beatrix looked on with some curiosity
at the bright-eyed, graceful lady who ad-
vanced to meet them. How little did she
dream that her life would run in a tangled
web with that of the wonderful artist who
gaged so admiringly at her! The duchess
introduced Mrs. Carew to Miss Lennox,
and the artist's face paled as she looked
at the lovely.girl in the flush of youth and
beauty.

Mrs. Carew began to arrange with the
duchess as to when she should begin her
sittings; but while she talked to her grace
she was looking the whole time at the
lovely patrician face of "Prince Charlie's"
daughter. Then, when all the arrange-
ments were made, Mrs. Carew said laugh-
ingly:
"Now that our business is concluded,

will your grace allow me to show you
some very beautiful sketches?" The
duchess gave glad consent. "Miss Len-
nox, you will be pleased with these, I
think," added Mrs. Carew.

She seemed to listen with some interest
for Beatrix's voice. She looked intently
at her as she spoke. She watched her
keenly as she placed the sketches before
her. Some were landscapes, others fig-
urs.

"This is pretty," said Mrs. Carew-"a
little summer idyl; it is called 'The Lov-
ers' Quarrel.' "

"My dear Mrs. Carew," said the duch-
ess. "one of Miss Lennox's peculiarities
is that anything relating to love and lov-
ers annoys and vexes her."

Such a strange light passed over the
beautiful face of the artist-a strange
light that seemed to flash from her eyes
into the dark beautiful ones raised to
hers.

"Is that so?" she said. "So young and
so capable of winning love, do you no&
believe In it?"

"I do not believe in what the people I
see call love, Mrs. Carew. I cannot say
what I should think if I met with real

'h," said the artist, quietly, "I under-
stand "r'

"It is more than I do," declared the
duchess; and then the door opened, and a
gentleman entered the room.

CHAPTER XII.
"Mother," cried a manly, fresh, musi-

cal voice, and then the voice stopped. "I
beg pardon," he said, in an altered tone;
"I thought you were alone."

Mrs. Carew turned round with a beam-
ing smile.

"Come in, Beltran," she requested. "I
am sure that the duchess and Miss Len-
nox will excuse you. Pray come in, my
dear."

"I am glad to see Mr. Carew," said the
duchess; while Beatrix, with a low, star-
tied cry, dropped the sketch that she held
in her hand. It was "King Arthur" him-
self, the original of the photograph, who
was standing there-"King Arthur,"
whose face she had thought too beautiful
and too good to be that of any mortal
man!

"We have met before, Mr. Carew," re-
marked the duchess, good-natnredly.
"'Pray cme in. I ought to apologize for
monopollsing your mother; but I have
been very anxious, and my peace of mind
has only just been secured."

"I am delighted to hear it, your grace,"
he said; and then, looking across the room,
he saw Beatrix Lennox.

Their eyes met-and his held hers ca•-
tire; while one of the strangest and most
solemn pauses ensued. Mrs. Carew broke
it. She glanced from her son to the bril-
liant queen of society, and then moved
slowly toward them.

"Miss Lennox, permit me to introduce
my son-Beltran Carew."

She wondered why the dark eyes flashed
and the lovely face flushed. She was not
demonstrative, "Prince Charlie's" daugh.
ter, but she had met her hero, and hew
whole soul was stirred. She held out her
hand to the man who had striven so hard
to save a human life-the white jeweled
hand that so seldom went out in greeting.
She looked up into his face.

"Are you the Mr. Ieltran Carew of

the music of her voice was dangerous-
"the gentleman who gave himself such
infinite trouble to save a poor girl's life?"

"Yes, I helped to save her life," he an
swered.

"You are a noble man," said Beatrix.
never thinking how dangerous praiss
might be from such lips. "When 1 read
that story, I said that I should like to
see you and thank you. I little dreamed
that I should soon be able to do so."

"I have my reward," he said, bending
before her, his heart beating high and
fast.

At this point Mrs. Carew called her
son to decide upon some designs for a
picture framt, and then Beatrix was able
to look at him. He seemed to her as
though every moment of his life were of
immense importance to him, as though
every instant were filled up. The large
blue eyes were bright and intent; the face
was eager, earnest, ardent; the lips were
clear-cut and closed firmly-there was no
weakness, no vacillation about them.
Presently Beltran crossed the room and
spoke to her about art and pictures, and
in a short time they were talking about
Strathnarn.

"You lived there all those years and saw
no one but the members of your own
household ?" he said. "Why, Miss Len-
nox, that must have made you a poet or
a painter."

"I am afraid," she replied, "that it has
made me somewhat of a misanthrope."

"I should not be surprised," he laughed.
"Nature has one voice, men have an-
other. I think if I had lived so long in
solitude I should never have left it."

"I did not wish to do so," said Beatrix;
"it was a sad trouble to me. When I
first left Strathnarn and came to Lon-
don," she said, "my life was quite unen-
durable: but now I have grown accus-
tomed to it-I like it better than I ever
thought I should. I do not care for the
gayeties, the pleasures, but I begin to like
the activity of London life, the mental
excitement."

"iebatrix," Interposed the duchess, "1
think we are trespassing on Mrs. Carew's
time."

"I hope not," said Beatrix, rising quick-
ly; and Mrs. Carew assured her that she
was at leisure for the remainder of that
morning.

The Duchess of Elmslie gave Mrs. Ca-
rew and her son a very pressing invita-
tion to dine at Elmslie House, and they
accepted it.

"I intend having a grand charade party
or fancy ball," she said-"I think a fancy
ball would be best; and, Mr. Carew, I
shall hope to have the great pleasure of
your society. You must come in charac-
ter."

"I shall be very happy," he returned.
Mrs. Carew had been for some minutes

intently watching the face of the lovely
girl before her. She said:

"Miss Lennox, I should like to ask you
a favor."

"I am quite sure that I should equally
like to grant it," responded Beatrix.

"Will you let me paint your portrait?
It would be a labor of love."

"I hardly know hpw to answer you. I
should not object. I must ask my uncle
and mamma."

"They will be willing-I am sure they
could not refuse. I could make such an
exquisite picture if you would stand for
the subject. I should like to call it-what
should I call it, Beltran?"

" The 'Lotus Lily,'" he replied; and
Mrs. Carew's face brightened.

"You a!ways find the right designa-
tion," she said. "The 'Lotus Lily'-al-
ready it seems to me that you represent
the flower, Miss Lennox. You will ask
your relatives, and, if I see you at her
grace's, you will tell me if they consent.
Good morning. i am glad that I have
seen yon, Miss Lennox."

Bentrix said good-by just as cordially.
Then Beltran came to her again.

"I shall look forward with great inter-
est to our next meeting, Miss Lennox-I
have enjoyed my morning."

"So have I," she said.
Beatrix gave her mother and uncle a

most animated account of the interview
with the aitist; but she refrained from
telling them that she had mistaken Bel-
tran Carew's photograph for a fancy pho-
tograph meant for King Arthur; nor did
she tell them how the clear, bright, blue
eyes had seemed to look into her very soul.

"I want you to like Mr. Carew, uncle,"
she said; "he is most intellectual."

"I will like him then, Trixie; I wi:l ask
him to dine with us. 1 am glad you have
met sonime one whom you admire."

"lie is a man-he is a hero."
On that evening Beatrix went with

Mrs. Carden, a fashionable brunette, to
the opera. Looking round the house dur-
ing one of the intervals, she saw a face
that impressed her greatly. It was very
lovely, fair. and framed in shining golden
hair-a proud face, with wonderful scar-
let lips and chiseled features. What im-
pressed her so greatly was that the face
at different times wore quite a different
aspect. When anyone was in the box
talking to the owner of it, it was most
brilliant, most animated; but when she
was alone, a mask, almost like a mask
of stone, came over it-the ripple of laugh-
ter died away, the warm, sunny coloring
fled, the light in the eyes faded, the whole
face changed. Beatrix watched it for
some time, and then appealed to Mrs.
Carden for information.

"Who is the lovely blonde lady with
the blue velvet and diamonds, in the third
box?" the asked.

Mrs. Carden raised her opera glass and
looked.

"That Is Lady Rayner," she replied,
"one of my dearest friends."

"How beautiful she is-but how sadI"
said B~atrix.

"Sad? Some people are never content,
never would be content, if they had all the
world," declared Mrs. Carden, contemptu-
ously.

"Is she not happy, not content?" asked
Beatrlx.

"You sa3 she looks sad, so I imagine
she cannot be content, though why, I
cannot understand."

"Is she married?" was the next ques
tion.

"Married! Yes. She married Lord Othe
Rayner, who was supposed to have a
very large income. She has the finest
diamonds in London; they are something
wonderful. And she drives the finest
horses in the park. I you like, I will in-
troduce you to Lady Rayner."

"I should like it very much," replied
Beatrix; and when the ladies stood to
gether in the crush-room, the introduction
took place.

From the first moment Beatrix liked hei
new acquaintance. She liked her fair,
lovely face, with its curious changes from

gay to grave. Now, as they stood talking,
Lady Rayner looked bright, animated and

happy; a few minutes afterward she was
standing alone, and looked as though a
sudden blight had affected her; and thea

in, when Beatrix spoke to her, th'
ve sadness vanished as if by magic.

They talked for a short time longer, and
when about to separate Lady Rayner
took Beatrix by the hand.
S"Something tells me we are to be

friends," she said. "I hope such will be
the case."

The sweet, sad face with its strange
gleams of laughter touched Beatrix.

"I shall be pleased," she said simply;
but the tone was sincere.

"Is Lord Rayner what people call a nice
man?' Miss Lennox asked of Mrs. Car-
den. That worldly lady laughed.

"He ought to be," she replied-"every-
one looas at him through a golden haze."

"Doesh b wlfe look at him through a

Sgolden haze, Mrs. Carden?' Inquired
Beatrix.

Mrs. Carden laid her hand on the young
girl's.

"Will you believe this," she said-"that
the most miserable people in the world
are those who take life in earnest?"

d Before the eyes of "Prince Charlie's"
daughter rose the earnest face of an earn-d est man-Beltran Carew-and her whole

soul rose in hot rebellion against the fool-
i8 sh words.
d "How can you speak so?" she cried.

And then, feeling ashamed of her warmth,
she said: "It is not right of you who

a should know better, to teach the young
e and the ignorant such a doctrine. Sup-

s pose I were to believe you?"

'f "Y ou would do a very wise thing, my
h dear," replied Mrs. Carden, calmly. "I
e repeat that to be happy in this world you

l must take life more as a jest than in earn-
est."

CHAPTER XIII.
d Beatrix looked forward with some in-
d terest to her visit to lovely Lady Rayner.

Lt She was out of the common order; there

was something about her different from
w th e frivolous people who talked abdht life

n as a jest.I- "I am so glad to see you," said Lady
r Rayner, when Beatrix entered her tasty

little boudoir.
a If money could give happiness, if mag-

nificence could produce comfort, Lady
I. Rayner ought to have had it. The little
i- boudoir in which she sat was exquisitely

n furnished. The hangings were of violet
velvet and white lace, the carpet had a
white ground with violets lying as though

I they had just fallen upon it; there were a
I- few rare pictures; a masterpiece by Ca-

l- nova stood between the violet velvet hang-
I- aings; there were a few beautiful bronzes,
r exquisite vases, jardinieres filled with
e rarest flowers. Lady Rayner herself was
e very lovely, but her face was pale, and
Il her eyes looked as though she had been

weeping. She held out both hands in
1 greeting to "Prince Charlie's" daughter.
s "I am so glad you have come," she said.

"Do you know, Miss Lennox, that I have
fallen in love with your face-you look so

e true, so earnest; and I want a friend who
t is truthful and earnest."

"I am truthful," returned candid Bea-
trix-"I come of a truthful race. I am
earnest because I cannot help it. If you

y like me, and want a friend, I shall be

very pleased to be that friend, Lady Ray-
Y der."
Y "Call me Leola," requested the young

I wife, with a quick shudder-"I like that
name best."

"I will be your friend, Leola," said
Beatrix. Quick, warm pity stirred her
heart-trhe did not know why--quick, ten-

s der pity. She bent down and kissed the
Y pale, sweet face.

Lady Rayner told her of a home in the
a country ,where she amused herself and did

as she liked all day long, Beatrix noting
Y keenly how pale her face was, how trans-

parent were the white hands, how she
? strove against the sadness that seemed to

master her; how at times she even forgot
I what she was saying, and went off into a

e train of painful thought. Beatrix was
very gentle with her. They were laugh-

y ing heartily at an escapade of Lady Ray-

a uer's, when suddenly she rose from her
r seat; her face grew white as death, and
t her hands trembled.

"That is my husband," she said. "I
d thought he left home early this morning."

Beatrix heard the sound of a quick,
shuffling footstep, the door opened, and
I- Lord Rayner entered the room. "Prince

t Charlie's" daughter almost cried out In
k surprise as her eyes fell upon him. That

r Lord Rayner! Why, he was surely one
% of the most insignificant and contemptible

e looking men she had ever seen! Hle was
very little and very fierce; he had a par-
rot face, with small, twinkling eyes, and a
great hooked nose; and he spoke in a nasal
tone. Was this the husband of the su-

I perb blonde who trembled before him? He
did not see Beatrix at first, and in a voice
indescribably fierce and shrill he began:

a "I thought I told you to write to Javins
v about that carriage?"

a "You did," said his wife, trying to speak
I- calmly. "1 am very sorry, Otho-I quite

forgot it." He went nearer to her.
d "You did not forget it[" he screamed.

e "You did it purposely. You knew that I
I. wanted to go to Richmond. You knew

that I wanted that particular carriage.
It is your spiteful, jealous temper that
k prevented you from writing-and you
e shall suffer for it!"

"Otho," said the pale, beautiful woman,
"Miss Lennox is here. You do not see
her, I think."

SThe moment he saw the lovely heiress,

his manner completely changed-he was
all that was obsequious.
' "You will pardon me, Miss Lennox, but
I have been compelled to assert my pre-
rogative. No one in this miserable house
ever obeys me--no one ever attends to my
.wishes--no one studies me."

t Without another word, Lady Rayner
sat down and wrote the note; when it was
Sfinished she gave it to her husband to

read.
"I shall say no more about this now,"g he said, with the air of one who would be

Sgenerous; "but the next time I express a

r wish or give a command, see that it is
carried out-see that you obey."

"I will be careful," promised his wife.
"You have spoiled my day," he contin-

ued, reverting again to his wrongs. "I

had intended going to Richmond; I really
believe you knew with whom I was go-
ing, and were jealous."

He laughed again, with an air of self-
complacency, which made him appear
doubly absurd; and Beatrix thought to
herself that if he repeated his laugh she
could almost go mad. She looked at the
pale, beautiful woman who was compelled
Sto hear that laughter whenever he chose

to inflict his presence on her.
"What cluld have induced her to marry

such a mnfcster'?" thought Beatrix; and
then she btgan to wonder. His mood had
changed.

"I told Hanson to send up a diamond
necklace for you to look at," he said to
his wifel '"they tell me that some of the
imperial stones are in it. You can have it
if you like it"

Then he rose from his seat, and after
paying a few fulsome compliments to Beai
trix, and saluting his wife with marked
t disdain, quitted the room.

"And that," thought Beatrix, "is a

Lady Rayner turned to her with a look

,f great selief, and, without alluding to
ler hustand, began to talk again about
arlier dayr. Beatrix was greatly inter-
' sted in her new friend. She stayed long-

'r than she had intended, and rose at last
turriedly to take her leave.

"You will come again?" asked Lady

layner. "Or shall I come to see you?"
"Whichever will suit you best. You go,

*ut a Areat deal, I should imagine?" said
lentrix.

"Yes," was the reply; "I take my
worldliness' as other people take drugs
Lad drams. It answers the same puro.
L go out a great deal; I am seldom at
t ome."

When Beatrix was taking her leave,
n ady Rayner said to her, with a faint
inile:

'•There is a skeleton in every house,
ilfiss Lennor, and it is generally hiddena:
,ut you have seen mine. You will not
Ssetray LieT'

"No," promised Beatrix, "I will not."
S"I-I r.arried for money," said the pale,

r-" ovely lady, "and I have more money than
I know what to do with. Good-by, my
Slear," and without waiting for another
word Beatrix departed.

ï¿½ "unjam-eor .money" Threa wn.j. ssweaA.

rd In her ears all the remainder of that
lay.

CHAPTER XIV.
"I have never seen you so pleased about

i dinner party before, Beatrix," said
Lady Lennox, when her daughter con-
;ulted her for the twentieth time concern- I
*ng her dress. "Is any one going whom
you very much wish to see?"

"Yes, I told you, mamma-Mrs. Carew,
the artist-the lady who is so anxious to
paint my portrait. The duchess says she
would not paint the portrait of ah em-
press if she did not like her."

Beatrix stood attired for the dinner
party at E.mslie House, looking far more
heautiful than she had ever looked before.
Hier graceful head and flower-like face,
her white neck and lovely shoulders, rose
trom clouds of rose-colored tulle. She
wore white roses in her hair, and carried
a bouquet of white hyacinths; a superb
cnot of flowers was fastened in the bodice
)f her dress. She looked lovely enough to
listurb an artist's dreams. Her uncle
had declined the invitation to the dinner
party--he had not been well of late-but

Ihe desired to look at his niece before she
went.

"Well, I am of opinion that that rose
tulle will give the duke his coup de grace.
[ have never seen Trixie look so well be-
'ore," said Peter Lennox; and he began
at once to think about the marriage settle-
nents; while Beatrix, as she drew near
Elmslie House, asked herself what she
should do. There would be two geatle-
ten present, of whom one would wish to
talk to her--to the other she would want
to talk. It would require some astuteness
:o manage to please herself without dis-
pleasing others.

Yes, there was the duke! He waylaid
aer at once when she entered the room;
and she was compelled to listen to a string
)f compliments that she thought would
sI ever end, wondering all the time wheth-
i r Beltran bad arrived. At last she saw
khe tall figure and the fair, princely head

towering above the others. Her face
Sushed; she answered at random. Oh, if
the duke would but leave her in pesal
To her great relief the Duchess of Elms-
le called the duke away-she wanted to
ntroduce him to the wife of one of the
ambassadors-and Beatrix was free. In
another moment Beltran Carew was by

I he r side.

"I was afraid," he said, "that I should
not get near you, Miss Lennox. The Duke
Af Heathland guards you as though you
were a crown jewel."

She looked up at him, wistfully, longing
:o say: "It is not my fault that he is al-
wIays near me," but she was silent. Per-
'aps he misunderstood her silence, for af-
ter a while he added:

"I hope I have not been indiscreet."
In a moment her face was in a flame.
"Certainly not," she said, and then she

Iadded shyly-she was so unfortunately
hrank-"I was just wishing that he would
go and make room for you."

"Were you? I am the happiest-" He
paused suddenly, for the confusion in her
face pained him.

Then they walked through the superb
suite of rooms, so interested each in the
Sther that all else was unheeded. Every
now and then Beatrix raised her fair face
with a look of unutterable content, the
light of perfect happiness in her eyes.
Then her words became fewer, sweet shy-
aess came over her, and presently it was
time to go.

She was rather puzzled on reaching
tome; for, when Lady Lennox asked her
about the dinner and the soiree, she could
.emember nothing except that Mr. Carew
was there. Beatrix was startled to find
:hat she did not even remember saying
good-night to her grace. What she did
remember was standing in the hall with
Beltran Carew by her side, he declaring
:hat the opera cloak would not come into
:he right folds and lingering so long,
while he drew it round her that she had
looked at him with a wondering smile,
then he had bent his handsome head over
her and whispered such sweet words that
the very memory of them made her heart
palpitate.

Beatrix was quite unconscious how
much Beltran Carew was beginning to
ll her life. When she awoke In the morn-

ing, it was to think of him, to wonder
if she should see him on that day, if he
would call, if she should meet him accl-
tentally, if he would send a note or mes-
sage. The days on which she was to
meet him were red-letter days; but then,
as she said to herself, she had longed all
her life to know a hero, and at last she
had met one.

They met almost continually. Beltran,
although constantly occupied during the
lay, went out a great deal. Since he had

known Beatrix he sought the people who
gnew her. He contrived to discover at

what houses she was to visit. But the
best time of all for him was when Mrs.
Carew began to paint "The Lotus Lily."
hiMrs. Carew herself had designed the

aress. It was a mantle of cloth of gold
thrown over one shoulder, leaving the
other undraped. The lovely neck rose
Dower-like from the superb costume, the

queenly head was crowned with blue Nile
tilies. Nothing could have been more ar-
tistic or more beautiful.

Beatrix enjoyed those sittings. Lady
Lennox generally went with her; but
Lady Lennox was not worldly wise, and,
when she saw how the young lawyer in-
terested and amused her beautiful child,

when she heard them conversing of every-
,thlng most poetical and artistic, she never
itreamed of danger.

They all met one day at a fete given in
the beautiful grounds of Twickenham
Palace. The Marquis of Ersdale was the
originator of it, and, as MLs. Carrw had

!set all London talking about the wow-

Ierful portrait of his beautiful marehion-

ass, he had sent cards both to the gifted
artist and to her no less gifted son. Bes-
trix and Lady Lennox went with the
SDuchess of Elmslie. Peter Lennox di-
Sliked garden parties, and summer fetes

were not to his mind. He preferred din-
aer parties where he could play a solemn
game of whist.

(To be continued.)

A Dozen Copuandrums.
1. Why do you go to bed? Because

the bed will not come to you.

2. When is a ship like a book? When

it is outward bound.

3. Why has an ocean voyage no ter-

rors for physicians? Because they are
accustomed to see sickness.

4. Why is a popular novel like an-

tumn? Because its leaves are quickly

turned and always read (red).

5. Why should a thirsty man always

carry a watch? Because there is a

spring inside of it
6. Who are the most exacting of all

landlords? Why, the children, because

they never fail to make their father

and mother parents.
7. What is it that no ohe wishes to

have, yet, when he has it, he would

be very sorry to lose? A bald head.

8. What conundrums are always at
home? Those that are never found

out.
9. What insect does a tall father

represent. A daddy-long-legs.
10. When a lady haints what figure

should you bring her? You should

bring her two.
11. Why is a pig in the parlor like a

house on fire Because the sooner it is

put out the better.
12. When are eyes not eyes? When

the wind makes them water.

'FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.

L itt le Mis s M isc hi ef,
They say I'm very naughty,

I almost 'spects I am,
But somehow when I shut the do01

It's nearly sure to slam.

Those little muddy footprints
All up and down the hall,

They say they're mine. I don't be-
lieve

I could have made them all!

It seems as if too many blots
Lived in one pot of ink,

But when they're wet and shiny
They're pretty, don't you think?

Why does my hair get tangled t
What makes me talk all day?

And why don't toys and books just
try

To put themselves away;

But now I'm asking questions
(I ask them all day long),

And grown-up people seem to think
That even that is wrong.

I think that p'r'aps I might be good
A little by and by

It's very hard, but sometimes
I almost 'spect I'll try.

How F ishes Are Dr owned. ' "
Fishes, like other animals, need air.

If, therefore, you can think of their
I being so situated that they cannot get
a supply of fresh air from some source
or other, they must perish. They
would be suffocated. When the sea
Is frozen for miles, as in the Arctic
ocean, the fishes find .it very hard to

I rise to the surface for fresh air. They
must then take in the oxygen which
is dissolved in the water. When that

gas, of such vital importance to every
creature, is used up, there is nothing
left to sustain life, and they must
then die. Thus, strange as it may
seem, it is possible for fishes to be
I drowned.

A Fu ll Cir cus in Miniature.
The children in Kokomo, Ind., ought

to be the happiest in the world, for a
circus that outdoes Alice in Wonder-
land and all the nursery fairy tales
rolled into one is being prepared for
their amusement.

Every actor in the new circus is to
be a liliputian. The whole perform-
ance is to be on a miniature scale.
There is not to be a full-sized person
or animal in the show. The whole
world has been gone over for acrobats,
horsemen, jugglers and other perform-
ers who are tiny in stature. The col-
lection is now almost complete, and
includes baby elephants, baby bears,
baby giraffes, all Inexpressibly fasci-
nating to children.

Dens, chariots, cages, band wagons,
cars and other necessary equipments
are being constructed for the new cir-
cus, which will go on the road one of
these days. A great many Japanese
have been engaged as performers, as
it happens that the cleverest Japanese
performers are almost always tiny.
'•'he others are children, dwarfs or
midgets.
Instead of horses of the ordinary

size, patrons of the new circus will
see Shetland ponies, burros, and baby
zebras. The largest elephant will be
but 41 inches talL A baby camel and
a baby hippopotamus will be two of
the greatest wonders of the show.

This extraordinary performance of
the tiniest creatures in creation will
be closed with a spectacle. One of
the spectacles decided upon Is Cin-
derella and the Crystal Slipper. Cin-
derella's fairy godmother will enter
in her pumpkin coach, drawn by spid-
ers. The transformation scene will be
a marvel that will mightily please the
children.-New York World.

Some B irds' Ne sts,.

Woodpeckers all use holes drilled
out with their strong bills, the chips
making the lining. If you follow up
a series of round holes drilled.in the
decayed branch of a tree, you will
I usually come upon one of these nests.

These birds waste much time and
labor by drilling several holes before
they find one to suit their fancy. These
holes, besides forming the nest in
summer, answer for a home in winter,
though sometimes the male bird drills
a hole just large enough for himself,
andl lets his mate weather the winter
storms as well as she can.

The woodpeckers drill vgw holes for
nests each season, and the old ones
are quietly appropriated by the nut-
hatches, the chickadees and the brown

1 cr eepers. Each has her notions of re-
furnishing the borrowed homes. The
chickadees put down a soft carpet or
rug of caterpillar silk or spider webs,
mixed with down from plants. The

Snut-hatches are satisfied with a mat
of grass.

The great-crested flyscatcher also

Suses a convenient woodpeckers' hole,
but not finding it furnished to meet

Sher' fancy, she upholsters it with the
most curious material you could pes-
sibly guess. snake skins! How can
a bird know where to find them? Yet
slhe does, and almost invariably, in

every great-crested flyctacher's nest,
you will find one or more cast-off snake
skins.

Whrens, swallows, bluebirds, owls,
eagles and some hawks, use last year's
issts with some slight repairs, or ap-
propriate a deserted one that seems
suitable.

A wren will rear a little family in a
hole in a tree that seems hardly large
enough for the mother bird. The blue-
bird and the martin will be thankful

Sfor any boxes nailed about the garden
Sto assist them in their housekeepling
cares.

SBy far the larger proportion of our

a birds build a new nest each season,
though often returning to the same

t locality. Then comes that great army
a of birds that build not only a new

nest each year, but a new nest for
r each brood.-Vlck's Magazine.

'  The Wishlag Belt-
d In the depths of a. deep forest there

once lived a poor woodcutter and his
awife.
s Eve•y day the husband would take
hls ax on his shouhler and, go out.
SI, :Istllng merrily. for, although he was
I "-r bli heart was light.

His wife would busy herself about

ta(- tiny cabin until he came home

again, when they would have their

meager evening meal and then a cozy
little chat.

One day the woodcutter went out

as usual and, making toward a tall D
oak, he was startled to hear a voice

exclaim: "Touch me not!"
In startled surprise the woodcutter

stared around him, peering every- Fi
where. T

Then he heard the same voice again ,
-"Ha, ha, ha!" it laughed; and right 7
in front of him Hans saw a little i
dwarf with a long flowing beard, scar-
let breeches and a blue cap. He had

a band around his waist that glistened M
like gold. R

Hnas continued to stare until the j4
dwarf lifted his tiny cap and with a P
mock bow said: w"Good morning, Hans." J.

"Good, good morning," stammered L
Hans. "who are you?'.'

"Me," the dwarf asked, "I am king A
of the forest dwarfs. I have watched
you, how you work day after day
whistling and singing merrily instead i
of grumbling and murmuring about
your hard lot. Now I intend to re-
ward you." and taking the golden belt

from about his waist the dwarf said:
"Whenever you hold this belt in your

bands and wish, you will receive what-
ever you want, but beware of lett:ug
anyone else use it."

With these words the dwarf disap-
r peared.
t Hans thought that he would test
e the qualities of the wishing belt at

y once, so he wished for a dinner.
a Immediately there was spread in

e front of him a bountiful feast, with
o fruit, meats and wine. After eating
y all he desired. Hans ordered the ta-
h ble to disappear, which it immediately
it did.
y Hans then picked up his ax and

g putting the belt away carefully in his
it pocket, he started homeward. His
y good wife was astonished at seeing
a him home so early, but on being ac-

quainted with their good fortune her
Joy knew no bounds.

They decided to quit their old cabin,

t and going outside, they ordered it to

a appear and a grand mansion to take

its place, which immediately occurred.

s They went inside of it, believing
themselves in a dream. They found
the rooms'handsomely furnished and
servants in superb livery in each
room.

Then, for the first time, they real-

ized that their own clothes were ex-

[e ceedingly shabby. Again consulting
the wishing belt, they were clothed in
magnificent attire.

They continued to live in this wise
d for many years and were beginning to

get old, when they wished for a beau-
tiful daughter. As of old their wish
was granted.

As the child grew up the flowers
' bowed to her, the son bid his fate in
admiration and her parents almost
idolized her. But, for all this, she was
so innocent and lovely that even birds
seemed to love her.
S She had noticed that whenever she

wanted anything her father always
took the belt in his hand and wished
for it; so one day she watched where
he put it, and climbing up on a chair,

y she took it from the shelf and running a

quickly out to the beautiful grounds,
she went directly to the clear, lovely
d pond and wishing to see it covered
with beautiful swans she held the belt
in her hand and made her wish.

Instead of swans there appeared a

I huge monster who seized her and flew
over rivers, forests and mountains, un-
til he came to a cave; gruffly ordering e
her to stay there until be came back. u

r Looking around her Apetta saw that 1
r the cave was bleak and bare, and she
gave a shudder of fear, but she tried
e to wait as patiently as she could for a
deliverance.

Meanwhilea she had been missed in
her father's home and be going out in
the garden saw her footsteps as they
led to the pond. He followed them

s and at the edge of the pond saw the
P marks of claws upon the soft ground.
e Looking in the pond he saw the wish-

11 ing belt glistening at the bottom.
* Beaching into the clear water he
d drew it out, and holding it in his hands

e he wished for his daughter.
e Immediately there appeared a tiny

in man, almost like the King of the For-
, est Dwarfs, only he had no golden belt
s around his waist.

S"Your daughter is beta a prlsioner
r by the mountain monster," he said,

"and If you will give her to me as my
r wife I will rescue her for you."

SIn his agony the father promised
Sanything if only he might see his child
once more.

e- The dwarf bowed and quickly dis-
e appeared.
r He presently reappeared, bringing

* Anetta with him. Touching her with
e his wand he transformed her into a
t woman, beautiful and radiant, and

touching himself, be became a hand-
Ssome, tall, young prince.

S"We are a band of princes," said he,
t 'who after making ourselves dwarfs,
e watch over the poorer people's inter-

ests."
n He then asked Anetta to marry him
t and she blushingly consented.
n The marriage feast was unstinted.
t After the marriage the bride went
e to reside with her devoted husband

in a magnlificent palace near her fath-
* er's house.s Bhe had several beautiful

" ch ildren, who were the dying comfort.
P of Hans and his good wife, and who
were never tired of standing by the

side of their beautiful mother and lis-
a tening to the tale of Hans and the
e Wishing Belt.-Philadelphia Press.

ul The Deer sad the Sea.

o Few Boers in the pioneer days had
g ever approached or seen the sea, and

most of them had not the slightest idea
hr of what it was like. One Boer was
n, known to have visited the coast and
se en the ocean, and be was sp aston-
I7 shed by the movement of the waves
Sand the white foaming surf that be
r illed a bottle from the waves to bring

bome "up country" to show his friends
the "live water." Upon hb arrival
home the "explorer" Invited his friends
e to come and see the bottle uncorked,

is but on pouring the clear still salt wa-
ter into a basin he was thbnderstruck

e sat its tameness and bitterly disappoint.
It. ed. exclaiming, "Good heavens! It ha.,
is died on the roea it was all alive when
i bottled it"
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