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CHAPTER X—(Continuned.)
Beatrix went in search of Mr. Lennox.
Bbe never enjoyed anything very much
anless her uncle shared in it.

“Listen, uncle,” she sald—"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 ngain, and then she lnid 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 infiu-
ence, he might have hoped for some re-
ward; as it was, he could not have ex-
pected any. Unecle, I am glad that 1 read
this, 1 shall always believe in heroes
now."”
“He is a clever man as well as a good
one,” eaid Peter Lennox. “1 tell you
what, Bentrix—I am sure to drift into o
lawsuit with the Eastern Mining Com-
pany;: 1 shall place it In his hands. It
will be worth several hundred pounds to
him.” ,

“When will that begin, unecle?’ she
asked,

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

“ ghould like to see Mr, Carew, nnd
tell him what I think of him;" she said.

“8n5 ghould 1, ndded her uncle. "It
he wins my cose, | shall be delighted.
That Eastern Mining Company is o 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 uewspaper atill in ber
hand.

“Beltran Carew,” she repeated to her-
self. “I like the name. It is a beautiful
name, ‘Beltran’ brings before me the
picture of & belted kpight. *‘Carew’ nl-
ways had n noble sound. I wonder if 1
shall ever see Beltran Carew? 1 wonder
if he is like my ideal?”

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

“] have a whim this morning, Beatrix,"
sald her godmother, “and with me to have
a whim means geatifying it.”

*“What is 2 whim?" asked Beatrix.

“] am going to see Mrs. Carew. How
well you look in those trafling black laces,
Beatrix. They suit you so well. Yes, I
am going to see Mrs. Carew.”

“Who is Mre. Carew?”

The duchess opened her fine blue eyes.

*Have you not heard of Mrs, Carew?”
she eaid, *Then I will tell you about
ber. 'To begin with—she iz n wonderful
woman, s perfect wonder. She must he
more than forty: yet she has the look, the
manners, and the grace of & girl of twen-
ty. Bhe is witty; and even ber husband—
whomn I renlly consider moat dense, so
far as uaderstanding goes—can under-
stand her jests, and laughs at them. Bhe

has pretty ways; she is charming in o’

drawing room.”

“But who is she?’ asked Beatrix, al-
most Impatiently. “You have not told me
who she is.”

“Mrs, Carcw s an artist,” replied her

ce, “but an nartist such as the world
ocs pot often see. She paints portraits
—and such portraits! They are master-
of art. Ehe will not paint every

one, She selects her subjects, I assure
you. Mrs, Carew came to London some
tweniy-five years ngo, and she has con-
uered her world. It Is one of the things
t every one wants, to have a portrait
painted by Mrs, Carew. You must have

painted, Beatrix, as Duchess of
Euthland-"

CHAFTEL XI.

Mprs, Curew wus au lmportant unit in
London society. She held ground pecu-
Harly ber own, As the duchess had said,
her personsl nppearance was something
wonderfnl. She had the fair, unruffled
face, the ciear, serene eyes and calm smile
of & young girl. Bhe was so quick, so vi-
vaclous, so anlmated, that it was diffieult
to Imagine forty summers had passed over
ber head. Ehe hnd a clmrm of manner
that was irresistible. Every one liked
Mra. Carew. No one was jealous of ber.
The gentlemen admired ber—ladies did
the snmne. It was ber talent thut made
her so populnr—the bright-eyed, fair-
taced Indy, who wielded her brushes with
alinost mingical skill, was a genius,

Besides a bijou house in Mayfair, she
had a very benutiful villa at Kew, When
she wns tired of painting, tired of so-
clety, tired of the gay, brilliant world and
fta ways, she went thither and spent a
few days In seclusion by the riverside.
No one knew anything of Mrs. Carew's
past history. Her son, Beltran Carew,
was one of the most promising young
men In a day when many were of prom-
fse, He had been educated at Oxford,
and had chosen the bar as his profes-

Mrs. Carew had many admirers, but
the only reply she ever made to offers of
rriage, to professi of attack t,
to vows and promises, was—
“My dear sir, a burned child dreads the
"

fire.
What mirstery of pain and sorrow those
worda covered no one knew; still, every-

apartment, and on it her grace sat down
to rest, for the morning was warm, and
she was tired. Mise Lennox amused her-
self by looking at the different ohjects
scattered on the tables, One thing struck
ber 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
halr clustered round a wroad, beautiful
brow—a fair, noble, kingly face, full of
grandewr, of nobility, full of truth and
thonght., At first she thought it must be
a faney photograph.

“l 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 agninst evil. It is the best
fnce I have seen.”

Something in it charmed her. She sat
bending over it, looking intently at it; and
the blue eyes seemed to look back into
ber 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 conld not com-
pare with this. 1 can read full vitality,
strong, perfect life here, with goodness
and honor. In the faces of many living
men I read vanity, sbli-love, indolence, or
greed. King Arthur, you have & noble
faece, and I am the better for having seen
it
| She placed the photograph on the tahle;
| the duchess was dozing calmly. A short
| time afterward Mrs. Carew was disen-
| gaged. Her grace and Beatrix went at
ance to her studio, the duchess protesting
vigoroualy, although uncontradicted, that
she had not closed her eyes. "It was not
likely,” ghe 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
gazed 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
lavely 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 eketches?’  The
duchess gave glad consent. “Miss Len-
nox, you will be pleased with these, I
think,” added Mrs, Carew.

She secined to listen with some interest
for Beatrix's voice. She looked intently
at her as she spoke. S8he watched her
keenly as she placed the skeiches before
her. Bome were landscapes, others fig-

urs.

“This is pretty,” eaid Mrs. Carew—"n
little summer idyl; it is ecalled *“The Lov-
ers’ Quarrel.” ™

“My dear Mra, Carew,” said the duch-
esn, “one of Miss Lennox's peculiaritiea
ia that anything relating to love and lov-
ers annoys and vexes her.”

Such s 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
hera.

“]g that so 7" she said. “So young and
so capable of winning love, do you nof
believe in it?"

“] do not believe in what the people 1
see call love, Mrs, Carew. I caonot say
what I should think if I met with real

E«"
hi.&h." said the artist, quietly, “I under-
stand!™
“It is more than I do,” declared the
duchesa; and then the door opened, and a
gentleman entered the room. ‘

CHAPTER XIIL

“Mother,” cried a manly, fresh, musi-
cal voice, and then the voice stopped. 1
beg pardon,” he said, in an altered tone;
“] thought you were glone.”

Mra, Carew turued round with a beam-
ing smile,
“Come in, Beltran,” she requested. *1
am sure that the duchess and Miss Len-
nox will excuse you, Pray come in, my
dear.”
] am glnd to see Mr. Carew,” sald the
dnchess: while Beatrix, with a low, star-
tled cry, dropped the sketch that she held
in her hand. It was “King Arthur” him-
self, the original of the photograph, who
was wstanding there—"King Arthur,”
whose fuce 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-naturedly.
“Pray cume in. I ought to apologize for
monopolising your mother; but I have
been very anxious, and my peace of mind
has only just been secured.”
*[ 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 cap-
tive; while one of the strangest and most
1 d. Mrs. Carew broke

ene instinctively trusted in her good
ber truth and purity.

The Duchess of Elmslie was very de-
sirous of haring her portrait painted, and
the day hod come at last when her grace
decided to call, Bhe wished to take Bea-

x with ber, because she knew that her

would delight Mrs. Carew.
together to the howse In

Makfeir, and found Mrs. Carew at home,
but Yugaged. They were shown into a
room\filled with articles of virtn; tbe
cellingpras painted; the hangings were
of hluegelvet: the light lingered om deli-
eate picls of statuary, on jeweled taz-
sas, marti and jasper,

uses
it. Bhe 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
demoustrative, “Prince Charlie's” daugh«
ter, but she had met her bero, and her
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 eo seldom went out in greeting.
She looked up into his face.
“Are you the Mr. Beltran Carew of

a lnxnrions econch in the

whom T read yesterday ™ she asked. ard

the mosic of her volce was dangerous—
“the gentleman who gave himself such
infinite trouble to save a poor girl's life?"

“Yesn, 1 helped to save her life,” he an
swered, W

“You are a noble man,” said Beatrix,
never thinking how dangerous prais¢
might be from such lips. “When 1 read
that story, 1 said that 1 should like to
see you and thank you. I little dreamed
that I should soon be able to do so0.”

“] 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 frume, and then Beatriz was able
to look st 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, enrnest, ardeat; the lips were
clear-cut and closed firmly—there was no
wenkness, no vacillation about them.
Presently Beltrnn 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 palnter.,”

“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 T had lived so long in
solitude I should never have left it.”

“1 did not wish to do s0,” said Bentrix;
“it was n sad trouble to me. When I
first left Strathnarn and came to Lon-
don,” she eaid, “my life was quite unen-
durable: but now I have grown aeccus-
tomed t 1t—I like it better than I ever
thought I should. 1 do not care for the
gnyeties, the pleasures, but I begin to like
the activity of London life, the mental
excitement.”

“Beatrix,” interposed the duchess, “l
think we are trespassing on Mrs. Carew’s
time.” v

“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
aecepted it.

“I intend having n grand charade party
or fancy ball,” she said—"1 think a faney
ball would be best; and, Mr. Carew, I
shall hope to have the great pleasure of
your society. You must come in charac-
ter.”

1 ghall 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, 1 should like to ask you
a favor.”

“] am quite sure that I should equally
like to grant it,” responded Beatrix,

“Will rou let me paint your portrait?
It would be a labor of love.,”

“I hardly know how to answer yon. I
should not object. %. must ask my uncle
and mamma."”

“They will be willing—I am sure they
could not refuse. I could make euch an
exquisite picture if you would stand for
the subject. ' 1 should like to call it—what
should I eall it, Beltran "

“ The ‘Lotus Lily," " be replied; and
Mre. 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
yvour relatives, and, if I see you nt her
grace's, yon will tell me if they consent.
GGood morning. i am glad that I bave
soen you, Miss Lennos.”

Beatrix sald good-by just as cordinlly.
Then Belttan came to her again.

“I shail look forward with great inter-
est to cur nest meeting, Miss Lennox—I
have enjoyed my morning.”

“So have 1,” she eaid.

Beatrix gave her mother and upcle a
most animated aceount of the interview
with the artist; but ghe refrnined from
telling them that she had mistaken Bel-
tran Carew's photograph for a fancy pho-
tograph meant for King Arthur; nor did
ehe 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 will ask
him to dine with us. 1 am glad you have
met some one whom you admire.”

“He is 1 man—he is a hero.”

On that evening Beatrix went with
Mrs. Carden, n fashionable brunette, to
the opern. Looking round the house dur-

Ling 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
nepect. When anyone was in the hex
talking to the owner of it, it was most
brilliant, most animated; but when she

of stone, came over it—the ripple of laugh-
ter died nway, the warm, suuny coloring
fled, the light in the eyes faded, the whole
face changed. Reatrix watched it for
some time, end then appealed to Mrs
Carden for information.

“Who is the lovely blonde lady with
the blue velvet and dinmonds, in the third
box 7" vhe nsked.

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 sadl"
said Béatrix.

“Sad? Bowe people are never content,
never would be content, if they had all the
world,” declared Mrs. Carden, contemptu-

usly.

*Is ahe not happy, not content?" asked
Beatrlx.

“You say she looks sad, so I imagine
she cannot be content, though why, 1
cannot understand.” .

“Js ghe married?’ was the next ques

tion.

“Married! Yes. She married Lord Othe
Rayner, who was supposed to have 2
very large income. Bhe has the finest
diamonds in London; they are something
wonderful. And she drives the finest
horses in the park. If you like, 1 will in-
troduce you to Lady Rayner.”

“] ghould 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 her
new acyuaiotance, Bhe liked her fair,
lovely face, with ita curious changes from
gay to grave. Now, as they stood talking,
Lady Rayner looked bright, animated and
happy: & few minutes afterward she was
standing alore, and looked as though o
sndden blight had affected her; and thep
in, when Beatrix spoke to her, the
Eu sadress vanished as if by magic.

They tnlked for a short time longer, and
when sbout to separate Lady Rayuer
took Beatrix by the hand.

! wSomething tells me we are to be
triends,” she sald. “I hope such will be
the case.”

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

“1 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 looks at him through a golden haze.”

“Does his wife Jook at him through a

was alone, a mask, almost like a mask }

polden thaze, Mrs. Carden?’ Inquired
Beatrix.

Mrs. Carden lzid her hand on the young

girl’s.

“Will you helieve this,” she sald—"that
the most miserable people in the world
are those who take life in earnest?”

Before the eyes of “Prince Charlie's”
daughter roee the earnest face of an earn-
est mnn—DBeltran Carew—and her whole
soul rose in hot rebellion against the fool-
Ish words.

“How can yjou spenk so?” she eried.
And then, feeling nshamed of her warmth,
she said: “It is not right of you who
should know better, to teach the young
gnd the ignorant such a doctrine. Sup-
pose 1 were to believe you ?”

“You would do a very wise thing, my
dear,” replied Mrs. Carden, calmly. I
repeat that to be happy in this world you
must take life more as a jest than in earn-
est.”

CHAPTER XIII,

Beatrix looked forward with some in-
terest to her visit to lovely Lady Rayner.
Bhe was out of the common order; there
was something about her different from
the frivolous people who talked about life
as & jest,

“I nm so glad to see you,” said Lady
Rajner, when Beatrix entered her tasty
little bondoir.

It money could give happiness, If mag-
nificence could produce comfort, Lady
Rayner cught to have had it, The little
boudoir in which she sat was exquisitely
furnished. The hangings were of violet
velvet and white lace, the carpet had a
white ground with violets lying as though
they had just fallen upon it; there were n
few rare pictures; a masterpiece by Ca-
nova stood between the violet velvet hang-
Ings; there were a few beauntiful bronzes,
exquisite vases, jardinieres filled with
rarest flowers. Lady RHayner herself was
very lovely, but her face was pale, and
her eyes locked as though she had been
weeping. She held out both hands in
greeting to “Prinee Charlie's” danghter.

“l am ec glad you have come,” she said.
“Do you know, Miss Lennox, that I have
fallen in love with your face—you look so
true, so earnest; and I want a friend who
ia truthful and earnest.”

“I am truthful,” returned candid Bea-
trix—"1 come of & truthful race. I am
earnest because I cannot help it, If you
like me, and want a friend, I shall be
very pleased to be that friend, Lady Ray-
ner.”

“Call me Leola,” requested the young
wife, with a quick shudder—"I like that
name best."”

“I will be your friend, Leola,” said
Beatrix. Quick, warm pity stirred her
heart—ahe did not know why—quick, ten-
der pity. BSbe bent down and kissed the
pale, swret face,

Lady Rayner told her of a home In the
ecountry where she amused herself and did
os she liked all day long, Beatrix noting
keenly how pale her face was, how trans-
parent were the white hands, how she
gtrove agninst the sadness that seemed to
master her; how at times she even forgot
what she was saying, and went off into a
train of painful thought. Beatrix was
very gentie with her, They were laugh-
ing heartily at an escapade of Lady Ray-
per's, when suddenly she rose from her
seat; her face grew white as death, and
her hands trembled.

“That Is my husband,” she said. 1
thought he left home early this morning.”

Beatrix heard the sound of a quick,
shuffling footstep, the door opened, and
Lord Rayner entered the room. “Prince
Charlie's” daughter almost eried out in
surprise as her eyes fell upon him. That
Lord Rayner! Why, he was surely one
of the most insignificnnt and contemptible
looking men she had ever seen! He was
very little and very fierce; he had a par-
rot face, with emall, twinkling eyes, and a
great hooked nose; and he spoke in a nasal
tone. Was this the husband of the su-
perb blonde who trembled before him? He
did not see Beatrix at first, and in a voice
indescribably fierce and shrill he began:

“I thought I told you to write to Javins
about that earriage?”

“You did,” said his wife, trying to speak
calmly. “l am very sorry, Otho—I quite
forgot it."” He went nearer to her.

“You did not forget itl” he screamed.
“You did it purposely. You knew that I
wanted to go to Richmond. You knew
that I wanted that particular carriage.
It is yoar spiteful, jealous temper that
prevented you from writing—and you
shall suffer for it!"

“Oitho,” said the pale, beautiful woman,
“Miss Leunox is here., Youn do not ses
her, 1 think.”

The moment he snw the lovely heiress,
his manner completely changed—he was
all that was obseguious,

' “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 mr
wishes—no one studies me.”

Without another word, Lady Rayner
gat down and wrote the note; when it was
finished she gave it to her busband to
read.

“I ghall say no more about this now,”
he sald, with the air of one who would be
generous; “but the next time I express a
wish or give a command, see that it is
carried out—eee that you cbey.”

“I will be careful,” promised his wife.
“You have spoiled my day,” he contin-
ued, reverting again to his wrongs, I
had Iotended going to Richmond; I really
believe you knew with whom I was go-
ing, and were jealous.”

He laughed ngain, with an sir 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
to hear thet laughter whenever he chose
to inflict his presence on her.

“What ¢/uld have induced her to marry
such a ménster?’ thought Beatrix; and

‘then she btgan to wonder. His mood had

changed.

“] told Hanson to send up a diamond
pecklace for you to Iook at,” he said to
his wife; “they tell me that some of the
fmperial stones are in it. You can have it

At you like it.” -

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

“And that,” thought Beatrix, "is a
ann!”

Lady Heyner turned to her with a look
£ great ielief, and, without alluding to
ier hnstand, began to talk again about
arlier dayr, Beatrix was greatly inter-
wated in her new friend. She stayed long-
« than she had intended, and rose at last
wirriedly to take her leave.

“Yon will come again?" asked Lady
Rayner. *“Or shall I come to see you?”

“Whirhever will suit you best, You go,
mt a creat deal, I should imagine?" said
3entrix.

“Yes,” was the reply; "I take my
worldliness' as other people take drugs
\nd drams. It answers the same purpose.
! go out a great deal; I am seldom at
wme.”

YWhen Beatrix was taking her leave,
Lady Ruayner said to her, with a faint
mmile:

“There is a skeleton in every house,
\liss Lennox, and it is generally hidden;
sut yon have seen mine. You will not
wetray nie?”

“No,” promized Beatrix, “T will not.”

“]—I r.arried for money,” sald the pale,
ovely lady, “and I have more money than
{ know what to do with. Good-by, my
jear,” and without walting for another
word

Beatrix departed. ;
“Married for money!” The words sound-,

3 in ber ears all the remainder of that

CHAPTER XIV.

“]1 have never seen you o pleased about
t dinper party before, Beatrix,” said
Lady Lennox, when her daughter con-
mited her tor the twentieth time concern-
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
saint my portrait. The duchess says she
would mot paint the portrait ef ah em-
aress if she did not like her.,”

Beatrix slood attired for the dinner
arty at E.mslie House, looking far more
seautiful than she bad ever looked before.
Her graceful head and flower-like face,
ser white neck and lovely shoulders, rose
from clouds of rose-colored tulle, She
wore white roses in her hair, and carried
1 bouguet of white hyacinthe; a superb
tnot of flowers was fastened in the bodice
af her dress. Bhe looked lovely enough to
{isturb an artist's dreams. Her uncle
had declined the invitation to the dinner
sariy—he had not been well of late—but
he 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 rever seen Trixie look so well be-
*ore,” sald Peter Lennox; and he began
it onee to think about the marriage settle-
nents; while Beatrix, as she drew near
Elmslie House, asked herself what she
thould do. There would be two geatle-
mnen prescnt, of whom one would wish to
:alk to her—to the other she would want
to talk., It would require some astuteness
‘0 manage to please herself without dis-
pleasing others.

Yes, thers was the duke! He waylald
1er at once when she entered the room;
1nd she was compelled to listen to & string
st compliments that she thought would
aever end, wondering all the time wheth-
sr Beltran bad arrived. At last she saw
:he tall figure nnd the fair, princely head
‘owering above the others. Her face
jushed; she answered at random. Oh, it
the duke would but leave her in peacel
T'o her great relief the Duchess of Elms-
ie called the duke away—she wanted to
ntroduce him to the wife of one of the
smbassadors—and Beatrix was free, In
wnother moment Beltran Carew was by
her side.

“] was afraid,” he said, “that I should
aot get near you, Miss Lennox, The Duke
»f Heathland guards you as though you
were a crown jewel.”

She looked up at him, wistfully, longing
0 say: “It is not my fault that he ia al-
ways near me,” but she was silent. Per-
1aps he misunderstood her silence, for af-
ter n while he added:

“] hope 1 have not been indiscreet.”

In o moment her face was in n flame.

“Certainly not,” she said, and then she
awdded shyly—she was so unfortunately
trank—*I was just wishing that he would
go and make room for you.”

“Were you? 1 nm the happiest—" He
paused suddenly, for the confusion in her:
tace pained him.

Then they walked through the superb
wite of rooms, so interested each in the
other that all else was unheeded, Every
now and then Beatrix ralsed her fair face
with a look of unutterable content, the
light of perfect happiness in her eyes.
Then her worde became fewer, sweet shy-
1es8 canmie over her, and presently it was
i time to go.

Bhe was rather puzzled on reaching
rome; for, when Lady Lennox asked her
ibout the dinner and the soiree, she could
remember nothing except that Mr. Carew
was there, Beatrix was startled to find
‘hat she did not even remember saying
pood-night to her grace. What she did
remember was standing in the hall with
Beltran Carew by her side, he declaring
:hat the cpera eloak would not come into
‘he right folds and lingering ®o lo
while he drew it round her that she ha
iooked 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
A1l her life. When she awoke in the morn-
ing, it was to think of him, to wonder
|t she ehould see him on that day, it he
would call, if she should meet him acel-
dentally, it he would send 2 note or mes-
sage. The days on which she was to
meet him were red-letter days; but then,
18 she sald 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 occupled daring the
iay, went out a great deal. Bince he had
kgown Beatrix he sought the people who
inew 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.”
Mrs, Carew herself had designed the
dress. It was a mantle of cloth of gold
thrown over one shoulder, leaving the
sther undraped. The Jovely neck rose
fower-like from the superb costume, the
queenly head was crowned with blue Nile
lilies, Nothing could have been more ar-
tistie or more beautiful.

Beatrix enjoyed those sittings. Lady
[ennox generally went with her; but
Lady Lennox was not worldly wise, and,
when ehe saw how the young lawyer in-
terested and amused her beautiful child,
when she heard them conversing of every-
thing most poetical and artistic, she never
ireamed of danger.

They all met one day at a fete given in
the beantiful grounds of Twickenham
Palace. The Marquis of Ersdale was the
wiginator of it, and. as Mrs. Carew had
set all London talking about the wom-
jerful portrait of his beautiful marchion-
»ss, he had sent cards both to the gifted
artlst and to her no less gifted son. Bea-
trix and Lady Lennox went with the
Duchess of Elmslie. Peter Lennox dis-
liked garden parties, and summer fetes
were not to his mind. He preferred din-
ner parties where he could play a solemn
game of whist.

(To be continued.)
A Dozen Copusdrums.

1. Why do you go to bed?
the bed will not come to you.

2. When is a ship llke & book? When
it is outward bound.

3, Why has an ocean voyage no ter-
rors for physicians? Because they are
accustomed to see slckness,

4 Why is a popular novel like au-
tumn? Because its leaves are gquickly
turned and always read (red).

5. Why should a thirsty man always
carry a watch? Because there is a
epring inside of it

6. Who are the most exacting of all
landlords? Why, the children, because
they mever fail to make their father
and mother parents.

7. What is it that no one wishes to
kave, 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 fathér

Because

represent. A daddy-long-legs.
10. When & lady faints what figure
should you bring her? You should

bring her two.

11. Why is a pig In the parlor like &
hcuse on fire  Because the sooner it Is
put out the better.

12. When are eyes not eyea? When
: the wind makes them water,

Little Miss Mischief.
They say I'm very naughty,
1 almost *spects I am, g 5
But somehow when I shut the aon
It's nearly sure to slam.

Those little muddy footprints
All up and down the ball,
They say they're mine. I don’t be-
lieve
I could have made them alll

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 !
What makes me talk all day?
And why don't toys and books just
try
To put themselves away?

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

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

I think that p'raps 1 might be good
A little by and by

It's very hard, but sometimes
I almost "speet I'll try,

How Fishes Are Drowned.” ™
Fishes, like other animals, need air.
1f, therefore, you can think of their
being so situated that they cannot get
a supply of fresh alr from some source
or other, they must perish. They
would be suffocated. When the sea

ocean, the fishes find .it very hard to
rige to the surface for fresh air. They
must then take in the oxygem which
is dissolved in the water. When that
gas, of such vital importanes to every
creature; is used up, there is nothing
left to sustain life, and they must
then die. Thus, strange as [t may
seem, it 1s possible for fishes to be
drowned.

A Full Cireus in Miniature.

The children In Kokomo, Ind., ought
to be the happiest in the world, for a
circus that outdoes Alice in Wonder-
Jand and all the nursery fairy tales
rolled into ome is being prepared for
their amusgement.

Every actor in the new ¢ircus is to
be a liliputian. The whole perform-
ance is to be on a minlature scale,
There Is not to be a full-sized person
or animal in the show. The whole
wotld has been gone over for acrobats,
horsemen, jugglers and other perform-
ers who are tiny in stature, The col-
lection §s now almost complete, and
includeg baby elephants, baby bears,
baby giraffes, all inexpressibly fasei-
nating to children,

Dens, chariots, cages, band wagons,
cars and other ry equip t
are being constructed for the new eir-
eus, 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 Japanose
performers are almost always tiny.
The others are children, dwarfs or
midgets.

Instead of horses of the ordinary
size, patrons of the new cireus will
see Bhetland ponles, 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 tinlest ¢reatures In creation will
be closed with a spectacle. One of
the spectacles decided upon is Cin-
derella and the Crystal Slipper. Cin-
derelia’s falry godmoiher 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.

Soms Birds' Nests.

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
nsually come upon one of these nests.

These birds waste much time and
lsbor by drilling several holes before
they find one to sult thelr fancy. These
holes, besliles forming the nest in
summer, answer for a home in winter,
thongh sometimes the maleé bird drills
a hole just large enough for himself,
and lets his mate weather the winter
storms as well as she can.

The woodpeckers drill ngw holes for
nests each season, and the old ones
are quietly appropriated by the nut-
hatches, the chickadees and the brown
creepers. Each hag her notiona of re-
furnishing the borrowed homes. The
chickadees put down a soft earpet or
rug of caterplllar silk or spider webs,
mixed with down from plants. The
mut-hatches. are satisfied with a mat
of grass. J

The great-crested fiycatcher also
uses 4 convenient woodpeckers’ hole,
but not finding it furnished to meet
her' faney, she upholsters it with the
most curious material yon could pes-
sibly guese, Bnake gkina! How can
2 bird know where to find them? Yet
she doez, and almost invariably, in
every great-crested fiyctacher’s nest,
you will find one or more cast-off snake
skins.

Whrens, swallows, bluebirds, owls,
eagles and some hawks, use last year's
nests 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 biuye-
bird and the martin will be thankful
for any boxes nailed about the garden
to assist them in their housekeeping
cares,

By far the larger proportion of our
birds build a nmew npest each season,
though often returning to the same
loeality. Then comes that great army
of birds that build not only a pew
nest each year, but a new nest for
each brood.—Vick's Magazine,

% The Wishing Belt.

In the depths of a deep forest ihere
once lived a poor woodcutter and his
wife,

Every day the busband would take
hin ax on his shoulder and go out.
tehiintling merrily. for, although Le wag

| = bim Weart was light.

‘._

"FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS. |

iz frozen for miles, as In the Arctic |

His wife would busy herself about
ta tiny cabin until he cime home
again, witen they would have their
meager evenibg meal and then a cozy
little chat.

One day the woodcutter went out
as usual and, making toward a tall
oak, he was startled to hear a volee
execlalm: *“Touch me not!”

In startled surprise the woodcutter
gtared sround him, peering every-
where,

Then he heard the same volce again
—*Ha, ha, ha!" it laughed; and right
in fromt of him Hans saw a little
dwarf with a long flowing beard, scar-
ot breeches and a blue cap. He had
a band around his walst that glistened
like gold.

Hnas continued to stare until the
dwarf lifted his tiny cap and with a
mock bow sald:

“Good morning, Haps.” -

“Good, good morning,” stammered
Hans, “who are you?’

“Me,” the dwarf asked, “I am king
of the forest dwarfs. I have watched
you, how you work day after day
whistling and singing merrily instead
of grumbling and murmuring about
your hard lot, Now 1 intend to re-
ward you,” and taking the golden belt
from about his waist the dwarf sald:

“Whenever you hold this belt in your
hands and wish, you will receive what-
ever you want, but beware of letting
anyone else use it."

With these words the dwarf disap-
peared,

Hans thought that he would test
the gqualities of the wishing belt ot
once, so he wished for a dinner,

Immediately there was gpread in
front of him a bountiful feast, with
fruit, meats and wine. After eating
all be desired, Hans ordered the ta-
ble to disappear, which it immediately
did,

Hans then pleked up his ax and
putting the belt away carefully in his
pocket, he started homeward. His
good wife was astonished at seeing
him home go early, but on being ac-
quainted with their good fortune her
joy knew no bounds.

They decided to quit their old cabin,

and going outside, they ordered it to
i! appear and a grand mansion to take
| its place, which immediately occurred.

They went inside of It, believing
themselves in a dream. They found
the reoms’handsomely furnished and
servants in superb livery in each
room,

Then, for the first time, they real-
ized that their own clothes were ex-
ceedingly shabby. Again consulting
the wishing belt, they were clothed in
magnificent attire.

They continued to live in this wise
for many years and were beginning to
get old, when they wished for a bean-
tiful daughter. As of old their wish
was granted.

As the child grew up the flowers
bowed to her, the son hid his fave in
admiration and her parents almost
idolized her, Bat, for all this, she was
so innocent and lovely that even birds
seemed to love her.

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,
she took it from the shelf and running
quickly out to the beautiful grounds,
she went directly to the clear, lovely
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 &
huge monster who seized her and flew
over rivers, forests and mountains, un-
til he came to a cave; grufily ordering
her to stay there until he came back.

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

Meanwhile, she had been missed in
her father’s Eume and he going out In
the garden saw her footsteps as they
led to the pend. He followed them
and at the edge of the pond saw the
marks of claws upon the soft ground.
Looking in the pond he saw the wigh-
ing belt glistening -at the bottom.

Reaching into the clear water he
drew it out, and holding it in his hands
he wished for his daughter.

Immediately there appeared a tiny
man, almost like the King of the For-
est Dwarfs, only he had no golden belt
around his waist.

“Your daughter is beld a prisioner
Yy the mountain monster,” he said,
“and If you will give her to me as my
wife I will resene her for you.”

In his mgony the father promised
anything if only he might see his child
ouge more.

The dwarf bowed and quickly dis-
appeared.

He presently reappeared, bringing
Anettn with him. Touching her with
his wand he transformed her into a
woman, beautiful and radiant, and
tonching himself, he became & hand-
some, tall, young prince,

“We are a band of princes,”” gald he,
‘who after making ourselves dwarfs,
watch over the poorer people's inter-
ests,” ©

He then asked Anetta to marry him
and she blushingly consented.

The marringe feast was unstinted.

After the marriage the bride went
to reside with her devoted husband
in a magnificent palace near ber fath-
er's house.. Bhe had several beautiful

of Hans and his good wife, and who
were pever tired of standing by the
side of their beautiful mother and ls-
tening to the .tale of Hans and the
Wishing Belt.—Philadeiphia Press,

The Boer and the Sea.

Few Boers in the pioneer days had
ever approached or seen the sea, and
maost of them had not the slightest idea
of what it was like. One Boer was
known to have visited the coast and
seen the ocean, and he was sp aston-
ished by the movement of the waves
and the white foaming surf that he
filled a bottle from the waves to bring
bome “up country” to show his friends
the “live water.,” Upen his arrival
home the “explorer” iovited his friends
te come and see the bLottle uncorked,
but on pouring the clear still salt wa-
ter into a basin he was thunderstruck
at its taweness and bitterly disappoint-
ed, exclaiming, “Good heavens! it hay
died on 1he roa™ it was all alive whep

children, who were the dying comfort.
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