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CHAPTER VII.-(Continued.)

"Rats, Mr. Magnum! Do you pre-
tend to be wiser than the whole coun-
try side?"

"By no means, my love."
"Well, every one says the place is

full of ghosts!"%
"Yes, my dear."
"What every one says must be

true."
Mr. Magnum did not dare to say

no.
"And so the place is haunted." re-

plied his better half, triumphantly.
"Ugh! I would not live in that old

house for the whole world," said Kitty,
shrugging her shouders.

"Does Mr. Cowley like it?" asked
Mrs. Magnum.

"No--I think not."
"Then why does she stay?"
Mr. Magnum coughed and looked

embarrassed.
"My dear, Mr. Cowley is a very pe-

culiar man-very. I am afraid he gen-
erally does what he likes, without con-
sulting his wife."

"And she lets him?" exclaimed Mrs.
Magnum, shutting her lips, viciously.

"I am afraid she does."
"Well, if women will tIe fools, they

must. But I only wish I was Mrs. Cow-
ley! Do you feel tired, Miss Marjorie?
You don't look quite well."

"I am rather tired," replied the gov-
erness, very quietly.

"Then pray don't sit up longer than
you like."

Miss Marjorie took the hint, put
away her work, said good-night, and
left the room. Two pairs of eyes fol-
leowed her with anything but loving
looks.

"Nasty, proud thing! I hate her!"
said Kitty, in a low tone.

"And so do I!" replied her mother,
with emphasis. "But she will be go-
tag next month, so we need not trouble
ourselves about her."

CHAPTER VIII.
Miss Marjorie did not, however, go

to her own room. She took a cloak
from its peg in the hall, threw it
over her head, opened the front door
softly, and went out. Mrs. Magnum
would have been shocked out of all her
propriety if she had seen her pacing
up and down the garden walks alone;

,but just at that moment Miss Marjorie
cared little for Mrs. Magnum, or any-
thing she could say.

The night was dark and starless, the
air chill and raw. But after that heat-
ed room it was a positive luxury to
feel-the fresh. damp wind coming from
the hills . After those sharp, unnerv-
ing voices it was soothing to listen to
the leafless trees breathing and whis-
pering of the coming of the rain.
'Storm and cold and darkness-they
were all preferable to that snug par-
]or and its disagreeable inmates; and
so Miss Marjorie paced up and down,
up and down. and thought.

Thought of another time which had
been far happier than this: A tim"
when she was also a companion, but
not Miss Magnum's companion! A
time when there was one voice that
always softened when it spoke her
name; when there were eyes that
brightened at her coming-lips that
welcomed her as only privileged lips
might do! She thought of long. pleas-
ant evenings, spent with books and
work and music, around a cottage fire.
Of quiet walks and talks by summer
moonlight. Alas! where had those
blissful moments fled? Why had the
dearest, the sweetest of ties failed her?
Why, from that wealth of love and ten-
derness had she been cast out into

the cold world alone?
She had been foully slandered; she

had been cruelly distrusted; she had
been heartlessly deserted! Over and
over again she said this to herself. Yet
on that night, as she walked up and
down the gravel path, the sense of in-
Jury and of wrong seemed to die away
and in their place came a wild yearn-
ing for the olden time-but for one
moment of the happiness of yore!

"Oh, that it were possible
In this dull life of pain,

To find the arm of my true love
Around me once again!"

she murmured, as she clasped her
hands above her aching heart. Where
was he? What was he doing now?
Beautiful and bright, he had risen like
a star above her lonely path: had won
her heart, and worn it for a time;
had bound her to him by the most sa-
cred ties; then left her for years, per-
haps forever! Where was he-where
was he? And she stretched out her
arms to the sullen night sky in her
vain and passionate appeal to him
who would come no more.

The sky grew darker. A drop of rain
touched her cheek. She turned to go
in, yet, with a strange, uneasy feeling,
she lingered a moment beside the gate
looking out upon the dark road that
led into the village. Then her eyes
wandered away beyond Banley, and
out towards the hill where the haunt-
ed house stood. How strange the un-
seen and unacknowledged link that
bound her to the people there! What
would they say when she went to
them and told her tale? Would they
think her mad or would they take
compassion upon her for the sorrow
she had undergone, and admit her to
their family circle as a welcome and
honored guest? Was it likely? Had
they ever heard her name? Yet how
well she knew theirs: and how much
se eonld tell of their daily life and

habits, from the stern banker down
to his favorite daughter. Rose! "Cous-
in Rose! Cousin Rose!" She said it
aloud twice, and then started and
flushed -guiltily, lest any one should
have heard her.

Some one had heard: Not Mr. Mag-
num-not even Kitty, but a tall, harid-
some young man, who had been walk-
ing along the public road. with his
hands in his pockets and his head
bent down. Hie had passed the gar-
den gate withouit even looking that
way, but the low voice made him start
and turn round. In an instant he had
leaped the iron fence, and stood by
Miss Marporie's side.

"Have I found you at last?" he ex-
claimed. "I have looked for you all
over England, and in vain. Now. Mar-
orie--"

But Miss Marjorie looked in his
face. gave a low cry. and fainted.

He caught her in his arms and kissed
her passionately.

"Marjorie, my love. my darling, look
up and speak to me!"

Slowly she revived. Slowly she
came to the knowledge that life was
no longer a blank-that he had re-
turned, and that he loved her still.

"Oh." she sighed. "is this a dream?"
"No dream, but truth, my darling."
"Are you sure? I have dreamed so

many times."
"But you are awake now. Awake,

to hear me say that I. wronged you-
that I was a jealous, suspicious fool to
listen to a word against you; awake
to see me kneel at your feet and ask
your pardon! Look. Marjorie! I won't
rise till you say you have entirely for-
given me!"

"My love-my love!" answered Miss
Marjorie, bending over him with a ra-
diant amile. And then the long misery
of the past was wiped away and for-
gotten.

"But where have you been?" she
asked, when the first surprise was
over. "Where have you been, and
how did you know I was here?"

"I have been in Australia. my love.
I would not come back till I could lay
a fortune at your feet, as some amends
for all I have made you suffer: and I
can do it now. Thanks to a spade and
Dickaxe. I am a rich man, and you
shall have a new silk dress every day.
and east off gold and silver plate, if
you like. Marjorie!"

"As if I cared for that!" she said.
kissing him.

"No, I know you are not mercenary:
but still, money is one of the best
things you can have. my child. Money
and love-love and money: any one
who can get those two things may
think himself remarkably well off in
this vale of tears. Miss Marjorie! And
you have -both; and if you don't feel
obliged to me for getting them. you
ae a very ungrateful young woman.
I must say."

"Oh. I do. I do. but how in the world
did you know I was here?"

"I did not. This is the strangest
part of the story. I came home to En-
gland lonely and sad enough. For
three years in Australia I have been
trying to find you out. through agents
and advertisements, in vain. Where
have you been?"

"I taught in a sc(hool at Brixton for
two years after I lost you: and then
one cW the pupils, daughter of this
Mr. Magnum-"

"The gentleman who owns this
house?"'

"Yes: his daughter was educated at
that school. and she thought I would
make a suitable companion for her
mother, who is ill, or who fancies her-
self so. at least. I have been here a
year. I shall leave the place in a
month's time."

"In a week-in a clay!" was the im-
petuous reply. "Do you suppose I am
gc'ing to have you slaving here now I
am home again? You will pick up
your traps to-night and be ready to go
with me when I call for you to-mor-
row, which will be as soon after break-
fast as I can, get over from Banley.
Do you hear?"

"Yes, but I must give some notice."
"Not a bit of it Are they kind to

youl?"
"Not very."
"Do you like them?"
"Not at all."
"You don't mean to say that they

have ill-used you?"
"Oh. no."
"But, in fact, you hate them?"
"Exactly."
"Poor darling! And you have had a

year of this drudgery?
"Never mind; it is all over now."
"That it is."
"But finish your story. Tell me how

you happened to find me here."
"Do you know that my uncle Cowley

is here?"
"Yee."
"Shut up with all his family in a

house full of ghosts?"
"I have heard of it."
"I went straight to his house in

Mecklenburg square, only to find it
empty. The housekeeper gave me the
present address. and, on reaching Ban-
ley, I found his name in everybody's
mouth. If he had seen half the sighta
and heard half the sounds villagers re-
late he must be a lunatic by this time.
In the place of waiting till to-morrow
to pay my visit, I thought I would go
to-night, and see if there was any
truth in these marvelous tales. And
while I was walking along, thinking of
ghosts and hobgoblina, I heard a little

tlie wocs I bad beea hunestg mad
thirating to hear for three long and
wary,. years. Now you ' know the

hole, Were you thinking about

"Yes."
"You will like her dearly. She is a

good little thing, and will make a sis-
ter of you the moment I tell her your
story. Will you go there with me to-
morrow?"

"Will they welcome me?"
"Of course they will, you goose! Oh.

Marjorie! My own Marjorie! they
will love you for my sake, even as I
love you for your own. you wicked, fas-
cinating, crue: little monster!"
'"He! he' he' That's prime!" ex-

claimed a boyish voice in the shrub-
bery: and Marjorie started from her
lover's arms.

"Julius. is that you?" sh, cried.
"I should rather think it was!" the

promising youth replied, standing out
upon the gravel path. "I've been
watching you for ten minutes at the
least, and haven't you been going on
kissing and hagging! Oh. my: won't
mother go into a tantrum when she
hears of it! I shan't have to learn
any more Latin lessons! You'll have
to pack, Miss Marjorie, as sure as eggs
is eggs! Heigho, Jeminy, and a rig-
dum:"
His exulting dance was speedily

brought to an end. Mr. Cowley, who
had kept silent so far from sheer as-
tonishment, now grasped him firmly
py the collar.
"You young scoundrel!" he exclaim-

ed, "how dare you speak in that man-
ner to Miss MarJorie?"

"She's my governess: I'll say what
I like to her!" was the impertinent re-
ply.

"And she is my wife! And if you
dare to say a word about her-to look
at her insolently-to insult her in the
smallest way-I'll give you such a
flogging that you will never want to
utter a lady's name as long as you
live! Do you hear, sir?" and he shook
him in the air as a terrier shakes a
rat.

"Oh, my! let me go! I'll call my fa-
ther!" said the frightened boy.

"Hold your tongue, you whelp!
Where is the key to the garden gate?"

"In the hall, sir."
"Go and get it-and don't let anyone

see you! Be quick:"
Julius. thoroughly subdued, ran up

the steps. and in a moment reappeared
wilth the key.
"What are you going to do.Charles?"

inquired -Miss :'a:jo:,ie. vondcringly,
as he opened the gate and held out
his l-nd to her.
"I am going to take you away with

"impossible.
"

"I don't know what that word
means

.
'

"But I have not even got on my bon-
net.'
"Never mind. your cloak will protect

you. and we have not far to go. Into
that house you shall never step again.
after the specimen of your treatment
1 have Just seen."
He drew her out upon the footpath.

and turned to the boy, who stood with
open mouth at the gate.
"Lock it, and go in." he said.
"But what am I to say to mother?"
"Tell her that Miss Marjorie has

gone away with her husabnd." was the
laughing reply. "Come. my love. draw
your cloak well round you. I never
ran away with a lady before: but, upon
my word, this eloping with one's wife
is a very pleasant business!"

And so. while Julius ran in with his
wonderful news. and sent Mrs. Mag-
num into a fit of screaming hysterics.
the strangely re-united pair walked on
arm in arm right through the dark-
ness towards the haunted hout.-c.

(To be continued.)

NO TIME FOR CHARITY.

AMrn. RBusell Sage Says F'ashionabs'

women Are Too HIu*y.

Mrs. Russeal Sage. wife of the New
York capitalist, says that fashionable
woolmen have no time to devote to char-
itable work. and. provided they give
of their means to worthy objects, they
should be excused from the active du-
ties of distributing benefactions. She
resents the assertion, however, that so-
ciety women are lacking in sympathy
for the distress of others and says that
as a rule they are not extravagant. She
asserts that there are not twenty fam-
ilies in New York who spend more
than $200.000 a year and not fifty fam-
llies in the United States whose yearly
expenditure equals that amount. There
are a few who may exceed that amount.

"leo you think. Mrs. Sage, that a
New York society woman has much
time for anything but her social du-
ties?" was asked, "Is it your opinion
that she can give part of her time to
charity?"

"I think her social duties take up
every minute of her time. She would
be the last woman I would approach
for assistance In active charitable
work. I have lived in New York thir-
ty-eight years and in that time I have
never received assistance from the
source you mention. I do not mean to
say that they do not give generously
to many worthy causes. They simply
hare not the time to do charitable
work and keep up their social obliga-
tions."

She spoke most beautifully of Helen
Gould and mentioned their joint in-
terest in several charitable institutions.
She also spoke of a prominent leader
of society who is known to all New
Torkers who inherited an income of
$200,000. Out of that she kept up her
position as one of the first leaders of
society and established a very worthy
mission school.

He that would have fine guests, let
him have a fine wife.--Ben Johnson.

SOME OOOD Jqi ES ANDt WITTOISMS,
QORIGINAL-'.AND SELECTED.

Colored Gentleman Explainle Hew He
, Ram" -- Little Brother Oiee More
Dlstlagal.bhe HimsAplt-Spring Notes
Irum )tImllle--A Sletter Plan.

Sprint Notes from Blllbille.
Old man r.J:n:ns was lost .in a

snowstorm at the picnic 'Tiuesd'ay.
Thb town marshal, with a strong

force of hands. as busy digging out of
a snowbank the guests who attended
the strawberry festival Wednesday.

Tr:e colonels founid their whisky
hard frozen Thursday morning, but
finally procured a few sledge ham-
mers and went to craci.ing ice.

The town has been running wild this
winter. Some of these gray-headed
sinneis seem to. have an idea that
hell's fro:e over.-Atlt- a Constitu-
tio;i.

Was tel Compniny.

A small girl told a falsehood. Hler
mother with groat dlghity led the
y'outhful offender to the library, and,
sitting down beside her. said:

"You know. Katharine. grandma has
gone to heaven and papa has gone to
heaven. But if you tell untruths you
cannot go to heaven with them. You
will have to go to the other place."

The little maiden looked very grave
for a moment and then said: "Say
a swear word, mamma, and come to
the other place, too."

A Great Sac'e.es.

The Medical Expert-I'm sure your
baby shows what our modern methods
will do. Did you follow my direc-
tions?

Mother-Oh, yes. First I skimmed
the milk, and added two parts of hy-
gienic water and two parts of your
zelebrated modifier. Then I carefully
sterilized the whole.

"And then?"
"I threw it out of the window and

gave the baby the cream."-Life.

A Matter of Color.
"What do yez want of the mistress

of the house?" demanded Norah, bel-
ligerently blocking the door.

"I want to get her subscription for
the blue book," replied the solicitor.

"An' fwhat is a bluebool:?"
"It's a book containing the names of

people who move in society."
"i'11 take wan mesilf," said Norah.

after a moment's reflection, "if yez I
have it bound in grane."

J.ob' l'rrteren'e.

"You are not sick. Job." said one of
the friends. "'You only think you are."

"Only think I am. eh?'
"Yes. It is merely a delusion."
"Well. then. all I've got to say is.

I'd rather be sick than have this de-
lusion."

And then poor old Job went explor-
ing for a new boil that had just made
its debut on the back of his neck.

Willie's CIase
"I think," she sai,. "that Willie

gave me more trouble when he -'as lit-
tile than all of my other children to-
gether."

"And what about him now?."
"Oh. I never worry about him now.

Sometimes I get to fretting for fear
some of the others may be working
themselves to death, but WVillie's all
right. lie has a political job."'

Love Laughs at flogs Al•o.

The Dlamsel--Oh. liarold! I've been
so frightened for you. Papa has
bought a great big savage bulldog, and.

T'h'o Swain--That'u all right, darling.
I've bloulght a dog. too. Hle will en-
deavor to keep your fathers dog bulsy
while you andill I saunter doin to the
parsonage.-Jud lge.

All the Same to Him.

Clerk-You can't get a room for
hi'a here. He's drunk.

Wytte (supporting his "weary"
friend)-I know he is. What of that?

Clerk (scornfully)- This is a tem-
perance hotel.

Wytte-Well, he's too drunk to know
the dlfference.

A Better Pain.

"When you get angry with your
husband, do you threaten to go to your
mother?"

"No, indeed; to bring Ler here."'

,lust llVhart he Nreeded.
Madge-The onle thing tnat seems to

please her most about her marriage is
that it enables her to keep a carriage.

Marjorie-No wonder she's pleased.
That girl never could get a seat in a
street car.

Nothlag lFat Ablet That.
"I am afraid that young man Feath-

erly, who calls on you so often, is
rather a fast young man," said a father
to his daughter.

"0, no, he isn't, father." replied the
little brother, who was present

"What do you know about Mr.
'Featherly?" demanded the old man.

"i only know," tane little man re-

pled, "that I beard IM ask aistir 8
itM )ast aight sad she told him d
o@uld" have one it he would be quick

about It; but it was the slowest kiss
that I ever saw."

8piteful Creatures.
Mrs. Noah stood by the lee rail and

wept bitter tears.
"Why these weeps?" inquired Noah.

"Are you alarmed for the safety of the
vessel? Or what saddens you?'

"Nothing," responded Mrs. Noah,
with a sniff, "but those mean women
o-n shore are strutting about in their
rainy day skirts and talking about me
being out of style because I did not
get one."

His lBeet Frlend.
Hewitt--l've lost my best friend.
Jewett-Why don't you advertise to,

it?'
Hewitt-What do you mean?
Jewett-- thought you said you had

lost your pocketboon.

Hlad to Run.

I A

"T understand that you were a can-
didate for the presidency of your club.
lid you run well?"

"Yas. sabh. I suhtainly did. Do od-
der can'date was right behind me wit
a razah all de way, sah."

Row Brother Dickey Filrred It.
On being told that a negro had stol-

en $10,000 Brother Dickey shook his
head.

"Don't believe it?"
"No, suh; hit ain't lak a nigger!

Now, if dey'd said $10 I'd give in er
verdick er guilty; en even den I'd
have my doubts, kaze hit's ten ter
one dat a genuine nigger would er
only took nine dollars en a half!"

Touching.
"Are you a married man?" inquired

the inquisitive stranger.
"'No. sir." rep',ed the other sadly.
"Oh." said tlhe first. "I trust you will

pardon me for referring to your be-
reavement. I should not have opened
such a touching subject."

"Touching des.ribes it beautifully,"
murmured the o her. "It is hard to
pay $15 a week alimony."

Ncws fo. the Old Cat.

Ethel (who has been playing with
the cat)-l say, ma, dear, we must
hide pussy before pa comes home.

Mamma (severely)-What do you
mean. Ethel?

Ethel-Why. ma. I heard Miss Brown
tell pa this morning. when he kissed
her behind the door, that the old cat
would go mad it she saw him! "-Wom-
an's life.

'•e Promoters.
"Let us make the capital stock, $1.-

000.000,000." said the first promoter.
"All right." said the second. who

was preparing the prospectus on the
typewriter.

"Will it be hard to increase that cap-
ital?" asked the first.

"No. indeed. All I have to do Is to
hit this 0 key a few more times."

Deeply Devout.

"Ho1w devout Mrs. Ayers is becom-
ing." saId he; "I notice she stayed in
church to-day for some time after the
s'rvices endled."

"Yes." replied his wife, "as her pew
is scar the door her only opportunity
to show off her new bonnet was when
the people filed out."

A Most Deslrable h~emory.
"Yes," said the optimist, "I attrib-

ute my happy disposition to my excel-
lent memory."

"I never noticed that your memory
was particularly good."

"Ah, but it is . It has the happy
faculty of forgetting unpleasant
things."

A Devoted Father.
"Dawson is one of the most devoted

fathers I ever knew."
"Hlow. so?"
"He's so proud of his children. Why.

say. he often lies awake half the night
trying to think up clever things that
he can credit them with saying."

Prudent as Well as Rltc.
Hle (to the matrimonial agent)--rre

married that rich lady you engaged for
me. but she won't give me any money.

Matrimonial Agent--And what could
you ask better? Not only have you a
rich wife, but also a prudent one.

Like Most Wnome•.
At a recent dinner the Rev. Dr. Ml-

not J. Savage told a story of a lady
who was asked:

"Do you ever think of getting mar
ried?"

"Think." she answered in asperity,
"I worry."

Truth Brought Home to Him.
First Jeweler---I have had proved to

me that advertising brings results.
Second Jeweler-What was the case?
First Jeweler-Yesterday evening I

advertised for a watchman and during
the night my shop was burglarized.

PANORAMA
AWFUL DEED OF INSANE MOTHER

Wealthy ocilety Womnam Klls Ber Mre
and Herself at Foughkeepsll , N. Y.
A lamentable double tragedy oc-

curred a few days ago at Poughkeepsie,.
N. Y when Mrs. Albert Edwin Tower,:
wealthy, cultured, and a leader in Newi
York and Newport society, killed her

//r

Mrs. Albert Edwin Tower.
14-year-old son, whom she idolized. In
a fit of nervous frenzy and then sent
a bullet through her brain. Her hus-
band is a wealthy iron master and had
been called to the Poughkeepsie Iron
Foundry, which he 'conducts. owing to
an accident there. During the even-
ing Mrs. Tower, who had been a vic-
tim of nervous disorder, entertained a
few friends, after which she and her
son retired to their rooms. A little ie-
fore midnight she rang up her hus-
band on the 'phone and asked him to
return home. She received an evasive
reply. A little later she repeated the
message, threatening that it he did
not come at once he would never see
her or his son alive. Mr. Tower bad
received similar messages before and
he made light of his wife's request.
But Mrs. Tower was in deadly earnest,
and a little after midnight she secur-
ed a revolver, went to her son's cham-
ber and shot him five times, killing
him instantly. With another revolver
she ended her own life. It is now
supposed that the unfortunate woman
would have attempted her husband's
life had he returned at her summons.

From the scientific standpoint, the
most singular thing connected with
the tragedy is the fact that Mrs. Tow-
er's mother, many years ago, had,
made a 'imilar but unsuccessful at-
tempt on the life of her son and her-
self.

The Towers owned a palatial home,

The Tower Mansion. Poonglkeepeie.

in Poughkeepsie. a mansion in New
port and a handsome yacht and pos-
sessed unlimited means. Both father
and mother worshiped the boy who
met with such a horribly tragic end.

Inivorcee in Europe.

T)iynrce was established in Germany;
in 1875. From 1881 to 1SS. the yearly
number of divorces was about S.000,
while of late years it exceds 10.000. In
England divorce was established in
1857. During the years 15-IS;2 th,
atnlnual numltbet'r was albouit 20)0. in 1SP4.

aliut 550. inl 1iS. albout 65i. In .Atis-
tria. wlhere ionly non-Catholic-s can alp-
ply for a divorce. the number of die-
manIds for divorce inlcrea~ed ".5 per
cent in tour years. and itt Belgium
about 20 per cent in four years.

MARION MANOLA MASON VERY ILLi

I'opular Singer Now on a Coaeh of
Seffering in a I•outon osupitaL

Marion Manola Mason. who is seri-
ouisly ill in a Boston hospital, is one of
the most widely known women on
the Amnerican stage. Eleven years ago
she won her sensational divorce stilt
in Boston against Henry S. Mould of
tCleveland., anti one month later she
married Jack" Mason in Londto,.
T''hese ev\-ents were the oueasion o0

much gossip at that time. Mrs. Masorq
is a handsome woman, dark, with
clear cut features and a most pleas-
ing voice. Her best talent lay in the
charming manner in which she eu
sonated male characters.


