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t CHAPTER {Continued.!
Pauline had not much soul, and she

did not really care much for music, as

music; but she liked the pleasant. Moth
Ing effect it had upon her. So she went
to the opera two or three times a week
and In the intervals whispered scandal,
ate Ices, drank coffee, or dozed gracefully
behind the curtains of her box. This
evening Mrs. Soton and she were scarce-
ly settled in their seats before Lord Sum-
mers begged admission.

The good-natured old gentleman look-
ed rather worried, as he took the chair
behind Pauline and exchanged civilities
with both ladies. .

"I have had a visit from Bennoir tin*
afternoon. Pauline," his lordship began.
"The poor boy is terribly upset by your
refusal."

"He will get over it."
"But, my dear girl, have you no heart

at all? To my knowledge this is the
seventh most satisfactory offer you have
refused. I dare say you have had quite
as many of which l have heard nothing
1 begin to think you are heartless."

"Perhaps you are right," she said, In
differently. "But you must allow there
are two sides, to the question. On the
one hand, you ask why I do not marry.
1 answer your question by asking, on the
other, 'Why should I marry?' I do not
love these men who propose to me. 1
am my own mistress; I have everything
I wish for and lam happy as I am."

"There is the estate, you know, to
think of. The succession " lies between
you ami your Cousin Ethel, the sweet-
faced child I pointed out to you the other
day. If you die unmarried, the estate
willrevert to her children at your death.
Of course, there is nothing against that.
But 1 am sensitive about the trust im-
posed ou ma by my old friend, SfVPtiul.
As 1 read it, his will lays the whole re-
sponsibility of this question of succes-
sion on my shoulders. In other words,
be leaves me the power to pick and
choose a fitting head for the House of
Mailing. Now, in the event of your not
marrying, the next heir, will be the off-
spring of this Ethel and her artist has-
band, Mr. Doruton."

Pauline had kept herself well under
control, but she could not avoid in ex-
clamation as Lord Summers put this
point before her. i . .

"That Mr. Dornton, to whom you have
been kind, is engaged to your cousin, you
know. Well, he is a very nice young
manclever, well looking, nice manners
and all that; but I don't think Sir Paul
would have chosen him as the perpetua-
tor oi the Mailing family."

"Why not?" The question was put
Quickly—almost, It seemed, Id spite of
herself.

"Well, it seems to me that the question
snawere itself. Who ie he? What is he?
Whence comes he? Who are km people?
What were his father and grandfather?
Of course he willmake an excellent hue-
band for poor little Ethel, for ke is bound
to Mini to the front."

"Do you know, whenever you talk of
that child, I fancy you regard me as an
Interloper? 1 am sure your sympathies
are with her."

"Not at all—not at all! You are too
sensitive. 1 am glad to know that
Geoffrey's child is not likely to suffer
hardship. This Dornton seems a manly,
honorable young fellow, and will take
good rare of that pretty little creature.
1 shoull not like to think that my old
friend's Jnlighter was fated to spend her
life in copying from the old masters of
the Xeasing'nn Museum, as she told me
she does now."

It was well for his lordship's opinion
of his ward's disposition that she was
sluing with her face turned toward the
stage during his kindly little speech. He
was a shrewd old man, and. had he seen
the hatred and malice in her eyes when
he spoke of Ethel, his previous judgment
of her character, might have been con-
siderably shaken.

•••••••
The next day Miss Mailing drove to

the Kensington Museum, taking Babette
with her. It was a students' day. and
the visitors made the round of the gal-
leries In quietness, Pauline stopping in
apparent Interest by the side of every
lady student. At last she found what
she sought. She passed on until she
reached a quiet corner, and then beck-
oned Babetto to her side.

"You see that very young girl in the
gray dress with her holland apron? That
is the person whose address 1 want. Keep
her in sight until she leaves; follow her
homo, get her address, and then go to
some of the shops close by and find out
her name."

"Mademoiselle does not even know her
name?"

"1 know her real name, but not the
ene she is going by just now. Whatever
you do, don't miss her."

Miss Mailing returned to her carriage,
feeling that she had accomplished a
good afternoon's work.

CIIAFTEII VI.
"I'll not give way! If I stay away

one day, I shall want to do It again, and,
then my copy will not bo finished."

Ethel uttered this aloud, though she
was alone, evidently with the idea that
merely hearing the words would, per-
haps, strengthen her waning resolution.

Poor child! Her head ached, and her
eyes looked quite pathetic with the heavy
circles round them: but she refused to
pity herself, and resolutely plunged her
head into a large bavin of water, rubbedher hair half dry, and started for the
museum.

Though her head still ached a good
deal, the copy made fair progress, and
there was no sign of neglect or hurry in
the work, her t.robbing temples notwith-
standing.

She always wore a hat with a rather
Urge brim, when copying, to save her
eyes from the light from above, and at
the same time shot out moat of th«
room and it* occupants from her view,
so that her attention was not. so liable
to wander from her work.. She was engaged On a difficult patch
•f shadow and she sighed as she realised

. >. — rence between her shadow ami
that of the old master. At that moment
her father echoed the sigh; and followed
it up by:

"Too •olid—altogether too solid, my
childl"

"I know It as well as you do, dnd,"
she Mid, plaintively; "but how am I to
alter It?11

"Suppose we leave the shadow for to-
day, and go out Into the sunshine for
an hour or two?"

"Now, dad, don't tempt me to desert
the post of duty. If you knew what a
struggle I hnd with myself before I start-
<•<! this morning, how I longed to stay
It home and 'coddle" instead of facing
my work like a woman."

"Leave the painting for a few mo-
ments, dear; I want to Introduce you to
Captain Telling. My daughter!"

Ethel plucked off her unbecoming head-
gear as she turned to face the unknown
visitor. She was greatly surprised nt
the introduction, her father having kept
her Id strict seclusion since she left
school a year before.

"I tnught Coptain Felling the rudi-
ments of sketching before ho went on
an expedition to Central Africa three or
four years ago, and he is so delighted
with bin own efforts that he wanted to
carry me right away to Wimbledon at
once, to see and praise them."

'•That Is scarcely a truthful statement,
Miss Mallett," put in Captain Felling
with a smile. "I don't want praise, but
judgment., The expedition I went out
with Is going to publish the result of our
investigations, and they want some of my
sketches to illustrate the work. When I
saw Mr. Mallett In Plcadilly I thought,
'Here is the man who will tell me hon-
estly if 1 dare to allow them to be pub-
lished;', and 1 pounced upon him. And
now I have obtained two judges in the
place of one. My trap is waiting out-
side, and I trust you will let me take you
both down to my little box. My house-
keeper will find us something to eat, and
in the .cool of the evening we can go
quietly through my little, pictures and
arrange them, together.". Ethel looked puztled. Mr. Mallett
could hardly conceal the surprise he felt
at tat adroit manner In which his late
pupil had managed to include "the child,"
Kthel glanced at her rather worn but
prettily made dove-colored gown and her
bibbed holland apron.

"1 am not in presentable order," she
began.

"Hut you will see no one but the house-
keeper and the present company. Show
yourself superior to such considerations
Miss Mallett. It willbe a positive favor
to me, for they are hurrying the prep-
arations forward, and I should not like bo
be the cause of delaying the publication
of the book.

"Very well; I will come. But papa
will tell you I am of no us* la a case of
this sort."

Ethel leaned back la the well-cush-
ioned phaeton and listened lazily to the
conversation between the two men, her
father sharing the back seat with the
groom.

Captain Felling's horses traveled well,
and, the breeze blowing right in her face
Kthel gradually lost the depressing pain
in her head and began to feel interested
in the places they were passing.

Who at last the horses stopped at a
tiny cottage, consisting to all appear-
ances entirely of bay windows and
creeper covered porch, and looking tinier
still by comparison with the gigantic elm
trees that surrounded it, she had a slight
ting* of pink in her cheeks, and the dark
rings had nearly disappeared from round
her eyes.

A pleasant middle-aged woman came
to the hall door, and Captain Felling
handed Ethel over to her at once.

"Give Miss MaHett a cup of especially
good tea, Mrs. Crichtou, and make her
lie down until a quarter of an hour be-
fore dinner. Above all, don't let her
talk; she has had a bad headache" —
Ethel looked at him in mute surprise—
"and it will return if she exerts herself
before she dines."

Mr. Mallett looked amused; but th»>
captain, supremely unconscious of having
said or done anything unusual, led the
way through the long, low hall and out at
a glass door at the end.

"This way, miss;" and Mrs. Crlehton
opened the door, through which she was
followed by Ethel.

CHAPTER VII.
It was the loveliest room the young

girl had ever seen. The walls were a
subdued stone green, the curtains and
general decorations were of the same
color, artistically touched up here and
there with gold. There was a soft old-
looking Persian rug that covered the
whole floor, except a few inches by the
walls. The floor of the windows were
bare, save for some exquisite specimens
of skins which Ethel did not even know
the names. Each of these windows was
tastefully and luxuriously furnished.
There were two very fine paintings on
the walls, and the whole room was lit-
tered most picturesquely with valuable,
curiosities brought home by Captain
Palling.

Ethel looked round her with a sense
of supreme delight. Mrs. \u25a0 Crichton mis-
took the look, and apologized for the
general untidiness of the room.

"You see, miss. Captain Feling took
the house only three weeks ago. 11,.
don't allow Martha or ma to touch his
wonderful curiosities, so I am obliged
to put up with this dreadful state of
things. You will find this couch mere
comfortable for a rest than either of
tuose small ones. If you will allow me
1 will throw this light woolen shawl over
your feet. Let me raise your pillow the
least bit. There"—after carefully ar-
ranging It, "that is more comfortable. 1
will bring the tea in a few minutes.

How good the tea arts, and how enjoy-
able the great quietness and peace seem-
ed to Ethel after the distracting roar
and rattle of the London streets!

Captain Felling came through the win-
dow by-and-by and was surprised to see
Ethel lying there. He had expected Mrs.
Crichton would take her to her own sane-

turn. Fie stood Irresolute for a moment
just Inside the window, and then crossed
the room to look more closely at his
pretty young guest.

"She's as pretty as a picture, and as
good as gold, if I know anything about
physiognomy. She hna a trouble of aoiue
sort, poor little child! I should like to
kiss those tears aawy. I wonder what
she's worrying about. Perhaps Mailed
is hard up; he seems a careless soft of a
fellow. I'll gee if I can't help them a
bit In that direction, anyway."

This was a genuine red-letter day for
Ethel. She was M intensely Interested
in the Captain's description of his tray-

els that for the time she was drawn out
of herself and her own affairs. Mr.
Mallett, too, was heartily pleased. And
Pelting was equally satisfied with his
guests. When the evening was over, he
was surprised to find how well he had
talked, and he felt convinced that suc-
cessful conversation as often depends on
the quality of the listener as of the
talker.

There was not much progress made In
the ostensible purpose of the visit, seeing
that the "little sketches" —which turned
out to be rather food specimens of their

—led the way to so much descrip-
tion that they looked only at some half
dozen before they cnine to one that cre-
ated a diversion which lasted until they
started for home.

The Captain had been holding forth on
the pluck and fidelity of a native ser-
vant at whose portrait they were look-
ing, when Ethel said:

"I wonder you did not persuade him to
come to England with yon. Your rela-
tives would have worshiped him in their
gratitude for having saved your life so
often."

"1 have not one relative in the world.
Mi»s Mallett," answered the Captain
gravely.

Ethel's glance was full of sympathy.
"I beg your pardon," she put in hast-

ily; "I am sorry I made the remark."
"Don't be sorry. I'm very glad. I of-

ten long to talk a little about myself.
You can't believe what an awful feeling
it is to know that there is not one per-
son in the world who is sufficiently in-
terested In you to care for your private
concerns."

"Decidedly unpleasant," murmured
Mr. Mallett '

"You'll hardly believe, Mallett, that
this is the most domesticated evening
I've spout for the last six years. Jolly
hard, when you consider that I am nat-
urally fond of home and all that kind of
thing! I was just getting weary of the
loneliness of this place, but your being
hare to-night has changed the whole as-
pect of affairs. It looks so homelike to
»cc you sitting there as if you belonged
to the place, Miss Mallett. To-morrow
night I shall fancy I see you still there,
and be reconciled for a time at least."

"You should marry—beat recipe la the
world for loneliness!" Mr. Mallett ob-
served, laughingly.

"Tried It, and lound it a failure."
"Eh!" Mr. Mallett sat upright and

stared Into his host's face." "I beg your
pardon. Pelling, If I hare said anything
unpleasant." '

"Not at all—ln fact, if 1 shouldn't bore
you so horribly as to prevent your ever
taking compassion on me again, I should
like to tell you about a>y. marriage. Some- I
times I think it must all hare been a
dream, it seems so unreal."

Ha sat for a moment gazing absently
Into the garden, which was beginning' to *\u25a0
look dim and shadowy in th« summer
twilight, as if he were calling up the
past from its gloomy depth*. Ethel felt
a.shiver of superstitious awe pass over i
her, and the movement seemed to bring I
back the captain from the momentary
reverie into which ha had fallen.

(T» ha txinrliiiieil.i

Farmer Foddemhiickn.
"Queer folks In the city," rema-kWI

Farmer Foddershueks. "They get ev-
erything charged at the stores, I guess
—never think o' payln' cash. Wy, I
went inter a big place ter git Mandy
some callker last week an' I laid
daown a $5 bill ter pay for It. Th'
clerk give one look at It an' yelled out,
all excited: 'Cash!' An' I swan If a
hull flock of kids didn't come a-runnln'
to gee it."—Cleveland Leader.

Not Loaded.
Maybelle—Clarence and Jack quar-

reled about me!
EstelleHow exciting! What did

they do?
Maybelle—Oh, it was awful! I came

Into the room and they were waving
pistols at each other.

Estelle —Pistols? Mercy! Were they
loaded?

Maybelle—Not a bit—they were as
sober as could be!— Cleveland Leader.

Fully Qualified.
Grasplt (angrily)— What! more mon-

ey? If you keep on, you'll bankrupt
me, then after I'm dead you will be a
beggar.

Mrs. Graspit (calmly)—Oh, well, I'll
be a great deal better off than some
poor women who never bad any ex-
perience In that line.

Those lirartleaa Creditor*.
"No I can't afford to work for $5,000

a year."
"Can't! And why not?"
"Because It would be too good a

thing for my creditors. They'd take It
all away from me."—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

Verdict of Judge Lynch.
"How did the trial of the alleged

horse thief end?" asked the stranger
from the effete east.

"Oh, in the usual manner." replied
the landlord of the Ariaona village
inn. "The defendant was left In ana- i
pense."

In Hard Lack.
The Judge—Have you anything to

offer the court before sentence Is pass-
ed on you?

The Prisoner—No, your honor; I
had $13, but my lawyer appropriated
it.

(•ivea Them \u25a0 Raiae.
Edna—l don't see Mabel at the club

since she got the automobile. Does
\u25a0he miss her friends (

Ida—Not If they happen to be cross-
ing the street when aha come* past

St. Petersburg Is just now one vast hotbed of plot and
Intrigue. Every craft and occupation and every social cir-
cle has its secret committee, and these committees in turn
are represented In larger committees, and these again are
represented in the great "Union of Unions," nn organization
that is practically In control of Russia, and that is feared
by even Count Witte and the Czar. Although the Czar's

MY ANGEL.

0 little child, that once was I,
And still in part must be,

When other children pass me by.
Again thy face 1 see.

Where art thou? Can the Innocence
That here no more remains,

Forget, tho' early banished hence.
What memory retains?

Alas! and couldst thou look upon
The features that were thine,

To see of tender graces none
Abiding now In mine,

Thy heart, compassionate, would plead,
And, haply, not in vain,

As Angel Guardian, home to lead
The wanderer again.

—Harper's Magazine.
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I ON THE STREET. j
C-jqHH young man with the broad

j|7 shoulders and the air of having

** at last reached the one spot on
earth where he was really happy Bet-
tied himself in the weathered. oak
rocker. "Well," he asked comfortably,
as one asks who has the right, "what
hare you been doing with yourself to-
day?"

The girl on the opposite sid.j of the
library table had one of those mouths

|

"I DON'T UNDERSTAND."

with tantalizing dents at the corners
that eternally threaten to become dim-
plea. She also wore the innocent,
pleading look which has worked havoc
since time began. She fingered Iho
paper cutter and considered.

"I went down town," she admitted,
carefully.

"Indeed!" He was vastly amused, us
at a child. "How exciting! What hap-
pened?"

"Oh," said the girl, cheerfully, "I
had so many surprises. Finding that
the silk wasn't all gone was one—and
my luncheon was another. You can't
Imagine— " She hesitated.

"Luncheon?" repeated the young
man. "Some of the girls, I suppose?"

She shook her head. "Oh, dear, no.
It was very funny —l know you'll
think so. You see, 1 met the man
so oddly—wo each had our umbrellas
raised and on rounding a corner we
ran straight Into each other. That is,
the umbrellas did. Mine was smash-
ed, really smashed. He was so sorry."

"I should think he would have
been," retorted the young man, warm-
ly. "Clumsy brute! But you said
luncheon —"

"Oh," the girl explained, casually,
"of course. it was only natural, seeing
he had deprived me of my own um-
brella, that he should offer me the
shelter of his—now wasn't It?"
• "I suppose so," admitted the young
man, doubtfully. "But ".

"liewas very gentlemanly. I didn't
feel strange at all. He asked where
I was going and inquired ifhe couldn't
take me to some place for luncheon.

Ho was bo nice about It that I said
yes." .

The young man appeared to have
swallowed several ramrods, so straight
did he sit up. tie struggled for speech.
"Why, Elizabeth!" he cried, Incoher-
ently, gazing at her as she sat, the
picture of pleased reminiscence. "Eliz-
abeth!" more bewllderly, "1 don't un-
derstand! It Is so unlike you! Do
you mean to say you went to luncheon :
with a strange man whom you met by j
accident on the street corner ami 'thought it was all right?"

She regarded him anxiously, "Of I
course I never had been Introduce.l I
to him," she admitted. "But these 'foolish conventions —"

The young man got to his feet and '
came around to her side of the table. I
He looked very solemn. "My dear
girl," he began, "1 aappeee it is only
natural that any one as trusting and
Innocent as you are should not realize
what a risk a girl runs who does not
observe these same conventions. You
say he seemed a gentleman —why, the
worst villains on earth can appear the
most charming of men If they choose.
How could you tell? He was probably
amused at his flirtation, as It seemed
to him—"

"Heally, I dou't think so," cried the
girl. "Truly, Tom, he seemed un aw-
fully nice man and we had the love-
liest lunch —broiled lobster that 1 love
and— " .

"Elizabeth." the young man said.
almost sternly, "you are such a child!
1 want you to promise me for my own
peace of mind that you'll never do
such a tiling again. 1 can't rest easy
till you do! I—"

"And after luncheon," the girl broke
In desperately, as though to get the
worst over, "he Insisted on taking me
to a store and letting me pick out a
new umbrella. it Is ever so much
handsomer than the one he broke.
He-"

The young man got down heavily
and regarded her in amazed silence.
"You and he seem to have got on fam-
ously," he remarked, bitterly.

"I'm sorry you don't approve," said
the girl, meekly.

"How could you expect me to ap-
prove of such remarkable actions?"
he asked, with more bitterness.

"I don't see that I did anything s>
very dreadful," she protested, mutin-
ously. "I Just went to lunch with htm
and let him replace the umbrella he
ruined. What is there to object to
that?"

The young man threw up his hands
in expressed despair and glowered into
the fireplace savagely. "What did he
look like?" he burst out. "I want to
know him If I ever run across him.
I'd like to tell him what I think of
him."

The girl donned her most superla-
tively appealing look. "Oh, Tom," she
insisted, "I thought you liked him.
You see the man I ran Into turning the
corner was—was Just father!"

"Chocolates are the kind you like
best, aren't they?" the young man
asked after he had got his breath
back.— Chicago News.

The Operatic "Star."
It Is the star system that kills ov

cripples the smaller undertakings that
might lead to the establishment of per-
manent operas in e\iery part of the
country, the money that should be re-
served for these smaller undertakings
each year being eaten rp by two or
three star*. Every one suffers. Nine-
ty-nine impresarios in a hundred so
bankrupt; consequently they are grow-
ing more and more afraid of specu-
lating in stars, and It may be hoped
that some day the stars willno longer
b«> able to do their starring—at least
not at another man's riskand even
the public that likes to hear stars will
have no opportunity.— Saturday tte-
vlew.

Allmarried women have a great deal
to say about the lack of "the ring of
sincerity" In a man's voice.

Some people can't hurry without
making mistakes.

POLICE SURPRISING A SECRET MEETING OE REVOLUTIONISTS.

manifesto of liberty gave, among other things, the power ot
free meeting! and froe speech, the police are still breaking
up all meetings, arresting the participants and attempting
to terrorize the people Into obedience of orders. The pic-
ture shows the police in the act of surprising one of the
smaller committee meetings' in the metropolis. In all prob-
ability the Informant WHS a member of the committee, as
the police have spies at every turn and in every gathering.

MARRYING PREACHER DIES.

< Illl'lllfO < Irru j inn ii Who IVrriirmtJ
17,000 Miirrlniip < prpiuonte*.

Rev. .1. z. Torgensen, t>4 years old,
died the other day nt bis home In Chl-
cmk<>. nfter having performed IT.ikh)

marriage ceremo-
nies during the 36
yean he wai a
minister. Mori of
llie COUplea were
married in the
western metropolis

i lid they went
rom all parts of
'!k» country to se-
\u25a0ure his services.
Phis is believed to

\u0084 tie the greatest
number of marriage ceremonies ever
performed 'by one man,

He was ordained to the gospel min-
istry In June. 18(Si). and in 1877 he with-
drew from the Hague Synod and or-
ganized the Independent Evangelical
Lutheran Church. It was in Chicago
that his career as a tier of matrimonial
knots really began.' It made no differ-
ence to him who the persons were who
wished to get married, or what re-
ligious faith they professed. At his-
home In. <'hit-ago he always had th»
front room fltted. up for emergency
marriages. There were mirrors for the
bride and everything was In readiness
for a marriage on a moment's notice.

As the minister grew older his abil-
ities were not Impaired, but seemed to
grow with his popularity. Several
times, It Is said, he was kept so busy
marrying people that he had Hot time
to prepare his Sunday sermons, but his
excuse was always well received by
his congregation.

He had no stipulated fee for per-
forming a marriage ceremony. If th«
bridegroom happened to have much of
this world's goods, the fee was large;
if the couple was poor, probably need-
ing the fee more than the minister, th©
ceremony was always performed grat-
is. It was his chief aim to encourage
matrimony, he said, and the matter of
a few fees was nothing.

After he took to his bed from an ill-
ness caused by overwork his greatest
regret was that he was unable to con-
tinue his work. Hundreds of couple*
fame to him in the last three months
of his life, but all were sorrowfully
turned away by his wife. On the day
he died three couples came to be mar-
ried.

He was born In Bergen, Norway,
and was taken by his parents to Wis-
consin when he was 0 years old. He-
was educated at Lawrence University,
Appleton, Wis., and Chicago Univers-
ity.

Dean Swift.
Dean Swift never flatters. When

told that the Duke of Buckingham
desires his acquaintance he answers
that the duke has not made sufficient
advances to him yet When asked to
a dinner party by a secretary of «tnt»
he insists upon drawing up a list of
the company. Even ladies have to bow
beneath tho yoke. However beautiful,,
wealthy or high born, they must al-
ways appear as suppliants for Dr
Swift's acquaintance. Even then hi*
rule Is far from easy.

"Lady Burlington," says he, "I hear
you can sing. Sing me a song." Her
ladyship resents suah an unceremoni-
ous address and refuses. ' "Why,
madam," says Swift, "I suppose you
take me for one of your poor English
hedge parsons. Sing when I bid you."*
As Lord Burlington only laughs, tin
lady bursts Into tears and leaves th»
room. This does not soften Swift H«
meets her a few days after. "Fray*
madam, are you so proud and 111-n»
tured now as when 1 last saw you?"
i* his greeting. The man's fascination
Is so strong that all yield to him.—
"Dean Swift and His Writings."

Information 'Wanted.

Dr. Price-Price—You've just got » •
common fever, that's all. Five dollar*
please.

Patient—Pardon me, doctor, but—er
—Is the fever as high as the fee*—
Philadelphia Press. .\,'\u25a0:•


