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CHAPTER XIX—Continued.

“Yeun; but It 1s a mere colncldence,
Tt was a good hiding place for him, as
well on for ue™

“It 1s vory unfortunate for all of us
1hat he should be hore. 1 had hoped
he would bury himsell where he would
mever be heard of again!™ she =sald,
and anger burned for & moment in her
face. “It he has any shame left, 1
whould think he would leave here at
once!”

“It's to be remembered, Miss Hol-
brook, that he came first; and [ am
quite satisfied that your father sought
him here before you and your aunt
came to Annandale, It scoms to me
the equity lles with your uncle—the
«wreek ns a hiding place belonga to him
by right of discovery.”

Bhe smlled ready agreement to this,
and 1 felt that she had come to win
support for some plan of her own, She
had never been more amiable; certain-
1y she liad never been loveller,

“You are quite right, We bad all of
us better go and leave bim In peace,
What is it he does there—runs a ferry
<or mannges a boathouseT™

“He I8 a canoo-maker,” 1 said, dryly,
“wiih more than o loeal reputation.”

Her tone changed at once,

“I'm glad; I'm very glad he has es-
<aped from his old ways: for all our
¢he added, with a little sigh.
“And poor Rosalind! You may not
%now that he has a daughter. She is
about a year youngoer than 1. SBhe
must have bad a sad time of t. 1 was
named for her mother and she for
mine. 1If you should meet her, Mr.
Donovan, | wish you would tell her
tow worry 1 am pot to be able to see
her. But Aunt Pat must pot know
that Uncle Arthuar la here, 1 think
she has tried to forget him, and bher
troublcs with my father have effaced
averything else. 1 hope you wild man-
age that, for me; that Aunt Pat shall
ot know that Uncle Arthur and Rosa-
lind are here, It could only distress
fer, It would be opening n book that
she belloves closed forever*

Her sollcitude for her aunt's peace
©of mind, spoken with eyes averted and
in a low lone, lacked nothing.

“l have geen your cousin,” | sald. "I
aaw ber, In fact, this morning.”

“Rosalind? Then you can (ell mae
whelher—whother | am renlly so like
tier as they used to think!™

“You are rather like!™ 1 replied
fightly, “But 1 shall not attempt to
tell you how. It would not do—il
would Involve particulars that might
prove embarrassing. Thore are timos
when even 1 find discretion better
thah frankness.” .

“You wish to save my feelings,” she
laughed. “But 1 am really taller!™

“By an inch—she told me that!™

“Then you bhave seen her more than
once?™

“Yes; more than twice even”

“Then you must tell me whereln we
are allke; I should really like to
know."”

“1 have told you [ can't; it's beyond
my poor powers, | will tell you this,
though—"

“Well ™

“That 1 think you both delightful.”

"1 am disappointed In you. | thought
*ou & man of eourage, Mr. Donovan.”

“Even urave men faller at the can-
«on’s mouth!"

“You are undoubdtedly an irishman,
Mr. Dugoven, | am sorry we shan't
have soy mo.e tennls.”

“You bave sald so, Miss Holbrook,
uet 1L*

She inuglvd, wed then glanced te
wurd he brown figure of Sister Mar

||
us l"mm LR
ned.  Helen visited

—

i iwnnm
1i

|

..; |
| i
,l

}
——

W

!

“Don't Say '‘Must Not' to Me, If You Pleass!™
garet, and was silent for a moment,

while the old eclock om the stair
boomed out the half-hour and was an-
swered cheerily by (he pretty tinkle
of the chapel chime. 1 counted four
poppy leaves that fluttered free from
& bowl on the book shell mbove her
hud and lasily fell to the floor at her

"l had hoped.” she sald, “that we
were good friends, Mr. Donovan."

“I have belloved that we weré . Miss
Holbrook."

“You must see that this situatlon
must terminate, that we are now at &
crisls. You can understand—I need
not tell you—how fully my sympathies
He with my father; it could not be
otherwise,"”

“That s only natural.
Ing to say on that peint.”

“And you can understund, too, that
it has pot been ensy for me to be de-
pendent upon Aunt Pat. You don't
know—1 have no intention of talking
againgt her—but you can't blame me
for thinking her hard—a lttle hard on
my f(ather."

1 nodded

“l am sorry, very sorry, that you
should have these troubles, Miss Hol-
brook.™

“I know you are,"” she replied, eager-
ly, and her eyes brightened “Your
sympathy hos meant go much to Aunt
Pal and me. And now, before worse
things happen—"

“Worse things must not happen!"

“Then we must put an end to it all,
Mr, Donovan. There is only one way.
My fathor will never leave here until
Aunt Pat has settled with him, And
it is his right to demand i1, she hur-
ried on. “1 would have you know that
he Is not as black as he has been
painted. He has been his own worst
enemy; and Uncle Arthur's |l doings
must not be charged to him. 3ut he
has been wrong, terribly wrong, in his
conduct toward Aunt Pat. 1 do not
deny that, and he does not. But it Is
only a matter of money, and Aunt Pat
has plenty of It; anid there can be no
question of honor between Uncle Ar-
thur and father. It was Uncle Arthur's
not that caused all this trouble; fa-
ther has told me Lthe whole story. Quite
lkely father would make no good use
of his money—I will grast that. But
think of the sirain of these years on
all of us; thiak of what it has meant
to me, to huve thig cloud banging over
my lite! It Is dreadful—beyond any
words it s hideous; and 1 can't stand
it any longer, not another week-—-not
another day! It must end now and

I bave noth-

here.”

Her teardilled eyes rested upon me
pleadingly, and a sob ecaught her
throat as ahe tried to go on.

"But—" 1 hegan,

"Please — please™ shé broke In,

touching her handkerchlef to her eyes
and smiling appealingly. “1 am aak-
ing very little of you, after all"

“Yes, It 1s little enongh, 'but It seems
to me a fullle Interference. If your
father would go to her himself, if you
would take him to her—that strikes
me as the better strategy of the mat-
ter."

“Then am | to understand that you
will not help; that you will not do this
for ue—for me!?

“l am sorry to have to say no, Miss
Holbrook,” | roplied, steadily.

“Then [ regret that [ shall have to
%o furitcr; I must appeal “» jou &s &

personal matter purely. It is notl
cany; but If we are really very good
friends—"

She glanced toward Slster Margaret,
then rose and walked out upon the ter-
aee.

"“You will hate me—" she began,
smiling wanly, the tears bright in her
eyes; and she Rnew that it was not
easy to hate her, "I have (taken
money from Mr. Gillesple, for my fa-
ther, since I came here. It Is a large
sum, and when my father Jeft here he
wenl away to spend It—lo wasto (L
It Is all gone, and worse than gone. 1
must pay that back-—I must not be
under obligationyg to Mr. Gillespie, It
was wrong, It was very wrong of me,
but I was distracted, halfl ecrazed by
my father's throats of violence agalnst
Aunt Pat—against us all. 1 am sure
that you can see how 1 came to do It
And now you are my friend; will you
help me?" and she broke off, smiling,
tearful, her back to the Lalustrade, her
hand at her side lightly touching It.

She had confidence, | thought, in the
power of tears, as she slipped her
handkerchief Into her sleeve and
walted for me to answer.

“Of course Mr, Gilleaple only loaned
¥ou the money to help you over a dif-
fleulty: In zome way that must be
careil for, 1 ke him; ho ls a fellow of
gcod Impulses. 1 repeat that [ be
lleve this matter can be arranged
reandily enough, by yourself and your
father., My intrusion would only
make a worse muddle of your affairs.
Send for your father and let him go
to your aunt in the right spirit; and
1 belleve that an hour's talk will settle
everything."

“You reem to have misunderstood
my purpose in coming here, Mr, Dono-
ven,"” she answered, coldly. *I asked
your help, not your advice. 1 have
even thrown myself on your mercy,
and you tell me to do what you know
Is Impossible.”

“Nothing Ia so Impossible as the
present attitude of your father. Untlil
that ls changed your sunt would bo
dolug your father & great Injury by
giving him this money."

“Aud as for me—" and her eves
blated—"as for me,” she sald, choking
with anger, “after | have opened this
page of my life to you and you have
glvem me your fatherly advice—
as for me, 1 will show you, and Aunt
Pat and all of them, that what cannot
be done one way may be done in an-
other, If I say tho word and let the
law takes Its course with my uncle—
that man who brought all these trou-
bles upon us—you may have the joy
of knowing that It was your fault—
your fault, My, Donovan!"

“l beg of yon, do mothing! If you
will not bring your father to Miss Pat,
ploase let me arrange the meeting.”

“He will not listen to youn. He looks
upon you as a meddler; and so do I,
Mr. Donovan!"

“But your uncle—you pust not, you
would not!™ 1 erled, terrorstruck to
see how fate drew her toward the plt-
fall from which I hoped to save her,

“Don’t say ‘must not' to me, If you
please!” she flung back; but when
she reached the door she turned and
sald calmly, though her eyes wstill
blazed:

“1 suppose it is not neceasary for me
lo sk that you consider what [ have
sar Lo confidential™

“44 ia quite uaneosssary,” 1 sald, ot
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heartache ber ignorance beld In stove

L announced.
Ling room, drew his chalr to the table

knowing whether 1 loved or pitied ho
most; and my wils were busy trying
tp devige means of saving hor the

for her.

8he called to Blater Margaret in her
brightest tone, and when I had walked
with them to Bt. Agatha's gate she
bade be goodby with quite as demure
and Christian 2o air ax the slster her
welf

CHAPTER XX.
The Touch of Dishonor.
1 was meditating my course over a
clhiecrless luncheaon when Glllesple was
He lounged Into the din-

and covered a blecult with camembert
with hig usual Inscrutable alr,

“1 think it ia better,” he sald dellb
eratingly, “to be an ass than a fool.
Have you any views on the subject?”

“None, my dear Buttons, | bave
been called both by shrewd men.”

“80 have I, If the worst wore known,
and they offered proof! Ah, more and
more | sce that we were born for each
other, Donovan. | was once so Im-
pressed with the notlon that to be a
fool was to be distinguished that 1
concelved the {den of formlag a Noble
Order of Serene and Incurable Fools,
I electedd myself the grand and most
worthy master, feeling safe from com-
petition. News of the matter having
gone forth, many persons of the high-
esat standing wrole to me, recommend-
Ing thelr friends for membership. My
correspondence soon ongaged three
typewriters, and | was obliged to get
the post-office department to help me
break the chaln, A few humble souls
applied thelr own hook for consld.
oration. These I elected and piaced in
the first oluss. You would be sur
prised to know how many people who
are chronie jolners wrote in absent-
mindedly for upplieation blanks, fear-
ing to be left out of a good thing.
United States senalors were rather
common on the list, and there were
three governors; a bishop wrole to
propose a brother bishop, of whose
merlis he spoke In the warmest terms,
Many newspapers declared that the
soclety filled n long-felt want., 1 re
celved Invitatlons to speak on the
uses and benefits of the order from
many learned bodles. The thing began
to bore me, and when my official sta-
tionery was exhausted | lssued a fare-
well address to my troops and dis-
soived the soclety. Bul it's A great
gratification to me, my dear Donovazn,
that we guit with a waiting list.”

“There are times, Buttons, when youn
cense 1o divert me. I'm lkely to be
very busy for a few days. Just what
can I do for you this alterncon ™

“Look here, old man, youWwe not
angry ?

“No: I'm rarely angry: but I'm ofter
bored.”

“Then your brutal lnglnuation shall
not go unrewarded. Lel me proceed.

FIGHTERS IN THE MAJORITY

Veteran Member of Congregation Was
Tired of Part He Had Been
Playing.

Represontative Harry Maynard of
Virginia tells the story of how a re-
lglous old negro In his district put &
stop to the exercise of Christian char-
ity In the congregation of which he
was & member. It seemna that it was
a practise in the chureh to excom-
municate for one year any member
who had been gullty of a “blood fight”
~that is, any man who had attacked
another with a pistol or a ragzor.

At the end of the year, If the of
fonder wished reinstatement, he could
g0 to the “mourners’ bench,” rize and
doclnre his repentance, and be forgiven
by the congregation. This went on
for many years At last n young
darky who had been in a particularly
objectionable broll appeared for reln-
statement. The pastor made an elo
quent appeal o the congregation and
everybody began to shout and say
“Amen.”

It was at this point that the old
negro arose and sald hotly:

“Look hyah, pahson; eber mince |
been a membub of dis congergashun,
dar &in® been nothin® but fAghtin® an’
fubgivin'—an’ | been doing all de
fuhgivin®, I'se tired of It}*

That broke up the meeting—Popu-
lar Magazine.

Diplomacy.

Here In a story about a diplomatie
negre waller; also about two well
known Kansas men, who can go by
the names of Smith aod Jones, just to
tell the yarn.

Smith and Jones look much allke
and are f(requently taken for each
other. One day Bmith was in a cer
tain big hotel not a thousand miles
from Kansas City and went into the
dining room for dinner. The negro
walter busily brushed off the crumbs
and sald: “Why, how Is you, Mr.
Jones, how Is you? I's glad to see you.
| hasu't seen you since | walted on
your table when you all used to bave
a little game upstaiba™

“I'm frald you are mistaken.,” sald
Bmith, very quickly “My oame len't
Jones You have the wrong man.”

“Nuff sald; nuff sald,” smiled the ne
gro, with much bowing and scrapiog.
“Ab knows all right when to keep
muh mouf shet; Ab knows all right,
Mr. Jones "—Kansas City Journal

$100 Reward, £100,

o ———— e
Limit to Woman's Suffrage.

Women bave obtained the right to
vote In Krain, a province of Austria.
They will be sllowed (o cast their
ballots in person and not by proxy.
There is, however, one limitation Im-
posed on them. A special time of the
day has been aliotted to them for the
exercise of this right.

Important to Mothors
Examine carefully every botlle of
CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
fnfants and cbildren, and see that it

Bears the
Bignature of
In Use For Over 3 Years

Itut first, how are your riba®™

“Sore and a trifle stiff, but I'm com: |
fortable, thanks"

“As | understand matters, Irishman,
Lhere |s no real diference between yow
and me except In the matler of a cep
tnin lady., Otherwise we might com
bine our forces In the interest of these
unhappy Holbrooks.”

“You are qulte right. You came
here to gay something; go on and be
done with 1t."

He deftly covered another biscudt
with the checse, of whose antiquity ha
complained sadly.

“l say, Donovan, between old s
dier friends, what wera you doing ug
there on the creek last night?

“"Studying the lundscape effects by
s#larlight, It's a habit of mine. Your
own presence there might need ac
counting for, If you don't mind.”

“I will be square about It. | met
Holen qulte accldentally as | left this

louse, and she wanted to see her (o
ther. | took her over there, and we
found Henry. He was up to rome
mischief—you moay know what It was,
Something had gone wrong with him,
and he was In all kinds of a bad hu
mor. Unfortunaiely, you got the bene
fit of some of 1t." |

“T will supply you a link In the,l
nlght's affalrs. Henry had been to see
his brother Arthur.

Glllesple’s face fell, and 1 saw that |
he was greatly surprised

“"Humph! Helen dida't tell me that.*

"The reason Henry came here was
to look for his brother. That's how he
renched this place abead of Miss Pat |
and Helen. And | bave learned some:
thing—It makés no differcnce how, but
It was not from the ladles at St. Aga
tha's—] learned last night that the
key of this whole sltuation Is in your
own hands, Gillesple. Your father was
swindled Ly the Holbrooks; which |
Holbrook "

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

English as She Is Spoke.

Meeker—I'm going to apply for a
divoree.

Bleeker—What's the trouble?

Meeker—Oh, my wife’'s n regular
shrew; she eeal® the childreu apo
wakeg my life a durden.

Bleeker—You don't saw!
tainly doesn't look that kind

Mecker—CGreat Scott, maal

She com |

You

' daughtera.”—B8tray Stories.

The Kind You Have Always Bought.

Quite a Job on Hand.
“What's his business?
“Well, ns near as | can make out he

Is mutrimonial ngent for his two

The expert accountant who Is ealled
In to balance a set of books never fig:
ures on having a steady job

A precious thing Is all the more
preclous to us if It has been won by
work or economy.—Ruskin.

To court one's sweeltheart In a de
light, but to court one's wife Is more
s0, and less expensive.

Constipation causes . soriouns
B Pl DT RS e ] eabiea s

A smile that won'i come off soon be.
comes mgnotonous

SURELY NO PLACE FOR HER

In the Presence of Buch Magiec There
Seemed But One Thing for
Maid te Do,

Prof. Percival Lowell, the eminent
Martian astronomer, sald In a recent
Interview in New York:

“The Martian canals sre not Fans-
ma canals, The word ‘eanals’ you
know, really means ‘lines’ It
shouldn't be taken Ilterally, as the
servant girl In Boston took the parlor
magle.

“An amateur magician in a Beacoa
street house was going through his
tricks while a mald passed In aod out
with refreshments,

“The maglelan was reading letters
placed under a rug as the mald
brought in a tray of lemon lowa.

““What Is this? a spectator asked.

““That Is B' the magiclan an-
swered; and, sure enough, his answer
was correot,

“The mald looked with astonish.
ment at the letter which had béén
hidden under the thick rug Bhe
turned her gaze on . the handspwme
young magiclan who had read It
Then, setting down her tray of lces,
she hid her roay face In her hands
and ran out of the room. .

“‘What's the good o' me clothes?
she cried.” '

A Young Diplomat,
Johnny —Coldk to Bunday school?
Tommy-—Nope; It might stir up
harsh and bitter feellng between de-
nominations.

Strictly Accurate,
Lawyer—80 you gay the defendant
pushed you against your will?
Witness—No, sir; | sald he pushed
mae agalnat the door.

Contains double the nu-
triment and none of the
impurities so often found ||
in so-called fresh or raw
milk,

htupeﬂormﬂavornnd
economical in cost.

Libby’s Evaporated Milk is
the purest, freshest high
grade milk, obtained
from selected, carefully
fed cows. Itis pasteur-
ized and then evaporat-
ed (the water taken out),
filled into bright, new
tine, sterilized and sealed
air tightuntil you need it.

Use Libby's and tell
your friends how good
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Glorious Colorado

No one can say he

has seen the world

until he has seen “‘Colorado.”

Write for the books that

picture and

describe it

Electric block signals—dining car meals
and service “Best in the World”

Union

Ask about our personally conducted

For full information,

the

Pacific

*“The Safe Road™

tours to Yellowetone National Park
tickets, etc., address

E. L. LOMAX, G. P. A.

don't call that kind, ao [oul'

Union Pacific R. R. Co.
Omaha, Nebraska




