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CHAPTER XTY.
Jevons Grows Mysterious.

On coming down to breakfast on the fol-
lowing morning I found Mrs. Mlvart await-
ing me alone. The old lady apologized for
Mary's non-appearance, saying that it was

her habit to have her-tea in her room, but
that she sent me a message of farewell.
Had it been at all possible I would have

left by a later train, for I was extremely
anxious to watch her demeanor after last
night's clandestine meeting. but with such
a crowd of patients awaiting me it was

imperative to leave by the first train. Even
that would not bring me to King's Cross
before neatly 11 o'clock.
"Well, now, doctor," Mrs. Mivart com-

menced rather anxiously when we were
seated and she had handed me my coffee.
"You saw Mary last night, and had an op-
portunity of speaking with her. What is
your opinion? Don't hesitate to tell me
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frankly, for I consider that it is my duty
to face the worst."
"Really!" I exclaimed, looking straight

at her after a moment's reflection. "To
speak candidly I failed to detect anything
radically wrong in your daughter's de-
meanor."
"But did you notice, doctor, bow ex-

tremely nervous she is; how in her eyes
there is a haunting, suspicious look, and
how blank is her mind upon every subject
but the great calamity that has befallen
her?"
"I must really confess that these things

were not apparent to me," I answered. "I
watched her carefully, but beyond the facts
that she is greatly unnerved by the trag-
edy, and that she is mourning deeply for
her dead husband, I can discover nothing
abnormal."
"You are not of opinion, then, that her

mIind is growing unbalanced by the strain?"
"Not in the least." I reassured her. "The

symptoms she betrays are but natural in
a woman of her nervous, highly-strung
temperament."
"But she, unfortunately, grieves too

much," remarked the old lady with a sigh.
"His name is upon her lip's at every hour
in the day. I've tried to distract her and
urged her to accompany me abroad for a
time, but all to no purpose. She won't hear
of it."

I alone knew the reason of her refusal.
In conspiracy with her "dead" husband it
was impossible to be apart from him for
long together. The undue accentuation of
her daughter's feigned grief had alarmed
the old lady-and justly so. Now that I
recollected, her' conduct at table on the
previous night was remarkable, having re-
gard to the true facts of the case. I con-
fess I had myself been entirely deceived
into believing that her sorrow at Henry
Courtenay's death was unbounded. In every
detail her acting was perfect, being bound
to attract sympathy among her friends and
arouse interest among strangers. I longed
to explain to the quitet, charming old lady
what I had se-en during my midnight ram-
ble, but such a course was'as yet impos-
stie. Indeed, if I made a pilain statement,
such as I have given in the foregoing
pages, surely no one would believe me. But
every man has his romance, and this was
mine,
Unable to reveal Mary's secret, I was

compelled reluctatitly to take leave of her
mother, who accompanied me out to where
the trap was in waiting.
"I scarcely know, doctor, how to thank

you sufficiently," the dear old lady said as
I took her hand. "What you have told me
reassures me. Of late I have been ex-
tremely anxious, as you may Imagine."
**You necd feel no anxiety," I declared.

"She's nervpus and run downt-that's all,
Take her away for a change, if possible.
But if she refuses don't force her, Quiet is
the- chief medicine in her case. Good-bye."
She pressed my hand again in grateful

scknowledgment, and then I mounted into
the conveyance and was driven to the sta-

* tlon.
On the journey back to town I pondered

long and deeply. Of a verity, my short
visit to Neneford had been fraught with
ge'd results, end I was contemplating
s'eking Ambler Jevons at the earliest posn-*ible moment and relating to him my as-
tiunding discovery. The fact that old
Courtenay was still living absolutely sur-
passed my comprehension, To endeavor to
form any theory, or to try and account for
the bewildering phenomenon, was utterly
uscless. I had seen him and had over-
heard his words. I could surely believe my
eyes and ears. And there it ended. The
why and wherefore I put aside for the pres-
ent, remembering Mary's promise to him
to come to town and have an interview
with me.
Surely that meeting ought to be a most

interesting onte. I awaited it with the most
intense anxiety, and yet in fear, lest I
snight be led by her clever imposture to
blurt out what I knew. I felt myself on

- the eve of making a startling revelation;
and my expectation. were realised to the
full, as the further portion of my strange
gomance will show,

I know that many narratives have been'written detailing remarkable and almost
inconceiv'able machinations of those who
have stained their hands with crime, -but
I honestly believe that the extraordinary
features of my own Uife-romance are asetrange a., if not stranger than, any hith-erto recorded. Uren my worst enemy'could not dub menoegotistiesl, I thinkl and
surely the facts I have set down here arelanand sunvarunt.e without ayat.
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erable distance, and when I alighted from
the cab in the courtyard of the hospital it
was nearly midday. Until 2 o'clock I was
kept busy in the wards, and after a sand-
wich and a glass of sherry I drove to
Harley street, where I found Sir Bernard
in his consulting room for the first time for
a month.
"Ab! Boyd," he cried merrily, when I

entered. "Thought I'd surprise you to-
day. I felt quite well this morning, so re-
solved to come up and see Lady Twicken-
ham and one or two others. I'm not at
home to patients and have left them to
you.,
"I'm delighted to see you better," I de-

clared. wringing his hand. "They were
asking after you at the hospital today.
Vernon said he intended going down to see
you tomorrow."
"Kind of him," the old man laughed,

placing his thin hands together, after rub-
bing and readjusting his glasses. "You
were away last night. Out of town, they
said."

'tYes, I wanted a breath of fresh air," I
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answered, laughing. I did not care to tell
him where I had been; knowing that he held
my love for Ethelwynn as the possible ruin
of my careeL
His curiosity seemed aroused; but, al-

though he put to-me an- ingenious question,
I steadfastly refused to satisfy him. I
recollected too well his open condemnation
of my love on previous occasions. Now
that the "mu-rdered" man was proved to be
still alive I surely had no further grounds
for my suspicion of Ethelwynn. That she
had, by her silence, deceived me regarding
her engagement to .Mr. Courtenay was
plain, but the theory that It was her hand
that had assassinated him was certainly
disproved. Thus, although the discovery
o~f the "dead" man's continued existence
deepened the mystery a thousandfold, it
nevertheless dispelled from -my heart the
awful suspicion regarding my well-beloved,-
and In consequence I was not desirous that
any- further hostile word should be uttered
agisthr
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enive castigatihn? -thelwynn has -eg-n
complain because people~ are saying that
your engagement is btbtn off."
-"Who says so?"r I -inquired rather &n"

grily, for I hated all the tittle-tattle of that
little circle of gossips who dawdle over the
tea ,cups in Redeliffe Square and Its neigh-
borhood. I had attended a good many of
them professionally at various times, and
was well acquainted with all their ways
and all their exaggerations. The gossiping
circle in flat-land about Earl's Court was
bad enough, but the Redcliffe Square set,
being slightly higher in the social scale,
was infinitely worse.
"Oh! all the Ill-natured people are com-

menting upon your apparent coolness. Once
not long ago. you used to be seen every-
where with Ethelwynn, and now no one
ever sees you. People form a ratural con-
clusion, of course." said the fair-aalred,
fussy little woman, whose married state
gave her the right to censure me on my
neglect.
"Ethelwynn is, of course, still with you?

I asked, in anger that outsiders should
seek to interfere in my private affairs.
"She still makes our house her home,

not caring to go back to the dullness cf
Neneford," was her reply. "But at pres-
ent she's away visiting one of her old
schoolfellows-a girl who married a country
banker and lives near Hereford."
"Then she's in the country?"
"Tes, she went there three days agOK I

thought she had written to you. She told
me! she intended doing so."
I had received no letter from her. In-

deed, our recent correspondence had been
of a very infrequent and formal character.
With a woman's quick perception she had
noted my coldness, and had sought to show
equal callousness. With the knowledge of
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Courtenay's continued existence now in my
mind, I was beside myself with grief and
anger at having ever doubted her. But
how could I act at that moment, save in
obedience to my friend Jevons' instruc-
tions? He had urged me to go and find out
tome details regarding her recent life with
the Hennikers; and with that object I re-
marked:
"She hasn't been very well of late, I fear.

The change of air should do her good."
"That's true, poor girl. She's seemed

very unwell, and I've often told her that
only one doctor In the world could cure her
malady-yourself."

I smiled.' The malady was, I knew too
well, the grief of a disappointed love, and
a perfect cure for that could only be ac-
complished by a reconciliation. I was filled
with regret that she was absent, for I
longed there and then to take her to my
breast and whisper into her ear the out-
pourings of my heart. Yes, we men are
very foolish In our impetuosity.
"How long will she be away?"
"Why?" inquired the smartly dressed lit-

tle woman, mischievously. "What can It
matter to you?"
"I have her welfare at heart, Mrs. Hen-

niker," I answered, seriously.
"Then you have a curious way of show-

ing your solicitude on her behalf," she atid,
bluntly, smiling again. "Poor Etheiwynn
has been pining day after day for a word
from you, but you seldom, if ever, wrote,
and when you did the coldness of your let-
ters added to her burden of grief. I knew
always when she had received one by the
traces of secret tears upon her cheeks.
Forgive me for saying so, doctor, but you
men, either in order to test the strength of
a woman's affection, or perhaps out of mere
caprice, often try her patience until the
straining thread snaps, and she who was
a good and pure woman becomes reckless
of everything-her name, her family pride
and even her own honor."
Her words aroused my curiosity.
"And you believe that Ethelwynn's pa,-

tience is exhausted?" I asked, anxiously.
Her eyes met mine, and I saw a mysteri-

ous expression In them. There is always
something strange in the eyes of a fair wo-
man who Is hiding a secret.
"Well, doctor," she answered, in a voice

quite calm and deliberate, "you've already
shown yourself so openly as being indis-
posed to further associate yourself publicly
with poor Ethelwynn, because of the trag-
edy that befell the household, that you
surely cannot complain if you find your
place usurped by a new and more devoted
lover."
"What?" I cried, starting up fiercely..

'What is -this you tell me? Ebhelwynn
has a lover?"
"I have nothing whatever to do with her

affairs, doctor," said the tantalizing wo-
man, who affected all the foibles of the
smarter set. "Now that you 'have forsaken
her she Is, of course, entirely mistress of
her own actions."
"But I haven't forsaken herl'" I blurted

forth.
She only smiled superciliously, with the

same mysterious look in her eyes-an ex-
pression that I cannot define, but by which
I knew that she had told me the crushing
truth, Ethelwynn, believing that I had
cast her aside, had allowed herself to be
loved by another!I
Who was the man who had usurped my

place? I deserved it all, witihout a doubt.
You, reader, have already in your heart
condemned me as being 'hard and indiffer-
ent toward the woman I once loved so truly
and so we11, but In extenuation I would
ask you to recollect how grave were the
suspicions against her-how every fact
seemed to prove conclusively that her sis-
ter's husband had died by her bhand.
I saaw plainly in Mrs. Henniker's veiled

words a statement of the truth, and after
obtaining from her Ethelwynn's address
near Hereford bade her farewell and blindly
left the house.

*CHAPjTE XN,
My New Patient.

In the feverish restlessness of the Lon-
don night, with its rumbling market wagons
and the constant tinkling of cab bells, so
dfferent to the calm, moonlit stillness of
the previous night in rural England, i
wrote a long explanatory letter to my
lava.
I admitted that I h* wronged hew by
my apparent cMue== and Inifrne.but
gesaght Jo qneuse 1ayself en tha ground
of the -rssr of west iue imeN e
mw yoU that 1 wggqggaih amsa ad
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bad been tas it as't
had. beenu. Bhe hat tJl . knew;
and- even It the - oenuotry doctor
is allowed ~e -lv sheicin always
form a select lIttle tennis circle of
friesids.
The fashion no is for girls of

middle class t4 , prospects of be-
coming a countryW-zs wife with con-
siderable hesitationd- 'ti'oo dow," they
term it; and decIaM 4 to live in the
country and drive aVlgoverness cart Is
synonymouwith b ried. Many girls
marry justas serva agtheir places
-in order "to better mselves"-and alas!
that paredits encoirage this latter-day
craze for the artillcility and glitter of
town life that so often fascinates and spoils
a bride ere the honeymoon is over. The
majority of girls today are not content
to marry the 'hard-working professional
man whose lot Is cast in the country, but
prefer to marry a man in town, so that
they may partake of the pleasures of thea-
ters, variety and otherwise, suppers at res-
taurants and the thousand and one at-
tractions provided fot the reveler in Lon-
don. They have obtained their knowledge
of "life" from the society papers, and they
see no reason why they should not taste
of those pleasures enjoyed by their wealth-
ler sister, whose gofngs and comings are
so carefully chronicled. The majority of
girls have a desire to shine beyond their
own sphere; and the attempt, alas. is ac-
countable for very many of the unhappy
marriages. This may sound prosy, I know,
but the reader will forgive when he re-
flects upon the cases in point which arise
to his memory-cases of personal friends,
perhalis even of relations, to 'Whom mar-
riage was a failure owing to the uncon-
trollable desire on the part of the woman
to assume a position to which neither birth
nor wealth entitled her.
To the general rule, however, my love

was an exception. Times without number
had she declared her anxiety to settle in the
country, for being country born and bred
she was an etcellent horsewoman, and in
every essential a thorough English girl of
the grass country, fond of a run with either
fox.or otter hounds; therefore, in suburban
life at Kew she had been entirely out of her
element.
In that letier I wrote, composing it slowly

and carefully-for like most medical men I
am a bad hand at literary composition-I
sought -her forgivepess and asked for an
-immediate interview; -The wisdom of being
so precipitous never dbcurred to me. I only
know that in those hight hours over my
pIpe I resolved, to fodliet once and for all
that letter I had discovered among the
"dead" man's effects,-and determined that
.while I sought reconciliation with Ethelr
wynn I would. keep an open and watchful
eye upon Mary and her fellow conspirator.
The suggestion that -Ethelwynn, believing

herself forsaken, had.accepted the declara-
tions of a man she considered more worthy
than myself lashed me to a frenzy of mad-
ness. He shouli never have her, whoever
he might be. She had been mine, and
should remain so, come what might. I
added a postscript, asking her to wire me
permission to travel down to Hereford to
see her; then sealing up the letter I went
out along the Marylibone road and posted
it in the pillar box, which I knew .vas
cleared at 5 o'clock In the morning.

It was then about 3 o'clock, calm, but
rather overcast. The Marylebone road had
at last become hushed in silence. Wagons
and, cabs had both ceased, and save for a
solitary policeman hq ,nd there the long
thoroughfare so full2,ot irafflic by day was
utterly deserted. I retraleed my steps slow-
ly toward the cornerof lHarley street, and
was about to open the !oor of the house
wherein I had "digg ' when I heard a
light hurried footstem l nd me, and turn-
ing, confronted the 4guri of a slim woman
of middle height, wearing a golf cape, the
hood of which had Iseei thrown over her
head in lieu of a hat.' V-"Exjcuse u 'sir." she, ried hr a breath-
Ieps voice,.'but %re $ounD-tor.9oy4'
I I'eplied'Viet such-waw my name.

-Qh. I'm in such 4listress," she sai, In-
the tone of one whose Miart is-full of an-
gttih. "My tMer father1
,"Is your fa.,iet i "A" inquire4., turning.from the door aid , ng full at her. I
was standing on; thotep and shes was on
the pavement, havini etidently approach-
ed from the oppositdb'11*ction. She stood
with her back t t lamp, so I could
discern nothintf e', atures. Only her
voice told me at -ab.as young."Oh. he's very ill,"! Vhe. replied anxiously.
"He was taken rueer,'tA 11 o'clock, but he
wouldn't hear of me coming to you. He's
one of those men who don't like doctors."
"Ah!" I remarked. "There are many of

his sort about. But they are compelled to
seek our aid now and then. Well, what can
I dp for you? I suppose you want e to
see hlm-eh?
"Tes, sir, if you'd be so kind. -I'knownit'e

awfully late, but as you've been out per-haps you wouldn't mind running ftound 'to
our house. It's quite close, and I'll take
you there." She spoke with the peculiar
drawl and dropped her "h's" in the manner
of the true London-bred girl.

"I'll come if you'll wait a minute," I said,
and then leaving her outside I entered the
house and obtained my thermometer and
stethoscope.
.When I rejoined her and closed the doorI made some inquiries about the sufferer's

symptoms, but the description she gave me
was so utterly vague and contradictorythat I could make nothing out of it. Her
muddled idea of his illness I put down to
her fear and anxiety for her parent's wel-fare.
She had no mother, she told me. And her

father had, of late, given way just a little
to drink. He "used" the Haycock, in Edg-
ware road: and she feared that he had
fallen among a hard-drinking set. He was
a pianoforte maker and had been employed
at Brinsmead's for eighteen years. Since
her mother died, six years ago, however,
he had never been the same.
"It was then that he took to drink?" I

hazarded.
"Yes." she responded. "He was devoted

to her. They never had a wry word-""What has he been complaining of? Pains
in the head-or what?"
"Oh, he's seemed thoroughly out of

sorts," she answered after some slight
hesitation, which struck me as peculiar.
She was greatly agitated regarding his Ill-
ness, yet she could not describe one single
symptom clearly. The only direct state-
ment she made was that her father had
certainly not been drinking on the prevrfousnight, for he had been at home ~ever since
he came home from the works, as usual, at
7 o'clock.
As she led me along the Marylebone road,

In the same direction as that I had just
traversed-which somewhat astonished me
I glanced surreptitiously at her, just at
the moment wheni we were approaching a
street lamp, and saw to my surprise that
she was a sad-faged girl, whose features
were familiar. I recognized her in a mo-
ment as the girl who had been my fellow
passenger from Brighton on that f~ndaynight. Her hair, however, was disheveled,
as though she had turned out from her bed
in too greatlaiarm tio think of tidiylng it.
I was rather surprised, but did not claim
acquaintance, with her. She- led me past
Madame Tussaud's. treund Baker street
statIon and then 'itito the maze of those
small cross streets thatdlie between Upper
Baker street and Isissoes Grove, until she
stopped before a sn 1, pther respectable-
looking house, half Mjay along a short side
street, and taking hg kjg from. her pocket
entered. I,

,
In the small hall itews quite dark, but

she struck a match end IM a cheap paraffin
candle which stood iheredn readiness, then
led me upstairs to tail sitti-ng room on
the first floor, a dige stuffy little place of
a character which shzowta me that she and
her father lived in -riglglsgs. She set the
lamp on the 'tablesandr saying that she
would go and acquaint the invalid writh my
arrival, went out, osaing! the door quietly
after her. The roos was evidently the
home of a studious~ojf poor. man, for in a
small deal bookcaseki,spotied, well-kept and
well-arranged, a numhernet standard works
on solence and theoeg,4s well as various
volumes which toltmedmutely that their
owner was a student, while upon the table
lay a -couple of critical, reviews, with the
"Saturday" and "Spectator."
I took up the latter and glanced It over

in order to pass the tisie; for my conduct-
ress seemed to be In long consultation with
her father. My eye caught an article that
interested me. and j rea'd it through, for-
getting for a momlept all about my call
there. Fully ten minutes elapsed, when of
a sudden I heaxd thegoies of a man speak-
ing somewhat. indistinctly In a6 room above
that int which I Wa hitting. He seemed to
be talking low and graffly, so that I was un-
able to distinguish w~ats was said. At last,however, the glit returned, ad, askring me
to follow her, condueted mete 'a bedroom
on the next :floor.
The only illunmindtihm was a single night-

light burning in a uinucer, casting-afi
uncertain light over ue1hand
with an ops book~ a~b Oc~n
of th~s n'

gM wit!Eredand eias~ Ne e 'etes' *

I bint down to, e theo-nvAiL
I U&e shadow I eould just Ai at

dark-bearded face on the Volow.dose a-
pearance was certainly not preposssinbg"You arm not welr I saM, ingengluuy.
on our eyes met in the dim half-light. 'ren
daughter Is distressed about yOU"
"Yes, rm a bit queer." he grolled.' "But

she needn't have bothered yOU."
"Let me remove the shade from the light,

so -that I can see your face." I suggested.
"It's too dark to see anything."
"No." he snapped. "I can't bear the

light. You can me quite enough of me
here."
"Very well," I said, reluctantly. and tak-

Ing his wrist in one hand, I held my watch
in the other.
"I fancy you'll find me a bit feverish," he

said In a curious tone, almost as though he
were joking, and by his manner I at once
put him down as one of these eccentric per-
sons who are skeptical of any achievements
of medical science.
I was holding his wrist and bending to-

ward the light in order to distinguish the
hands of my watch when a strange thing
happened.
There was a deafening explosion close be-

hind me which caused me to jump back
startled. I dropped the man's band and
turned quickly in the direction of the sound.
but as I did so a second shot from a re-
volver held by ah unknown person dis-
charged full in my face.
The truth was instantly plain. I had been

entrapped for my watch and jewelry-like
many another medical man in London has
been before me. Doctors are always an
easy prey for thieves. The rufman sham-
ming illness sprang from his bed fully
dressed, and at the same moment two other
blackguards who had' been hidden in the
room flung themselves upon me ere I could
realize my deadly peril.
The whole thing had been carefully plan-

ned, and It was abparent that the gang
were quite fearless of neighbors overhear-
ing the shots. The place bore a bad repu-
tation, I knew; but I had never suspected
that a man might be fired at from behind
in that cowardly way.
So sudden and startling were the circum-

stances that I stood for a moment motion-
less, in inability to fully comprehend their
meaning. There was but one explanation.
These men intended to kill me!
Without a second's hesitation they rushed

upon me, and I realized with heart-sinking
that to attempt to resist would be utterly
futile. I was entirely helpless in their
hands.

(To be continued.)

A Shark Tarn.
From the Sydney (Australia) Telegraph.
The representatives of the principal Aus-

tralian papers were taken out to sea about
fifty miles from Brisbane in the pilot boat
to meet Mme. Melba on September 16. She
was traveling from Canada to Australia by
the mail steamship Miowera. While the
pilot boat was waiting for the Miowera the
ship's company had a remarkable and prob-
ably unprecedented experience. A great
gray shark, about twelve feet in length, was
hooked on a schnapper line, which broke.
A second time the big fish got on the
schnapper line, and escaped. Then a large
shark hook with a chain was thrown out,
and the ravenous brute grabbed it, and was
caught. All hands, pilots, cook and press-
men, tugged the shark to the vessel's side.
A huge hook on the anchor tackle was put
through his jaw and one eye, and the fish
was then hauled out of the water. One of
the crew ripped the monster open from the
head to the tail. The vital organs and en-
trails were thrown overboard, and then
both jaws were hacked out for the sake of
securing the teeth. Nothing but the shell
of the fish remained, and the shark was
lowered overboard. A rush was made to
the side to see him sink, but the company
was astounded to see the fish make off.
Pirst he swam about fifty yards away, re-
turned to the steamer, then went off on
another tack for about thirty yards, came
back to the vessel and swam astern, and
was still swimming when he was lost sight
of. That the fish could swim away with
the whole of his interior from head to tail
and the jaw and one eye gone simply raised
the hair of the pilots and crew, who had
never seen or heard of the like before.

Long Life of Clover Seed.
From the New York Press.

I will bear witness to this: A farmer, in
order to grade the yard in front of his
house, removed a mound that was known
to have existed over 100 years, digging
down some seven or eight feet from the
top. The earth was a reddish clay, slightly
-moist. Within twenty-four hours clover
was sprouting on the bald spot, and in a
week the leaves covered the ground. The
seeds had lain dormant there more than a
century. Why cannot science explain this
phenomenon, familiar to every countryman
in this city: Cut down a pine forest and
scrub oak will grow on the land; cut down
an oak forest and scrub pine will grow?
The original forest may have been there
since the flood. -I wonder if you were to
cut down all the forests of men what sort
of stock would grow?

Tired Mothers.
A little elbow leans upon your knee,Your tired knee that has so much to bear;
A child's dear eyes are looking lovingly
From underneath a thatch of tangled hair,

Perhaps you do not heed the velvet touch
Of warm, moist fingers, folding you so tight;

You do not prize this blessing overmuch-
You almost are too tired to pray tonight.

But it is bleesednessi A year ago
I did not see it as I do today;

We are so dull and thankless and too slow
To catcl: the sunshine until it slips away.

And now it seems surpassing strange to me
That, whils I wore the badge of motherhood,

I did not kiss more oft and tenderly
The little child that brought me only good.

And if some night, when you uit down to rest,
You miss this elbow from your tired knee-

This restless curling head from og your breast,
This lisping tongue that chatters constantly;

If from your own the dimpled hands had slipped,And ne'er would nestle in your palm again;
If the white feet into their grave had tripped,

I could not blame you for your heartache then.
I wonder so that mothers ever fret*
At little children clinging to their gown.

Or that the footprints, when the days are wet,
'Are ever black enough to make them frown.

If I could dud a little muddy boot,
Or cap, or jacket, on my chamber floor,

If I could kiss a rosy, restless foot,
And hear it patter in my house once more;

If I could mend a broken cart today,
Tomorrow make a kite to reach the sky,

There is no woman iu God's world could say
She was more blissfully content than I.

But, ahii the dainty pillow next my own
Is nevi; rumpled by a shining head;

My sigigbirdling from its nest is dlown--
The ltle boy I used to kiss is dead!

-MARY LOUISE RILEY SMITH.
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How Carnegie Selects His
Lieutenant.

A M1TLIONAIRE GROUP
HAEAQTERE'C THAT THE
GEAT IBONXASTE VALUED.

Industry Firt of AU and Abiity to

Keep a Quiet Tongue Als
roremost.

Written for The 1reniag Star by Thomas G. Vink.
Andrew Carnegie was recently bluntly

asked the question:
"What influenced you most in the selec-

tion o your lieutenants in the steel indus-
try?'
"Apparently trivial incidents," was the

laconic reply.
Then, after a moment's pause, he added

by way of explanation:
"I watched young men with whom I came

in contact, and whenever I ran across one
who, all unconsciously, by some small
action or word uttered in ordinary conver-
sation, made me feel that he had the quali-
ties demanded in the business, I gave him
a chance to prove that he really had them.
And when he did, then he became one of
my lieutenants, and in return for his assist-
ance I endeavored to let him have a fair
share in the profits of my business."
This, in brief, is the story of the selection

and making of the so-called Carnegie groupof millionaires.
Charles M. Schwab is one of these men.

James Gayley, vice president of the United
States Steel Corporation, is another. Thos.
Lynch, successor of H. C. Frick at the head
of the world's biggest coke company, is a
third; Mr. Frick himself a fourth, and
William E. Corey, .the youthful presidentof the Carnegie Company and the CarnegieSteel Company, a fifth. Then there are H.
P. Bope, Daniel M. Clemson. A. R. Pea-
cock, M. T. F. Lovejoy, W. W. Blackburn
and Thomas Morrison, a Carnegie cousin.
brought over from Scotland and given a
humble position in a millyard; Andrew M.
Moreland, George Lauder, Albert C. Case
and Joseph E. Schwab brother of Charles;
Lawrence Phipps, who, though a nephewof Henry Phipps, Mr. Carnegie's life-long
partner, had to start at the bottom and
work up with men who had no rich rela-
tives: A. R. Hunt, W. E. McCausland, who
began life as a messenger in a mercantile
agency office, and many others.
A Bemark That Led to a Fortune.
The incident that led Mr. Carnegie to se-

lect A. R. Peacock, formerly holding the
important post of purchasing agent of the
Carnegie properties, as a lieutenant is
typical of the manner in which the major-
ity of the members of the famous group
were picked out. *

Mr. Peacock owes his millions to a re-
mark that his last employer liked.
Twelve years ago Mr. Peacock was sales-

man for a New York decorating house. At
that time Mr. Carnegie arrived in the
metropolis to see about some decorating
that he wanted. done In the 5th avenue
mansion that he recently discarded for the
more magnificeft'on further tip the ave-
nue. He asked the -firm that had Mr. Pea-
cock in its employ to send him some sam-
ples of wallpaper, and Mr.' Peacock was
assigned to take them.
The salesman's manner of displaying the

samples and conducting business so favor-
ably impressed the prospective customer
that a few days later, when he wanted to
inspect more samples of wallpaper, he ex-
pressly requested that Mr. Peacock be sent
with them. His second talk with the sales-
man pleased Mr. Carnegie more than the
first, and just as Mr. Peacock was leaving
the millionaire said, apropos of nothing that
had gone before:
"Young man, you will be rich some day."
Mr. Peacock laughed.
"Mr. Carnegie," he answered, . "if I

thought so I'd be willing to give the man
who helped me to riches a liberal discount."
Mr. Carnegie's reply all but took away

his hearer's breath:
"I'll take you at your word. Go to your

employers, resign at once and come with
me."
Mr. Peacock did as he was bid, and judg-

ing by results he gave Mr. Carnegie a lib-
eral diacount- in work, for his fortune is
conservatively estimated at $10,000,000.H. C. Frick not long ago named Mr. Pea-
cock as one of the thirty men in Pittsburg
who are worth this sum and over. He has
recently moved into a new house which
cost $1,000,000 and which is said to contain
the finest interior woodwork of any private
residence in America.

A Farrier Made a Lieutenant.
Daniel M. Clemson is another of these

fortunate two-score men. He got the good
will of Mr. Carnegie, and, ergo, his mil-
lions, because he could shoe a horse well
and wasn't afraid of work.
Mr. Clemson was born on .a farm in cen-

tral Pennsylvania. When he was nine
years old he was apprenticed to a black-
smith. The recompense wan all that he
could eat and an occasional suit of home-
spun. He blossomed out as an accomplish-
ed "smithy" on his nineteenth birthday.
As his pay was still his board he went out
into the world to seek his fortune.
He drifted to one of the Carnegie mines.
"What can you do?" asked the superin-

tendent.
"Shoe horses," was the reply.
Mr. Clemson shod horses so- well and so

many in a day that 'when Mr. Carnegie was
inspecting the mine the superintendent
said:
"That fellow shoeing horses over there is

the fastest and best man in the shop. He's
not afraid of work either; he'll work all day
and all night, if necessary."
"Give him a chance in the mechanical de-

partment," ordered Mr. Carnegie.
Mr. Clemson soon had charge of all the

mining machinery. Next he became -the
mine superintendent. In 1885 he was trans-
ferred to Pittsburg. - Now he has charge of
the YI5 river and lake vessels owned byI
the steel trust, and is head of a natural gas
company which has under lease 98,000 acres,
operates 130 grells and produces 40,000,000
cubic feet of gas each day rn the year. He
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Andrew I. Moreland, former secretary 6t

the Carnegie Company. owes his prevent
financial position to his ability to send and
receive telegraph messages with lightnings-
like rapidity and unerring accuracy. Ibis
a**emPishment softened Mr. Carnegie's
haaSt toward him. for Mr. Carnegie, himself
a splendid telegrapher, thoroughly appcw-
eates one. Therefore. Mr. Moreland did
not long remain an operator on the privatelines connecting the Carnegie plants with
one another and all with the New York
omlice of the great Ironmaster. First thing
he knew he was rising rapidly in the steea
business.
Like Mr. Moreland, W. W. Blackburn. the

present secretary and treasurer of the Car-
negie Company and also second vice presi-
dent of the Carnegie Steel Company, start-
ed in and attracted attention without the
aid of outside Iriluence. Mr. Blackburn
had been a clerk In a country store in cen-
tral Pennsylvania before he went to ;.he
Carnegie mills, and there he had picked up
a knowledge of business principles that
shortly caused his new employer to see
eildences of splendid business acumen in
him. After that this poor boy of a poorfarmer went forward gradually and, when
Mr. Moreland resigned the secretaryship of
the Carnegie Company, he succeeded to the
position. le and Mr. Moreland can truth-
fully be called boy millionaires, for each Is
still on the shady side of middle age.
Like the rest of Carnegie's lieutenants,

these two ambitious employes had to work
hard to keep the good will of their employ-
er and get a share of the profits. How close-
ly the Carnegie group was kept down to
business Is shown by the following inci-
dent:
Mr. Moreland, when auditor of the com-

pany. was summoned to New York to con-
sult with his commercial master. At din-
ner Mr. Carnegie set wine before his guest.
"No. thank you. I don't drink." said Mr.

Moreland.
Later on Mr. Carnegie brought out the

cigars.
"No. thank you, I don't smoke." said Mr.

Moreland.
Still later in the evening Mr. Carnegie

proposed a game of cards.
"No. thank you, I don't play cards." said

Mr. Moreland,
Mr. Carnegie looked at his guest.
"Tell me why you don't do any of these

things?" he drily requested.
"You've kept me working too hard all

these years; I have had no time to learn,"
was the reply.
Mr. Carnegie thought a moment.
"Andy." he said, "I'm going to give you

a three months' vacation. Now. for heav-
en's sake, go off somewhere and learn to do
something besides work."

Carnegie's First Stenographer's Luck.
The Carnegie company one day adver-

tised In the newspapers for a bookkeeper.
F. T. F. Lovejoy. while working in a
laundry, had picked up a good knowledge
of accounting, and so, when he read the
"want ad.." decided to apply for the posi-
tion. By good luck he managed to ar-
rive at the manager's office ahead of all
the other applicants, and, after a short
interview, was given the position. The lu-
cidity of his balance sheets at once attrac-
ted attention, and then step by step he
began rising until he attained the secre-
taryship. This he held until he took sides
with Mr. Frick in his controversy with
Mr. Carnegie. and then he was succeeded
by Mr. Moreland. Mr. Lovejoy is said to
be in the $10.000.000 and over class.
H. P. Bope, who, although not quite so

young in years as Mr. Blackburn, is still
on the sunny side of middle age, was se-
lected by Mr. Carnegie to be the company's
first stenographer because he presented a
clean, keen appearance and had the reputa-
tion among his associates of being close of
mouth. In this position Mr. Bope came in-
to intimate and confidential relations with
Mr. Carnegie and his proven ability to
guard business secrets gave him his golden
opportunity, which has yielded him
$3,000,000.
. When Albert C. Case, now of New York,
where many of Pittsburg's moneyed men
have moved In late years. attracte(I Mr.
Carnegie's attention, he was connected
with the Pittsburg office of a big mercan-
tile agency. One day he gave the Carnegie
company a piece of information that saved
it several thousands of dollars. Shortly
after that he was asked how he would like
to' become the head of the credit depart-
ment of the Carnegie plants. For five years
thereafter he handled the credits and in
that time only nine one-thousandths of one

per cent of the many millions of dollars
involved was lost.

A Kan Who Began Trndling Iron.
Only a few years ago William E. Corey,

president of the Carnegie Company and the
Carnegie Steel Company, and frequently
talked of as a future president of the United
States Steel ,Corporation, was pushing
a wheelbarrow in the yards of one of the
Carnegie mills in Braddock. He whee!ed
so much more Iron in a day than the men

at his elbows that he was soon made fore-
man over them. Then his employers noticed
that he got three times as much work out
of his men as the other foremen and at the
same time the men worked harder without
any grumbling and swore by their new and
youthful boss. Corey was straightway
picked out by Mr. Carnegie as a promising
valuable acquisition and given constantly
widening opportunities.
He worked hard, studied at night to Im-

prove his public school education, and in
time became an expert chemist and an ar-
mor plate authority. He was made superin-
tendent of this mill and that department,
and invariably increased the output.
When Mr. Schwab resigned to become

president of the steel trust Mr. Corey was
the only man considered for his successor
at the head of the Carnegie Company and
the Carnegie Steel Company.
Thomas Lynch, the young head of the

wrorld's biggest coke company, was partly
brought forward by Mr. Carnegie. although
Mr. Frick found him. But after the latter
had done this Mr. Carnegie, recognizing
Mr. Lynch's worth, helped to place ad-
vancement in his way.
Mr. Lynch went to Pittsburg from a soun-

try town in southwestern Pennsylvania,
wrhere his fathir, a hard-wor-king Irishman,
had put him through the common school,
andl started clerking in a wholesale grocery
store. After a few weeks' trial he was dis-
charged. He drifted to the little coke town
oif Broad Ford, near his home, and became
a clerk in the company store of 0. A. Tinst-
man, who had coke ovens In the neighbor-
hood. When Mr. Frick secured the Tinst-
man property a few months later he put
Mr. Lynch In charge of the store, because.
forsooth, he was its only clerk. Mr. Lynch
made the store pay, and as a result he was
old to superintend the various company
stores of his employer. Soon he was super-
ntendent of all the coal mines operated by-
the Frick-Carnegie interests in the Con-
nllsville coke region.
Kr. Lynch as a Queller of Riots.

About this time foreigners were brought
nto the coke regions and all sorts of trou-
le resulted. The riotous elemenit held full
way, and mine and county officials hid
hemselves because drink-crazed strikers
wore that- they would kill the first Amer-
can who attempted to interfere with their
aarchistic doings. Everybody was scared
-everybody except "Tom" Lynch. Despite
he pleading of friends this small man
ould walk into the midst of a group of

strikers and order them to scatter to their
homes; and they obeyed. He did more to
uell riots in the Connellsville region than a
oen Qfficlals. So Mr. Lynch was made
uperntondent of everything that Friek and
arnegie' owned in the coal and coke line.

Five years ago, when Mr. Frick retired,
r. Lynch took his place as pres=dent of

he coke company. He is worth about

The story of how Mr. Charles M. Schwab
ecame one of Mr. Carnegie's most trusted
leutenapts has already been told many
mes,
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