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You are hungry after your journey,” 
said Tregartlien, returning to his lighter 
manner. “Get something to eat, and in 
the mean time I will dress. You shall tell 
me your news out-of-doors, when you have 
had luncheon. Let mo look at you again. 
You are honest—you are not changed# 
The little bit of leaven has not leavened 
the whole lump yet? Not yet. Pure hands 
and a clean heart are great gifts. They 
are greater than any I could give you, 
though I made emperors despair to think of 
you. Don’t throw them away, Phil; don’t 
barter the immediate jewel of your soul 
for the husks which the swine do eat.” He 
had laid his hands again upon Phil’s shoul- 
ders, and his voice was full of entreaty 
and affection, but he broke off abruptly 
and began to pace the room. “You will 
do what you must do. Go your way, Phil. 
Eat and drink and be merry—if you may.” 

Phil open the door, passed through it, 
came upon the corridor, and stood there 
amazed and desolate. He could find but 
one solution to the problem Tregarthen’s 
speech presented. That there was much 
melancholy wisdom in it, and the revela- 
tion of a heart by nature noble, made it 
none the less the speech of a madman. 

The house-keeper had already prepared a 
meal for him, but Phil had no desire for it, 
and sent it away untasted. By-and-by 
Tregartlien appeared. 

“Are you ready #” ho said. Have you 
lunched? Come into the open air, then, 
and let me hear your news. “My work is 
over.” Phil rose obediently, but ho asked 
himself what good end he could serve by 
telling the news lio had traveled so far to 

carry. I have of late,” said Tregartlien 
as they came upon the grass in the rear of 
the old house—“ I have of late, and where- 
fore I know very well, foregone all custom 

with my disposition that this most goodly 
frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile prom- 
ontory; this most excellent canopy, the 
air, look you, this brave o’erhanging firma- 
ment, this majestical roof fretted with 
golden fire—why, it appears no other thing 
to mo than a foul and pestilential congre- 
gation of vapors.’ 

“He can quote Hamlet,’ said Phil to 
himself, “and perhaps he is no more mad 
than Hamlet after all.” 

“Your news, Phil ?” said Tregarthen. 
“You promised to surprise me.” 

“I have serious news indeed,” Phi! an- 

swered. It looked harder than ever to 
offer it now, and he could not guess how it 
might be received. ‘Arthur, I have mot 
Mrs. Tregarthen.” His companion swung 
around upon his heel and faced him. 

“Well?” 
“I owe you so much,” said Phil, earnest- 

ly, “that I must Try to pay a little.” He 
forgot his diffidence and began to forget 
his fears for Arthur. “If ever there was a 

good woman in the world—if over thero 
was a woman in the world who loved her 
husband—if ever there was an unhappy 
ivornan in the world—1 have seen her; Ar- 
thur, there was a great mistake.” 

“You wrote of her,” said Tregarthen, 
:vith no show of feeling, “but you did not 
write ingenuously. You pretended not to 
know my knowledge of her, and wrote of 
her as a stranger.” 

She was a stranger then,” returned 
Phil, but she learned from a friend that I 
came from Tregarthen, and that you had 
saved my life. She sent for me and tried 
to question me about you as if she had 
not been interested in you ”—the lad was 
moved at the memory of the scene—“but 
she broke down, and confessed who she 
was; and, Arthur, since you havo let me 

say so much you must let me go on. I havo 
heard the Gorbay people talking about you 
a hundred times, and in their mouths it 
was always you who were at fault. But I 
knew better, and I knew that } ou believed 
terrible things about Mrs. Tregarthen. I 
believed them too, but I believe them no 

longer. I havo seen her and spoken to her, 
and she has told me all the story. She did 
not let you know that she had he?n upon 
the stage, and when you found it out she 
thought you could never forget her deceit, 
and she ran away. There was something 
worse in your town mind against her, orj-ou 
would have traced her and have brought 
her back again. But this is all her story. 
That is all the confession she has to make.” 

You are quite sure she is innocent and 
good, Phil?” asked Tregarthen, looking 
askance at him. 

I am ns sure- of her innocence ar.il good- 
ness as I am of my own heart beating at 
this moment.” 

“ So was I,” returned Tregarthen. “Don’t 
you see, Phil,” he added, “that you are 
somewhat indiscreet? This lady is my wife, 
and it is a little hard that I should be 
asked either to incriminate her or to con- 
done her crimes. Let me hear no more of 
her. Your love excuses you now. and your 
inexperience alonu would ho extenuation 
enough for so well-meant a folly.” Phil 
accepted his rebuff in silence, but he was 
none the less sure that ho was right, and 
that some dreadful error had separated 
Arthur and his wife. Let us change the 
question,” said Tregarthen. Tell me of 
your studies. Who is your friend, Mr. 
Marsh? I am out of the world here, and I 
know nothing of him, though you speak of 
him as being famous.” 

nil liau no heart to talk, but ho an- 
swered Tregarthen’s questions, and won- 
dered all the while what the mad speech of 
an hour ago had meant. There was no 
trace of madness now. The youngster 
knew well enough that he had made a fool- 
iyh move in attempting to influence Tre- 
garthen by a mere impression of his own, 
and yet he was as certain as he could be 
of anything that his impression was the 
true one. But Arthur seemed frozen into 
indifference, and Phil had no evidence to 
offer, even had his benefactor been eager to 
demand it. The lad was anything but a 
fool, and yet it had seemed to him uit 
natural to suppose that ho should ®n >. 

down here, hot as he was with sympathy,and 
by a mere touch thaw the heart which had 
been frost-bound all these years. He had 
miscounted the relative forces. The frost 
had conquered tho fire, and his own heart 
for the moment was almost as cold and 
dark as Tregarthen’s. 

Tregarthen ceased to question, and the 
two walked side by side in silence. Phil 
began to muse, and while he mused, the 
fire began to burn again. 

“Arthur,” he said, suddenly, “there are 

things we can’t prove that we are sure of 
all the same. I*m sure—I know—that she 
is innocent of any greater fault than that 
deceit. I know I give you pain, Arthur, 
but I should deserve nothing you have 
done for me if I didn’t speak. Let me 
bring you together. If you could see her, 
if you could hoar her, you would believe 
her. 

Tregarthen looked at him, and saw there 
were tears in his eyes. 

“It is well to have a good heart, Phil,” he said, gently, base as the world is. 

Keep your beliefs in goodness. You are 

happier, and will be happier for them, till 
the bitter day when you must lose them. 
Virtue and honor are fine things to believe 
in.” He laughed there, and went on: 

Hope’s a toothsome dish when one-and- 
twenty serves it piping hot. Hope served 
hot—Hope gone cold—cold Hope in the pot 
—nine days old. A llauseous mess, Phil. 
No relishing it. Take it away.” 

There was a tone in this bitter badinage 
which was more afflicting to Phil than even 
the tenderness which had preceded it. Tro- 
garthen had given him a right to love him; 
and he loved him, aud he was young and 
enthusiastic, and sure with the certainty 
of enthusiastic youth. 

You are wrong, Arthur,” he cried al- 
most with passion. “Virtue aud honor 
live after one-and-twenty. You prove it 
yourself. You are virtuous, aud a man of 
honor, and do you think that you are a 

rarity in nature! I havon’t seen much of 
the world, but I know it’s a better world 
than you think it. You havo had a cruel 
experience, Arthur. You have eaten worm- 

wood, and everything tastes of worm- 

wood.” 
“Very well, Phil,” said Tregarthen, 

quietly. The flavor will last me my life- 
time. The coffln-worm will scour well if 
he scours it all away and gives me leave to 
rise for judgment with a clean tongue.” 
Phil sighed, and offered no reply. I have 
had sometimes half a mind of late,” said 
Tregarthen, speaking suddenly, and with a 
new vivacity, to put this pretty world to 
the tost, as I could do, but I shrink from 
debauching altogether men who may not 
yet be wholly given over to the devil. 
Who is your honest man in the world, Phil 
—your one incorruptible, unpurchasable!” 

Here was the craze again, thought Phil, 
miserably, lie would at least be sure of 
that. 

“How would you test the world, Ar- 
thur ?” 

That's my news, Phil, if I chose to tell 
it,” Tregarthen auswered. “Tell me your 
honest man, aud I will buy him, and turn 
him to whatever creed you like.” 

Buy Thomas Carlyle,” said Phil sar- 

donically. Even madness—if Arthur 
were really mad, and had not some 
curious meaning yet unfathomed—de- 
served no courtesy ou a theme like this. 
“How do you propose to do it!” Tre- 
garthen laughed allowingly. as a man 

might laugh at a childish puzzle offered by 
a child. What should it profit him, of all 
men in the world,” asked Phil, to gain the 
whole world and lose his own soul ? What 
could you offer him!” 

My pulse as yours doth temperately 
keep time, and makes as healthful music,” 
said Tregarthen, stretching out his hand, as 
if to invite Phil to test him. “ Look me in 
I.X1C- laic, -am x Aiiati-UlSUIUtTeu ? IS 
there any sign of mental derangement in 
me ! Do I speak in cool blood and in pos- 
session of my faculties ? And do you 
know me for a man of honor, who never 
lied in his life ! Well. I tell you there is 
no virtue that would not sell itself, and none 
I could not buy.” 

All this was painful, but, much as he 
suffered in the process, Phil determined to 
examine Tregarthen’s mind more closely. 

“You mean,” he asked, “that you your- 
self—you personally—might buy all the 
virtue in the world ?" Tregarthen inclined 
his head gravely. 

I mean nothing else and nothing less 
than that,” he answered; “but as I told 
you just now. power and responsibity are 

inseparable. I dare not put even the mean- 
est wretch in the world to the test, for 
though he is waiting to bo debauched, and 
was born for no better destiny, and desires 
no better, I dare not have it on my soul 
that he can point to me at the great assize 
and say, ‘There is the man who first 
bough! my conscience.’ He walked a lit- 
tle further, and then, turning, said, “This 
power has been wisely hidden from man- 

kind, and whenever a man has found it ho 
has seen the harm of his discovery, and 
has left no record of the fatal gift his 
studies have brought him. I shall do as 

my predecessors have done. I have not 
even hinted until to-day my possession of 
the power I hold. It will die with me. It 
is better that it should. I shall not even 
make use of it to prolong my own days, 
for suffering is the chief gift of many 
years, and I have borne enough already.” 

Phil saw no way of escape from the 
dreadful truth. He was willing to believe 
in many marvels, but the fancies which 
ha-i taken possessson of Tregarthen were 
the birth of mere madness. Except that 
he spoke hopelessly and like a cynic upon 
all themes he touched in tho course of that 
afternoon’s walk, Arthur's mind seemed 
sound enough, apart from this one astound- 
ing aberration. What with affection and 
pity Phil’s heart was like to break: and 
when at last Tregarthen took him back to 
the house, and showed him that trumpery 
bit of greenish crystal, as the talisman 
which could give riches aud power and 
eternal youth to its possessor, the lad could 
hold in his grief no longer, but fairly sat 
down, with his face in his hands, and cried. 

The owner of tho precious talisman took 
no notico of the outburst, but, sitting in 
the attitude in which Phil had discovered 
him a few hours before, he stared at the 
treasure with an absorbed and dreamy 
gaze. It was hopeless to speak to him un- 
less to argue, absurd to demand a test. 
Phil watched him broken-heartedly for a 
while and then stole away. There seemed 
t.n bis; ilicflll'liail ilfinrt n + Ir vao ton n rr cn ,c,,»T 

on the house, and in the chill twilight of 
the lone rooms he found a fear he had never 
known before. 

The housekeeper summoned him to din- 
ner, but he excused himself at first, until 
the poor woman broke out and declared 
that there was a blight upon the place. 

No luncheon, sir, and now, no dinner, 
and Mr. Arthur going about like a ghost, 
eating nothing for days, together, and 
wearing himself into his grave ! For pity’s 
sake, Mr. Philip, do eat something, sir— 
and a healty young gentleman like you, 
sir, ought to have an appetite, I’m sure— 

for if you don’t I shall make up my mind 
there’s something dreadful in the house. 
I’m half afraid to live in it already.” 

"At this appeal lie consented; but when 
.he went to induce Tregarthen to join him 
lie found the door locked against him, and 
there was no answer to his summons. 

CHAPTER XIII. 
Phil left the island two days later, and 

Tregarthen was just as sane and just ns in- 
sane as he had found him on his arrival. 

“ You are provided for, Phil,” said Tro- 
gartlien, as he shook hands at parting. 
"My will was made long since, and there 
is nobody but you to whom I care to leave 
a penny. I do not wish you ill enough to 
leave you my secret. It’s a type of life at 
large,” ho added, with a mournful smile. 

1 have spent the best years of my life in 
hunting for it, and now I have found it is 
worthless, and worse than worthless. I do 
not know if I shall see you again, for to 
outlive hope is to almost outlivo every- 
thing, and I have nothing left to care for. 

1 f these are the last words you hear of 
mine you will value them. Thero is one 

possession in the world worth coveting, 
and tliut is honor, though it is so little 
valued that men sell it for a moss of pot- 
tage. Cherish Virtue. Phil. She will not 

make you Happy. That is a foolish fable. 
If you wish to be happy, be a fool, and 
have no care for the morrow; bo a hog 
with the rest, and keep your feet iu the 
trough. But if only one man in the 
world should turn his back on the world's 
shameful joys, let that man bo yourself. 
Good-by.” 

He drew Phil toward him and kissed him 
on the cheek, and then walked iu-doors. 
Phil went away well-nigh heart-broken, 
and this was the first great grief of his 
manhood. 

Ho told Marsh that his intercession had 
been useless, but he had not the heart to 
say more about his journey, and he loved 
Arthur too well to spread the story of tho 
talisman. Ho came 10 know more of Mrs. 
Tregartlien, and to have better ground 
than he had at first for nis good opinion of 
her. The world is n ■ or of one complex- 
ion only, even to tho most profound na- 

tures, and neither Mrs. .egarthen nor Phil 
were always shallowed by iheir respective 
sorrows. For one thing, Miss Lina, who 
had grown into a charming and sprightly 
woman, was on the eve of a brilliant n»r- 
riage, and was gay from morn till eve. 
She alone would have kept a rnoro selfish 
creature than her sister from stagnation, 
and there were duties, social and profes- 
sional. which had to bo attended to, fold 
served their turn in keeping the wolf from 
the door. 

It befell one day that tho youngster, 
walking iu poetic cloudland toward tho 
house of tho great actress, was suddenly' 
pulled from his dream by a hand upon his 
arm, and, turning round, saw tho poet. 

You are going to call upon Mrs. Tre- 
gartlieni” 

“Yes,” said Phil. 
“We will go together,” said Marsh, and 

they walked side by side for a little time 
in silence. It was a sunlit afternoon, and 
there were window-gardens at every house 
in the street, with bright-colored jalousies 
gleaming over the flowers, so that a pleas- 
ant sense of warmth and color stole to the 
hearts of the two unobservant creatures as 

they walked along, and brightened their 
dreamy fancies. And suddenly, as if she 
were in some way tho product of this un- 
usual fullness of color and radiance, ap- 
peared tho charming Miss Lina, accom- 

panied by a little girl of twelve or thirteen 
years old, who looked like an attendant 
fairy. Phil saw something so surprising 
in the aspect of the little stranger that he 
raised his hat mechanically in answer to 
the young lady’s gracious salute, and looked 
iii luo cuuu wnu so curious an interroga- 
tion that he plainly alarmed her. 

Has Mrs. Tregarthen a daughter?” he 
asked of Marsh, a minute later. 

“Yes,” said the poet. “We have just 
passed her. A pretty child, is she not?” 

“I should have guessed her to be Arthur’s 
child, or at any rate a close relative of his, 
wherever I had seen her,” returnod Phil. 
‘' There is a portrait of Arthur’s mother 
at Tregarthen, painted when she was a 
child. I have been familiar with it ever 
since I can remember. It might have been 
painted from the child we have just seen.” 

This news would have been a relief to 
Marsh years ago, but it had been un- 
heeded now for many and many a day of 
certainty. 

It is not uncommon that a child should 
resemble its father,” he said tranquilly, 
“or its father’s mother. Is Tregarthen 
like his mother?” 

Amazingly,” said Phil. “His features 
arc masculine, and hers were femine, but 
beyond that it would puzzle you to find a 
difference in their pictures. The expres- 
sion governs all. 

The two made their call upon the actress, 
and there was nothing in the afternoon to 
distinguish it outwardly from many others 
so spent before and after. But when they 
had left the house and were walking home 
together, the poet made a confession. 

I have been guilty of a theft,” he said. 
“ Send that to Tregarthen. If there are 
any bowels in the man at all it will bring 
him to reason.” 

He drew from his breast-pocket a photo- 
graph of the child, and Phil, upon his first 
glance at it, gave a little exclamation. 

With a change of costume,” he said, re- 

garding the picture attentively, “and an- 
other arrangement of the hair, it might 
pass as a photograph from the picture.” 
And indeed the likeness was remarkable. 

He wrote a letter that night (though he 
had little hope of piercing the darkness of 
Arthur's mind), in which he told him how 
he had that day for the first time learned 
of the existence of a daughter of Mrs. 
Tregarthcn’s, how the surprising likeness 
of the child to Tregarthen had appealed to 
him, and how he had been moved again by 
this new knowledge to write in behalf of a 
most unhappy and most virtuous lady. 
He inclosed the photograph: and having 
posted the letter with his own hands, 
awaited a response without much hope. 
When it came, he experienced a shock. 

“My dear Phil,” Tregarthen’s brief letter 
ran, God’s hand has so modeled my child’s 
face that I should be a fool as well as a 
villain to deny her. She at least is mine. 
It may be that you are right and that I 
have been mistaken. I shall resolve that 
doubt before long, for I am dying.” 

Whether this news were true or fanciful, 
he could not tell, and he could not set his 
mind at rest except by an immediate re- 
turn to Tregarthen, but beforo lie started 
uv- uu. w ovo vuai ou a.nv.1 v;uuauii mm, it only 
for a moment. 

If lie is dying,” said Marsh, who could 
not share Phil’s doubt, not guessing at tho 
reason he had for doubting, or even know- 
ing that he doubted, “she should know it, and should let her own heart decide 
whether she shall see him. 

“You have known her longer,” said 
Phil, “and better than I have. You can 
take the letter to her. If she should do- 
cide to go, she may accept my escort.” 

Marsh accepted the errand, and fulfilled 
it. In effect Mrs. Tregarthen decided to 
see her husband, if he would receive her; and she and her child, in Phil’s charge, started upon tho journey. It was now 
thirteen years since she had so foolishly 
run away from home and happiness, dark- 
ening her own lifo and tho life of 
the man who loved her. But that 
had never seemed her crime. Her 
real folly was hidden in the shadow 
of tho mere reticence which had always 
seemed criminal. Perhaps, since she felt it 
so, and had always felt it so, her sin really 
lay there, though few people would have 
cared to characterize it by so harsh a name. 
She had reaped fatuo and riches and a heart 
full of regrets, and none of tho purposes 
for which she had lived had seemed worth 
much to her, except in so far as tlioy 
seemed to avenge Arthur, and then they become valuable. 

Phil left her, with her child and her maid, 
at one of the hotels at Gorbay, and crossed 
to tho Island alone to spy out the land be- 
fore hor. Tregarthen sat where he had sat 
before, and Phil supposed at iirst that his 
downward gaze was still directed at the bit 
of crystal, but when ho drew near he saw 
the child’s photograph in the father’s hand. 
He had knocked at the door, and had re- 
ceived no response, and now lie had to lay 
his hand upon Arthur's shoulder to arouse 
him from his reverie. He was startled at 
the hollow eyes and gaunt face which I 
turned toward him. 

“You are here again, Phil?” 1 Tre- 1 

garthen, in a wasto-sounding .. 
<• I 

am glad of that. I wanted to see you 
again, but I did not care to ask you to 
como.’' 

I came because of your letter, Arthur,” 
answered Phil. “ That is the photograph I 
sent you I 

Yes.” 
I have brought your little daughter 

with me,” said Phil, tremulously. Would 
you like to see her! ” 

“Yes,” said Tregarthen, "I should like 
to seo her. bring her to me. Where is 
she!” 

“ I left her at Gorbay,” returnod Phil, 
Arthur, your wife is with her. She longs 

to seo you. She never knew till lately that 
you suJ|>ected her of worse than that de- 
ceit of hers about tbo stage. If she bad 
fancied that such a construction could bo 
put upon her running away she would have 
stayed, or have returned again to clear 
herself of that. Arthur, she’s as pnro as 

crystal. I am sure of it. I know it. Shall 
I bring her here!” 

“Tell her,” said Tregarthen, huskily— 
tell her this before she comes. I have only 

a day or two to live. Hush, Phil! No dis- 
claimers can alter it. If she can come here, 
if she cares to come here, and tell me I 
have wronged her, 1 will believe her. I 
shall know all about it by-and-by, but I 
will believe her. For my share in the fault 
and folly I have borne enough to bo for- 
given.” 

“Arthur,” asked Phil, “why do you 
speak like this! Why do you tell me you 
are dying! You only need shake olf the 
fancies that oppress you to bo woll and 
happy and strong again.” 

“The doctor comes here,” returned Tre- 
garthen, with a ghastly smile, “and pre- 
scribes food I can’t eat, medicine I can’t 
drink, and occupations which arc impossi- 
ble. I am dying, Phil, and there is an end 
of it. I am glad to go. This lingering 
taking leave is painful, but I linvo been 
patient too long to grow impatient now. 
There—go, and do your errand, Phil. Prove 
me twice a fool, and kill what earthly long- 
ing may be left.” 

To Phil’s mind the tragedy was too com- 

plete for anything to add to it. The boat- 
men rowed him back to Gorbay, and he 
found Mrs. Tregarthen pale and trembling 
with suspense, but self-possessed. 

Tell me,” she demanded, what he 
CQl'il "Will +nl/l llim T itrne lwwinlll 

Hurd as it was to do it, he told her all. 
She took the wandering child by tho hand 
and arose. She had not removed her trav- 
eling-dross, and there was no time lost in 
preparation. Phil led the way silently 
through the sunlit street, and down to the 
beach. The waters sparkled softly, and 
the Island was all amber and amethyst in 
the sun, for there was little haze abroad, 
which gave the effect of distance. They 
landed at the Sea-gate, and she remembered 
her first coming there, and the last time of 
her leaving, and the years that had passed 
since then looked like a very gulf of time. 
When she stepped upon the sands her limbs 
almost refused to support her, but Phil lent 
her an arm, and she walked to tho house, 
trembling. The housekeeper had seen them 
approach, and half guessed who the veiled 
lady might be. She stood at the door with 
a disturbed face, but her expression changed 
to one of unmixed wonder when she saw 
the child. 

Phil, with Mrs. Tregarthen clinging to 
his arm, walked down tho corridor to Tre- 
garthen’s room, and there, having rappod 
once, he threw open the door and surren- 
dered his charge. The actress and her child 
entered, and he, having closed tho door, 
went away. 

Tregarthen, with his hollow eyes and 
gaunt face, his jutting beard and neglected 
hair, was so unlike himself that for a mo- 

ment his wifo scarcely knew him, though 
they were so near to each other and each 
was entangled in the other’s glance. 

“Arthur!” she said, “Arthur!” 
She was on her knees at his side. He 

looked at her with intent inquiry, and at 
the same time reached out a hand for the 
child and drew her toward him. 

“Clara,” he said, after a dreadful pause, 
“you gave me a right to doubt you. You 
gave me a right to hate the world, and 
throw my life away. I am dying, and I 
know it. There is no one here before whom 
you need pretend. I shall know everything 
in an hour or two. It is not worth while 
to deceive me for so brief a time. Tell me 
the truth. Why did you leave me ? ” 

“I had deceived you,” she answered, still 
entangled by his glance. “I knew that you 
eculd never love nor respect me any more, 
f could not bear to think it, and I ran 

away.” 
“Did I marry an honest woman, Clara?” 

He had a right to ask the question, and she 
knew it. 

“This littlo child,” she said “is no purer 
than I was when we married, Arthur.” 

You can say that to a dying man, and 
with your arm about the child! 

I can say it, Arthur, in God's hearing, 
and call him to witness that I speak the 
truth.” 

Ho turned away, with a weak gesture oi 
head and hands. 

Shipwrecked,” he murmured, by col- 
lision with a bubble! That sounds strange, 
Clara. And tho ship went down as though 
it had struck upon a solid rock. Is it ol 
any use that the ghosts who wash up 
against each other after all these years 
snouiu. maxe a pretense of being alive 
again?” 

If this were but a poor reconciliation foi 
two mortal hearts, it was yet all that was 
allowed them for the time. Tregarthen 
was so weak that ho fell asleep after a few 
minutes of silence, and his wife watched him 
with such thoughts and regrets as may bt 
fancied. 

He slept till evening, and at dusk the 
housekeeper dared to enter the room and 
put a light to the materials for a fire which 
lay ready in the grate. The child cried at 
this strange home-coming, and her mother 
soothed her; and when the room was ruddy with the fire-light Tregarthen awoke. 

“Phil,” he said softly, without raising his head—“where is Phil ?” 
“Shall I send for him ?” asked Mrs. Tre- 

garthen. 
“\ou are hero ?” he asked, turning his 

eyes upon her. “We wasted a day or two 
of pleasure here. We shall have time 
enough to know each other better. Where 
is Phil ?” 

She moved quietly to the corridor; and 
there was poor Phil, walking up and down 
noiselessly, with slippered feet. At hei 
beckoning hand he came. 

“He has asked for you,” she whispered. 
“There is a little box in the safe,” said 

Tregarthen, when Phil entered the room 
and bent above him. “Give it to me.” 

The key was in the lock, and the safe 
opened easily. Phil found the box and 
placed it on Arthur’s knees. 

“There’s something in the box, Phil. 
Take it out. What is it ?” 

“ A greenish bit of glass, Arthur. Noth- 
ing else.” 

“Throw it in the fire, Phil.” The 
youngster obeyed him. “That was 11c 

philosopher’s stone,” said Tregarthen, strug- 
gling up in his chair, and supporting him- 
self with both hands. “I shall find the 
true one very soon. It stands at the head 
of every peasant’s grave !” 

THE END. 

A “SNOOPER” 

Bello Rcmesa (lier name was Isabel, but 
Izzy had not a pretty sound), the charming, 
hazel-eyed golden hair fairy, was engaged 
to be married to Dr. Reginald Bander. 

The wedding was to take place Christmas 
Eve, and grand preparations wore being 
made, for it wus to be tho affair of tbs 
season. 

One evening in October, the doctor, aftei 
pulling his bride’s youngest sister’s ears tc 

I his heart’s content, suggested a late oyster 
supper,and for some reason which we would 

j find it difficult to explain, carried homo an 

oyster shell from the repast. 
The following morning he found it in his 

pocket, and while resting from his profes- I sioual work, amused himself by thoroughly 
j scrubbing it. “But few of us knowhow 
j beautiful an oyster shell is,” said he. 

As beautiful os Belle?” asked his friend 
and former classmate, Doctor Codine, who 
while lying on Bander’s operating chair, 

] read the latest medical journal. 
“No,” said Dr. Bander, as ho continued 

to admire the shell. 
“Nor as eloquent?" again said his friend, { in a teasing tone. 
“Which?” asked Bander, ambiguously. 
Condine continued his reading as Bander, 

mechanically, polished his shell. Suddenly 
an idea presented itself to him which 
seemed amusing, for he smiled as ho glued 
a ribbon to tho back of the shell, and upon 
its face he painted the word “Snooper.” 

; He ornamented its edges with a narrow 
rim of gold, und then hung it on tho wall 
of his office, among the paintings and ar- 
ticles of bric-a-brac, most of which he had 
collected on his travels. 

When he had finished his little ornament, 
his friend rose, looked at it and said: 

Regy, what is a snooper?” 
Dr. Bander, without changing a feature, 

or manifesting tho least annoyance in his 
| tone, answered: 

“ An apparatus designed to mako fools 
ask questions.” 

The “Snooper” was forgotton by the 
time Miss Belle entered with a message 
from her mother, asking whether Regy 
would have time to dine with her that 
evening. 

While Dr. Bander proceeded to write, 
Miss Belle “set things aright.” The ole- 

gant little dust broom which Bello had 
given her future husband, was whisking off 
the particles which had settled upon his 
books and ornaments, as she talked to him. 

Suddenly she stopped, touched the oyster- 
shell upon the wall, and read the word 

Snooper.” 
“A‘snooper,’ dear,” he answered, is 

an apparatus designed to make fools ask 
questions.” 

She did not laugh, but quietly laying 
down the duster, before he could under- 
stand her actions, sho had left his office, 
and a moment later he heard the street 
door open. 

Belle, dear,” he exclaimed, but hi3 
voice was full of misgiving. The door 
closed, and Dr. Bander understood that 
something had disturbed the pleasant en- 

gagement. His efforts to continue writing 
proved futile. Belle's silent exit spoke 
volumes to him. He could not convince 
himself that the matter would blow over 
as soon as he might wish. 

The entrance of patients for a while gave 
his thoughts other directions, but his office 
hours were hardly over when he deter- 
mined to call on his brido and either laugh 
away the affair or if he should fail in this 
—much as he disliked the idea—ho would 
apologize. 

He was adjusting his gloves when his 
eyes fell upon the snooper,” and—women 
would say manlike—he tore it from the 
wall, and opening a window threw it out, 
and was sorry that it did not break on the 
pavement below. 

Slowly he entered his cab, and was 
about to order the coachman to drive to 
Kemesa’s house, when a messenger handed 
him a package. Ho opened it, and found 
all his presents to his bride, even to his en- 

gagement ring. 
He did not observe the messenger pick 

up something from the street, and smile 
as he carried off the “snooper” with him; 
but returned to his rooms and gathered the 
pretty little ornaments his bride had given 
him, made a pack of them and sent them 
to her without a word. 

The two apparently gayest people at 
all of the balls and parties during the entire 
wintor were Miss Kemesa and Dr. Bander, 
yet they avoided each other ns skillfully as 
they did the questions of their relatives and 
friends. Boon all ceased to speak of the en- 

gagement and by spring it was only re- 
membered that at one time they had been 
promised to each other. 

Again Christmas approached, and Dr. 
Bander had not eaten an oyster in that in- 
terval. 

He worked harder than ever at profes- 
sional matters, and was appointed surgeon 
of the hospital. 

A fair was to be given for the benefit of 
the instititution, and of course he must at- 
tend. 

Bander went, and I was victimized in the 
usual way with grab-bags, rallies, votes for 
the prettiest lady, the most popular physi- 
cian, etc. 

As his purse grew light, thoughts of go- 
ing homo presented themselves to him. 
when he noticed a large number of peoplo 
in one corner of the hall, who seemed ta 
struggle towards the center and leave with 
a small package, which each one opened 
when alouo and laughed at the contents. 

He approached the crowd, and without 
being ablo to elicit the cause of tho com- 

motion, was pressed to a pagoda, within 
which stood Belle, who, with perhaps ever 
so slight a tremor in her voice, said: 

Good evening, Dr. Bander. How many 
will you take? Only 25 cents oach.” 

He handed her a dollar and she quickly 
returned him four little jeweler’s boxes, 
upon which was printed, To be opened 
when alone.” Tho surging crowd pushed 
him oil, and as soon as he was free he 
opened ono of the boxes and drew forth a 

circular, which read as follows: 
THE ONLY ORIGINAL SNOOPER. 

PATENTED, COPYRIGHTED AND CAVEATKD BY 
THE INVENTOR. 

Directions: Hang the snooper by its rib- 
bon in a conspicuous place in your offieo or 

parlor, and all who see it will ask: “IVhat 
is a snooper?” Then you must answer: 

A snooper is an apparatus to make fools 
ask questions.” This inovitably produces 
tho best of feeling among all concerned. 

Note—If the snooper should break, you 
will have lost the sum invested. 

P. H.—No discount to tho ti-ade. 
P. P. S.—Call again. 
Beneath this circular upon some fine cot- 

ton rested nil oyster shell, polished, cleaned 
and painted as the ono ho had liung in his 
office on the last day that Belle had been 
there. The blood rushed to liis face and 
his fii st impulse was to throw tho boxes tu 
the floor and leave tho hall; yet a mo- 
ment’s consideration convinced him that he 
could take ailvantago of this opportunity to speak to Belle. 

He attached the shell to his buttonhole 
like a bouquet or a decoration, and re- 
turned to the pagoda. 

-ft 

14 Miss Remesa, is it allowable to wear t 

snooper in this maimer?” 
She betrayed not the slightest emotion &s 

she took a tiny golden shell from hex 
bosom, upon which the letters R. and B. 
were entwined, and deftly fastening it tc 
his scarf said, “No, Regy.” 

An hour later they entered the sitting 
room of Remesa mansion. Bello’s parents 
started asjif frightened when they saw them. 
After some moments’ conversation Mr. 
Remesa said: “Now, Reginald, will you 
kindly tell us the cause of your incompre- 
hensible separation from Belle ? 

The doctor answered, much in the man- 
ner of a schoolboy confessing a peccadillo : 
44 A snooper.” 

Mrs. Remesa turned to Belle and said : 
44 Perhaps you will explain what divorced 
you for a whole year previous to youi 
marriage?” 

Belle blushed, looked at the doctor, at 
her parents, and as she cast a glance at the 
lloor seemed to find the answer there, foi 
she quickly said: “A snooper,” and seemed 
glad that she had given expression to her 
pent-up thoughts. 

“A snooper!—why, what under heaven 
is a snooper?” both asked. Before they 
could answer in rushed Belle’s youngei 
brother, and boy-like roared : “Just think, 
111a and pa, Belle’s made a fortune for the 
hospital, selling oyster-shells and calling 
them—” he saw the doctor. 44 Why, hello 
—Reg—what in the world brought you 
back ?” 

The doctor smiled now as he said : 44 A 
snooper. 

The younger brother-in-law grasped 
his hand and yelled, ‘4 Hurrah for the 
snooper! 

Mr. Remesa arose, and with all the dig- 
nity of a well reputed wealthy merchant, 
said : 

44 Have you all gone mad? Charles, will 
you have the kindness to inform me imme- 
diately what a snooper is?” 

Imagine the consternation Charles’ an- 
swer produced: 

According to directions, 4 a snooper is 
an apparatus designed to make fools ask 
questions.’ 

The old gentleman glared at his son, then 
at the rest of the family. 

It was near midnight when Dr. Bander 
returned to his oftice, and there found Co- 
dine, who greeted him with: 

44 Rmwlor rln vnn tnnro vvliat vmh oral" 

“A very ordinary mortal in your eyes, 
I presume.” 

No, you are a snooper; and for some 
reason they embraced, not like Spaniards, 
but really hugged each other. Codine 
found his breath first, and said: 

Bander, when is it to be ?” 
“Christmas. And you will be my best 

man. Belle told me to ask you.” 
And Christmas it was. It seems that 

somehow the cause of the separation had 
become public, for the majority of the 
presents were elegant and imitations in 
gold and silver of the snooper. 

Reader, make a snooper and show it to 
your sister-in-law. When she asks the 
question, answer according to directions, 
and then it would be well to remember that 
you have an urgent appointment some miles 
off. 

But, after all, is there such a word as 
“ snooper?” 

Convince yourself by looking on page 
1,251 of Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary, 
and if you don’t find it I am sorry for you 
and for Webster also. 

TnE Duke of Norfolk is the richest of 
English nobles. They rate him at $45,000,- 
000. Next to him comes the Marquis of 
Bute. 

New York has a club called the “Ti- 
tans,” to which no one of smaller stature 
than six feet and four inches is admitted. 

An Indianapolis man said not a word to 
the restaurant waiter who brought him a 

tough piece of meat, but marched into the 
kitchen and whipped the cook. 

Lucca is getting about $300 a night for 
singing opera in Vienna. 

Certain St. Louis physicians say that 
coca mixed with tobacco renders the latter 
less injurious. 

Tom Ochiltree is telling his old stories 
to the new Congressmen, and never enjoyed 
himself better in his life. 

A Miles City (Montana) hunter reports a 
herd of buffalo numbering 75,000 in the 
vicinity of the Belle Fourche. 
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