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\ They had then asked to see the Irish

(Continued.)

CHAPTER LII.

The Truth at Last.

‘When Olive opened her eyes she
could: scarsely persuade herself that
she was not dreaming. She was lying
on one of the lounges in the Dbig
library in the Manor, and « Jack was
kneeling by her side, grasping one of
her hands. At a table close by Dr.
Gregory and Mr. Casement were hold-
ifng a whispered conference.

“Olive! Olive, dearest, do you know
me?’ whsipered her lover.

“Jack?”’ Just a faint, low murmur;
but the sweetest music in his ears.

“It's * all right, dearest,”” and he
pressed his lips to her hand. “Dr. Gre-
gory, sheé’s come round.”

The doctor came and bent over her
and smiled: “You’'ll soon be all right
now,” he said, and he handed Jack a
wine glass. “Get her.to take that.”
Jack held the glass sto her lips, and
when she had taken the medicine, she
fell ‘back with a sigh of thankfulness.

Closing her eves, some of the hor-
rors -of .the last few hours came bagk
to her, and starting up she glanced
about her wildly., i

“It’s all right, dearest,” said Jack
again, soothingly. “You are perfectly
safe now,” and with a smile he put his
arm about her, and pressed her gently
back on the pillow. She smiled back
to.him and closed her eyes.

Then there was a knock at the door,

and she started up as the doctor went‘.‘
to_it, and whispered tb, someone out~ |,

side. Once more Jack quieted her.

“It was only Mr, Merridew, anxious
to.know how ‘you are, Olive,” said the
doctor, returning to her. side.

“Mr. Merridew?” she exclaimed, not
understanding. ik Y

Jack replied: “Yes, dear. It was he
who saved you from the scoundrel who
tried to—to harm you.”

For the moment her dazed and diz-
gied senses could make nething of this
reply. Merridew saved her  Then she
crigd out as some part of the mean-
ing broke in upon her.

“Where is Mr. Purvig?” she asked.
“Doctor, Mr. Casement, go and see to
him. They will murder him. Quick,
Go! Do, do, at once,” she cried,
earnestly. & % x

“What do you mean, Olive?”

“Do what I say, Mr. Casement. Go.
Da go, at onee. I will tell you all then.
He must be saved,” and exhausted with
the effort, she fell back.

“She js still a little. delirious, -1I'm
afraid,” whispered the doctor to' . Mr.
Casement, . e v

Byt fhe'lawyer took @nother .view.
“There's - 1¢ thi%@v‘e don’t under-
stdnd in thiSWat/' he said. “I am going
to see to that man. Come with me, Gre-
gory,” ‘and the two hurried out of the
room .together.

“Have they ‘gone to him?’ asked
Olive, faintly after a. long pause.

“Yes, my dearest,” was the reassur-
fng reply, and Olive lay back again at
peace.

She remiained stil so long that Jack
gave her another’ @ose: of the restora-
tive; and after a time  she regained
strength. e e

“Tell 'me’ everything,” she whispered.
“ch, Jack,” and as he leant forward,
she puti hér arm around his neck, and
leaned her head on his shoulder,

He kissed her, and then began to tell
ter slowly what had occurred. He had
been at Mr. Casement’s that day, end
the law¥yer had told-him that no letter
had come from Olive, although it had
been arranged that one should be sent
every day. They had waited until the
evening, and then had decided to come

- to the Manor to ask for her. They had
to wait a long time for Merridew, who
appeared greatly agitated.’

He had .denied all knowledge of her

gervant, Mollie O'Brien. Merridew rang
the bell and told Dawleigh to fetch the
girl.

that none of the other servants had
#seen her return, ik :

¢ that Merridew hal orde: :3 (hem
to icave the house. Mr. Casemen®, huv
fng the fear of the law in his 2yes, had
advised going to the police, but Jack
had taken his own line.

“I got up and put my back to the
door, and told Merridew I'd see him
somewhere hefore I'd leave the house,
or he should leave the room. I said I
meant to see that Irish girl, and that
we’d stop there and starve until I did.
And there we did stop for two or three
hours; I-don’t know how long. I would
have stopped till tomorrow week, Olive.
And at last he began to see I was in
earnest. He tried every move in turn,
He threatened us both with the law:
then with violence; then that he’d have
his men force the door, and throw us
ont. Rut T had a deaf ear for all that”

“aAt last Mr. Casement made a su®=
gestion. He would go gnd fetch the po-
lice, and I was to eep guard over
Merridew in the meantime: and he
dropped a pretty broad hint that if he
did go, there swould "be some other
matters investigated. = That fetched!
Merridew; and he asked us what we
wanted., We said we would question
the other servants. They were gone to
bed, he declared; but that, if we wish-
ed, we could search the house. ‘You'll
come with us,” T said; and he agreed.

“I opened the door then, and linked
my arm in his, and in this fashion we
began the search. The man, Dawleigh,
was in the hall at the end when we left
the room. ‘The Irish girl has come in,
sir,’ he said. ‘She’s in the kitchen.” ‘T
thought we should find her, said T;
and we bagn to walk toward the Kkit-
chen, As we passed the stairease, Mer-
ridew cried out, ‘What's that?’ and, as .
quick as thought, slipped away from'
me and bolted upstairs.” !

Jac paused and sighed. ‘“That was
where T let him make a fool of me,” he
ocntinued. “I ran up after him; but
he ‘knew his way in the dark and I
didn’t; and g0 he got away. After
hunting about, I returned to Mr., Case-
ment in the hall. T awleigch had dis-
appeared by that time, and we didn’t
know what on earth to do. Soon
afterwards I heard some noise. un-
stairs, and ran up to try and find ont
what it meant: but had to go back

D4wleigh had returned with the;
story that she had left the Manor, and!

{ to tell you I have tried

beaten; and just when I got to Mr.
Casement we heard your scream.
Where it came from we couldn't im-
agine, until I remembered about the
door leading to the disused wing of the
Manor. 1 opened it, and there was
Merridew holding you in his arms.
‘Thank heaven you were here,’ he
cried. ‘But your infernal obstinacy
nearly led to murder being done. She
has been attacked by a scoundrel in
there, and nearly murdered,” and he
cariretd you into the library, and thén
went beck to see the villain who had
attacked you.”

It was all clear to Olive thén; and in
a few broken sentences she told Jack
what had really occurred. He said
very little; not wishing to excite Olive;
but the look in his eyes afld the set,
grim expression of his face were elo-
quent of his resolve in regard to Merri-
dew.

Mr, Casement returned soon after.
“Mr. Purvis is all right now, Olive,” he
said, excharging a glance with Jack.
“Stay with Olive a minute, Mr. Case-
ment, while'I run up and speak to Dr.
Cregory.” As he passed: the lawyer,

the ‘latter. whispered: “Better get the

police,’” and Jack nodded. “ Back in &
moment, said Jack to Olive, with a
smile.

“He:ran upstairs and met Merridew in
the corridor. “I want a word or two
with you,” he said, very quietly.

“With me?” the words were lightly
spoken, but his glance was keen and
searching. ‘“Certainly.”

.. Miss Parmenter has<told me—"

\ H’o got no farther, Merridew pushed
him. suddenly aside, and rushed into
his room and shut the door in his face.
Jack put his houlder to it, but it was
strong, and resisted him for a time;
_andi just as he succeeded in forcing it,
there was the report of a pistol, partly
drowned by the crash of the door.

He rushed in to find Merridew lying
on the floor with the weapon at his
side.

Jack called the doctor, who came out
of Purvis’s room close by. “Merridew
has: shot himself.”

“The infernal villain! When we
came up I found Him trying to smother
the fellow in there. ‘And he nearly did
it, too.” ¥

“Ah, we shall get the key to that
from Olive,” answered Jack, as they
went into Merridew’s room,

JHe was dead. A very brief examina-
tion showed that; and they left him
lying where he had fallen, The doctor
returned to Purvis, and 'Jack went
back downstairs to the library.

Olive's injuries proved to be. less geri-
ou than was at first feared. Her arm
wa very badly smashed; but that had
probably saved her life by breaking the
force of the blow on her head. A few
days’ rest, together with the sense of
security, worked wonders; ‘and the re-
sult would have been even better had it
not been for tha uncertainty about her
uppoede i linaton Jkdat resolve nu
position.

Purvis lay between life and Aeath;
and while he was unable to speak, the
situation was a very awkward one,
Mrs. Merridew kept her bed and main-
tained an obstinate silence. She was
crushed by the tragedy of her son’s
death, she declared. But she knew of
Purvis’s condition, and that if he died
without revealing the truth, or if she
could prevail upon him not to say any-
thing, her right to Silverbeech and her
father’s fortune could not be contested.

Selma was found and brought to the
Manor, and nursed her father with the
tenderest care. Olive had explained the
importance of Purvis's recovery; and
all that money and skill and care could
do was done to save him. But for a
week the issue was uncertain; and only
then was the doctor able to say the
daiger was past.,

It ‘was another week before he could
be questioned, and in the meantime the
Foreign Qffice mystery  in regard to
Jack was cleared up. By Selma Ham-
mond’s help, the man who had person-
ated Jack and stolen the paper was
found, and the whole story revealed.
But Olive's name and the part she had
played were carefully kept secret for
feai of trouble from thogse members of
the conspiracy whom she had betrayed.

Mrs, Taunton was to have been are
rested. but when the detectives went to
Markham street she had vanished. She
was traced to Liverpool, and it was be-
lieved she had taken a passage to Am-
erica in a vessel which was afterwards
lost with all hands at sea.

Jack had been compelled to be much
in London during all the investigations,
and returned to the Manor on the day
when Purvis was well enough to be
asked for the explanation.

Olive had, of course, told the others
her belief that the explanation of every-
thing was that Purvis had married Mrs.
Merridew before her marriage to Mr.
Parmenter. The whole issue hung on
the question of the date, therefore,

On the afternoon of the day of crisis,
Olive, Jack and Mr. Casement were to-
gether in the library waiting for the
summons to the man’s bedside; and
now that the moment had come Olive,
whose confidence had never -wavered,
could hot now conceal her intense anx-
iety. Mr. Casement had for some days
been preparing her for a disappoint-
ment. He had had every possible ine
quiry made to discover evidence of a
marriage hetween Purvis and Mrs, Mer.
ridew, and had failed. Only. Jack pro-
fessed absolute indifference. Come what
might, he declared, Olive should be his
wife.

“I'm afraid we are going to be disap-
pointed,” said Mr, Casement, gloomily,
“and I would not build too much on
this man’s statement, Olive.”

“I am as confident as ever there has
been some rascality,” she answered.

“Well, my dear young lady, I ought
to discover
proofs” of a marriage between Purvis
and the Merridew woman, and have
failed.”

“But she admitted he was her hus-
bard the moment hé cdame here. Olive
overheard it, Mr. Casement,” declared
Jack. “But I don’t care. I have made
up my mind.”

“A marriage cannot take place in this
country, Jack, without the evidence be-
ingz in existence,” replied the lawyer.

e -

the effects of the terrible’ . disappoint-
ment to Olive which may be in store
for her,”

“What I'm afraid of is that the fel-
low won't tell the truth. ‘The devil was
ill, the devil a saint would be,’ you
know. But disappointment’ or not,
Olive shall be my wife within a week,”
and he took her hand and smiled.

She smiled back, but shook her head.
“We shall see, Jack.” *

“If sho does not consent, Jack, I shall
throw up her affairs. I watn you,”
and the lawyer shook his finger 4t
Olve laughingly. “You are too great
a responsibiiity, Olive.”

They were all smiling at this when
Selma entered the room.

“Can we go up now, Selma?” asked
Olive, eagerly, as she rose. '

“If you wish, but therc is no need.
Father has told me. You were wong
in your thought, Miss Parmenter, that
after my father's marriage to her.—"
yvour father married Mrs. Merridew

“Ah, that’s what I feared,” broke in
Mr. Casement, throwing up his hands.

Jack was watching Qlive's face, and
seeing her wince and shrink at this,
took her hand and pressed it. “Never
mind, sweetheart,” he whispered.

“Wait, please, wait, all of you,” cried
Selma. “Why did you interrupt me?”’

news, not bad. Mr. Parmenter never
married- Mrs. Merridew after all. They

arranged; notice had been given teo
the registrar and everything had been
fixed. But Mr. Parmenter left the
country, and my father was married
to her in the name of Parmenter, and
the wifnesses were told that he was
Parmenter.”

“But the signature to he register?”
.cried Mr, Casement. '

“My father wrote it—to his shame,”
said Selma, with tears in her eyes.
“You know it was for forgery he was
afterwards convicted, He has told me
everything, and all we can do is to
throw ourselves on your mercy. He
has been very guilty, but he has suf-
fered. When you saved his. life he re-
solved 1o tell you and was going to do
so at the moment the second murder-
ous attack was made by Mélridew.
May I beg you to be merciful?”

“Hurrah'” shouted Jack ecstatically,
as he kissedOlive, who disengaged her-
self from him and went and Kkissed
Selma. :

*You know me well enough not to
dream such a question is even neces-
sary, Selma. 3o back and tell him that
not only do I forgive him the past
for the sake of the present, but that if
T can help it, neither he ncr you shall
know another care in life.' Stay, let
me go up with you,” and she'linked
her'arm in Selma's,

‘“Not even waiting for my congratul-
ations, Olive?" cried Mr. Casement.

“My dear friend,” she said, as she
put her hand in his. “You know I—I
But shg broke down ‘there, and
the tears rush2d to her eyes and the
sobs choked ‘her utterance.

“I know.” he said, drawing her close
and kissing her on the forehead, “I'm
like you, and can’'t say all'I feel just
now." ; oo

“Here, but I can. What about me?"”
cried Jack, boisterously. A

Olive turned and laughed back hap-
pily at Mim through her tears. #You'll
find plefity of time to tell me alf about
that, I expect, Jack.” v
“You bet I will,” he answered,as she
left the room with Selma. Then, fol-
lowing her to the door she called after
her. “Remember what I said just now,’
mind. A week; nat an hour longer.”

Her answer was another laugh and
a happy blush as she turned and glanc-
ed back at him over her shoulder.

And he had his way.

It was a very quiet little wedding,
just a week after the eventful day
when Olive came to her own again;
and, as they were going away, leav-
ing Mr. Casement to deal as he would
with Mrs. Merridew in her absence,
Lady Belhorough kissed Olive and de-

world, and that the marriage was just
the one thing she had most ardently
desired all the time.

“It’s just like the mater; but I'm
glad I didn’t hear it,” was Jack’s com-
ment, when Olive told him. “But; any-
how, it’s only what her son has been
| thinking,” he laughed.
|  “And her son’'s wife, | too, Jack,”
whispered. Olive, shly; and then—
well, it was the start of “the honey-
moon.

/ THE END.

ON THEIR
WEDDING DAY

By Temple Bailey”’

1

| (Copyright, 1907, by P. C. Eastment.)
| Her wedding gown was Mary’'s first
pretty dress, All her little-girl life she
had worn the cut-down and pieced-to-
gether garments of Leila and Margaret.

Leila and Margaret were the hand-
some sisters, Marry was little and thin,
her one beauty a thick braid of red-
“ gold hair that she wound about het

head like a coronet.

‘When she slipped the shining wedding
dress over her shoulders and looked at
| herself in the glass, she laughed a lit-
| tle,
|  *“Why, I'm almost pretty,” she said to
. her sisters.

Leila and Margaret were dressed in
pink. They were to be her bridesmaids,
and they carried big bunches of carna-
tions.

Mary's bouquet was
valley and violets,

“Wasn’t it nice that Walter remem-
bered?”’ she said.

‘“‘Remembered what?”
ed.

“That 1 liked violets.” .

“You aren't the first girl of Walter’s
that has liked violets,” Leila told her.

Mary flushed.

,“1 don’t think Walter has had so
many girls that you need to say that,|
Leila,” she said.

Leila’'s eyes sparkled above the pink
carnations.

*“Oh, well,
first.

Perhaps not the very first that he
thought he liked,” Mary said slowly,
“but the first he really wanted to
marry.” .

“Walter don’t tell everything,” Leila
said meaningly.

Mary turned away from the glass,

“I guess they're waiting for us,” she
said, and they went downstairs to-
gether,

Every one said it was a pretty wed-
ding; but the bride was rather pale.

“But then Mary never did have

of lilies-of-the-

Margaret ask-

of course, you aren’t the

“What I wish to do is to guard against

much color,” was the corclusion of the

she added to the lawyer. “I bring good ¥

were to have been married; all was |

-drew back and hid her face

clared she was the dearest girl in the |

| women,

village folks who pinned their faith {in’
beauty to the rosy milkmaid variety,
and had little admiration for aMry’s
delicacy and pallor. !

Walter spoke of it on the way to the
station,

“You ought to have had red cheeks
for me today, Mary,” he said, and she
trembled a little as he laid his hand
over hers.

They went to the city reaching there
after dark. In their room at the quiet
hotel they found flowers—vicléts and
narcissus sent by one of Walter's busi-
ness friends.

“I told him you liked violets,” Wal-
ter said, as he helped her off with her
coat, and Kkissed her.

Mary with her hat still on stood by
the table and looked at the flowers.
Suddenly she asked, “Who was the
other girl who liked violets?”

The other girl?”

He was on the opposite side of the
table, smiling at her, his boyish face
a little tremulous with the thought of
the place and hour. ‘‘There was never
any other girl, Mary,” he said.

“Lella said there was,”’ she protest-
ed, “and you used to send her vio-
lets.”

“Leiln?” bhe stammered.

“Yes, Leila,” she said.

He came around the table and took
her hands. “You will not lét what Leila
gaid spoil our wedding day, will you?”

“She said you hadn’t told me every-
thing,” Mary said, “and I think I ought
to know. £

His eyes stopped before her steady
glance. .

“Leila shouldn’t have said anything.”

“Who was the girl?” she laid her
hand on his arm and shook it a little.
“Who was the girl, Walter?”

He looked down at her troubled.

. “It was Leila,” he said, finally, and
his face was white,

“Oh,” Mary gasped. “Oh, Walter.”

He thought she was going to cry.She
dropped into a chair and sat there shak-
ing and trembling, but she did not cry.

Walter knelt beside her. “I didn’t
love her as I did you, Mary,” he whis-
pered. :

“But you loved her andyou would
have married her, and she would have
been here if you had had your way,”
Mary accused him, “here on your wed-
ding day.”

He tried to take her hand, but she
in the
cushions of the ¢hair. “And Leila is so
much prettier than ‘T am,” she said,
between gquick breaths.

In another moment she was sobbing
wildly. “You .ought to have told me."”

«Fush,” he said, with his hands on
Her shoulders. "Hush, and there was
a man’s masterfulness in his tone,

“Look Jat me, Mary.” He drew her up
out of the chair and held her hands so
that she could not put them over her
face. ‘‘lL.ook at me.”

“I ought not to have told you,” he
said, as ‘she, ‘still sobbing, lifted her
heavy Hds and 'meét" his glance. “You
are wrong. I ought {upt‘to have told
you. No one should have told you. 1
ought not to téll yéii'ngw—no man has

‘8 right to talk of 'these ‘things—but |

T.eila has brovght it on herself. I was
nicé to her, and I thought I loved her,
‘and@. I told’ her 'so, and at last we were
engaged.” i :

“oh,” Mary said,. and’ drew eway.
But he held her AfMiY.

sAnd I daid “send jher violets, but
after a while I begtu%‘ send her roses,
big scentlels ones, and she asked me
why, but I did not like to tell her that
it was bescause she reminded me of
them; that I 4dd rot found any sweet-
ness‘or fréagrance in her, and that I
dreaded.the day when I must take her
to my heart—and then, oh, Mary—you
came—". He paused and went on, with
a break in his voice: “The first time 1
saw vou after yon came home from
teaching in the country I knew you
were the girl I had been looking for all
my life. And oneday I told Leila. I
don't suppose it was the thing that a
man svould do in a story book or in &
play. They always marry the wrong
ones, you know. But I felt that mar-
riage without love would be as bad for
Leila as for me—and I knew by that
time that ske did not really care for
me——

“I,eila hadn’t let any one know of
the engagement, and so when it came
to an end there wasn't any talk. But
Leila couldn’t forget me—and if she
had left it alone, you need never have
known, you needh’t have been un-
happy, you needn’t have distrusted
me—"

Mary’s face was hidden against Mis
coat.

“I've been unhappy all
whispered. s
.'‘On our wedding day? Mary—"

“I'm sorry,” she whispered again.

Outside the night deepened and dark-
ened. The house ‘had grown quiet, the
noise of the busy streets was stilled.

He lifted his head with a little laugh
that had in it a deeper ring than that
of gayety. “I'm not sorry,” he said.
“Tor now the last barrier of distrust is
down, and you are mine and I am
yours, and ahead of us is only happi-
ness—Mary—"

THE PRO-
FESSOR'S WAY

By Henry Lewis

R

day,” she

(Copyrighted, 1907, by E. C. Parcells.)

Prof. Sweetger, naturalist for a cer-
tain New England college, was a little
man. He was round-shouldered. He was
awkward on his legs. He wore goggles
for his weak eyes, and he had arrived
at the age of fifty-five without having
loved. As between bugs and beetles and
the bugs and beetles were
ahead. It was only on rare occasions,
and when under the stress of excite-
ment, that he took the slightest notice
of the other sex. Even when he did sit
up and take notice of them he could
not have recalled half an hour later
what he said or whether they had red
hair or black.

On a certain day it came to the ears
of Prof. Sweetzer that a portion of tho
vertebrae of a whale had been found
on a farm in Connecticut. He arrived
on the spot next day and verified the
find. On an occasion, thousand of years
before, an old bull whale had decided
to take a trip inland, and through some
error of judgment had left his bones in
a gravel pit. A pilece of his backbone
six feet long had been uncovered. The
professor wanted to excavate for the
rest. Where there is six fecet of whale
you can take it that there is more, He
engaged board at the Widow Webb's
and hired a. man to wield the pick and
shovel, and thus went to work.

The Widow Webb was fat and forty
and childless. She was worth a stony
farm and $600 in cash. A still older,
sister lived with her, and the farm
work was done by a hired man with
the good old-fashioned name of Hiram
Stebbins. Hiram was thirty-five and
drank nothing stronger than cider, but
he thought deeply. One of them was
that if he married the widow he would
_become the possessor of the farm and
$600. He had been thinking of this and
taking the farm work easy when Prof.
Sweetzer put in an appearance. Hiram
looked at him and grinned. If any one
had told him that within a week he
would be jealous of that little, dried-up
and humpbacked specimen of humanity
he would have roared with laughter.

As soon as the professor had inspect-
ed the bone and become enthusiastic,
he was a changed man., He became a
fluent talker. He became fatherly te-
ward the widow. He called her “my
child,” and often took her hand and
held it while he tried to make her un-
derstand that a whale was a cachelot,
and that a cachelot could stand on his
tail in the water as well as on his head.

When Hiram witnessed the hand-
holding act he quit grinning. He was
mad all that day as he hoed corn. He
was mad when he came up to supper.
He was mad when one of the cows
kicked him at milking time. While the
professor took a ramble in search of
beetles, Hiram carried the milk into
the kitchen and began:

“Widder Webb, how does it feel to
have a baboon holding your hand?”

“Hiram, what do. you mean?”’ was
demanded. :

“I mean that I have seen you.and
that little runt of a man squeezing
hands a dozen times, and neither of
you seems to care who stands by. Fell
in love mighty quick, didn’t you?”

“Look here, Mr. Stebbins, you have
no right to talk to me this way. You
know who the professor is. He's a
great man. He has taught me more
about whales in the last three days
than I knew in all my life before. He
also knows all about birds and bugs
and bees. It's twice as interesting to
‘hear him talk as it is to hear a ser-
mon,” \

‘“Has a feller got fo squeeze your
hand to talk ‘to you about whales?"
asked Hiram, ’

“He hasn’'t squeezed -it. That’s sim-
ply his way, He is a fatherly man.
When he gets to talking he don’t know
whether he has got hold of my hand
or.the leg of a chair. You ought to be
ashamed of yourself to talk as you do.
I always thought there was a mean
and jealous streak in you, and now it's
come out.”

“Oh, it has, eh?” muttered Hiram.
“Perhaps if I went around looking for
the bones of an old whale, I'd be all
right.”

“I guess it would be better than
grunting around. You don’t care for
educated folks, but I do. I was born
that way. If I was to'ask you about
whales, you couldn’t tell me any-
thing.”

“But the professar could?”

“Yes, sir, he could. Hiram Stebbins,
do you know that the Latin name of
whale is physeter matrocephalus? Do
you' know that we get spermaceti and
ambergris from its body? Do you know
that he sometimes reaches the length
of seventy or eighty feet? You stand
there with a mean look on your face,
and yet let me tell you that the sperm
whale can swallop a man at-a gulp
There are no teeth iin the fupper jaw,
but the lower one has from. twenty-five
to thirty on each side, = The eyes are
small and placed far back in the head.”

“Well?” grunted the hired man,

“Well, the oachelot feeds upon fishes
and cephalopodous mollusks.' You pro-
bably thought he fed upon turnips. The
whale is gregarious. Five hundred or
more have been seen in a single herd.
Terrible conflicts often take place
among the males, and it is not unusual
to find the lower jaws deformed. The
left eye is said to be smaller than the
right, and the whale cannot see behind
him.”

“All from the professor!"” sneered
Hiram as he bowed and walked out te
fasten the hencoop for the night.

When the professor wasn't assisting
his man to dig for bones he was hunt»
ing bugs and bees and butterfiies. To
his great joy he discovered a seven-

" spot bumblebee. As all of us know &
bumblebee is of dark color with yellow
spots on - his back. There are often
from five to six spots, and only rarely

a seven-spotter. This bee, along with
a dozen others, was placed in a paste-
board box, and when the house was
reached the box was deposited on a
window cell of the veranda. The pro-
fessor had told the widow all about
whales. As soon as he had a little
spare time he meant to tell her all
about bumblebees. Two days had gone
by when the moment came. The bone-
¢igging labors of the day were over
and supper disposed of when the pro-
fessor and the widow took chairs on
the veranda. He had found the sheels
of a small turtle in the gravel that day,
and he set out to first explain about
that. Hiram Stebbins was greasing his
boots and chewing the rag in the Kite
chen and could hear every word. He
also knew all about the box of bumble-
bees on the window sill.

According to Professor Sweetzer tur-
tlés had hearts and lungs, hopes and
aspirations. He would even go so far
as to say that turtles loved and were
loved in return. They did not sing lik
a bird or bellow like a frog, but they
were supposed to have musical ears
for all that. In his earnestness the
man got hold of the widow’s hand. It
was only his way. If he had got hold
of her ear it would have been the same.
He had called her his dear woman and
his dear child half a dozen times, and
in his lecture he had got as far back
as the turtle’s markings when Hiram
Stebbins could restrain himself RO
longer. He saw red. He thirsted for
gore. He rose up to do murder, but
checked his onslaught and walked soft-
ly into the sitting room. The window
was up and the bee box before him,
while the backs of the sitters were to-
ward him. He lifted the cover and
stepped back.

The dozen bumbles had been hopping
mad and calling each other names for
the two days. The cover was no sooner
off then out they swarmed to get room
to square off. As thcy caught sight of
the professor and the widow, however,
the hatchet was instantly buried. There
was a  wild swoop, followed by wilder
yells. Old seven-spot led in the fray.
He it was who lifted the professor over
the veranda rail and let him drop
among the hollyhocks while the rest
were paying the widow attentions, The
professor ran and was followed; the
widow shrieked and was stung again
and again. It was not until Hiram
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For a good many years people had
said 'that Farmer Johnson’s wife was
head of his house, but that he was a
great incumbrance to her. They had a
farm just outside a thriving town, and,
had it been left to the wife, there were
many promising speculations she would
have entered into. She was allowed

‘to boss things around the farm, but

when it came to outside matters the
husband would take no risks. When
his death finally took place people
looked to see Aunt Betty, as she was
called, carry out some of her ideas and
make things hum. They were not dis-
dppointed, . She went into strawber-
ries and made money; she went into
the dairy business and made money;
she went into poultry and made
money. It was said that there was
not half a dozen men in the county
who had her business sense.

Aunt Betty had a daughter nineteen
years old ,by name Prue, Prue did
not run. to business. She was simply
a sweet-tempered and lovable girl, who
attended school in town in the winter
and helped about the housework in
summer. Up to the time of the father’s
death, the mother had not ‘‘suffered
aspirations” regarding Prue’s future.
It was taecitly  understood that she
weould marry some young farmer and
settle down to the hundrum life. But
after the mother had become a busi-
ness woman, there were other plans
for the girl. She was to be educated
in music and other arts and made a
lady of. .

Just how Prue Johnson and Darius
Livingstone first met is of no great
consequence. He was twenty-two and
had graduated as a lawyer and settled
in the town. He was a slab-sided
young man, tall and angular and un-
gainly. There were a few people who
said.- that he might know more than
he ishowed, but the majority were of
the opinion that he didn’'t know wheth-
er potatoes grew in the ground or on
trees. If Prue held with the majority
it was rather singular that the young
lawyer should have come driving out

'ty the farm one June day. to inquire

for her. She was upstairs at the
time, and it was her mother who re-
ceived him. At the first glance she
thought him the homeliest young man
she had ever seen. After the second
she took him for some pedlar of music
and went upstairs and went to Prue:

“There’s a bean-pole down stairs
asking for you. I never saw such a
gawk. He says his name is Living-
stone. He's enough to scare the set-
ting hen off the nest. Did you ever
hear of any such feller?”

“Why, ma, he’s a lawyer in town,
and we have met three or four times,”
replied Prue, as her face flushed scar-
let.

“A lawyer—humph! If you was to put
a club in his hands he wouldn't know
enough to pound sand. ‘What's he here
for?"

“Why—why, he said he might call
some day. I don’t see why you call him
homely. I've heard lots of folks say
that he/reminded them of Abraham
Lincoln,”

The mother sniffed her contempt and
turned away. Prue went down and re-
ceived het caller, and though Mrs.
Johnson was rather busy around the
house and yard she saw and heard
enough to satisfy her that the young
man was “interested.”” He remained
for an hour or so and then left, and
while his back was yet in sight Prue
wag properly warned.

“I shall have to have a son-in-law
some day.” added the mother, “but I
want one whose looks won’t sour all the
milk, and who knows a cabbage-head
from an old gander. Lawyer! Lawyer!
Why the poorest lawyer we've got in
town would make your young man look
like a bobtailed woodchuck if they had
a case in court.”

Prue ran away without talking back, !

and things quieted down for a week.
Then the mcther came home from town
one afternoon to blurt out:

“Do you know what I heard this af-
ternoon? At least half a dozen people
told me that you and that scarecrow
young lawyer were in love.”

“Oh, mammal!”

“You needn’'t —‘oh mamma!’ me. If
you’ve fallen in love with any such man

I'm ashamed of you. Why, that red-i

headed, cross-eyed Sue Williams
wouldn’t look at him.” ;

“We are not in love,” stoutly pro-
tested Prue.

“Then what are you looking so red
fort’

‘“Because—because we are simply
friends. That is, he's awfully smart
when you come to talk with him. I've
been reading the life of Lincoln, and
it’'s wonderful how much alike they
are.

“wonderful bosh! Abe Lincoln was
smarter'n a whip as a lawyer.”

«But Darius is going to be if he ever
gets a case.”

“Hver gets a case! I'd like to know
who'd trust him with a case!”

The younz man called agsain in about
a week, ostensibly to make inquiries
concerning the strawberry pest, and
while Mrs. Johnson didn’t order. him off
the farm, she gave him what she called
a chilling reception. The fact that he
didn’t seem at all put out aggravated
her, and but for a business engagement
taking her attention she would have
had much to say to Prue. Four days
later she came into the house to say:

“Well, when I dreamed of black hogs
one night last week I knew that trouble
would come. I've got a lawsuit on
hand. It seems that those three cows
I bought over in Delevan last week had
a chattel mortgage on them. The holder
of it wants $90 from me. I must either
pay or be sucd. I told him to sue as
soon as he pleased, and he'll probably
summon me tomorrow.”

«And you'll have to have a lawyer

o

‘asked Prue.

“Of course. I'm just going to drive

rushed out with smeke and flame that
she was rescued, and a neighbor wo-
man sent for to treat the lumps and
bumps and put her to bed. The pro-
fessor returned mnot. OId seven-spot
wouldn’'t let him. No news came from
him as the hours of night wore on, and
Hiram wondered, but next morning the
widow received a note reading:

“My dear child, please send my satchel
by bearer. I'm off after more bhones.
The turtle, as I meant to have told you,
is utterly without ambition.”

«yvall,” said Hiram to himself as he
worked in the cornfield that day,
“there was the professor and me and
the widder and the whale and the bum-
ble bees, and if I hain’t come out top
o' the heap, who has?” '
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into town and see Lawyer Parsons.”

‘“‘But why not give Mr. Livingstone
the case?”

‘“Prue Johnston, do you take me for
an idiot!” exclaimed the mother in as-
tonishment. ‘Do you think I want to
lose $90 and costs, besides $10 more for
a lawyer? Folks around here think
I'm a pretty smart woman, and I don’t
want to be made a laughing-stock of.
That beanpole of a young man wouldn’t
know enough to cross-examine an old
cow.” i

Lawper Parsons, who was the leading
member of the bar in the town, was re-
tained, and the expected summons was
served next day. A week later the suit
came on. During the interval young
Livingstone drove out to the Johnson
farm. Miss Prue had gone to town to
do some shopping, and the mother was
blunt and brusque. The budding attor-
ney almost offered his services in the
coming suit, and the look he received
in reply lingered with him for many
hours. When Prue got home she was
told that there had got to be a stop ta
this sort of thing, but when she burst
into tears and said she could not help
it her mother was reasonable enough to
reply that maybe she could not.

The girl went to town with the mothen
on the day of the suit. In the courte
room a shock of surprise awaited her,
Darius Livingstone appeared as counsel
for the complainant. Yes, he was thera
in all his dignity, and he didn’t seem &
bit frightened that it was his first case,
and that he was matched against the
oldest and smartest lawyer in the coun=
ty. He nodded to Prue, and would have
done the same to her mother had she
not just then been engaged in whisper<
ing to her daughter:

“Prue Johnson, lok over there! Ag
true as you live your beanpole of a
young man is going to take the case
against me! That's another specimen
of his cheek. You wait, however, When
Parsons get through with him there’ll
be only a grease spot left.”

Surprise after, surprise was the order
of the day. The plaintiff really had &
chat;el mortgage on the cows. , They
had been driven away and sold. In
buying them ‘Mrs. Johnson, had taken
thd seller’'s word. Her lawyer argued
that this was customary, but “bean<
pole” brought in six witnesses to
prove to the contrary. Mrs. Johnson
was made to admit that she was a
business woman, and that she had
never brought even a chicken without
being guaranteed. A dozen errors wers
made in her ecase, and before it was
concluded, Mr. Parsons was made to
look extremely foolish. The jury gave
& verdiet for the plaintiff, and Prue
shed tears beneath her veil and real-
ized that she would see no more of
Linceln No. 2. She was in the despair
when her mother walked up to the
young attorney and held out her hand,
saying:
gy s

I am a biunt and plain-

gpoken woman, You are lop-shouldered

and slab-sided. You are as homely as
a hedgehog in March, but you are a
talker and are certain to make a good
lawyer. If I ever have a son-in-law,
I hope he’ll be one of the profession.
No, don’t make any excuses. You
had a right to take the other side, and
1 hold no grudge against you. If you
want to know how good cheese is made
come out to the farm.”

Mr. Livingstone did want to know.
He had always been curlous about it.
He took early advantagemof her offer,
and at last reports he and Miss Prue
had decided to go South on their wed«
ding tour. S &
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HELD THEIR OWN.

A regiment of regulars was making
a long, dusty march across the rolling
praire land of Montana during a re-
cent summer. It was a hot, blistering
day, and the men, longing for water
and rest, were impatient to reach the
next town. A rancher rode past, “Say,
friend,” called out one of the - men,
“how far is it to the next town?” ‘“OR,
a matter of two miles or so, I reck-
on,” called back the rancher. Another
long hour dragged by, and another
rancher was encountered. ‘“How far
to the next town?” the men asked him
eagerly. “Oh, a good two miles.,” A
weary half hour longer of marching,
and then a third rancher. “Hey, how
far’s the next town?” “Not far,” was
the encouraging answer—‘only. about
two miles.” *“Well,” sighed an opti-
mistic sergeant, “we’re holdin’ our own
anyhow.”

*——’—-—‘

WHEN OREGON WAS IN THE BAL«
ANCE.
L
wnere is no boundary in the world
of greater political importance than
the forty-ninth parallel, which divides
Canada from the United States. When
this boundary was under discussion,
the Pacific coast was almost inaccessi-
ble, and the ownership of Oregon, now
a state of vast wealth, with opulent
cities and a teeming population, was
in the balance. The matter was set-
tled by the report of Captain Temple,
a brother of ILord Palmerston, who
wrote to the admiralty ‘“that the coun-
try was not worth a cuss because the
salmon would not take a fly.”—Man-
chester Chronicle.

-

THE ONLY WAY,
Al

“I am writing an article,” he salq,
‘“on ‘The Way to Manage a Woman.'"

“I suppose it will be a long one,” she
replied in a slightly scornful tone.

“No,” he answered, “it will be quite
short. In fact, it will consist of only
two words—‘Don’t try!'”

e

LONG WAIT,
S S

“Grandpa, how old are you?”

“I am eighty-seven years
dear.”

“Then you were born eighty years
before I was. What a long time you
had alone waiting for me!”

old, my

WORSE STILIa

D o .
Griggs—The idea of your Iletting
your wife go round.saying she made a
man of you! You don’t hear my wife
sayving that. Driggs—No, but I heard
her telling my wife that she did her
best,

2

The preparation ef canvas for paint-
ers is a lucrative trade,




