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“Yomhave been sitting here precise-
fifty minutes.” caid her companion

ly

in a €

sorry you have found the time 8o ted

ious, but I suppose Mr. Blount was
ntably detained. Can I do

un

Bﬂ:&: for you? Order your horee
or— .

“THe master is just coming across
wn now, 'M,” interrupted the
Polifs §lason, the gray-haired servitor
at Blaunt Grange, putting his head
Juncture.
“Thomght 1'd let you know, 'm, after

the In

round the door at this

you'd waited go long.”

good; I will come and meet
him,“ dabel said, hastily, anxious to
avoi@ any greeting that might lead to
the @sual “naming of names” before
thig questioning stranger. “Please g0

and Tet Mr, Blount know that I am
here,”

After which she gathered up her rid-

ing-gkirts once more, took her dog
in her arms, and her whip in her hand
and, finally turning, made a haughty
littl4 bow to the tall young man in
graw,

“Good-morning,” she said, coldly, al-
beit. gracetully.

“Good morning, Miss—Manvers,”
he returned, with an equally punctil-
foug Inclination of the head, and a
covert smile that was half satirical
and wholly amused, while he follow-
ed her to the door, opened it, and
bestowed upon her there another bow
that must have somewhat resembled
the ancient dignified salutation with
whichk the “magnificent” Louis was
in the habit ot dismissing his attend-
ant. courtiers,

“Now what was he smiling at, I
wonder, in such a hatefully sarcastie
sort of way?” pondereq Mabel, slow-
Iv. ag gshe went down the stairs to-
ward' t_e open hall door to greet the
mas.cr of ahe Grange. "Oh, if by any
possibility he should be personally
acquxinted with those Manvers, what
in the world will te not think of me?
How stupid that (his idea should
nevér have cccurred to me before,
But, mo, it is impossible; I believe
that under such circumstances it
would not be in human nature to re-
sist betraying the knowledge and en-
joying the adversary’s confugion for
the’ moment, no matter how consoling
and lenient one might prove the next
instant. How curious he was! How
determined to make me repeat my an-
swerlf I don’t remember ever before
meeting so unpleasant and altogether
detestable a young man, and hope I
nevey shall again. Catch me mixing
myself up with any fsllow’s gambling
debty from this day forth, once I
et out of this dilemma, which has
beert considera®'v more troubiesome
thant € ever bargained Tor, and rather
more than Eddie himself is ‘worth.
How cddly he stared at me—so rude
of him—ang what a very handsome
mustache he has='”

Bdt here she came up with Dick
Blonnit, and therefore it must forever
remain a mystery as (o whether it
wad Eddie’s or the stranger's mus-
tacheé she considered so worthy of
commendation. Still, as Edward Tre-
vanign’s hirsute ornaments consisted
at this time of about twenty-two low-
spirfted and wandering hairs, situat-
ed im the region of his upper lip, it
was trardly probable that it could have
been his,

“All, how d've do, Mr. Blount?”
Mabel =aid, with a sudden sense of
relief and protection, as she held out
her hand to the fresh, handsome
zonqeman advancing so rapidly to
meet her.

Dick Blount, or “old Dick,” as he
wag! more commoenly called by his
friends and acquaintances—whose
name¢ was leglon— was a-man some-
what in the “fiftles,” tall, strong,
athletic, and the master of an income
closg upon six or eight thousand a
yeah The Grange was one of the
loveliest estates in the county gitu-
ated about two miles or so from
King’s Abbott, and why the owner of
it had never takey to himself a wife
was & question oh&fﬂked in Cliston,
but never satisfactorily answered. No
woman’s name had ever been ecnnect-
ed with his—in the matrimonial Jine
at leasr—since, on his uncle's déath,
he had come to take posression of the
property, How and wlere he had
lived previously was iittle known to
anyone, beyond the certainty that he
had spent much of his time abrcad,
wandering in a desultory pleasare-
seeking fashion from city to city, with
probably no ultericr rearons, except
thosd of enjoying the present hour to
the uttermost.

Hfad he ever loved and lcst? Or
wooed and ridden-awey unmindful of
the tear-stained face that —watrhaed
with passionate dezpair his gay defec-
tion? Or had he through his ycung
days cscaped scatheless from the fire
of bright eyes and honeyed vcices
that must here and there have tempt-
ed him during life's journey?

None could say in the quiet little
¢ mlry-side wheve he had elected to
spend his later years, One thing was
ever known—that when, a long time
after this, the new owner was having
some furniture in one of the Grange
rcoms removed, he found behind a
bed, sunk deep within the wall, a
small framed picture, its face turned
frooy the lght, It proved to be an
old painting of a bright, fair, yellow
haired girl, small of feature, but ex-
quisitaly lovely, who lcoked out from
the canvas with large, mocking eyes,
that. perhaps were just a little too
clogely set to be, strictly speaking,
perfect. Immediately below the
portrait was written, in a man’s hand,
the two words: “Aged eighteen,” but
whether at that early period of her
existence this blue-eyed lady had
provéed fair and false, or been car-
ried, to' a clay-cold grave, there re-
mained no clew to determine.

Blount himself made no mention of
this hiddan picture, either when living

htly grieved tone. “It is not
a pletisant thing to be told by any one
that, they are heartily sick of your so-
ciety siiter a trial of only one short
half @our and twenty minutes. I am

of sceing you, some fifteen
say he knows the Manvorses?”
color of two soft summer roses.
ing you were speaking to my nephew,
the Manverses,” sald Blount, with an-
other heartless explosion of mirth.
“And so you told him you were Jane

—eh? His face must have been a pie-
ture when he comparsd poor Jane's

anything less like a disappointed lover
than he alwayg appeared it would be
bard to find, Though seldom induced

to go anywhere himself, he was par-
ticularly addicted to hospitality of all
kinds, given in his own domain, such
a8 bachelors’ parties, picnies, morn-
ing entertainments of eveiy desci.p-
tion, and usually two or three balls
in the year—which latter were con-
ducted on a magnificent scale, and
to which the entire county was in-
vited, and went.
Far and near there was no man
more universally beloved and respect-
ed by all classes. Young men adored
him for his genial kindly advice, al-
ways so genily given, and his ready
assistance, while every child in the
neighborhood had reason to remem.-
ber the good nature of old Dick
Blount, /
“Dear me, - Miss Mabel,” he said,
“how am I ever to gain your pardon
for keeping you such a time in dur-
ance vile? The fact is, I never heard
2 word about your being here until
two minutes ago, when Mason came
out in a frenzy of excitement to tell
me you had been waiting at least an
hour.”
“Scarcel,
bm'!

y 80 long as that, I think;

& minute or so.”

“So you shall. Come in here,” gaid
Dick Blount, and he led the way into
his library, the door of which he

closed carefully behind her, “Now,
what can I do for you?"
“I am going to ask something

very dreadful,” began Mabel, after a
bause, during whicn she had felt her
courage oozing rapidly away— “some-
thing that I feel sure no weman
should ask; but you must promise not
to think too hardly of e for all
that.”

*“l promise you.”
“Well, then"—desnera\g,ely—“l want

you to give me three hundred
pounds.”

Blount laughed.

“Is that all?” he said. “Why, I

thcught you wers about to confess to
balf & dozen murders at least. Sit
down, Miss Mabel, and tell rme all that
‘is on your mind.”
And Mabel, sitting down, told him
ali her trouble—all about ¥ddis's evil
behavior, and her father's ignorante
of it, together with his inability to
1ay so much ready money just then,
end her own determination to come
over to him, as the only person she
cculd think of likely to help her in
her calamity. When she had finished,
she looked up at him wistfully out of
her beautiful hazel eyes, f

“I know 1 have done a very wroug
thing,” she said, with quivering lips—
“a hateful, unfeminine thing that will
make you despise mq forever. But
vhat could I do?
one I could think of to help rie, and
80 I came.”

“I consider you have done ine a very
great honor,” answored old Dick,
promptly, “and I feel proud and siad
of it. To whom indeed should you
ccme, if not to your oldest friend?
Ill tell you what, Miss Mabel—I'll
write you out the chequa now on the
epot, and you can taKe it at once to
Your naughty brother with your love;
and we will never tell anyone—-you
and I—one word about it.”

Mabel's eyes filled with tears. She
stooped suddenly and kissed the kindly
large brown hand that lay on the
table near her.

“Nensense, child,” said Blount, has-
tily; “what did you do that for? Why,
the money fs lying idle at my banker's,
not doing the slightest good to anyone,
and I am only too pleased to be able
to cblige vou so ocasiry. And row
what shall I get you after your ride
ond long solitary coafinement in the
drawing-room ?”

“Nothing, thank You—esgpecially "as”
it wasn’t solitary confinement by any
means,” Mabel declarad —"quite the
contrary. There was a stranger there
the entire time, a Mr, Roy, 1 think
his name was. And that is another 4
thing 1 want to speak to You about.
Pleace do not tell that genileman who
I am, as he might let some of the
other officers at Bilton know all about
niy visit here, and it would ceriainly
ccme 1o papa’s ears in the jong run,”
“What did you say his name was
“Roy-—at.least so Muson told e,
“And who told you iie was an offi-
cer stationed at Bilton?”

“He locked like it,” “Mabel said,
simply, “And, besides, I know all the
men at Broughton. Am [ not right?
Is he not an officer?”

“Quite right,” raturned Blount; but
ho seemed strongly inclined to laugn,

“And 30 he spoka to vou, I suppase;
and yvou called him Mr, oy, eh ™
“Just 50,” answered “the queen,”

“And it was Very wrong of me, ycu
know. But when, in some way or
other, he asked me my nam=, I said it
was Manvers, because, the Manverses
being your cousins, peopie would not
think about it if Mr. Roy spoke of Lis
nieeting me here.” #

Dick Blount burst into a pericet
roar of laughter.

“By Jove,” said he, “that is the best
thing I have ever heard! 1 woader
which he theught you were--Jane or
Martha? 'He must have considered
you grown young aad wonderfully
Fretty since last he had the pleasure
years ago.”
Mr. Blount, you don’t mean to

cried
Mabel, in real distress, hor chezks the

“Oh,

“1 should rather think 80, consider-

Roy Blount, who 18 also a cousin of

with her eyes bent on Bogki's
dusky head—“Mr, Blount, I want to
8peak to you in private, please, for

You were the only *

this
unconscoualy,
| feasting himself upon the girl's Wool,

or Roy will certainly mistaike you for

ed in spite of Lerself at the absurdity
of her position, as she rode on beneath

Ler way home to King's Abbott.

Jou yqung witch!”
“And I have been calling him by
kis Christian name all this time'”
declared Mabel, who wag almost comi-
cal in her despair. “Oh, Mr. Blount,
what on earth shall I do? When is
he going away? You know I can
rever look him in the face again, so do.
s2y he will be leaving shortly.”
“He isn't dreaming of going,” said
Blount—*not for a full montn at all
events—not until his leave expires, and
then he goes to Dublin to join Lis
regiment. So, you see, you will have
to dance with him at my ball the night
after next, Miss Mabel, and be sure
you are cousinly in your behavior,
whatever happens.”
“Dance with him!” exclaimed Mabel,
indignantly, “How can you go on like
tkat when you know I can never spesk
to him again? Why, what must he
tbink of my. coming here on private
business to you, and telling him such
a horrid, horrid lie? Mr. Blount’—
imploringly—“will you just explain
things a little to him, without betray-
ing Eddie—will you? Oh, it you will
cnly be so kind!*
“Of coume 1 will” gald Rigwnt,
" “Yes, Miss Mildred, heaven be prals-
ed for it!" gaild the woman, stop-
ping opposite to her with tears stand-
ing in her dark blue Irish eyes. “An’
if it hadn’t been for you, where'd he
have been now? ‘Twas the good word
ye had for him with the squire that
got him off, I'm tould; an’ if the pray-
ers and blessin’s of Kitty Dempsey can
do ye good, ye have them. Oh, asthore,
‘tis little ye know of the sore heart I
had yesterday—an' may the heavens
above ever keep ye from knowin’'! Pat-
sey”—with a sudden and utter change
of tone—“tis throublin’ the lady ye
are, ye spalpeen of the waorld, come
do'wn off her lap this minit, I'm tellin’
ye!®
“Ah, please, no,” interceded Mil-
dred’s soft voice as she pressed her
arm round the boy to hold him closer.
“I like him here very much, and he
likes being here, don’t you, Patsey ?”
“I should rather think he did,” solil-
oquized Denzil, at the open entrance.
But the child said nothing; he only
glanced up in his protectress’ face
with rougish, sparkling eyes, and laid
his head against her shoulder, He
Was a remarkably handsome lad of
about four years old, very dark and
bright-complexioned, indeed almost
foreign in his style of beauty.
“Tell me, Miss Mildred;” began the
Woman again, with the respectful free-
dom peculiar to her countrywomen,
“is it thrue what I've been hearin’
about ye, that ye're going to be mar-
ried? Is it threu, alanna? An’ to the
young lcrd that's stayin' at King's
Abbott?”
“It may be so,” said Miss Trevan-
ion, laughing. “Stranger things have
huppened before now. But I, for my
part, have heard nothing about it.”
She paused,,blushed a little at the
Woman's earnest, kindly glance, and
then Denzil bethought himself that it
wag high time he should cease to be a
listener to this dialogue. Up
he had been, almost

uncommon beauty; but the  latter
part of the conversation startled him,
and betrayed his position to himself as
an eavesdropper. He advanced, placed
his gua against the lintel of the door,
and held out his hand to Miss Tre-
vanion.
“Good\morning,” he said. “It secems
late in the day for that salutation,
does it not byt 5ou know we had not
the pleasure ~ of your company at
breakfast this morning.”
“No. Papa, you see, was not going
'Shcoting; and, really, all the rest of
yYou chose to get up at such a ridicu-
lously early hour! Have you had good
sport?”’

“Pretty fair; the others have done

rather better, T fancy. But all the
shooting here is c¢apital. I have lost
my way a little, I think; at least I

have got completely separated from
my companions, and just came in to
ask permission to light my pipe,
which accounts for my being here.”
He turned as he mentioned the pipe,
and bowed courteous'y to Mrs. Demp-
sey, whe, courtesying in return, told
“his honor” he was very welcome.
“Never fear; I will make it cll right
for you bofore Thursday night, Miss
Mgbel; and, as for him thinking any-
tbing bad of you, ‘why, he is the best
lad in the world, and is, I'll be bouad,
at this very moment thinkinz of noth-
ing but the beauty of a certain yvoung
lady who claimed kinship with him a
littie time ago.”

“Thank you,” returned Mab, fceling |
slightly better as she listened to his |
hearty way of putting things; “thank
You ugain and again, Mr. Blount, for
all your goodness to me.”

“I have done nothing for you,” pro-
tected old Dick; “and I shall be seri-
cusly angry, Miss Mabel, it you ever
mention my ‘goodness’ 0 me again’’
They were crossing the hall at this
time, and presently galned the vuter
porch, where he put her on har Yorse
and gathered up ths reins for her
hand

“Well, good-bye, and take care of
yoursgell; and be sure you look your
very loveliest on Thursday .evening,

Jane.”

“Good-bye,” Mabel cried, and laugh-
the elms once more to the highroad on
When she reached it she found the

house deserted—the two elder ladies,
accompanied by Miss Younge, having

or in thn act of dying; ané certainly

light blue orbs with your dark eyes,

gone a distance of five miles to return

to see Kate Dem;

heads to return.

dwelling-place,

been shooting since early dawn.
“And Miss Mildred—where is she?”
“Miss Trevanion has just gone down
by the copse way, toward Grant’s farm

CHAPTER VIII.

Mildred was finding her way leis-
urely along toward Mrs.

the fresh crispness of the wintery air

psey, whose ‘man’ has
‘been in trouble,’ ” Jenkins, the foot-
man, informed her.

And so there was nothing left for
Mabel but to wait patiently until such
time as any of the members of the
household should take it into their

Dempsey's
enjoying thoroughly

as she went while the distant sound of
the sportsmen’s guns came now and
then with startling distinctness to the
ear, i
“People say, ‘Who’d be a dog?’ ” she
thought to herself, gayly, as she walk-
ed along; “but I say, ‘Who'd be a bird
—for at least nine months out of the
twelve?” Poor little wretches, how
unhappy they must be to-day, how
terrified. And yet—" Here she was
going to add, “And yet what a capital
thing cold grouse is!” when her arriv-
val at Mrs. Dempsey’s door checked
the unsentimental reflection. A

Amongst the slaughterers of the
birds on that particular morning was
Denzil Younge, who having wandered
from his companions in more am-
bitlous search of gami:, found himself
presently opposite a certain cottage
door, with no assured knowledge of
his whereabouts, and without a light !
for his pipe.
He decided to enter, and ask the
8ood woman of the house permission
to light his pipe at her glowing em-
bers, as well as gain some information
respecting his position; s0 he went
up to the door, which he found open,
and bowed his head to enter. And this
was what he saw—Mijldred Trevanion

3. 1“.
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kept will not explode except by shock
or a blow; Lance a cap or detonator is
affixed to a charge just before firing
to set it off. Set fire in open air dy-
namite burns fiercely with a smoky
flaine, but does not explode unless sev-
eral sticks are closely piled together
or packed in a box. The most com-
mon cause of premature explosion of
dynamite is separation of its nitrogly-
cerin, slight friction or shock causing
this to explode and, in turn, explode
the dynamite. Separation of nitrogly-
cerin usually occurs when frozen dy-
namite is being thawed out; henceso
many cases of explosion by careless
or ignorant persons who use a perfect-
ly good stove in a course of instrue-
tion in how to handle dynamite. The
force of a dynamite explosion 13 usu-
ally greatest downward. Thus a stick
of dynamite exploded on a rock with-
out being covered will shatter the
rock, but will produce little effect in
cther directions. Like all explosives,
dynamite just be enclosed by produce
it pleasanter. Thes last day of the
sometimes prepared in granular form
for producing certain explosive effects,
but its action is too rapid and intense
for use in rifles or cannon.

it earefully made and |

The Coffee Cup in Persia.
The expression “to give a cup of
coffee” has in Persia a somewhat om-

Inous significance. This is .due to the
fact that the coffee cup is one recog-
nized medium !:: conveying ?ouhon_
Some years ago the Zovernor of pa-
ania, having long been at daggers
drawn with the chief of a powerful
mountain tribe, determined in this
way to put an end to all trouble. He
"professed to entertain a great degree
of friendship and esteem for the
chieftain and invited him to visit him
at his palace. The ciler unsuspici-
ously came, accompanied by his two
young sons. For a week they were
royally entertained. But at last one
morning when the chief came into
hig host’s presence he was coldly re-
ceived, and an attendant stepped for-
ward with a single cup of coffee in his
hand, which he offered to the guest.
The Jatter could not fail to understand
that he was doomed. Preferring,
however, steel to poison, he declined
the cup and was thereupon, at a sig-
nal from his host, stabbed to death.

———— e
The moment of finding a felow-
creature is often as full of mingled
doubt and exultation as the moment

of finding an idea.—George Eliot.

You can’t b

Old Dutch

cat

for taking rust

stains off knives

and

—no longer the unapproachable Mil-
dred of his everyday life, but a being
soft smiling, lovable—with a little

many flounces and fur-belows of her
dress,

“And so Jim is safely out of his
trouble, Mrs Dempsey,” she was say-
ing, & pleased glow of satisfaction on
her fair face as she watched the little
lad in her arms complacently munch-
ing the biscuits she had brought
him,

1

T
(To be continued.)

Turn the Children Lcose.

Turn them loose. That is the best
way to develop the muscles of boys
and girls. Turn them loose and le:
them live wild—climb trees, Jump
fences, chase squirrels, play with the
dogs, dig in the garden, pick flowers,
hop, skip and jump and do all sorts’
of things that a natural human ani-
mal wants to do. The trouble is, onr
boys and girls are tamed too much,
We are all born wild and in the civi-
lizing prccess have to be tamed more
or less. Most of us, however, get tam-
ed too much. We become so tamed
that we are spoiled.—Good Health.
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We hear a lot about women’s taste
—Yyet look at what they marry.--Flor-
ida Times-Union.
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I love to sit by the embers
boy upon her knees, whose bare feet As they sparkle, and fade, and crecp,
kicked triumphantly amongst the| While T'wilight gathers her children

When the nolses of Day are softened
Ere the reign of Night is ushered

And my care-freed tancy wanders

In the changing coals and ashes,

And I know that 1

So I love to sit by the embers
While Twilight g

—David DeMay
Chronicle.

Portland, March 23,

It seems probable that

At Twilight.

And tucks them away to sleep.

To a soothing, mellow croon,
By her herald, the welrd-faced moon.

here’s a magic balm in the gloaming
For tke day-racked weary Lrain,

In the paths afar trom pain.

he visions and ¢reams of boyhood
Pass before me clear and bright,

As twilight fades into night.
T
C

he pillar of fire before me

'akes a deeper and stronger glow;
alling me onward and upward

As it did in the long ago.

y heart grows younger
mbs nearer Truth,

'or twilight-hour communings
With the things of my vanished youth.

That my soul cli
these

As they sparkle, and fade, and creep,

athers her children
N AWAY to sleep.
Farnworth, in Pittsburg

_——————

The Dutch steamer Rijndijk, from
for Rotterdam,
f Scilly Islands.
the Rijndijk,
reported damaged
St. Catharine’s Point, struck a

And tucks thern

as been damaged of|

ke the Eemrilk,
f

mine,

THE WORD OF A GER AN.
Your troth was broken ere thé"“trumpets
oW,
In the fight with unclean hands Aou
rode;
Your spurs were sullied and the .sword
you drew
Bore staln of outrage done to Thonor's
code.
And you have played your game as you
egan.
thmfu the lv:z‘hlto flag raised by shat-

tered ranks,

The ecry for mercy, answered, man to
mun—

And the swift stroke of traitor Steel
for thanks.

Once bitten we are twice a little

shy,
And then forget; but with the moo{n‘
ing score

Our old gooa-nature, tried & shade too

hig!
Stiflcus its lip, and means to stand

no more.
So now, when you protest with bleating
throat,
Ang. broider round your Wrongs a
piteous tele,
Urging the neuiral ones to take -a mote
Tnat we have passed outside the
human pale;
The world (no fool) will know where lies
the blame
If knglava lets your pleadings go un-
heard;

To grace of chivalry you've lost your
claim—

We've grown too wise to trust a
Bosch’'s word.
—O. S. In Punch.
———————

“Beauty is only siin aeep.” “Beon-
sider that a wise provision of nature.”
“Why s0?” “With that limitation the
girls are kept busy enough.”—Kansag
City Journal,
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