CHAPTER VII.

The next morning Katie was walking
towdrd the station; she had her little
leather bag with her school exercise-
bcoks on her arm. In the early morn-
ing, Lora had come into her sisters
room, and in a weary voice had beg-
god her 10 do her the one favor of put-
ting her mnote into Dr. Schonberg’s
hands; unforiunately, she could not
{ulfil her promise, for papa was not at
&'l well, in consequence, probably, of
“slaying up so long and drinking punch
the¢ night before; she must go up o
him at once, to bind up his leg. Kalie
hrew very well that he would never
allow any one else to do it.

Katie had absolutely snafched the
open note out of her hand, but she did
not speak a word. But Lora knew the
letber would be delivered, Katie was
frustworthy, and her motto was “Faith-
fu' and true.”

The young girl went 1o the station
by side streels. Her face wore a rigid
expression, which made her irregular
fcatures almost ugly. There was some-
thing stern, ahnost cruel, in her dark
eyes, which were surrounded by dark
blue rings. She held Lora's letter in
ber hand, and scarcely scemed to no-
tice that she had almost crushed it.

At lengih she slopped in a narrow
sireet, which ran balween garden hedg-
¢s It was oulside the town; the gar-
dens belonged 1o people who lived in
the cily, and here and there was a
simple couniry house.

The leafless Foughs of the fruil trees
towered up above the bare hedges;
olherwise the landscape was like a sea,
&) thick was the mist; il oncealed the
olu walls of the city to the left and the
fields round about it. No one was vis-
iblc on the lonely, narrow path which
slretched before her,

Katie looked at the letter and bit her
lips. 1In it were words of love addressed
w him, and—Lora had written them!

She gazed at the white paper, as if
she would picree it swith her glance.
She could have faken the nole out of
is envelope, bul she did not do it. She
would not have done it for all the
world. ,

IL was not honorable lo read othor
people’s letters, even when they were
open; and she would not da it, when
she knew that every word contained
in il 'would pierce her heart like a stab
from a knife.

Kalie had ceased to be a child since
yestarday. She was. mo longer a
thoughiless school-girl, She had devey
wped suddenly into a woman. She
did not comprehend, herself, how she
had Litherio lived. She had been awake
ail night, thinking and crying, and
£he had come fo the ‘conclusion (hat
she should go ‘mad if—yes, if

To “go mad” was a favaorile resource
<[ hers, when her passlonate tempera-
ment was opposed in any way.

She suddenly crushed up the lefter
in her hand, and clenched _her hand
over it.  Why should she, she of all
persons, be eniploy: as lhis lover's
messenger?

Three strokes of the clock sounded
through the mist. She raised her head.
“Quarler of cight,” she murmured. At
eight «o'clock. precisely, he would go!
She turned suddenly about, and walked
1eawtaird home; behind her, in the dis-
tance, a train was -thundering along;
there lay the station. She sauntered
a'long for awhile, then she stopped and
picked a hall frozen seed-vessel from a
wild-rase  bush, whase thorny  briers
slraggled through the lhedge. She
broke open the red fruit, and began
tc count the huard seeds. Her gauze
veil was damp from the heavy fog.
She must have been very cold, for she
was excessively pale,

\fter awhile she lurned back in the
direcizn of the station, and now she
walked fast. still carrying the crushed-
up nole in her hand. Just below her
a rod-liled roof mose oul of the mist.
Again there was a dull, rumbling sound;
it came nearer and nearer; she knew
it was the Hamburg train, which left
al eight o'clock, by which he would
travel.  All at once she began o run;
har face was deeply flushed, and her
eyes ware wel with tears. She stopped,
broathless, just at the end of the strel.

A shrill whistle, and the lrain mov-
€d out of the station; she could see it
riush away into he silvery sca of mist.
Did some one Jook out of the carriage
window? Was il he?

Just then the town clock struck eight.

“Tw In'e!l” she murmured. and turn-
¢l slowly o the left toward the Buchow
gate. The train had gone loo soon—
puch too soon!

She ook the nole and began to fear
M oup in lillle picees. They fluttered in
1he air. behind her, like snow-flakes,
for awhile, amd then lay like little
white flowers on the wet grass by the
side of the road. She hardly knew
what she did; she only kept thinking
that she should go mud il—yes, if-—

od
~

CHAPTER VIII.

About noon a servant fromn the Bech-
er villa left at the door a note for the
Herr Major ven Tollen: with a hare
and Frau Becher's complimenls, Herr
Becher ‘had shot il that morning. Frau
von Tollen had laken them bolh from
ke messenger.

"h: major was in a bad temper !o-
wias vexed aloiut his son, who
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showed less consideration for him than
ever, and the ladies of lhe house had
lo bear the consequences. Rudi had
‘slayed oul ogain till one o'clock at
night, and this morning he was com-
plaining of headache, and was, in con-
fequence, in a very irritable frame cf
mind,

“What can it be about?” said Frau
von Tollen anxiously, when she had
dismissed the servant. As she Spoke
she looked anxiously at the elegant
note, .

“Mamma,” said Lora gently, “if you
@0 not know, I cannot enlighlen you;
but it is probably only about the
game.”

Her ‘mother’s worn face was flushed
wilth embarrassment,

“Oh, heavins!” she
Frau Bceher does not——"-

“Want o propose for me for her
‘Adalbert, mamma? 1 should not be
surprised.”

“And do you consider it an insult
that a mother who loves her son should
Ly to win for him the girl of his
chLoice ” cried Frau von Tollen.,

“Mamma, you must keep to the point
—please, mamma. Il is an incolence it
she dares do it after —"

Lora stopped. She saw, by her mo-
ther's expression, that she would not
understand.

“I must carry up the note,” said Frau
von Tollen resolutely, laying the hare
down on the table,

“Why should we talk about it? We
shall know soon enough what she
wants.”

Lora smiled involunlarily; she knew
very well what a mountain of courage
her mother needed, to put a note like
that into her husband's hands.  Her
courage did not gquile hold out: the
Frau Majorin  came back into the
kilchen.

“Ricke!” she called out of the window
into the garden, “come here.” She
pul the letter on a plate and gave it
to the little maid. “Carry it up to the
Herr Major; but first put on a clean
apron—so—it has just come.”

She sat down in a chair by the kit-
chen table, at which Lora was standing,
[<eling apples quite mechanically, Her
lboughls were already far, far away,
c¢n the road to Mainz.

“Oh, lora,” sighed the old lady. The
daughter turned her pale face toward
her.

“You are so indifferent, Lora.”

“About Rudi, mamma? No, indced, 1
am not,” asseveraled (e young girl.
“I cannot sleep at night. I feel oppress-
«d as if before a thunder-storm; but
there is nothing o do but wait, And
then—"  She rent tenderly over her
mother, and kissed her on the forehead,
“then we will bear the trial together,
maulherkin, as we have so oflen done
before.”

“But what if it is {oo heavy; if my
old shoulders should bend bencath thoe
burden?”

“I will help you, mamnra. Have
faith; a sunbeam will surely shine in
the midst of it; only wait!” There was
a smile In her cyes for a moment; she
knew well what  the sunbeam was,
And, as if this consciousness gave her
now courage, she inquired, “Has Ru-
aclph heard nothing from Herr Ben-
Lerg to-day?”

“Oh, yes, vreplied her mother:
“he gives -the poor boy no peace. Twao
letlers  veslerday, and  another one
jrst now; but Rudi pyf it into his pock-
b, unread. And w )_\v\‘.‘}“gglud can il do?”

“Where is Rudi,
“With papa.” %
Th: little maid just then clatlered

downslairs again in her wooden shoes,
and ran out into the garden.

“Now he has got the letter.” whisper-
¢ Frau von Tollen, “and Rudolph is
coning down, now.”

A monmient later the young officer came
into the kilchen, to his mother and
sisler,

“Thank Heaven!” he murmured, “his
tcmper is too much (o be borne, It is to
be hoped the letter will give him some-
thing else to think abcut, for I have
tecn buffeted about enough. Did Bech-
¢1 send (he hare?’ he added; “he was
going out this morning, 1 know.”

Lora replied in the aflirmalive, —

“Well, at any rale we shan't have
that everlasling veal for Sunday,” he
grumbled,

“My love, I can't buy partridges and
that sort of thing for you,” said Frau
von Tollen absently.

“Why, of ejurse not, mamma! Good
heavens! you take offence at everylhing
1 say.”

“Oh, no, Rudi; 1 have long gol over
that- 3

She suddenly  started up from her
ciiair; the major was calling her in a
voice of lhunder.

'Fhe brother and
alone,

“Ther2’ll be a pretly row, now,” said
the liculenant, taking his mother's seat.

“Oh, I don’t think so. Why should
[here be?” said Lora, without pausing in
her occupation,

“H'm! You
lady " wants.”

“To come extenl; but it takes two
foc thal sort of thing. Rudolph. She
m.ght have spared herself the trouble,”

“I don't care; it is all the same to
me.” he replied crossly, he
from his chair. He turned round again.
wien be reached the low door. “Lhey

sister now

were

can imagine what the
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t hot and heevy‘ up Iheie.
i hear?” he remarked, with a
g of his shoulders.- ‘Thay could

the major's voice, hoarse with

§ Tything comes to an end some
time,” said Lora, though she had grown
a shide paler. “I am only sorry for
mamna, Papa, 1 think,
jon." 1
L Alter awhile she went upstairs. As
Whs passing her father's door, the
major gas exclaiming: “My daughters
may mgrry whom they - like; but they
shall gt be forced into a marriage,
When ‘the girl tefls me herself that
she. wents him, then I will believe it,
Lut'no; before—and that is all I have
le say.  But if Melitta shows her face
kere, 1" will throw her downstairs, as
sure as there is a God in heaven, even
though | should be the murderer of
my own sisi®. I won't stand her gos-
i ey

“Oh, Tollen!” cried his weeping wife,

“Be sllent! 1 will answer that old
€Ypsy, that Becher-woman, mysalf, do
you hear? A’ fine fellow that, to hide
himself undér his mother's apron!
Cun’t the idiot try his luck himself? No-
‘My son, who is too modest to approach
the daughter behind the father's back.
would be glad 4o know whether it
wouuld be agreeable to the estecmed

is of my-opm-

cried, “if only{

tlerr Major and amiable wife, if he
sould ask for the hand of Fraulein Ico-
nore,” Confounded women's no:sense-
The fellow has never worn uniform,
or he would have come frankly, and
said to me, ‘I love your daughter—can
I have her or not?” and then—then |
would just as frankly have flung him
dewnslairs, so he would have had lo
pick up his bones separately, the
scented dandy!” :

Lora's lovely face grew suddenly ra-
diant. She ran haslily upstairs into
ber room. Her dear, good old papal
She 'would like lo {hrow her_arms
around his neck. She looked across to
the gymnasium, and then off into the
distance that spread before her, veiled
in mist. Dear, good papa- Never again
would she murmur when he scolded
and grumbled, mever again. And she
would go to him this very day wand
say: “Papa, I love some one, who will
come to you and ask you plainly whe-
ther he may be your son. And he is
a frue man, a good and wise man—
Dcctor ‘Ernest Schonberg.”

She caught hersell singing in a low
tene.  If Katie would only come ! She
must bring her a message; she must
b~ @able 1o 'tell her whether he was very
much disappointed because she could
Lot come herself. And this afternoon,
in the twilight, she would slip across
to his mother. She flushed crimson at
the (hought, and her heart beat ra-
pidly. It 'is a critical moment for a
young girl when she comes before her

‘Tulure mother-in-law for the first time.

She knew that the old Frau Palorin
yimade an idol of her son, and she would
observe her sharply, as the one on
whom her son’s happiness ‘and. woll-
being depended. 1f  she might only
p-easc her! She went to her flower-
pols, where the last monihly roses
were blooming, and hent down each
ane, to leok at it closely. She meant
to eut them for Frau Schonlerg.

If Katie would only come! But
Katie did not come. "When the family
was seated at dinner, the boy who act-
ed as page to Fraulein Melilta appear-
ed. and announccd that Fraulein Kalie
wallll dine with Fraulein von Tdllen
find 'they need not wait for her. This
was sonthing so unheard of that it
excitad universal amazement,  for Kalie
and Aunt Melitta avoided one anolher
like sun and moon,

“What has the gracious lady for din-
ner lo-day?” asked the lieutenant, with
a spice of humor, pouring some of his
fulher's wine into his soup lo makaq
the “dish-water” tolerable, as he said
17 himself.

“Dumplings and stewed fruit,”
plied the servant lad, with a grin.

Lora wondercd inwardly, for Kalio
usually de'esled dumplings and stewed
fruit.

The rLoy was dismissed. The major
sal in silent fury at the waste of his
wine, and no one spoke a word. Lora
cndeavored, in her pleasant way, to
break the oppressive siience, but in
vain. The major ate his dinner hur-
riedly, and wore his grimmest counten-
ance, and Frau von Tollen was mule;
heir son played with his knife and fork,
and was excessively polite in passing
the dishes, or in declining those offer-
ed o him. At length his father folded
up his napkin before he had finished,
und, muttering a short “Mahlzeit!” he
limped out of the dcor.

“Papa does not fcel well,” said his
mother, in excuse, “You mustn’'t mind
him.”

She was scarcely conscious that she
spoke—she had long known this excuse
by heart. For years she had had oc-
casien 1o use il daily, and she did ‘t
with unwearying palience,

The licutenant arose, and whistled a
few notes, took his cigar case out of
lus pockel, and sealed himself by the
window,

“It is a mystery o me how you man-
bear it,” he remarked, and
buried limself in his paper, while the
little maid cleared Ihe table.

Lora took a thin shawl and went in-
to the garden. The sky was full of
clouds. but the air was slill, and al-
rwost warm, She walked up and down
the narrow paths, and at length turned
Ler sleps loward lhe iron gale in the
cld wall, and opening il, went oul.
Oulside, she stopped, and looked (own
al a certain spol in the wel grass.

\\';:\ it very wicked of- her that the
jursand discords of her home did not
cppress her so heavily to-day as usual?
She would not help it; her heart was
so full of sunshine, that she felt as if
evesylhing mus!  come right at. last.
She - felt  like a wanderer, walking
through crooked paths, in night and

re-

age o

carkness; but who knows thal at lhe

[ erid ‘o this path thers 1es & shbitn

g9al, and that after the night fhe momg-
Ing will dewn in golden sunlight, She
threw her arm round the stem of a
{ree, Wwhich, * slanding close to
[} still kept all its foliage,
dyed a brilliant yellow, as if

every leal was gilded,

The 1ree shone out in its splendor
in the gray autumn afternoon as gold-
en as the hopes, of the young creature

tanding beneath i, in the glodmy!
present. She was so deep in_thought,
that. she did not perceive how slowly
leaf after leaf fell to the ground; she
did not perceive how the- little maid
suddenly shot out of the door with a
disturbed countenance,: and eyes star-
ing wilh terror. = I

“Fraulein Lora! Fraulein Loral” she
shricked, grasping her young misiress
by the shoulder. “Good land! Come
in—the gracious lady—"

Lora asked no questions; she stared
al the girl in terror, and then she ran
into the house.

“Downsllairs,” the girl called after
ker, “in the salon”

Lora flung open the door of the par-
1. for the first few seconds she saw
ncthing but her brother, standing mo-
lionless in the window, with his hands
in his pockets.

“What has happened?” she fried to
ask, but her voice died away. There,
on the floor, in front of the sofa, lay
her mother; her head resting on the
;:nshiuns, her hands clutching her gray
wdir,

“Mamma!” cricd Lora,
do speak to me.”

Frau von Tollen
Lora started as she looked into her
mother's- changed countenance—she
loked like a mad-woman.

“This is what I get!” she shrieked.
“I have deserved this of my children!
They, for whom I have given up my
life, now {rample me into the dust! Oh,
why did d not die, al least?”

As she spoke she dropped into a chair
and covered her face wilh her irembling

hands,
(To be Continued.)

OUR LITTLE FRIEND.

“Papa,” “said.- Willie, as he and his
father roamed over the fields togather,
“I like to go walking with you. You
kno;v 80 much aboul everything, don't
you?”

“Yes, Willie, I know a greal deal,”
returned Mr. Bronson, complacently.
“And it is a great pleasure to me, my
son, to be able to impart to you the
information I have acquired.”

Willie looked as if he didn't exactly
know what “acquired,” and “impart,
and “information” meant, but he fook
it for granted that his father under-
slecod what he was saying, and for a
minute he was silent. ‘1hen he asked,
catching sight of catlle grazing in the
next field?”

“Papa, what is cows?”

“Cows,” returned Mr. Bronson, after
a moment of thought—*“cows—er—are
animals with horns, that give milk and
cat grass.”

“Do cows like grass belter than they
dc apple-pie and custard?” asked Wil-
lie

“Very much better,” said Mr. Bron-
son,

“Why do lhey, papa?” asked the boy.

“Oh, because they were born that
way."”

“Why do cows givd
Can’t they sell it?”

“No, cows don't know anything about
meney, you know; and even fif they
did, they wouldn't know where fto keep
it

“dear mamma,

raised her head.

milk, papa?

“Couldn’t they keep it in their horns?”

£0Ohy, {ny, no!”

“What good are c¢ows’' horns? Do
(hey- miake that funny ‘moo’ sound with
their horns?”

“What an idea! No, indeed,
do that with their throats,”

“Why don’t they do it
horns?”?

“They can’t.”

“Can’t anybody blow horns?”’

“Oh, yes. Tin herns, and—er—brass
herns, but not cows’ horns.”

“Papa, why don't cows have
horns?”

“Oh, nonsense! Oh—er—because they
ar¢ cows, I suppose.”

And then he regretted that he
promised to impart information,
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WARSHIP BUILDERS BUSY.
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Biitish Firm#s Have Secursd Many
Large Contracts.

Brilish shipbuilders are experiencing
quile a “boom” in contracts for war-
ships.

Brazil has recently given contracts
to Messrs. Armsirong, Whitworth and
Campany and Messrs, Vickers, Sons
and Maxim for the rguilding of lhree
baftleships and {wo cruisers.

Japan has ordered {wo submurines
of the Holland type from Messrs. Vick-
ers, and the Argentine Government
twe powerful cruisers from Messrs.
Armslrong,

The Vickers Company has also se-
cured an crder for two baltleships for
China, which country is also in the
markel for twenty shallow-draught gun-
boals for patrol seryice on the Yang-
tse-kiang, the announcement being
made thal tenders from British firms
wil. receive favorable consideration.

Tenders are also out for the 33-knot
destroyers, provision = for which has
Feen made in this year's navy esli-
males, and shipbuilders on,the Admir-
aity list have jus! bcen asked to tender
for the consiruction of torpedo’ boals,
which are to form the basis of the new
Auslralian Navy, but .as a hilch has
occurred in the negoliations there will
probably be some delay in placing them.
B3

Many a family tree has a bad branch
and o shady repulalion,

THISGASPL

LIGHTING THE STREETS
STRAW AND CORN COBS.

May Revolutiof®#®(he Gas Industry- -
Coal is Needed No
Longer.

Red tongues of flame shooting through

the black smoke of a burning straw
Lile, gave J. R. Coutts, of Chicago, an
idea which bids fair to revolutionize
th3 gas producing industry of the Unit-
ed States. It has solved the fuel prob-
lem for the great Central West, which
iz without gas coal, bu{ has millions
and millions of tons,of straw. corncobs,
¢tc., now considered waste matter on
the farms.
_ Coutts warked three years on his
idea and last month there was opened
ir Beatrice, Neb., the first results «f
his work—a gas plant which used not
the high priced coal and oil, but sim-
piy the waste matter of the farm. The
Nnew gas plant is not an experiment
an the small scale, but instead, is a
full-fledged gas manufactory, and its
product is lighling the streets of the
cily in addition to furnishing gas for
heating and lighting hundreds of
homes,

PLANT LOOKS LIKE FEED STORE, -

Inslead of paying out hundreds «f
decllars every day to coal mines and
roilroads for material from which to
make the gas which it sells, the Beat-
{rice plant buys up siraw, cobs, corn-
slalks and matter of that kind, throws
ikem into the retorts, and the result
is a splendid gas with ten per cent.
ticre healing power than the best coal
gas known. And ton for ton the straw,
and cobs make sixty per cent. more
&as than does the best gas coal.

The Bealrice plant looks more like &
gigantic feed store than a gas plant.
Ou every side, instead of cars of coal
and tanks of oil, are bales of hay and
cornstalks and cribs of corn-cobs.
There is the old familiar odor of gas
ia the almosphere and all the appurten-
ances usually seen around a gas plant.
But there is another little room which
is not found where coal gas is made—
and in that little room are the secrets
of the business., Here are the formulas
and the processes which represent the
three gears’ work done by Mr. Coults,
and of "which the completed plant is the
result,

Beatrice is a city of twelve thousand
pecple. The new gas company open-
ed for business without a single custo-
yier, June 15, 1907. As a competitor
there was an old established gas com-
pany furnishing gas to three hundred
nielres. Alfter onec month of operation
the new company is lighting the city,
Las three hundred melres already in-
stalled, 'has fifty men inslalling other
melres just as fast as possible and has
hre hundred applicalions on hand.

As to the character of the new gas,
the expericnce of some of the local
papers is a sample., Formerly it was
necessary to keep the fires under the
ruetal pots lighted for four hours be-
fcre use, in order that the type and
anatal might be liquid when needed.
The new gas burns just ninety minutes:
before the melal is ready for use. To”
be exact, the coal gas produced 600
Pritish thermal units, while the vege-
table gas produced GG0 units ¢f heal in
the same time.

TON PRODUCES 10,000 CUBIC FEET.

One ton of {lie best gas producing
coal laid down in Bealrice costs $6,
and will produce 10,000 cubic feet of
gas. But one ton of common old corn-
cobs or slraw {reated in the new plant
produces 16,000 cubic fect of a belter
grade of gas than does the coal. And
after the gas is exiracted there re-
mains 600 pounds of the best coke ob-
tainable. In the case of slraw almost
pure carbon remains. And this ocoke
i3 burned beneath the retorts, thus pro-
ducing the heat necesary o make more
gas and mere ooke. :

" The Beatrice plant cost.800,000, in-
ciuding eighteen mies of gas mains.
This is just about thve st of an ordin-
ary plant ot flie . same capacity.
But ﬂ':: ordinary \ gis plant-¢an be
rade into a corneob plant by €xpend-
ing about $2,000. The burners and
other fixtures are the same for Both
guses.

——,

Inslead of dreaming of to-morrow tha
successful man is wide-awake to the op-
portunities of to-day.

When a girl says she never inlends
to get. morried she means it about &g

much as the man who says he has more
money than he knows what to do with,

He—Look at that woman on the other
cide of lhe street waving her hands
aboul her head. Is she praclising phy-
sical culture?” She—“Good gracious,
rd! She’s describing her new hat to the
other woman!”

It is sad to learn, from official sourc.
es, that, in spite of the march of cly,
ilizalion, an average of mearly 30,000
unaddressed letters find their way lg
the British Post Office yearly, and “thaf
over $30,000 per annum is, in this way,
presented to the National Exchequer,
The amusing part of the matter is the
Wway in which many letters are address.
e!, “Obanvidock” was, on one occas.
iocn, made to do duty for Holborn Via.
duct; “Mailand” was found to be Mile
End in masquerade; “Hilewile” was al.
leged to be photo-phonetic; but mos!
experts collapsed when it came t¢
“Haselfeach in no fampishere”—wiy}
al last emerged into Hazelbeach, North,
amptonshire.  The last production,
however. was lhe best: “To the Ceq
tery of Ware, Chelsey Osbieile, Londop

Queen Vicloria.”




