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I positively hatted him. That’s the one 
good thing that has come out of all this 
trouble. Be won’t bother me any more. 
I>e got fairly rid of him.”

Reggie pressed her to his side.
“Florrie, dear,” he whispered chival

rously, “when you talk like that, do you 
know, you almost make me feel glad all 
this trouble has come—if it has had the 
effect of making us draw closer to one an
other.”

iv “Florrie, dearest,” he murmured, “I 
have nothing. You have nothing. We 
have both of ùs nothing. We know now 
it’s only for pure, pure love we can think 
of one another. I love you. Will you take 
me? Can you face it all out with met”

Florrie hid her face yet once more in 
Reggie’s best white waistcoat. He didn’t 
even stop to reflect how-she tumbled it.

“Darling, darling,” she cried, “how un
selfish, how noble of you!”

Reggie drew himself up with an ineffa
ble sense of having acted in difficult cir
cumstances like a perfect gentleman. He 
was proud of his chivalry.

“Then tomorrow,” he said briefly, “we 
will be married with this license as the 
archbishop directs at St. Mary Abbott’s, 
Kensington."

Florrie clung to him with all her arms. 
She seemed to have a dozen of them.

“Oh, you dear!” she cried, overjoyed. 
“And at such a moment! How grand of 
you! How sweet! Oh, Reggie, now I know 
you are indeed a true gentleman I”

Reggie thought so himself and stood six 
inches taller in his own estimation, though 
even before heaven had granted him a 
fairly good conceit of himself.

CHAPTER XIX.
RE-ENTER MORTIMER.

It’s an easy enough matter getting mar
ried in London when you’re carrying a spe
cial license for the purpose in your pocket. 
It smooths over the ingenious obstructions 
placed by English law in the way of matri
mony, and Reggie, having once decided to 
perform, as he thought, this magnanimous 
tction, saw no reason why he should not 
perform it at once, now the crisis had 
come, with the utmost expedition. So he 
dispatched an imaginative telegram to the 
office in the city next morning announcing 
(with a lovely disregard of historical truth) 
that he was prevented by serions indisposi
tion from attending to his work in Capel 
court that day, after which little excursion 
Into the realms of fiction he met Florrie by 
appointment at the church door, where, ac
companied only by Charlie Owen, who un
dertook the arduous duty of giving away 
the bride, he was duly married at St. Mary 
Abbott’s Kensington to blushing little 
Florrie in her plain white flannel. (It came 
In quite handy, Florrie said, to be mar
ried in.)

Reggie was aware that he was performing 
a noble and generous act, and he looked 
fully conscious of it. As for Florrie, she 
thought nobody had ever been so heroic 
and so chivalrous as Reggie, and she felt 
prouder that morning in her simple white 
frock, with her stockbroker’s clerk, than if 
she had married the commander in chief 
himself, let alone a mere captain in a dis
tinguished cavalry regiment.

As soon as the ceremony was over and 
Charlie Owen had evaporated, Reggie be
gan to reflect seriously upon the lions in 
the path—the question of ways and means 
—the difficulties of supporting a wife and 
family. Stem critics might suggest that 
it was perhaps a few minutes late for tak
ing that branch of the subject into consid
eration, but being now a married man 
Reggie determined to face the duties of the 
situation as became his heightened dignity. 
He made up his mind at once to look out 
for some better paid post and do his best to 
earn an adequate livelihood for Florrie. 
Meanwhile, however, and just as a tempo
rary expedient, he decided to ask a little 
passing assistance from his sister Kitty.

It was always so. Master Reggie danced; 
’twas poor Kitty’s place to pay the piper.

Not that very day, of course. Hang it 
all, you know, a man may be allowed 
three days of honeymoon with the wife of 
his youth before busying himself with the 
sordid mundane affairs of pounds, shillings 
ana pence, mayn’t he? So Reggie reso
lutely determined to live in future a most 
quiet and saving life and endeavored to 
distract poor Florrie’s mind in the interim 
from this horrid crash in her papa’s affairs 
by spending the few remaining pounds he 
had still in his pocket from last quarter’s 
salary in taking her round to all the best 
burlesques then going on at the theaters. 
It didn’t so much matter spending these 
few stray sovereigns like that, don’t you 
see, because he meant to put his case 
plainly before Kitty next week and get 
her to make him a last final loan on the 
strength of his new good resolutions as se
curity, • after which, he said to himself 
with the utmost firmness, he meant to re
form altogether and strike out a new line 
of economic action.

Reggie was magnificent at good resolu
tions. The bother of it was they all went 
to swell that nether pavement.

Now it so happened that during those days 
Rufus Mortimer, too, who had been over in 
America for a year and a day, in part to dis
tract himself from the effects of his disap
pointment, and in part to look after the an
cestral engineering works, had returned to 
London and had written to ask Kathleen’s 
leave to visit her once more at her lodgings 
in Kensington—a smaller set which she had 
occupied since her mother’s death and her 
consequent reduction of available income. 
Kathleen always liked Rufus Mortimer. 
She knew he was genuine. She recognized 
his goodness of heart and his true American 
chivalry—for where women are concerned 
there is no person on earth more delicately 
chivalrous than your American gentleman.

So, with sundry misgivings, she allowed 
Rufus Mortimer to call on her again, 
though she hoped he would not reopen the 
foregone conclusion she had settled that 
day on the Lido at Venice. And Rufus 
Mortimer for his part arrived at her rooms 
with a firm determination in his mind not 
to ask Kathleen anything that might pos
sibly be embarrassing to her feelings or sen
timents. This first visit, at least, should 
be a purely friendly one. It should be taken 
up in discovering by the most casual Indi
cations of straws on the wind how Kath
leen now felt toward her rejected lover.

But have you ever noticed that if you set 
out anywhere fully determined In your own 
mind to conduct a conversation upon cer
tain prearranged lines you invariably find 
yourself at the end of 10 minutes diverging 
entirely from the route you planned out for 
yourself and saying the very things yon 
had most earnestly decided wild horses of 
the Ukraine should never tear from you? 
It was so with Rufus Mortimer. Before he 
had been 10 minutes engaged in talk with 
Kathleen he found conversation had worked 
round by slow degrees of itself to Venice, 
and when once it got to Venice what more 
natural on earth than to inquire about old 
Venetian acquaintances? While among old 
Venetian acquaintances how possibly omit, 
without looking quite pointed, the name of 
the one who had been most in both their 
minds during that whole last winter on the 
Fondamenta delle Zattere? Rufus Morti
mer felt there was no avoiding the subject. 
Like the moth with the candle, he circled 
round and round and at last dashed right 
into it.

“And Willoughby?” he asked after a 
pause, with a furtive side look. “Have you 
never heard anything more, Miss Heesle- 
grave, about Willoughby?”

Kathleen’s face flushed rosy red, but she 
gave no other sign of her suppressed emo
tion as she answered, with a quiet resigna
tion of her manner:

“No. I’ve heard nothing more of him 
since he left Venice that April”
- I*»*» tsmx\ eagerly. A

bright light gleamed in his eye.
“Whatl He hasn’t ever written to you?” 

he cried. “Do you mean to say he hasn’t 
written?”

Kathleen gazed at him pleadingly.
“No, Mr. Mortimer,” she answered in a 

very sad voice. “He—he went away from 
Venice under circumstances which I can’t 
quite explain in full to you, and from that 
day to this,” her lips quivering visibly, 
“I’ve never heard anything more of him.”

Mortimer clutched his two hands in each 
other nervously.

“Oh, how wrong of him!” he cried, with 
a timid glance at Kathleen. “How un
kind! How cruel! Why, Miss Hesslegrave, 
I should never have expected such conduct 
from Willoughby.”

“Norl,” Kathleen admitted frankly, with 
a little burst of unreserve. It was such a 
relief to be able to talk about him to any
body who could understand, were it even 
but a little, her position.

“But, then, oh, Mr. Mortimer, you don’t 
know all. If you knew how unhappily and 
how strangely he was misled, you wouldn’t 
be harsh in your judgment of him.”

“By—your mother?” Mortimer inquired, 
with a flash of intuition—one of those elec
tric flashes which often occur to men of the 
nervous temperament when talking with 
women.

Kathleen bowed her head.
“Yes,by my mother,” she answered softly.
There was a long, deep pause. Then 

Mortimer spoke once more.
“That was 18 months ago now,” he said 

in a gentle undertone.
Kathleen assented.

office of the sporting paper made Reggie’s 
heart sink ominously. Could his tipster 
have played him false? It looked very 
much like it.

Worse and worse, as he drew nearer he 
could catch the very words of that jubi
lant cry: “The Plunger! The Plunger!” A 
hundred voices echoed it wildly to and fre 
in their excitement. The whole air was 
fairly rent with it: “The Plunger! The 
Plunger!”

Now, the Plunger was the name-of that 
wretched horse, the favorite.

Reggie came «p with bated breath. His 
heart stood still within him.

“What’s won?” he asked a costermon
ger who was shouting with the rest. And 
the man, giving him a cool stare, made 
answer at once: “W’y, can’t yea see it up 
there, you image? The Plunger! The 
Plunger!”

Reggie raised his eyes at once to the 
big limelit transparency on tbe front of 
the signboard and read there his doom. It 
was the Plunger!

“And Canterbury Bell?” he gasped out, 
half clutching the man for support.

“Canterbury Bell!” the costermonger 
responded, with an Instinctive gesture of 
profound contempt. “You ’aven’t gone 
and risked your money on Canterbury 
Bell, ’ave yer? W’y, Canterbury Bell was 
never in it at all. I could ’a’ told you that 
much If you’d ’a’ axed me aforehand. 
Canterbury Bell’s a bloomin fraud. She 
wan’t meant to stay. She wan’t never so 
much as in it.”

Reggie’s brain reeled round. With a 
sickening sense of disillusion and disap
pointment he clutched the document in

well in what spirit he did it to feel called 
upon to prevent him. She had pity for his 
despair. Then he hurried down the stairs. 
His heart was too full for him to remain 
any longer. He could hardly hold back his 
tears, so deeply was he agitated.

On the doorstep he knocked up by acci
dent against Reggie. The head of the house 
Stopped the stranger quite eagerly:

“Hullo,” he exclaimed in some surprise, 
“are you back again in England?”

“Yes, so it seems,” the American replied, 
trying to calm himself outwardly. “I got 
back on Tuesday.”

“Last Tuesday as everwas?” Reggie cried.
“Yes, just so. Last Tuesday.” ,
“And lost no time in hunting Kitty up!” 

Reggie went on, with a broad smile. This 
was really most promising. He knew the 
American, though an artist by choice, was 
reputed one of the richest business men in 
Philadelphia. It looked extremely healthy 
that he should have been in such a hurry 
to hunt up Kathleen.

“My first visit was to Miss Hesslegrave,” 
Mortimer answered, with truth, feeling on 
his side the immense importance of con
ciliating Kathleen’s only brother and sole 
surviving relation.

Reggie drew a long breath. Could any
thing have been more opportune? How 
pat comes fate! The moment had jnst ar
rived when he stood in sorest need of a 
wealthy brother-in-law, and now, in the 
nick of time, on the very crest of oppor
tunity, here was chance itself throwing the
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And that it had that effect at that pres
ent moment was a fact just then visibly 
and physically demonstrable.

Florrie laid the frizzy curls for a minute 
or two on his shoulder. In spite of her 
misfortunes she was momentarily quite 
happy.

“I always loved you, Reggie, ” she cried, 
“and I can’t be sorry for anything that 
makes yon love me. ’ ’ And she nestled to 
his bosom with the most confiding self 
surrender.

This confidence on Florrie’s part begot 
in return equal confidence on Reggie’s. 
Before many minutes he had begun to tell 
that innocent round faced girl how nar
rowly he had just missed a princely for
tune and how opulent he would have been 
if only Canterbury Bell had behaved as 
might have been expected of so fine a filly.

“And it was all for you, Florrie,” he 
said ruefully, fingering the document all 
the while in the recesses of his pocket. “It 
was all for you, dear one! I thought I 
should be able to come round to you to
night in, oh, such triumph and tell you of 
my good luck and ask you to throw that 
vile Bourchier creature overboard for my 
sake and marry me offhand, because I so
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London, July 4.—The amount of bullion 
gone Into the Bank of England on balance 
to day la £36,000.

The weekly statement of the Bank of 
France, leaned to-day, «hows the following 
changes as compared with the previous ac. 
count. Notes in circulation, increase 59 . 

975,000 francs. Treasury accounts, 
increase 58,700,000 francs. Gold in hand, 
decrease, 4,875,000 franoe. Bills discounted’ 
decrease 47,150,000 francs. Silver in hand| 
decrease 8,525,000 francs.
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Mrs. Tasker, wife of Joseph Tasker, the 
young spendthrift who came prominently 
before the public some time ago in connec
tion with the suit which he brought agai 
a well known jewelry firm of Bond street 
alleging that he had been overcharged in his 
purchases of the famous Agra diamond at 
175 000, as well as in the purchase of other 
valuable jewelry, is suing for divorce.
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his path, as it were, like a crooked six
pence, for though Rufus Mortimer tried 
to look and speak as unconcernedly as he 
could about his visit to Kitty there was 
something in his voice and manner which 
showed Reggie quite clearly the nature of 
his errand at Kensington that morning.

Reggie had suspected as much, indeed, 
since the first summer Mortimer spent m 
his own hired house in London, but it was 
plain as the sun in the sky to him that mo
ment what he meant—if Kathleen chose, she 
could marry the millionaire and thereby 
confer on her loving brother the inestima
ble boon of a moneyed relation.

“I’m proud to hear it,” Reggie respond
ed, with warmth. “She’s a good girl, Kit
ty, and she’s worth a fellow’s calling upon. 
I like her myself. She’s the very best sis
ter any fellow ever hit upon,” which was 
perfectly true—much more so, indeed, than 
Mr. Reggie himself ever fully realized.

So he mounted the stairs in a bland good 
humor, the unpleasantness of having to 
confess his marriage to Kathleen being now 
much mitigated by the consoling conscious
ness that if Kathleen chose she could prob
ably annex the richest American that mo
ment in London. Most characteristically, 
too, Reggie thought of it all entirely from 
that one point of view. It wasn’t really a 
question of a husband for Kitty, but of an 
eligible brother-in-law for Reginald Hessle-
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Tasker claims that her husband is livin 
with an American, Mrs. Rhodes.

The remains of Prof. Huxley, who died on 
Jane 29 at Hadeelea, near Eastbourn 
quietly buried in Finchley cemetery.

Mrs. Pearl Craigie (John Olive Hobbs) 
has been granted a divorce from her hus
band, a clerk in the Bank of England, on 
the ground of cruelty and unfaithfulness 
upon his part.

A fissure has appeared in the northwest 
side of the great oone of Mount Vesuvius 
and a dense stream of lava is flowing down 
the mountain side.

The Russian loan has been signed.
The Spanish minister for the colonies, 

Senor Abarzuza, has arranged with the 
Bank of Spain to advance funds with which 
to prosecute the campaign against the in
surgents on the Island of Cuba.

A military balloon exploded to-day in 
shed of one of the barracks at Berlin. Three 
soldiers were injured and one was killed.

Ernest von Plener, minister of finance for 
Austria in the late cabinet, announces that 
owing to his failure to form a coalition of 
moderate parties, he has decided to retire 
from active political life.

A minister of the diplomatic service and 
a close friend of Prince Bismarck is respon
sible for the statement that the reports of 
preparations for an outbreak of hostilities 
between Russia and Japan are correct. He 
is of the opinion that a secret treaty of 
alliance has been concluded between Great 
Britain and the Japanese government.

One of the most disastrous fires in recent 
years occurred at Godillot’s military out
fitting establishment, between the Rue 
Roohehonrt and the Rue Condeeret Tues
day. The water failed, and several houses 
in the vicinity were burned. One man was 
killed and fifteen injured. Two thousand 
people were thrown ont of employment, and 
275 people are left homeless. The property 
was insured for 1,000,000 francs. 
Chronicle’s Paris dispatch says that it is esti
mated that the fire will. cause damage of 

A repulsive aspect of the 
terrible event was the presence of a crowd 
of thieves, who ransacked the neighboring 
bouses, frightening people and seizing the 
things portable.

At the Duke of Argyle’s request the Times 
publishes a resolution of sympathy with 
Armenia, passed at Toronto in May by the 
National Council of Women of Canada.

The representatives of the W. C. T. U. 
London on Tuesday for Paris. Later 

in the summer the monster petition of the 
W.C.T.U, will be presented to the govern
ments at St. Petersburg, Copenhagen, Stock
holm, Rome and Athens. There was a vig
orous discussion st the conference on the 
subject of bills providing for local control of 
the liquor traffic. The American delegates 
were opposed to the suggested modifications 
of Sir William Vernon Haroourt’e bill to 
compensate the holders of expired licenses 
by funds raised by imposing a high license 
upon surviving public houses.

A dispatch from Sofia says the situation 
almost amounts to a state ef war between 
Bulgaria and Turkey. News has been re
ceived at the Bulgarian cap 
bands, composed of 75 and 100 men re
spectively. nave crossed the Bulgarian fron
tier into Turkish territory, where they cap
tured two Turkish soldiers. The govern
ment of Bulgaria has requested the Turkish 
government to explain the orders Issued to 
commander of the Turkish troops at Adrla- 
nople to act on his own initiative along the 
Bulgarian frontier. At the same time the 
Bulgarian government has notified the porte 
that the duty of watching over the security 
of its frontier compels It to take the mili
tary measures required under the circum
stances.

The Chinese legation at St. Petersburg 
formally denies the rumors ef a breakdown 
in the negotiations fer the Chinese loan 
guaranteed by Russia, 
made of the reported partioipetion in the 
loan by England and the United States.

General Duchesne, commander of the 
French forces on the Island of Madagascar, 
telegraphs from Majunga, via Port Louie, 
island of Mauritius, that several thousand 
Hovas who recently attacked the French 
troops at Searasostra were repulsed with 
great lose. The French captured 470 tents, 
the standard of the Queen of Madagascar, a 
number ef pieces of artillery and a quantity 
of ammunition.

The Times, commenting upon the Urge
nces of the Cabinet, says that LordSalisbury, 
the Duke of Devonshire, Mr. Balfour, Mr. 
Goeohen and Mr. Chamberlain will consti
tute an inner circle for the taking of the 
initiative in important queetione of policy.

The Daily News, the Liberal organ, eaya 
that there is much heart-burning at the 
Carlton Club, the Conservative headquarters, 
at allowing eo many Tories out of the 
Ministry. Many disappointed Tories are 
asking whether Lord Salisbury or Mr. 
Chamberlain it at the head of the Govern
ment.

gloved you. And now it’s all gone to smash 
through that beastly wretch, the Plun
ger!”

“Did you really think all that?” Florrie 
cried, looking up at him through her tears 
and smiling confidingly.

“Do you doubt it?” Reggie asked, half 
drawing the document from the bottom of 
his pocket.

“N-no, darling, I don’t exactly doubt 
it,” Florrie answered, gazing still harder. 
“But I wonder—if you say it just now so 
as to please me.”

Reggie’s time had come. Fortune favors 
the brave. He held forth the document 
Itself in triumph at the dramatic moment. 
After all, it had come in useful.

“Read that!” he cried aloud in a victo
rious voice, like a man who produces irre
futable evidencq.

Florrie gazed at the very official looking 
paper in intense surprise. She hardly 
knew what to make of it. It was an in-
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a ms pocxet. Then all was up. He could 
never marry Florrie. The bubble had 
burst. He had chucked away his bottom 
shilling on a blooming fraud, as the cos
termonger called it. Life was now one 
vast blank. He didn’t know where to turn 
for consolation and comfort.

His first idea, in fact, was to slink off 
unperceived and never keep the engage
ment with Florrie at all. What use was 
he now to Florrie or to anybody? He was 
simply stone ’broke. Not a girl in the 
world would care for him. His second 
Idea was to fling himself forthwith over 
Waterloo bridge, but from that heroic 
cowardice he was deterred by the consid
eration that the water was cold and if he 
did he would probably drown before any 
one could rescue him, for he was a feeble 
swimmer. His third and final idea was 
to go and tell Florrie every word of what 
had happened and to throw himself, so to 
speak, on her generosity and her mercy. 
Third ideas are best. So he went, after 
all, to Rutland Gate, much dispirited. A 
manservant in a mood as dejected as 
his own opened the front door to him. 
Was Miss Clarke at home? Yes, the serv
ant replied, still more dejectedly than ever. 
If he liked, he could see her. Reggie step
ped in, all wonder. He had rather fan
cied that manservant, too, must have lost 
his all through the astounding and incom
prehensible victory of the Plunger.

In the drawing room Florrie met him, 
very red as to the eyes. Her mien was 
strange. She kissed him with frank ten
derness. Reggie stared wider than ever. 
It began to strike him that all London 
must have backed Canterbury Bell for a 
place and gone bankrupt accordingly. Ar
gentines were nothing to it. He had vi
sions of a crash on ’change tomorrow. But 
Florrie held his band in hers with genuine 
gentleness.

“Well, you’ve heard what’s happened," 
she said, “you dear, and still you come to 
see me?”
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""Yes, 18 months ago.”
“And you’ve heard nothing more of him 

In any way since, directly or indirectly?”
“No, nothing,” Kathleen answered—then 

she paused for a second, doubtful whether 
or not to utter the thougbtthat was in her— 
“though I’ve tried every way I knew how,” 
she went on at last with an effort.

Mortimer turned to her gently. He was 
more like a woman than a man in his sym
pathy.

“You’ve been pressing this trouble down 
unconfessed in your own heart, Miss Hes
slegrave,” he said, with strange candor, yet 
strange gentleness of maimer, for he came 
from one of those old Pennsylvania Quaker 
families in which a certain feminine ten
derness of nature may almost be reckoned 
as a hereditary possession. “You’ve been 
pressing it down too long—till the repres
sion has done you harm. It has told on 
your health. Why not confide in me frank
ly? You know me well enough to know 
that if there is any way in which it’s pos
sible for me to help you I shall be more 
than repaid by the consciousness of having 
served you.”

“You’re too good, Mr. Mortimer,” Kath
leen answered, the tears rising fast to her 
blinded eyes. “I haven’t deserved this from 
yon. But you don’t understand. You never 
could understand. For—well, for his sake, 
I could never explain this matter to any
body. You see, it would be a real breach of 
confidence. There are points I can’t ex
plain, because—they’re his secret.”

“And yet he has left you,” Rufus Mor
timer exclaimed, “while I—oh, Miss Hes
slegrave!” He looked at her and held his 
peace. He Was more in love with her than 
ever.
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wereM Jellied Fruits.
Cover a box of gelatin with a cup of 

cold water and let it soak for an hour ; 
add a pint of boiling water, the juice of 
a lemon, one-half of a cap of orange 
juice and one-half of a cup of sherry. 
Strain and put away until the jelly be
gins to form. Wet the molds with cold 
water ; put a layer of fresh strawberries, 
preserved California cherries or bright 
red canned cherries; cover with the 
jelly and put away in a cool place until 
firm.

All Bavarian creams, jellies and dif
ferently flavored blancmanges may be 
molded individually. In hotels and 
cafes, usually all puddings are molded 
or cooked in individual forms, thus add
ing much to their attractiveness. 
Steamed puddings, such as Indian pud
dings, look far better when served in 
this way. The foregoing is gleaned from 
Table Talk.
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2,000,000 francs. year.]He held forth the document itself. 
“What, the Plunger?” Reggie ejaculat- strument signed by the right reverend 

ed, unable to realize any save his own mis- father in God, the archbishop of Canter- 
fortune. bury, and it set forth in fitting terms his

“The Plunger!” Florrie repeated in a archiépiscopal blessing upon a proposed 
vague sort of reverie. “I’m sure I don’t union between Reginald Francis fiessle- 
kuow what yon mean. It’s this about grave, bachelor, of the parish of St. Mary 
poor papa. Of course you’ve heard it.” Abbott’s, Kensington, and Florence Ame- 

“Not a word,” Reggie answered, with lia Barton Clarke, spinster, of the parish of 
a pervading sense that misfortunes, like Westminster, 
twins, never come singly. “Has anything Florrie gazed at it, all puzzled, 
dreadful happened?” » “Why, what does this mean, dearest?”

“Anything dreadful!” Florrie echoed, she faltered out, with emotion. “I don’t 
bursting at once into tears. “Oh, Reggie, at all understand it.” 
yon don’t know! Everything dreadful, That was a proud moment for Reggie— 
everything!” And she buried her fluffy about the proudest of his life, 
head most unaffectedly on his shoulder. “Well, it’s called a special license, dear,”

Reggie was really too chivalrous a man he answered, bendihg over her. “ You 
at such a moment when beauty was in see, Florrie, I took it for granted Canter- 
distress to remember his own troubles. He bury Bell was safe to win—as safe as 
kissed away Florrie’s tears, as a man feels houses—so I made up my mind to try a 
bound to do when beauty flings itself on coup beforehand. I went to the surrogate
him weeping, and as soon as she was re- and swore a declaration”------
stored to the articulate condition he asked, “A what?” Florrie exclaimed, overcome 
somewhat tremulous, for further particu- by so much devotion, 
lars. For “everything,” though extensive “Declaration,” said Reggie. “Don’t 
enough to cover all the truth, yet seems to you know, a sort of statement that we 
fail somewhat on the score of explicitness, both of ns wished to get married at once 

“Look at the paper,” Florrie cried, with j and wanted a license, and here the license 
another burst of sobs. “Oh, Reggie, it’s is, and I thought when Canterbury Bell 
too dreadful ! I just couldn't tell you it!”

She handed him an evening journal as 
she spoke. Reggie glanced at the place 
to which her plump little forefinger vague
ly referred him. The words swam before 
his eyes. This was truly astonishing : “Ar
rest of the Well Known Money Lender, Mr.
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Kathleen rose and faced him.
“Dear Mr. Mortimer,” she said, with a 

faint tremor in her voice, “we are no lon
ger boy and girl. Why shouldn’t I speak 
freely to you ? You are very, very kind- 
more kind than I deserve—but you mustn’t 
talk like that to me. I love him still I 
mustn’t allow any other man to say such 
things to me about him. I like yon, oh, 
ever so much for all your kindness and 
sympathy, but I can’t listen to you when 
you talk like that of his conduct. Please, 
please don’t do it!”

Mortimer leaned back again in his chair 
and looked hard at her.

“If you wish it,” he answered, “I’M speak, 
or I’ll be silent. Your will is law to me. 
I will do as you wish me. But I didn’t 
come here to plead for myself today. All 
that shall be buried. Only let me know 
whether it would help you to see him again. 
If it would, I’ll hunt him out, though I 
have to tramp on foot over Europe to do it.”

“Yes, I want to see him again,” Kath
leen answered, “just once, if no more, to ex
plain to him. He went away under a mis
apprehension—a terrible misapprehension 
—that she had impressed upon him. So un
just! So untrue! And it’s breaking my 
heart. I can’t stand it, Mr. Mortimer.”

“I shall find him out,” Mortimer cried, 
rising. “If he’s to be found, I shall find 
him. In Europe, Asia, Africa or America 
I shall find him. Wherever he is, I’ll track 
him. Miss Hesslegrave. I’ll catch him by 
the neck and bring him to you.”

“You can’t,’.’ Kathleen answered. “He 
has gone, like a shooting star. He has left 
no trace behind. But I’m none the less 
grateful to you. You have always behaved 
to me as nobody else could have done.” She 
paused again for a second. “If it were not 
for him,” she began. Then she broke off, 
faltering.

“Thank yon,” the American replied in a 
very low voice, supplying the missing 
words for himself without difficulty. “I 
appreciate your kindness. I will do my 
best to find him. But if he never turns up 
again—if he has disappeared forever—oh, 
Miss Hesslegrave, is there no chance, no 
hope, for any other man?”

Kathleen gazed at him fixedly.
“No, no hope,” she answered, with a visi

ble effort. “Mr. Mortimer, I like you; I re
spect you ever so much. But I love Arnold 
Willoughby. I could never give my heart 
to any man but him. And unless I gave 
my heart”-----

“You are right,” Mortimer broke in. 
“There we two are at one. I care for noth
ing else. It is your heart I would ask for.”

Trembling, he rose to go, but he held her 
hand long.

“And remember,” he said, with a lump 
in his throat, “if at any time you 
son to change your mind, I, too, have loved 
one woman too well in my time ever to 
love any other. I am yours, and yours only. 
One motion of your hand and be sure I 
shall understand it. He may die out of 
yonr life. You can’t die out of mine. I 
shall always hope on, though no good 
of hoping.”

He grasped her hand hard. al
lowed him to grasp it. He stooped down 
and imprinted one kiss on the soft p»1™ 
She did not resent tbe action. She felt toe

French Fried Pet*toe*.
Peel the potatoes and cnt into suitable 

lengths. Fry in deep smoking hot fat 
This should be hot enough to fry the po
tatoes to a delicate brown before they 
become grease soaked, yet must not bum 
them. Skim them from the fat as soon 
as they are a golden brown, and drain 
on brown paper. Sprinkle with salt and 
serve
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Fashion Echoes.
The new toqsee are very pretty, made 

of colored straws, with crumpled rima.
Abundant foliage is a feature of all 

the floral decorations for millinery use, 
and many shades of the same flower are 
seen on one hat.

Lace butterflies, thickly spangled 
with jet and in various sizes, are much 
used for dress trimmings.

Black satins are in great demand for 
both day and evening gowns, and the 
skirts are usually plain.

Violet holders are the last response to 
the needs of a reigning fashion. These 
are small, embossed silver clasps, con
vex enough to confine the stems at the 
orthodox bunch of violets.

The infinitesimal bonnets are respon
sible for the increase in the sizp of back 
combs.

Sleeves are in great variety, bat the 
mutton leg shape, made very fall at the 
top and very close from the elbow down, 
and the close sleeve with a huge puff 
are the prevailing styles.

The
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had won, and I was as rich as Croesus, if 
I brought it to you, just so, you’d say like 
a bird: ‘Nevermind my people, never mind 
Captain Bourchier. I’ve always loved you, 
Reggie, and now I’m going to marry you.’ 
But that beastly fool the Plunger plunged 
in and spoiled all. If it hadn’t been for 

‘Spider’ Clarke, For Fraud and Embezzle- him, you might perhaps have been Mrs. 
ment. Alleged Gigantic System of Whole- i Reginald Hesslegrave tomorrow morning, 
sale Forgery. Liabilities, Eighty Thou- ! Mrs. Reginald Hesslegrave is a fast rate 
sand. Probable Assets, NIL The Spider’s 
Web and the Flies That Filled It!”

Reggie read it all through with a cold 
thrill of horror. To think that Florrie’s 
papa should have turned out a fraud, only 
second to Canterbury Bell, in whom he 
trusted! It was terrible, terrible! As soon 
as he had read it he turned with swim
ming eyes of affection to Florrie. His own 
misfortunes had put him already into a 
melting mood. He bent down to her ten
derly. He kissed her forehead twice.
“My darling,” he said gently, with real 
sympathy and softness, “I’m so sorry for 
you, so sorry! But, oh, Florrie, I’m so 
glad you thought of sending for me!”

Florrie drew out a letter in answer from 
her pocket.

“And just to think,” she cried, with 
flashing eyes, handing it across to him 
with indignation, “that dreadful other 
man—before the thing had happened one 
single hour—the hateful wretch, he wrote 
me that letter I Did ever you read anything 
so mean and cruel? I know what to think 
of him now, and, thank goodness, I’ve done 
with him!”

Reggie read the letter through with vir
tuous horror. As poor Florrie observed, it 
was a sufficiently heartless one. It set 
forth in the stiff est and most conventional 
style that after the events which had hap
pened today before the eyes of all London 
Miss Clarke would of course recognize how 
impossible it was for an officer and
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y name, darling."

Florrie looked up at him oonfididgly. 
She recognized the adapted quotation from 
a well known poet.

“And it’s no good now,” she said 
plaintively, “since the Plunger put a stop 
toit!”

A gleam of hope dawned in Reggie’s 
eyes. He was in a lover’s mood, all ro
mance and poetry.

“Well, the license is all right,” he said, 
taking Florrie’s hand in his and smooth
ing it tenderly. “The license is all right, 
if it comes to that. There’s no reason, as 
far as the formalities go, why I shouldn’t 
marry you, if you will, tomorrow morn
ing.”

“Then what stands in the way?” Flor
rie inquired innocently.

“Yon,” Reggie answered at once, with 
a sudden burst of gallantry. “You your- 
se1' entirely. Nothing else prevents it.”

Florrie flung herself into his arms.
“Reggie, Reggie,” she sobbed ont, “I 

love you with all nyr heart. I love you! I 
love you! You’re the only man on earth I 
ever really loved. With you and for yonr 
sake I could endure anything, anything.”

Reggie gazed at her entranced. She was 
really very pretty. Such eyes! Such hair! 
He felt himself at that moment a very 
noble creature. How splendid of him thus 
to come, like a modem Perseus, to the res
cue of beauty—of beauty in distress at its 
hour of trial! How grand of him to act in 
the exact opposite way from that detest
able Bourchier creature, who had failed 
at a pinch, and to marry Florrie offhand 
at the very time when her father had pass
ed under a serious cloud, and when there 
was some sort of merit In marrying her at 
once without a penny of expectations! 
Conduct like that had a specious magna
nimity about it which captivated Reginald 
Hesslegrave’s romantic heart. The only 
point in the case he quite forgot to consid
er was the probability that Kathleen, un
consulted on the project, might be called 
upon to support both bride end bride
groom.

He clasped the poor panting little Decoy 
Du ok (o his bosom. ___
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mgToronto, July 5—Dalton McCarthy has 

finally decided to go to England, and left 
to-day for New York to sail on the Umbria, 
which leaves to morrow.
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i«v London, July 4 —A dispatch to the 

Standard from Berlin says that after four 
days of excessive heat sevens thunderstorms 
have occurred in various parts of Germany. 
Numerous reports have been received from 
Sicily and the Rhine dlstriote of fatalities,
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tleman and a man of honor to maintain his 
relations any longer with her family, and 
it therefore begged her to consider the 
writer in future as nothing more than hers 
truly, Ponsonby Stretfeild Bourchier.

Reggie handed it back with a thrill of 
genuine disgust.

“The man’sa cad,” he said shortly, and, 
to do him justice, he felt it. Meanness or 
heartlessness of that calculated sort was 
wholly alien to Reginald Hesslegrave’s 
impulsive nature.

“Thank yon, Reggie,” Florrie said, 
drawing nearer and nearer to him. “But 
yon know, dear, I don’t mind, I never 
cared one pin for him. After the first few 
.weeks, when I thought of ft bn beside yqq^
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it By and the burning of barns and farm produce 
by lightning. During the drought the fires 
were exceedingly destructive. Half of the

y
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calledvillage of Oherkail, near Treves, was 

destroyed. The lower parte of Vienna are 
flooded. The storm hat destroyed the en
tire vine crop about the Viennese suburbs 
of Simmering, Crinring and Nnsedorf.
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The U. S. Gov’t Reports

show Royal Baking Powder 
superior to ail otters.

MOST PERFECT MADE.
A pure Grape Cream of Tartar Powder. Free 
from Ammonia, Alum or any other adulterant 
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