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CHAPTER VI.—(Continued),

Sho had a lang time to wait. Could
he have forgolten that she was wailing
here? And Katie was by no means sc-
customed to wait. What did she care
if he had promised a book to Lora?
‘What did it mean? Katie made up her
wind to-study this book a little, before
she gave it to Lora.  She did not be-
beve in this sort of thing. Lora was a
hypocrite. She so often blushed when
they mel the doctor in the walks, or
when any one mentioned his name,

Katie suddenly stamped her fool and
clenched her fist. She could have
shaken Lora for sheer vexalion, and
yet she did not know for what. She
wculd go away, and yet she was held
back by the thought that she must find
Gt what it was aboul the book.

Al laslhe came, The book was wrap-
ped up in a newspaper. “Were you
afraid?” he asked. “You ought to have
gcne in to my mother.”

“I am not afraid,” she replied cross-
ly. She snaltched the book out of his
hand. “Is there anything else 1 can
co?” S

“No; Fr&ulein von Tollen knows about
it. But perhaps it may interest you o
know that I cannot give the lesson in
literature neéxt Thursday, because I am
going away for a week.”

“Indeed! A pleasant journey!” She
meant it to sound very indifferent,

“It is not a journey of pleasure,” he
remarked, “I am going to a philology
neling, in Maniz. But we will go
new. 1 will accompany you home.”

“No, thank you,” she replied, “I
should much prefer to go alone. Good-
evening.”

Katie fled through the garden, out
into the street, as if she feared pursuit.
Nel unlil she got into the street that
led into the town did she go more
slowly; but then the book burned like
fire in her hand. She stopped under a
ges-lamp beside the bridge, and looked
al the packet.

It was fied up with a string and fasi-
ened with a seal. Her mouth togk- on
a cold, scornful expression, ~q§iﬂh
made the young face look oldée }
many yeals.
if they must bréak the seal, but she left
it untouched.

“K is shameful!” she murmured, hur-
rying on with redoubled haste,

She rushed noisily into the door cf
Yer father's house, and, as she heard
Lcra’'s vaoice in the kitchen, she stood
the next moment before her sister,-who
was busy at the stove, getting ready
tvr father's supper.

“Here!” she exclaimed in a hoarse
tone, holding out the packet {o Lora,
“here is your book.”

“What book?” was the surprised in-
quiry. /

“The book from Dr. Schonberg. You
needn't look so surprised. Take it. 1
am not anxious to stand here holding
it to you.”

Lora look the saucepan, in which her
father's broth was cooking, from the
fire, and then look the packet. Kalie
slcod with folded aris, watching her
sister as she stood at the kitchen-table
tefore the liftle kérosene lamp, untied
the string, and took a book out of the
wrapper. As she opened it a slip <f
gaper fell to the floor, unobserved ‘by
her. Katie did not stir,

Lora shook her head.

“A Greek lexicon- Katie, there must
b some mistake.”

The young girl laughed aloud.

“The explanation is lying at your feet,
fcra,” she cried.  “Probably; Schon«
berg hadn’t an idea that you would
fin gohard o compreRend; othem
v wollld “no «doubt Mave written
s¢oh” the oulside of ‘the packet, ‘A billet-
<oux within.””

Lora stooped quickly and picked up
dho nole; she read il, blushing deeply:

“I did not meet yout to-day, Lora, and
1 wanted to see you. I anust talk with
you aboul speaking to your falher, for
1 cannot bear this sort of thing any
Jonger. Make up your mind. and come
to-night, after dinner, to my mother.
1 have told her everything. I must say
good-bye to«you for eight long days.
I have just found a letter which calls
me to Maniz. If you love me, Lora,
grant my request.”

She remained slanding, with drooping
head, and a thoughtful expression on
her lovely face. Could she. manage it
this evening? But there was no ques-
tion about it—she must speak to him
hefore he went away. She wanted to
fee! herself protected from Herr Bech-
«1's persistent allentions; at the worst
she would go secrelly.

A heavy sobbing aroused her.

“Why, Katie, why are you crying?”
choe usked.

“Oh, you!" gasped
with eyes sparkling with anger;
; you are hovrid; you have a clan-

lovesaffair; you arve deceiving
and maother. You have thrown

away——"

Lora calmly poured the broth
Ler father's large cup, and when
wis ready to lrave the kitcheny she said
genlly:

“Come,

the young girl,
“you
—
dostine
futher

yoursel
into

she

wailing for
you after-
with  (he
the old

Kalie; [alher is
his supper.” 1 will answer
ward."” She wenl upslairs
sicaming broth, and enlered
genlleman’s roont.

Her fingers twilched s,
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FOR HER FAMILY’S SAKE.
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He was sitting in his. arm-chair by
the stove, smoking, as usual,

“I should think you had been. grind-
ing the meal,” was his greeling to nis
duughter. “Punctuality has gone out
of fashion. Where is your mother?”

“She is dowmsiairs in the parlor,
with- Aunt Melitta; Fraw Becher has
orly just gone.”

“What do those ¢ld women want
anyway? 1 could hear that old Becher
shrieking all {he_way up here.” -

“She wanled to inquire how 1 was
afler the ball,” replied Lora, shrugging
ber shouldersy :

The major, who had been drinking his
broth, wiped off his _moustache and
laughed. .

“An old cat, eh, Lora?’ :

“Yes, papa.” ' 3

“And that pack have millions, and/
they don't cven know how te spend- it
decently. And we must goshungry.’
There must be something wrong with
the megulations up above, or else ibat
fellow Adalbert would be making shoes
fc+ the regiment, eh, Lora? Or do you
like him?”

She stroked his unshaven cheek ten-
derly.

“Dear papa,” she said. :

“Lora,” called Frau von Tollen.

The daughter hurried to the door,

“Yes, mamma.”

‘Aunt Melitta will stay to {ea,” was
the answer; “boil a few eggs.”

She ran down the slairs in dismay.
That was stupid of Aunt Melitta.

“But soft, child, very soft,” called out
he old Fraulein, after her.

When a few minutes laler, Lora car-
ried the tea inlo the little dining-room,
she found her mother, auni, and sisler
already sitling there. - Rudi’s .place,
next to her own, was ‘vacant. The
major always look his supper in his
cwn room. Fraulein Melilla was exces-
snely talkalive, and jshe appealed con-
tirually to Lore. % '

“I was just saying &) your mother,
Lora, that one ought never fo judge
too quickly. This Frau Becher is real-
ly a charming woman; a perfect lady,
Lorehen.”

.* “She {akes almost as much upon her-

self as if she were wone,” remarked
Kalie.

“Katie, 1 must beg that you will not
be so ready to give your very unripe
opinions,” said Aunt Melitla reproving-
ly and her curls shook all over her
head; “besides, I was not speaking to
ycu. I spoke to Lora.”

“Lora has no time to-day to think
about Frau  Becher,” replied Kalie,
sticking an egg wilh her knife, “have
you_Lora?”

“We have some secrets to talk over,
by-and-by—about papa’s birthday.”

“After tea, I hope,” said her mother.

“Yes, mamma.”

Lora cast a grateful glance at her
sister, but Katie looked through her as
though she did not exist.

-~ “Really, I have seldom "seen anygthing
s> dasteful as the Becher's furniture,
began  Aunt  Melitta, again. “Omy
fancy, dear Marie,” she conlinued, turn-
ing to her sister-in-law, “the salon is
fitted up with violet velvet, and in the
bcudoir, adjoining, lhey have maiz
cclored satin, embroidered with flow
ers—a charming effect. 1 shall decorgt
my next doll’s house like il; and mg
over, Frau Becher declar2s thg
upper rooms, which her son pg ]
cupies now, and which he wi up
entirely when he geis married, are
much handsomer. The ®bride whom
Adalbert may choose will not find it
nccessary o Bring anere than her per-
sonal wardrobe with her, for everything
elsc is already there.”

“Excepl decent ideas,” murmured
Kalie, fortunately so low that her aunt
cculd not understand her, and had (o
ask what the young lady said.

“Oh, nothing,” replied the lalter; “I
was only lalking to myself; it is a ha-
bit 1 have.”

“Yes; and Adalbert Becher told me
yesterday, that he would not go any-
where but to Italy on his wedding-jour-
ncy. He has oflen been in ‘the land
where the golden orange glows;’ “Thi-
ther, oh, thither—' Lora, how does it
ga? ‘1 would go, O my beloved, with
thee? My poor dear Plover used to
sing il so. beaulifully.”

Lora suddenly got up.

“Will you excusc me, mamma?”’

“Yes, but make hasle; for papa wants
o play a rubber of whist. As_auntie
is here, we can easily manage it if you
play too.”

“Mamma,” stammered Lora.

“Go now. quickly, child. - You know
your father is so impatient.”

Lora. followed by her sister, ran
tirough the dark hall into the little
salon, which was opposite the dining-
room. It was a very plain room, dimly
lighled by the kerosene lamp, which—
stil! unbeard of extravagance!l—was
Lurning on the lable before which the
ladics had Dbeen silting wilh Frau
Becher.

It was all’ very poor and plain, and
ve! {here was an air about it that al-
ways gave a visitor a sense of com-
fort.  The ‘'walnut furniture, with its
pelish waorn off, an old-fashioned mir-
ror. in a horribly ugly gold frame, over
{he console, between the muslin cur-
tnins. with a clock in front of it whieh
had long since ceased to go; a large
{kowered carpet. before the sofa; <n

lembroidered firesoreen, @ litlp @ty
gere; on which stood an alabaster vase,
which here and there showed”marks cf
vepair, and a writing-table, a very use-
less plece of furniture, covered with
liftle  knick-knacks from betler days,
when the mistress of the house was
young and beautiful.

Here Lora sank into a chair. “Katie,”
she aried, “you must help me!”

“No!” replied the perverse girl.

“But you don’t know—"

“And 1 don’t want to know.”

“Katie,” Lora wen! up to her with
clasped hands, “we have always been
fend of each othergl love him so much,
Kgrt:le-—do help mel”

e younger girl's face grew pale as

death. s . o .
_ “You cannot have such a foolish pre-
judice, Katie, as lhat we are not suited
ic one another because I happen to be
called Lora von Tollen, and he Ernest
Schonberg. Kalie, he is such a dear,
splendid fellow, and . you like him,
100 "

“No!” gasped Katie.

“I must speak to him this evening,”
suid Lora, laking another tone. “If you
will not help me, then I must mandge
for myself. I only ask you to say no-
{hing.” -

“That is of course,” replied her sis-
ter, with a curling lip.

“Lora, Loral” sounded a voice out-
side, “your papa is waiting.”

. “Katie,” implored the young girl, “I
i )t get oul—I beg of you—no one
IS8 you; run over to Frau Pastor

Schonberg's,~and say I cannot come,

much as | would’like to——"*

“In the name of all Alie devils!” thun-
dered the major, at thé" head of the
slairs, “what are you about?  Will you
come?” ; s
"Lora flew 4o the door. :¥l am coming,
papa, this momenl! Katie, for
ven's sakeé go! Say 1 will be at the
slation fo-morrow morning, at half-
past seven, It is no maliter if some one
does see us, I beg of you to go, Katie,
if you care for me at all, and I will
thank you all iy life. Tell him not 1o
fret—" J

Her eyes were full of lears.-

“Oh, yes,” murmured Kalie, and Lora
flew upstairs. ;

Kalie did really put a shawl round
her and steal out of the house. She
knew she waquld not be missed; every
one would think she was writing her
exercise,

It was a dark, stormy night; the
lanterns, which were swung across 'he
street, swayed in the wind. The young
gir' walked very fast; though she did
not realize it herself, she almost ran.
Her head scemed burning, and the
whole world seemed to be turning round
with her, she felt so ~puressed and 0
melancholy; and yet she was angry.

She thought what a comfort it would
Pe if she could seize Lora by the arm,
and shake her, and say to her very
face: “You serpent—you hypocrite!”

As she drew near {o the Schonbrg's
garden-gate, she began to walk more
slowly; she felt ahout in the dark for
the latch; for there was no lamp here,
and- she looked for the small ray. of

light over the blinds of the Frau Pas- |

forin. It was all dark in his room up-
slairs. All at once she felt her hand
seized, and the next moment an _arm
was thrown around her, and g kiss was
pressed on her lips. y

“Lora, Lora, thank
comel” murmured a

She was quile ove
and for the moment she®§
a word. Not until he
forehead and her hang | repeated,

“Lora, my Lora!” did_.;l‘g@nd strength
4his: arms; and

Aw

¢ you have

Adte. vaice.
by this,

o free herself
thust him away,
»

Lorpg.
£

Mileof vexation and disappoin{ment.

“I could not help it,” she murmured,
beginning 4o sob.

“No, no; only you must excuse me,
Fraulein Kalie. 1 hope Lora confided
n you. But won’t you come in?" His
vcice now sounded, as cool and coin-
posed as if he were at his desk.

At this moment the house-door open-
ed; light streamed out into the dark-
ness, and the small figure of the Frau
Pas'orin appeared like a silhouelle in
the frame of the doorway.

“Is my little daughter there?” she
asked in a low and pleasant fone.

. “Na, .mother;. it is Fraulein Katie,”

“Will you not come in?” the old lady
asked, repealing her son’s invilation.

“No, 1 cannol; I will not,” murmured
the girl, retrealing. “I only wanted to
say that Lora cowld not come; she had
ta play whist with papa and Aunt
Melitta; but she will come to the sta-
tion if she can, or will write.”

“Was it really so absolulely impos-
sible?” he inquired bitlerly.

She shrugged her shoulders.

“Lora said so—but Lora-is a coward,”
she muttered passionately; “if I—it it
had been me—good-night!”

She disappearad suddenly in . the
darkness. When he hurried after her
to the gate, he could perceive no frace
of her in the lonely, dimly-lighted
street.

“Let the liltle will-o’-lhe-wisp go;
what can happen to her in Westen-
berg?” he murimured, and wenl back :n
a2 rather angry mood. Lora ought to
Lave come. he thought; she ought to
have found ways and-means, Why
should she be so particular when il re-
garded the happiness of lwo people?
Was it not a rather peliy traii? . lle
stcod before his molher with a pale
face,

“Well, well.” said the old lady com-
fortingly. pulting the cake-plate and
the teacups carefully away, which had
been taken out for the rvefreshment of
the expecled guest. “These are a lov-
¢v's {roubles, my boy. it
will all eowne right.”

Lovra sat at the whist-table, with the
cards in her hand, and listened to every

Don’t’ fret;

{e right and left an arm-chair, an old

fcotstep that went by ig the sireet.

Hea-’

‘Confound it, look what you are
about!” shouted the major, who was
her partner. “I played clubs. The
Iv;:z'"you play is enough to drive one

She looked at him absently.

“There comes Katie upstairs,” said
F{'aulein Melilta, as she trumped the
trick. “Thank you, Lora; we are sure
lo win now.”

“The devil may play with you!” thun-
dered the old man, flinging his cards « n
the lable. “I'would rather have a dum-
my,”

Lora got up hastily and went fo the
dcor,

“Come ‘here!” shouted the major;. “sit
down and pay attention.” How else will
you ever learn ”

She returned obediently and sat down
at the table again, like a marble sta-
fue, Now and then the major asked
ber a question: “Well, child, how would
ycu manage that? How would, you
play?”

She looked at him with an axious
giance as her thoughts came back from
her lover.

“Papa, I have a bad hcadache,” she
said in excuse, as the cuckoo-clocid
struck ten, and the cards were shul-
fled again.

“Go to bed, then, for all I care,”
grumbled the major, as he arranged
his cards. $

Shiz said “Good-night,Y and “went
quickly to her sister's room. Katie was
silling on her bed; her cheeks burned
like fire, and her eyes looked fixedly
&' Lora,

“Katie,” cried Lora brealhlessly, tak-
ing her sister’s cold hand in. hers, “did
¥you see him? - What did he say? Was
he angry?”*

Katie shook her head.
~ “l told him what you said, and what
[®lse had I to do?” she replied, lurning
away.

“No, nothing else. 1 thank you, Ka-
te,” was the disappointed reply. “But
are you ill?” she "asked, as a 'slight
shiver passed over the frame of the
young girl,

“No, let me alone-"

“Don’t be so horrid, Katie, When L)
girl loves a man, she doesn’t think
about_his family tree.”

Katie laughed shortly, but she did
not reply. Lora made an attempt lo
siroke her hair, but her sister thrust
her away. “Let me alone!” she repeat-
el.
“Good-night, Kalie,” said Lora, and
went away. She had hardly shut ‘he
dcor behind her when the bolt was
shot and she thoubht she heard pat
swonale sobs. “Katie!” she called once,
kut all was slill.

She went into her room and began lo
wrile a lelter to Ernest Schonberg:

“Yes, Ernest, it # beller that you
should ask my fatlier's consent as soon
a3 possible. 1 am so anxious and
afraid. As scon as you come back from
M., come to papa, and I will prepare
him. 1 wish you a pleasant- journey,
but don’t forget.

“Your Lora.”

“In case of an emergency;” she mur-
imured, “if 1 cannot go to the station,
Katie must. takeé it, She will have had
ker ery out by that time, and will get
reconciled fo it, the " foolish, proud
child!”

She stayed awake for a long time
ye' and read, in Scheffel's “Trompeter
vor Sakkainen.” The lamp lighted up
her pure, beautiful face, which looked
su happy at this moment, when she was
dreaming over a charming poem. Then
she starled up suddenly.  The outer
door shut,

“Rudi!” she cried, and, like a heavy
weight, the anxious realily settled
down on her spirit,

(To be Contiued.)
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TRAVELLING TELEPHONES.

The Civil and Military Gazetle re-
ports that Lord Kitchener has accept-
eJ for use in India a form of movable
lelephone, which can be employed with
great fagility in ‘the field. The cable
weighs only seven pounds per mile, but
is so well insulaled ‘that it can be
siretched across a slream of waler
wilhout loss of current. It withstands
a strain of 120 pounds. An apparatus
for placing and removing the cable,
working aulomatically, and capable of
Leing attached to a saddle, is employ-
eJ. Recently in the Pupjaly a horse-
man, proceeding at a gallop?T placed the
cable over a distance of two miles in
seven minutes. To remove it 18 min-
tules were required.

FORTUNES TOLD FROM TEA-LEAVES

After a tea-parly or a picnic it adds
to the general entertainment if the hos-
less can read her guests! fortunes in
their teacups, An old lady who has
buill up quite a reputation in this way
hag revealed to us how she does it.
“Is the first place,” she says, “you must
turn the cup upside down above the
saucer, and slowly revolve it {three times.
Then start your inspection. If there
are any drops of tea adhering to the
cup, it is a sign of tears to come. A
long line of leaves means a journey,
and if the line is broken, a sca voyage.
A little square palch means a letler.
A circle means a proposal of marriage,
and a short line means a visitor. Then
ihere will ke palches resembling ani-
mals and objecls, such as birds, ete.
Having observed all these indications,
vou slart to weave your slory, using
your imagination freely, but keeping
everything within the bounds of pos-
sikility, from your knewiedge of your
guest’s character and circumstances.”

EREASS e

Howell—*“A  good deal depends on the
farmation of early habils.”  Dowell—
“ know it. When I was a baby my
mother paid a. woman to  wheel me
about, and 1 have been pushed for mon-

€7 ever sincel”

FANOUS DEATH VALLEY

—

IT HAS BEEN THE SCENE OF MANY¥
TRAGEDIES. 5

—_—

Gradually Losing Its Terrors—Railrozds
Entering—Stories of Robbery
and Bloodshed.

_ The famous Death Valley of Colorado
is losing its terrors. Perhaps no othar;
area of equal size in the world has been’
g sceng of so many iragedies and
dastardly . crimes. Now the hand of
civilization is reclaiming 1this devil's
g'nrden of the West. It will be Death
ynlley in name only, or as a memory,
in ~bul, a few more years,

Formerly only desperate characters'
lived on the desert, but within the last,
few years (héy have been practically
thinned out, and the advent of rail-
Toads and the consequent rush of min-'
e’s will complete the renovation.

OLD DAYS OF CRIME.

The desert characters are mnot 50
dangerous as they were even a few!
years ago. There are several settle-|
ments of “Arabs” scattered thmughoutl
the desert, one of these being not far
from the borax mines, where they are
within easy reach of passing teams.
There was another band- that hibernat-
ed near the Black Crater, in San Ber-|
nardino Counly, several miles east of
Johanneshurg. Like the Orientals feom' . ...
whom they were named they left with-
<u! being anowedpme formality of fold-" -
ing their blankets. :

At Ieakes Springs about forty miles
from Johannesburg, was a “Robbefs’
Roost,* the most noted and dangerous.
spot on the desert, It was setlled in
the early days by criminals, principally,
from Los Angeles: i'h%otbey leld -up
the first waggon frain m Salt Lake,
bound to Southern California, killing|
several, burning the waggons after|
plundering them and taking the sk)ck.[1
These thieves, like pirates waiting for!
a treasure ship, waylaid and robbed
the borax waggons after pay days, and,
killed the teamsters if they resisted.|
Mining prospectors who passed that way‘
were never seen again. In addition io|
the ranch house of the robbers iherg
was a saloon. $ g

BEGINNING OF ‘GRAVEYARD,

Now there is. only a row:
niarking th®" lines of the \?ﬂa
'y on a slofjpg mesa was an
dian camping® ground, -where agate,
jasper and cbsidian chippings are found,
From a peak above, a figure résembling!
@n elephants head, carved by ‘the hand
oi nature, seemed to be looking down!
upon the desolate “‘and once bloody,
scene: “There was a pitched battle be-l
iween the oullaws and the Indians, but
the red men were vanguished by the
longer range arms of the paleface. !

In the Valley of.Death at Saraloga
Sorings, on the” banks of  the- shallow,
Amagorsa River,” aré the runs of two;
stone houses, one of witich was a store
and-the other a:saloon.. This spot was
&éttled in'-the éarly days—mope than
kalf a century ago~and the place did
4 lively business, as the road was spot-
ted with teams. Nearby is a grave-
yard: The -place \bore. a bad name,
and more than ane feamster was killed
¢nd robbed . at thisroasis. Local tradi-
tion records a noted* gun fight belween
a teamster "and his “swamper,” in
which both were killed, and this was
the beginning of the graveyard. A
“swamper” is a helper who walks along
4nd helps the '"eamsler manage ihe
ine, pulls on the waggon brakes and
also assists the teamster in swearing.
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WORK HARD AND DON'T WORRY

Kules for Living to be 100 Given by Mrs.
Brown, Who is 105.

Mrs. Johanna Harper Brown, of Wor
cester, Mass., who celebrated her 105th
birthday the other day, delivered s
short lecture on the value of hard work
for prolonging one's days. The boys
and girls have too casy a time, Mrs.
Brown thinks, and depend too much
upon their elders to clothe and feed
them.

Plenly of hiard work is good medicine,
according to Mrs. Brown, and she adds
that if she had not worked hard all her
life she would have been dead long
ago. She thinks it better for a woman
¢ work hard than to wasle her energy
carrying a poodle dog.

“A great faull of most women to-day
is that they worry too much,” said Mrs.
Brown. “Worrying isn’t going to help
them at all and I always made a prdc-
tice not to worry and fret.

“Just take things as they come, and
take it easy. When women do that they
will live 1o be as old as I am.”

Mrs. Brown is also certain that (he
same rule applied to man will lengthen
his days. i

Mrs. Brown was born in Monireal and
went to Massachusetls eighty-four years
ago, making the trip overland by wagon
and on horsgback. She was of a family
of six children and the mother of eight.
Her hearing is perfect, she reads news-
papers wilhout glasses and daily climbs
a fliglit of stairs unaided to visit neigh
Fors in the house on Lake streel. where
she lives with her daughter.

She believes in the old oreder of meals
breakfast at 7, lunch at noon and sup-
per al 6.

At the birthday celebration this week
there were ninety descendants of Mrs,
Brown present and five generations.

—_—————

“Whal do you call your little dog?-
“y used to call him William until 7
had fits, and now 1 call him Fitzwil
lismI”




