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CHAPTER XV,

A few days after Mr. Pounce’s din-

mer-party Rose met Powers at an af-
ternoon reception.
; “I heard of your conquest,” he said,
with a quizzical glance and a quick
sense of bewilderment when Rose start-
ed and flushed prettily.. Her silence
was perplexing. “The old gentleman
is completely fascinated! I under-
stand you had the head of the table
and ate from his most ‘sacred china.
Is 'it true that you were the . only
young guestf” y

“Yes. He asked a number of grand-
ma's friends to meet us. It was very
nice.. They discussed old times and I
enjoyed the collections. I go there
every morning for an hour or two to
look at his treasures, They are beau-
tiful.”

“S8o I am told. He doesn’'t approve
of me. I am an idler. I don’t paint
on anything or model clay. I can’t
write prose or poetry, and I'am not
in business. I am a good-for-nothing.
He is regarded as the most curious ob-
jeot in his own possession. I am glad
you like him, for his sake. The man
has foresworn humanity or worship
of art, You may arouse his better na-
ture; perhaps he will discover that
there ia something living that is wor-
thy of attention and admiration.”

“Perhaps we are not capable of
judging him,” Rose said, gently. ‘“He
must be quite an old man, now.”

“Yes, and so fich that he can’t spend
his income, Hov'ever, he does buy pic-
tures at good piices.” {

Rose repeated some of Mr. Pounce's
ideas of art ana artists, dnd Powers
seemed interested in the old man's
views, A

“He is perfeotly correot in some
respects. A majority of our men for-
get that they are Americans, and
swallow everything French—good, bad,
and indifferent. They gome back cov-
gred with their thin French veneer,
and think they honor us when they
insult our tadte with their weak re-
productions ef bad French models. T
remember one of them dining with
me. He treated me to zittle French
sentences, and turnmed hic long per-
iods with quotations from French wxit-
ers. I can hardly give you the ludi-
crous side of it. , The conversation
bhad a general family resemblance to
the bill of fare.”

“Didn’t you protest?”’

“No. I have outgrown that sort of
thing. He had acquired the knack of
connecting his words; so that I lost
the point of his best stories. I rejoic-
pd; but it nettled him not to be fully
nppreoiated." . :

“'T suppose he thought in French.”

“Undoubtedly. I can assure you he
hasn’t fared sumptuously at my ex-
pense since.”

“Were his pictures goed?”

“They were like him and his conver-
gation. You know a man puts . him-
self into his work. However, Miss Min-
turn, we have some men who realize
that genius has a body and legs as
well as wings, and that it must ocoas-
fonally creep. They will be the found-
ers of our Academy. They can see as
much in the violet at their feet as if
it bloomed three thousand miles away.
They are the men that our members
of the Croesus Club should take care
of.”
“If they only would! I cannot im-
agine what a man wants with so much
money!”

“Why, avarice is a passion, or a dis-
ease, like love and jealousy. These men
go on rolling up wealth like a snow-
ball till they die of exhaustion try-
ing to move it. There is a fine field
for large-hearted patrons of living
genius. But somehow or other they
don’t come forward.”

“Perhaps the American spirit of
equality is against anything that sug-
gests patronage.”

“Why, those old Ttalians like Lorenzo
di Medicis knew how to treat men of
genius! They assisted them to pro-
duce great work without wounding
their pride and sensibility. A man
must have time and opportunity to be=
come great. One drawback lies in the
fact that wealth is not stationary with
us. An Astor or a Vanderbilt might
give the world a famous painter.”

“A stock company that would take
all his pictures and allow him a good
income would be more American and
modern.”

Powers looked amused.

“Isn’t that Miss Van Ness standing
near the window?” said Rose.

“You are right. She looks like a
drop-curtain.”

“1 suppose it is an imported dress.”

“No doubt, iSomething French de-
signed for the American market. No
French woman would tolerate such a
costume. Are you going now?”

“I must. I have an engagement; but
you needn’t leave these beautiful palms
and flowers."” : |

“I'm coming with you, if I may.”

“Indeed, yes. I want to walk down
the Avenue. There are so many pret-
ty houses to admire.”

“You're still determined
home?"”

“Oh, yes. In aday or two we leave
town.” i

Powers was silent for some time aft-
er they left the house; then he com-
m a running criticism on archi-

t?ture. He noticed that Rose let her
glance wander from the Vanderbilt
palaces to the building on the other
pide of the avenue.

“Fancy all those little boys, hail-
ing from Fifth Avenue, and referring
to their neighbors, ‘the Vanderhilts.’”

“American equality, I suppose.”

“Do you know that there are over
four hundred children under that
roof?”

*1 should think the Board of Health
would interferp.”

to go

"ed and his mind cultivated.

“I should think common sense would
have something to do with the matter.
For instance, only consider the %walue
of that piece of property. The people
who control it could sell it and buy a
township in & country place. Those
orphan children could have space and
ideal surroundings and every facility
for learning useful occupations. As it
is, they only half live. Suppression
is the corner-stone of their exist-
ence.” ;

“Why, as you say, they would make
a little town by themselves. They could
farm, and carry on business, and work
at trades. I wonder the idea hasn’t
suggesteg, itself to the managers. This
is such & progressive period I” g

“Progressive in talking and writing
about reforms, yes; but you*would be
amazed at the old-fogyism that ob-
tains,”

“Think of all the scientific articles
that are published.”

“I know, but science inside the covers
of a magazine doesn’t work miracles.
Just look at the buildings they mon-
opolize one of the most valuable sec-
tions of Manhattan Island! When they
were built they were isolated; ground
was cheap. Now the city has grown
beyond them; but there they remain.
Asylums and hospitals are necessarily
overcrowded, and so add materially to
the high death-rate, They shpuld be
removed beyond the city limits, and
the owners would gain in money and
the children and patients in health.
Science declares against such build-
ings as these immense hospitals. Wood-
en ones, isolated, and of small dimen-
sions, that could be burned occasional-
ly, are recommended by modern scien-
tists. I tell you, applied science is
the needful thing. It is sad and yet
laughable to read the ideas of sound,
advanced thinkers, and then look about
and see the slow,happy-go-lucky world.
taking its own time to investigate and
try their benefits.”

“The world is just like aconserva-
tive man or woman—very hard to con-
vinoce.”

“Preoisely."

“Father claims that selfishness is the
root of the evil., People won't advo-
cate changes that may interfere with
their personal welfare. He gave up &
1“»01‘370 protessorship because he was
convinced that the methods that he had
were wrong. But, you see,

rd to have the courage of
his convictions, He was an exception.”

“I understand you. Perbaps I can
tall you my reasons for adopting a life
of leisure. To begin with, I was edu-
cated after the English plan. Private
tutors fitted me for college, and while
I held-my own creditably, I didn’t jex-
hibit any strong leaning to one spec-
ial line of work. My father left me
a very comfortable income, and I have
never been convinced that I should
invest my principal im a business that
Idid not understand, or risk it in wild
speculations that promised a higher
rate of interest. I find life very en-
tertaining and pleasant, and a man
¢an spend time sensibly and profitably
if his tastes have been properly direct-
I have
been reflecting seriously upon the plea-
sures and comforts of a home out of
town, such as yours, for instance.”

Rose looked up with abright smile.

“You should come to see it, and then
you will be able to judge better of
its advantages.”

“The whole thing is easily 'stated. A
man must live in town if he has his
living to earn. If his income is as-
sured to him, he can make his home
where he pleases.”

“And he can concentrate his ener-
gies on'making a home very beautiful
and happy.”

Powers was silent and Rose grew
serious. He accepted her invitation to
enter when they reached the hotel,
and she led the way into the little par-
lor, half wondering why he had come
in with her. She-had a letter from
Everett to ‘answer and a dinner dress
to think about, and the short afternoon
was nearly over.

“A penny for your thoughts,” said
Powers, as she sat facing the bright
fire. Her attitude was charming and
her expression full of repose. She
turned her glance to his and laughed
merrily, stretching out her hand.
Powers took a cent from his vest-pock-
et and gravely put it in her gloved
palm.

“I ‘'was debating between
lace dress and a white one.
may prefer whitg.”

“That was al very sensible invest-
ment. Do you know the dinner-party
had gone entirely out of my head?”

“I never forget a dinner engage-
ment! You must be quite abstracted.
I'll take acent’'s worth.”

“I am abstracted and distracted. Miss
Minturn, the fact is that I loYe you—"

‘“There—you mustn’t say another
word about it. I am sorry I asked
you—""

‘“Why must I be silent?”

“Because I ~en’t listen to you. See
here!”

Rose drew off her long gray glove
and held out her hand. The ruby
flashed in the fire-light. Powers spoke
with suppressed passion.

“That boy has got ahead of me!”

“He isn’t a boy any longer, Mr. Pow-
ers. I think you forget that he is
twenty-five. He seems much older
than that to me—I suppose because I
know so little and he &nows so much.
I wish you wouldn’t look so grieved
over the matier.”

“I didn’t realize that my youth was
gone.”

“That isn’t so. I really thought that
you and Mr. Everett were the same
age.”

“You are kind to say so.”

Powers had risen and was near the
door when he said ahruptly:

to pursue
he could

a vh‘lack
Mollie

“F Son't ‘Dellave you will sse e st
dinner. I'll send :o:ne excuse,” :
“[ feal so bewildered, ™

sure you would be pleased with my
pogagemient.” \

“You forgot that wa are all free to
love what is lovable and admire the
beautiful. You are not more respon-
sible than the sunshine or the lily.
Whatever I may suffer I don’t want
you to think any more about what has
passed between us. So far as your en-
gagement is concerned, I could not but
approve of it. Perhaps I may bring
myself to be able to congratulate you.
I can’t do it now.” .

He left the room and shut the door
after him. Rose sat down, quite over-
whelmed by this unlooked-for revela-

tion. g
CHAPTER XVI.
1 *You are the dearest daddy in tHe
world, 1 am sure!” said Rose, looking
up from a letter and meeting her
father’s glance. “You are not in the
least bit jealous of Larry; you don’t
object to my spending’ hours with his
letters.” \

“1 think they must be very unusual
love-letters, judging by the bits you
read ¢o me.”

“They are so interesting. He is so
busy, too.
count the days now.”

‘“Yes the months have gone very im-
perceptibly. May will vanish like
for mice rooms in New Haven. You
will enjoy everything.”

“Isn‘t he good to try for so many
prizes "’ . "

““He might as well, considering his
strength and ability. His early ad-
vantages will help him now. Culture
shows in a prize essay and makes it
tell. A gea.r has made material
changes in his prospects. It is amaz-
ing how much will happen within a
short period.”

Rose smiled sympathetically and in-
dulged in acharming reverie. Her
father noted how she put the volumin-
ous letter in her pocket, and presently
wandered out in the garden to watch
the new foliage and enjoy the early
blossoms. Later, he saw her seated
under her favorite tree, the letter open
in her hands. He strolled off in an
opposite direction. Her happiness-was
something to think of—a beautiful
treasure that he never grew weary of
contemplating.

In the afternoon he saw her inter-
cept the boy with the mail, and return
empty-handed to her garden bench.
She made no effort to hide her anxiety,
when he joined her, bringing with him
the New York papers and his own
letters.

“Came, my pet ; examinations are no
Joke, and Larry is in earnest.”

“There must be something the mat-
ter. He always telegraphs, you know,
when he cannot write.”

“It takes a few minutes to do that.”
“Has he written to you?”

“No.”

Rose began to stroll about the gar-
den, and finally took refuge in the
barn, where she could nurse her fears
unobserved. Mr. Minturn lost sight
of the papers and followed her. She
was going over her letters of the pre-
vious day. She looked up somewhat
reassured.

There were
day.”

“I thought so, Then again, his let-
ter might be overlooked ; so many lit-
tle trifles might ocour to cause delay
either in writing or sending it.”

“It hasn’t happened before.”

““Ah, you have been very fortunate.
Two love-letters a day, telegrams past
counting, and boxes of flowers and sug-
ar-plums innumerable, not to mention
a library of books.”

“I suppose I am spoiled. Let us go
for a ride. I'll try to be sensible. How
good you are to me, daddy!”

She put her arms about_his neck and.
sobbed like a baby. '

“There now, that will help you. A
cry does us all good at times. Why
shouldn’t I feel for you, little one?
Get on your habit, and we’ll take a look
at the hills before dark.”

Rose went rather quickly toward the
house, intending to enter by theé front
door and reach her own room without
attracting notice. A wagon was stop-
ping at the gate, and Everett was get-
ting out an dmaking an agreement to
be called for later in the day.

Rose felt her heart bound with joy
and relief. ‘“How silly I am!” she
thought, as she hastened to meet him.
“What a lovely surprise!” she said,
gleefully, as she put out her hands.
Then she saw that his face was tense
and colorless, while hi; voice was low
and unnatural, yet full of suppressed
anxiety.

‘‘Is my father here "

“No.” A disappointed expression
passed over his features.

“Something strange Hhas happened.
He_has disappeared. We can find no
rvrace of him.”

Rose led Everett into the great, cool
parlor, and summoned Mr. Minturn.
She sat very quiet and self-possessed
while Everett told his story. 3

“It seems that father drew five hun-
dred dollars just before three o'clock
on the day before yesterday. The tel-
ler did not notice anything unusual in
his appearance, and his signature is
quite nmatural. Since then, no one has
seen him that knew him. Mother
waited dinner for him, because he is
very prompt and always sends word
if he cannot be home punctually. The
hours went over, and at six yesterday
morning she ‘sent for Burrows and me.
Powers has searched the clubs without
any success. Of course, we notified
the police, and to-day’s papers are full
of sensational reports. The bank di-
rectors have met; all sorts of stories
are afloat about the accounts; and the
house is besieged by reporters. One
paper heads a column, ‘A Bank Presi-
dent Missing. Has He Committed
Suicide ? Just imagine the state we
are in!"”

“Had he complained in any way?”

“Mother says not. He was unusually
bright of late. You know he was de-
lighted with our engagement, and he
had taken Burrows into the office. He
was looking for lots in our neighbor-
hood and getting plans of houses. He
wanted to build one for Mollie and one
| for us.”

examinations yester-

This is the sixth of May. I|you

smoke, and in June we must be looking’

quiet manner and fine

| “He certainly wamn't contemplating

“Wh“xonld he ?* said Rose, tly.
““He hzl no trouble of khd.‘"i’g—
haps he has wandered

“That is my one hope. I remember
that last summer when we were here he
spoke of his head troubling him, and
told me that he didn’t sleep. You see,
I have been 80 busy lately I have scar-
cely seen anything of my own people.
I can only build on my knowledge of
father's habits. He was very careful
—temperate to an extreme. It is ter-
rible to see his name in the public pa-
pers—to think of him, so upright, so
sensitive, so proud of his family, sub-
Jjected to the analysis of the pressl—its
scrutiny 1” .

“See, Larry, you must be brave, my
lad. There is one thing to comfort
you—he .has done nothing that is
wrong. He must have had at least
fifteen hours start before any steps
were taken to find him. He could
a long distance in that time; and gg
was provided with plenty of money. If
he could pay his way he would avoid
special notice. .

"Tgen you are inclined to my the-
“D'?'cidedly. Now, what can I do for
*“Oh, you must look after Rose for me,
I thought it wisest to come and tell
her, so that she would understand my
position. I bhave one dread!”

“I know—-""

"“There is nothing to do but lookout
for mother and Mollie. Burrows is a
trump and Powers couldn’t be kinder.
All our friends are devoted. It is this
terlrible weight—this awful uncertain-

y I : ;

“My boy, you are fagged out. Rose
will get you a nice lunch, and you must
eat it and lie down for a few hours. I
want to tell you that your father has
a powerful brain. A very slight aber-
ration may have caused him to leave
the city. , He may travel for days ap-
parently, perfectly competent to take
care of himself, and the peculiar sense
of rest produced by this change will
help him, No news, in this case, is
good news. The thing has happened
often enough to make it probable now.
I shouild ecling to this theory and hold
out this hope to your (}nother and
sister.” A

“Then I will take your advice. Moth-
er is nearly crazy. She insists that
he is in the river, or lying dead on
some roadside. She thinks that he was
murdered and robbed.”

“Not at that hour in the afternoon.”

“What could he have wanted with all
that cash? He always carried his
check-book, and where he was known
he always gave checks. He had a mo-
tive, certainly, for drawing that
money."’

“Could he have gone abroad "
_“Powers has hunted up the passenger
lists for yesterday. He didn’t go un-
der his own name.”

“He would have no object in giving
an assumed one.”

“No, ana, as you say, if he simply
craved rest and wandered in search of
it, that idea would not occur to him.
You have done me more good than I
can express. I believe I could eat
something, I feel so comforted. Don’t
tell ‘Rose, but Burrows and I spent a
fearful night. We had to go and look
at some bodies! After this I shall
know how to feel for those whose
relatives are missing. It was horrible !
And then the shock of joy to find that
they were strangers. Yet others will
have to recognize them |”

“You miust try to see the hopeful
side—to marshal all your reasons for
thinking that your father is living
and possibly in good hands. He has a
splendid constitution, and he will me-
chanically take care of his physical
health. I remember a friend of mine
who left his-home and was gone for two
months. He returned in safety with
his mind perfectly restored. At that
period, however, our detective system
was not so well organized as now. But
he had been south, out of the line of
daily papers, and escaped all notice.
It was wonderful! You will have to
follow this' theory for your mother’s
sake. You must consider your father's
appearance.
‘There is every reason to suppose that
he is personally safe.” :

Everett was very much impressed,
and Mr. Minturn had the satisfaction
of seeing him eat the food that Rose
had ordered, and then the young man
lay down for a few hours in a quiet
room and slept heavily. ;

Mr. Minturn returned ¥%ith him to
the city, and the days repeated them-
selves.

To Be Continued.
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THE CORNFED PHILOSOPIER.

It is all wrong, said the Cornfed
Philosopher, to say that a woman can
make a fool of a man. She wmerely de-
velops him.

HOW IT WORKED.

Did that mosquito lotion do youany
good ?

Yes; it had such a horrid odor I
couldn’t stay in the same room with
the mosquitoes.

NOT APPLICABLE.

Mr. Spoonamore, asked Miss Quick-
step, do you approve of the peace
views of the czar of Russia ¢

Most assuredly I do, answered
young man.

Then don’'t you think you'd better
disarm, as it were?

The views of the czar of Russia do
not apply to this country, replied Mr.
Spoonamore.

And his arm remained where
was,

the

it

A NEEDED REFORM.

Good Minister, during Sunday ser-
vice—My dear brethern, I have notic-
ed that on rainy Sundays the con-
gregation always rushes out pell-mell
the instant the - benediction is pro-
nounced. This looks very unseemly,
and I have instructed the sexton to
gtand in the vestibule on rainy Sun-
days hereafter, and give checks for
the umbrellas. :

An Afflicted Mothef*
wumsire nen b¥ive cim uza

‘Amaemia, Followed by Nemrsigic Paing
Racked Her Sy Her ds Fear

ed That She Could Not Recover.
FromNtba Eoterprise, Bridgewater,

Mr. and Mrs. James A. Diehl, who
live about one and a half miles from
Bridgewater, are highly esfeemed by
a large circle of friends. Mrs. Diehl
has passed througha trying illness, the
particulars of whichshe recently gave
a reporter of the Enterprise, as fol-
lows:—“In the spring of 1896 my health
gave way. In addition to my ordi-
nary household duties I had the con-
stant care day and night of a sick
child. In tha hope of saving my little
one, it did not ocourto me that oyer-
work, loss of sleep and anxiety were
exhausting my strength. inally
my child passed away, and then
I realized my physical condition,
Shortly after T was attacked
with neuralgia pains in the shoulder
which shifted to my right side after
there weeks and settled there. he
odin in my side grew worse and after
a few days I became unable to leave
my bed. In addition to my bodil
trouble I became melancholy and wds
very much reduced in flesh. My
friends regarded my ocondition as dan-
gerous. I remained in bed several
weeks ; to me it seemed ages. It is im-
possible to describe the agomies Isut-
fered during that time. A aekilful phy-
sioian was in constant attendance up-
on me. He said mine was the worst
cagse of anaemia and general neural-
gia he had ever seen. After some
weeks he succeeded in getting me out
of bed and after a few more weeks I
was able to do some light household
work. But I was only a shadow of my
former self ; my appetite was very poor
and that maddening pain still elung
to my side and ulso spread to the re-
gion of the heart and lungs, darting
through and about them like lances
cutting the flesh. Every few dl{l I
had to apply croton oil and fly blis-
ters to my chest, and had a bad
cough. My friends gave up, think-
ing I had consumption. I, too, really
thought my end was near, fearing
mostly that the pains about my
heart might take me off any day. Dur-
ing all my illness I had never thought of
any medicine other than what my doc-
tor prescribed. It happened, however,
that in glancing over the Emnterprise
one-day my eye fell upon the statement
of a cure made by Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills. The case resembled mine in some
respects. I read and re-read theartiole,
It haunted me for several days not-
withstanding Itried todismiss it from
my mind. At last I asked the docton
whether he thought these pills would
help me. He looked at me a moment
and then remarked ‘‘well perhaps you
had better try them. I believe
they do work wonders ingome cased
and if they do not cure you they will
certainly, do no harm.” That remark
‘opened tomethe door of life, for had
he gaid “no” Ishould not have used
the pills. When I had used two -boxes
I began to feel better, my appetite im-
proved and there were less of those
pains about the heart and chest. The
cough too was less severe. I kept on
till six boxes more were taken and ta
make a long story short, I was myself
again, appetite good, spirits buoyant,
pains gone and I «could do my own
work with comfort. I have been well
ever since and have no doubt that Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills saved my life and
restored me to my family. I am ever
ready to speak (heir praises and in my
upon their discoverer.

Rheumatism, sciatica, neuralgia, par-
tial paralysis, locomotor, ataxia, nerv-
ous headache, nervous prostration and
diseases depending upon humorsin the
blood, such as scrofula, chronic ery=sipe-
las, ete., all disappear before a fair
treatmenl with Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills. They give a healthy glow to
pale and sallow complexions and build
and renew the entire system. Sold by
all dealers or sent post paid at 50c a
box or six boxes for $2.50 by address
ing the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co.,
Brockville, Ont. Do nok be persuaded
to take some substitute.

FOREIGN RESIDENTS IN FRANCE.

The proud boast of the French cri-
tic that every man in the world, if
he had his choice, would live in France
is partly justified by the recently pub-
lished comparative statistics of the
number of foreign residents in France
and of French residents in foreign
lands. Tt appears that there were in
1897 no fewer than 465,870 Belgians,
1897 no fewer than 465870 Belgians liv-
ing in Frauce, while only 52,000 French
lived in Belgium. The Italians in France
numbered 286,042, the French in Iialy,
merely 11,000 ; 84,006 Switzers in France,
54,000 French in Switzerland. There
were 83,330 Germans in France, 24.000
French in Germany : 28,000 English in
France, but only 18,600 French in Eng-
land ; 14,000 Russians in France, while
the French-Ru n alliance has as yet
merely attracted 5200 French io hve
in Russia. The, figures are confined to
the European states, and it seems that
France in 1897 was the chosen dwell-
ing-place of 1,130,211 foreigners, while
the comparatively small number of 517,-
000 French were living in the other
states of Europe,

A QUEER VERDICT.

Upon the Isle of Man, where sheep-
stealing is evidently a serious offense,
John Dixon was recently sentenced to
three years’ imprisonmeni for it. The
exact words of-the jury were ' Not
having satisfactorily accounted to {he
minds of the jury for the possession
of the sheep, we find the prisoner guil-
ty.” What puzzles the lawyers is this:
Can a man be legally jailed on sugh
a verdict ¢ J




