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CHAPTER L

The autumn sun shone merrily into
1he Mitle gudst-chamber of Frau Mae
jerin von  Tollen; glanced back from
the little mirror on the bare wall, ana
Played about the point of an infantry
helmet, which, peeping out of the open
bax, lay, together with all manner of
tcilet articles, on the old-fashioned
table which the room contained. The
regulation officer’s trunk stood on the
flgor, half-emplied of various portions
<l a uniform, which lay about on the
bed and chairs. On one of the plain
wcoden chairs sat a slender young man,
€asily recognized as the owner of this
array. He had a handsome,-intelligent
face, thick brown hairs#and on his up-
per lip an impertinent little mustache.
At this moment he was looking, with
an air of vexalion, at a very clegant
pair of boots.

“Confound it!"” he muttered, “my only
pair of nice boots—not paid for yet by
a long way—and that idiot of a servani-
girl has blackened them with common
biacking! It is outrageous!”

He flung the bools angrily on the floor,
Luried his hands deep in his lrousers
pcckets, and, placing himsell before
the window of the small whitewashed
rcom, gazel down at the oblong strip
of ground beneath him which was dig-
nified by the name of garden, and up-
on whose narrow path the warm au-
tumn wind was blowing down the yel-
low leaves of the wild linden, its only «r-
nament. A young girl was just throw-
ing a clothes-line round the thick trunk
ol the old {ree, She slepped upon Lhe
Lench that ran round it, and stood on
tip-toe to throw the end of the rope over
4 branch. It was a charming, slender
figure, in a very simple, gray woollen
merning-dress. The sleeves, which were
turned back, showed a pair of finely
modelled arms. Ier hair, coiled at the
back of the head in thick, heavy braids,
shimmered like pale gold from under
the simple straw hat,

An elderly woman came across the
liltle  grass-plot, painfully dragging
aiong a basket of wet clothes with the
Lelp of the servant-maid, a small, red-
haired, weakly creature, Her blue lin-
€n ‘apron still showed the wet traces
«f the wash-tub. She set down the bas-
ket and nodded to the young girl, who
Lad sprung down off the bench, and
now began hastily to hang the pieces
on the line.

The young officer’s face flushed a deep
¢runson as he walched this simple scene,

Just at that moment the young girl
glanced up at his window. She Stopped
ier work and came loward him.

“Are you up already?” she called out
goyly. “Only wait a moment, Rudolph,
&nd you shall have your coffee, di-
rectly.”

She took off her apron, threw it on
the ground, and hurried into the house.

He turned and left the room. In the
little entry he could hear ihe rattling of '
cups and plates in the kitchen below.

He went down the narrow, creaking
stairs, and was met by his mother at
the foot. Her worn face, flushed by her
reeent efforts,. brighlened as she saw
bim.

“Good-morning, Rudi,” she said plea-
sanlly. *“You will have to wait a litlle
for your colfee; who could suppose yon
would be up so early? Did you sleep
well, my dear boy?”

She pul out her hand, still swollen
and wrinkled from washing. “Come
into the dining-room,” she said, “l.ora
wili scon have the breakfast ready.”

He followed in embarrassed isilence.
His tall form, in eleganl uniform, could
not enter the low door without stoop-
ing. He looked around lhe small room,
whose blue and gray carpet bore lraces
of long service, with a disconlented air,
and leaning against the neally set table,
before the sofa, on which his mother
had already laken her seat, he said, in
a tone of vexation:

“Why do you do the washing yourself,
molher?”

“Why, Rudi!” cried the old-lady, has-
tily bultering a roll; “because—well—
because—I like to do it, and Lora does,
1co.”

“Queer faste you must have!
You afford a washerwoman?”

Frau von Tollen turned crimson. No,
they could no longer afford it, since
ey had lost the income of the little
capilal which the year before had been
sucrvifieed for Rudi, on a “very urgent
«ccasion ;" but she contented hersell
wilh a slight shake of the head.

“Don't disturb yourself about that.”
said the lady, “it is really not so bad.
Sit down here., Ah, here comes Lera
wilh the coffee.”

The young girl had just set the cof-
fee-pot on the table, and then she seiz-
«d her brother’s curly head in both
tands.

“Good-morning!” she cried laughing.
“What a fuce you are making. you cross
o!a bear! How did you sleep?”

“A horrid place, this wretched lodg-
ing,” he replied, looking rather moce
pleasantly al the young girl. “This new
lodging of yours is a perfect hole, Tha
last one was a liltle more presenlable
al any rale, but—"

“But this cost eighty thalers less,”
cricd Lora von Tollen,  “lere is your
cream and sugar. You had better take
a good deal of it, and perhaps it may
s%eeten your conversation.”

N smiling, she pushed the sugar:
bowl toward Lim, and left the roomn.
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“Mamma,” she._cried, coming . back
again, “now you must sit  quite slill
here and talk with Rudi: I will sce to
everylhing. Papa's' cocoa is on the
stove, if you should want it.”

The mother sat opposite her son and
gazed al him with mute admiration.
Then, however, began the stream of
lalk, se long with difficulty restrained.
At last she had him alone, and could
ask him all the thousand things which
e~ mother's heart longed to know, and
for which there had been no time since
his arrival last evening.

“Your father is so happy, Rudi,” she
concluded, at length; “you must tell
bim everything you can. I am so glad
that you have four weeks’ leave, on
Lcra’s account, too, The poor girl has
no pleasure at all in her young life.”

“Yes, in this hole,” said the son, as
he lighted a cigar; and drawing a few
whilfs, he asked: “Does she still keep
to that unlucky idea of marrying that
pcverty-stricken fellow; that Dr.’ What's-
his-name?”

“You ask more than I can answer,
Rudi. I do not know. I know that the
Young people are inlerested in each
clher; but Lora has never spoken ‘o
me on the subject, and I do not like
to say anylhing myself.” ;

“You have some sense at last,” he
nuultered.  “But do you hcar?—my father
i3 awake.”

Three heavy thumps sounded over-
Lead, as if some one were pounding
on the floor with a stick. Frau von
Tollen put down her half-emply cup
and ran quickly out of the room. Rudi
looked after her with an air of vexa-
tion, “Whal's the great hurry?” he
said half aloud, and placing himself
astride of his chair with his arms on
ttus back, and blowing blue wreaths «f

smoke into the air, he began medit-»,

ing as to how he could best make t
“Ihe Governor” an extremely unpleasant
cammunication, namely, that he want-
el some money to—well, to pay his
debts, to be sure,

“Confound it, there will be a pretty
howl about it! But it is oulrageous to
expect a man to get along on such a
pallry sum. And when one has such
cenfounded luck besides——"

He stopped in his soliloquy. for his
sister came in. Instead of the big work-
ing-apron, she had put on a dainty
white one, had pulled down her sleeves
and sat down at the window, opposile
her brother, with a dish of beans to
shell.

“There,” she said, “now talk to me,
too, Rudi; you must have enough 10
tell, it is so long since we have seen
each other.”

As she spoke she began wilh nimble
fingers to shell the beans, and did not
lok into her brother's face for some
time, until she perceived that he would
not answer, She must have known the
significance of the fretful, anxious ex-
pression with which he looked al her,
for her beautiful brown eyes suddenly
opened, wide with terror.

“For heaven's sake, Rudi, you haven't
gol into trouble again?”

“Ah, bah! It is nothing of any con-
stquence—but—I wish papa knew about
5]

Every trace of color faded from her
blooming face, and a painful expression
of anxiely was depicted on her soft fea-
tures.

“Rudolph, if ‘it will trouble papa, I
Leg of you not to tell him—he is so ill—
so easily agitated. Oh, do not tell
him!"

He shrugged his shoulders and con- |

tinued to smoke.

“What is it aboul?” she asked. “You
do not need money, Rudolph?”

“Of course I do! 1 have lost ‘Isidor.’
You know I was going to sell him to
ray off Lowenthal—and the beast got
the colic, and in three hours he was
dcad.”

“Lowenthal? Who is Lowenthal, and
what does he want? You never said
acything about him last year M

“Ile wants money,” he replied ang-
rily, “and he is a horse-dealer that I
barrowed money of—voila tout,"”

The fair young girl bent her head as
if she had received a severe blow. She
bad had a suspicion, when the letter
came announcing his visit, that he was
coming to bring new cares and anxi-
clies; he would never have come 1o
this “confounded hole,” as he was ac-
customed to speak of it. for nothing;
he would never subject himself o the
deadly dulness of his home for nothing
—and her suspicion was now suddenly
verified.  There he sat and smoked the
cigars that she had provided from hep
carcful savings, and out in the kitchen
his mother was -toiling over lLer son's
favorite dishes.

For days the devoled mother had spok-
i of nothing but “when Rudi comes—
when Rudi is here.’

Lenore von Tollen
those young girls who look out with
very bright hopes loward the future;
Lut a little sunshine by the way, she
madestly thought, was necessary to ex-
istence, Ah, and the sun seldom shone
:n that young heart; and if once in
awhile its golden rays did scem to shim-
mer before her, then (here always, ¢l-
wiays came a darx cloud which hid them
from her. She recalled the miserable
weeks the year before, which had fol-
lowal a similar confession of her bro-
ther's.  The movements of the usually
nimble fingers grew, slower before . lhe
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jmother's fears.of anguish, which were
scarcely dried; of her father's grief
and wrath, from which he had by no
means recovered; and her hands rested
idle in her lap.

managed to say.. “Say nothing {ill after
his birthday, at -east, Rudolph.”: 'And
-is he made-a- movement: of impatience,
any more,”

“The devil he can't!” murmured the
lieutenant.  “Wha' else is going to do
it My ‘worthy “brothier refuses, point-
blank. -My uncle says he is tired of do-
ing it—"

“You - wrote to  Victor?” cried the
young girl, a burning flush overspread-
ing her face. “Rudolph, how could you'
do that; how was it possible?”

“I did not write, I went myself,” he
replied, carelessly brushing the ashes
of his cigar from the arm of the chair.
“I went to Durkheim, yesterday, and
was received very civilly. They had a
big dinner party, and invited to
join them. Some of the higher officers,
with their familes, were there, and
some of Frau Clotilda's relations, There
were six glasses to every plale; the din-
Ter began with oysters, and-at the end
champagne flowed in sireams. But
when I spoke to Victor, after dinner,
about. my difficulties, he declared round-
ly, though pleasantly enough, that un-
fertunately he was not in"a position to
meet my wishes, It was his firm resolve
rever to touch a penny of his wife's for-
tune, either in his own inlerest or in
that of his family, and he himself had
ncthing but his very modest colonel's
pay, and I knew that very well; he was
§3 SOrry—so very sorry, etc. We shook
hands cordially. I sat for another hour
in Frau Clotilda's salon, and then, af-
ler receiving all sorts of commissions
from her, 1 said good-bye 1o the other
guests, and lipped the footman in lilac
velvel livery, with my last thaler. Hap-
pily I had a ticket to Weslernberg in
my pocket, and, thanks to my sister-in-
law’s kindness, I had dined so well that
I managed to pass the flve hours be-
{ween here and Berlin without being
hungry. There is my whole slory, my
dearest Lora!”

“Thank heaven, you did not—speak
to her, ‘at least,” said the girl, with
pale lips.

“Don’t be afraid—say it out plainly
—‘beg’ is the word you want. No, I
did not beg from her then, but perhaps
I shall write to her.”

“Rudolph! The woman who has in-
sulted us all, who offered our sisler u
pesition in her house that was below
the level of a servant! You would 50
io her, so that she might complain lhat
her husband's whole family is a burden
on her!” ;

“Ah, bah! Helen exaggerated; she
has grown nervous and irrilable on ac-
ccunt of her everlasting engagement,
and she has put on all the airs of an
¢ld maid. It is quite time her beloved
Franz was taking her 10 his hearth and
hcme,” he replied. “Clotilda is not the
only .one who complained of hér,” he
continued, “my uncle did it, too, The
¢ld fool can go to Borneo for all I care,
I' shall never trouble him again. He
wrole, in answer to my polite lelter,
tkat he was on the point of taking a
lcng journcy, and he needed all his
money himself, and I had belter think
seriously atout living within my in-
come; every one ought to cut his coat
according to his cloth. It is so pleasant
when a man can plead poverty—he has
such a very good excuse then for not
giving away anything. He has a nice
little sum laid up in the bank—but une
Lclds onto it tight.”

“I beg your pardon, Rudi, but uncle
lias no means; he has nothing but his
pension as lieulenant-general, and he
gives away a great deal of that,” said
Lera. “He pays for Katie's school, and
gives Helen and  me a little pocket-
money, and he sends wine and tobacco
to papa, and—"

“Oh, yes; he is liberal enough to you
girls, but for me A

“I should think he had done enough
for you,” said the young girl, in a low
tone,

“Oh, yes; he has been mildly liberal,”
sneered the young man, as he took out
a fresh cigar. “But there is no use
tulking about it; I must have the money,
and that is all there is about it.”

“No, no, don't say.so to father,” cried
L.cra, springing up, “not to-day at least;
and not for a few days. I will talk 1o
mcther, and perhaps Franz can suggest
something.”

“Helen’s lover, who has been waiting
five years to scrape together enough fo
get. married on? You dear child!" He
l.oked compassionalely at her, drew his
slender fingers across his forehead,
lkrew away his just-lighted cigar, and
stood up.

“We can wait if you like.” he said,
“we have three weeks yel. What in the
world can a man do here all day?”" he
continued, looking out into the little
quiet garden, where the clothes were
{tultering gayly in the wind. “In this
miserable Role there isn't even a decent
cafe. Do they keep up the same old
programme here; the afternoon walk,
rmamma's whist party, and moonlight
evenings a meting of the club, wilh
dancing and mild refreshments?”

The young girl had finished her
work, and was gathering up her dishes.
She nodded lightly in answer to her
brother's ironical questions.

“Next Monday we—and you, too—are
invited to a ball at the Bechers'."

“Whal!" cried the lieutenant, “do you
visit them now? How did that come
aboul? Papa swore up and down that
he would never have anything to do
wilh those money-bags.”

“They called here,” explained Lora.
“first the son——'

“Adalbert Becher? Oh, I see!"

“And then the molher,” continued
[ara. “The circle is so small here, and
mamma thought we could not hold back
alone; every one else. visits them, and
they are even admitted to the club.”

another catastrophe: of her |

“Don’t tell him to-day!" she at length [her arms round

‘she added' softly, “He can ‘not help you'

“So Adalbert is posing ns a lion in
Weslenberg society?”

" “Yes,” cried a fresh voice, “and he s

‘n Jove with our Lora.”

A young girl between/‘ ‘sixteen and
sevenleen had entered the room, threw
her brother's neck, and
lcoking al him, bent her head back (il
tirlong dark braids. touched the floor.
.."Didyou. bring me the_pholograpli-of
the “emperor,“and of* Princé Wilfiam,
&nd-Prince Henry? And—-"

“Upon my word I forgot”it, .
declared her brother, “but ncxtptul:g I
come—-" ‘

“This_is the seventh time that you
Lave said that.: If you don’t want to,
then don’t do it,’ was the answer. She
set down at the table, with a pout, and
filled her cup, <

She was a lithe, slender creature,
with a pale face that had something
very strange about it. At times il seem-
ed very plain, The mouth, though
small, seemed too full, the short, snub
ncse too saucy, the brown skin was &l-
most ashy; but she had only to lift her
eyes, and all that was forgotten. Those
lorge dark eyes, shaded by long lashes,
were really wonderful, as they express-
& now a deep, melancholy longing, now
mirth and laughter—they were con-
slantly changing. - And these eyes gave
the expression to the whole face, and
were an emblam “of her whole nature.
Al one time she would be the sunshine
of the house, her. clear, ringing laugh
fiiled it with merriment; but she could
make it dismal also, for she took care
t6 have plenly of occasions for vexa-
tion. She was opposilion personified
to all household order; she would never
help, and understood perfeclly how to
escape from every sort of work, and
disappear with a novel inlo some out-
o'-theavay corner. In this, the young-
€st of the family, lhe feudalism of ‘he
whole race of the von Tollens seemed
10 have been concentrated, Her prefer-
¢nce would have been to mount a pal-
frey, to carry a falcon on her wrist, and
as the lady of the caslle, to ride through
wood and over moor, with a dozen de-
veted knights in her {rain. But as mat-
lers really slood, unfortunately, she
was obliged, instead of a proud castle,
to content herself with inhabiting a
very modest abode at the end of a quiet
street in the good cily of Weéstenberg,
and to dream of fulure glory in the cle-
matis-covered arbor of the ljttle garden.
In the meantime, she eagerly collected
coats of arms, the genealogy of all
prominent families she knew by heart,
and flashed out into fierce anger at the
conslantly increasing number of mesal-
liances. When her eldest brolher was
married, the child, then only eight years
old, pretended to have a sore. throat,
and stayed at home. She couldn't bear
o see Victor'von Tullen, the slately
cuirassier, married to a simple Fraulein
Lange, if the money-bags of 1he little
bride had been fen limes larger. Katie
would rather have lived in the time of
the robber-knights, so that Victor might
have plundered Counsellor Lange, in-
stead of marrying his daughter,

All this, however, did not in the least
prevent her from being enthusiastically
devoted to Dr. Schonberg, who took the
lilerature class in the school that Katie
attended, wilh a view lo be a governess.
She comforled herself for this lapse of
principle by making up the most won-
derful romances, in which “he” was al-
ways “von Schonberg,” and had only
been opliged lo lay aside his nobiliary
porticle for awhile.

Lora looked reproachfully at her sis-
ter. “How late you are again,” she
said, “and you might have helped us
0 much, for your school does not be-
gin to-day till ten.”

Kate made a wonderful grimace, put
lwo big lumps of suga rinto her coffee.
and changed the subject.

“Rudi! Rudi!” called his mother, just
then, “your father is asking for you."”

Lora's eyes followed her brother with
a sad, -appealing look as he went out.

(To be Continued.)
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PROGRESS EXPENSIVE,
Great Sums Being Spent on Public Im-
provements ‘in India,

In the coming official. year £9,041,000
is to be spent on railways in India out
of capital, no less than £3,787;300 of .‘l
on new rolling stock, for which there is
an urgent demand and necessity, but
which ought to be provided for out of
revenue and not by permanent addi-
tions' to the capital account, says the
Indian World.

Nearly £3,000,000 more is to be laid
out on open lines for cther purposes, so
that altogether .capital to lhe extent of
about £6,755,000 will be poured Into
Indian railways already opened for
traffic, and only £2,245,000 of the allot-
tedd total will remain to be devoled to
new construction.

Irrigation works are to have £833,300
spent upon them and £665,400 represents
discharge of debt under various heads,
which naturally means re-borrowing
unless we regard the anticipated sur-
rlus revenue of £775,000 as being de-
voted to this parlicular object.

Already a loan of £2,000,000, or three
crores of rupees, has been issued in In-
dia, and the borrowings in England by
the Secretary of State and the railway
companies are put at £6,697,000. In
reality, therefore, about £9,000,000 will
b2 raised in England {o keep India
sleady on the path of progress by usury,
since it is from Great Britain and not
frem India itself that even the rupee
loans are chiefly provided.

The net deposits of the savings banks
are expecled to increase by £685,000 dur-
ing the year, and 1he whole of that like-
wise will be absorbed in the projected
capital expenditure, as well as £113,000
provided by deposits, remittances, elc.

There are made daily in England
al-out 55,000.000 pins, two-thirds of them
being manufactured” in Birmingham.

A PEW HINTS ON SHAVING

—

HOW TO DO IT COMFORTABLY AN®
SATISFACTORILY,

1 is Essentlal That Good Tools and &
Reliable VSoap be
Used.

While so many men shave themselves

now-a-days, upon hygienic grounds and
from considerations of convenience, yati
the average shaver regards it as a most
irksome task. - But shavlag is really an
easy, and not at all a disagreeable task,
il the operation is performed in the pro-
pe: manner,
—In order to oblain a good shave it is|
essential that good lools be used, and,)
considering the importance of the op-
eration, it is decided economy to pur-
‘chase good articles.

A reliable soap must be used. Skins
vary so remarkably in sensitiveness'
that the only way to find the best soap
i3 by personal irial of several of {he'
leading makes. Soaps which will suit!
one man will prove ufterly

UNSUITABLE TO ANOTHER.

The longer the soap is rubbed in, the,
better and easier the shave; warm waler|
should be used. In the case of a very
stiff beard, it is advisable to rub the ia-|
ther well in with the fingers. The ease!
of shaving may-be increased in suc
cases by sponging the face after welll
lathering, and applying fresh lather be-
fore shaving.

The object of lathering is to soften the,
beard so that it may the more easily be(
cut close 1o the face.

In addition, the lather reduces the
[riction of the razor on the skin consid-
erably, also it acts as a germicide in de-
slroying the bacteria in the beard, and
2s an antiseptic in the case of culs. The!
scftening of the beard is accelerated by
washing the face before shaving.

As 1o brushes, there is no brush to
compare with lhe one of pure badger,
hair. A" badger brush seems fto have,
!.e properlies of working its way tound,
each individual hair, and ‘of working;
the lather into a big mass. Not only
are the ends of the hair softened, but
Lhe base is also softened.

HOW CUTS ARE CAUSED.

Next comes the consideration.of raz-.
ors, of which the hollow-ground now,
keld the fleld. . When properly . used |
and properly. stropped, a razor ' should
never require reselling. '

For a stiff beard a narrow razor should|
be used, as a broad, hollow-ground .a-;
zor will vibrale, and calch on such a|
beard. Cuts are usually caused by lhe!
Llade calching on the hair, and turning,
downwards. A brond, thin blade is pres
ferable for slighter growths.

Men with strong beards who frequent-
ly shave will find il advisable to ha\'eI
mere (han one razor, as it is an estab-!
lished fact that the razor's edge loses
ils keenness, or gets “lired” if used too
frequently. Safely razors have come,
greatly into favor, and these can be
oblained ‘with additional blades.

Stropping is one of the most import-
ant operalions necessary to oblain an
casy shave. The blade should 1e|
siropped both before and after using; it,
should be dipped into hot waler before,
slropping and using,

The sirop should be hung no higher,
than the elbow. It is a common fault
lo hang the strop too high, in whichi
case il is almost impossible o avoidi
producing a rounded edge on the razor.'
Tho faslening should be -very strong,’
and the strop should be held perfeclly,
taul; the wresull of holding the strop,
slack is bound to be a rounded edge on
the razor.

SHAVE WITH THE MIDDLE.

In the case where a razor requires 1e-
sclling, it will be found ‘better lo en-
trust the work to a practical man.

Having a keen edge on a razor, the
next process is the actual shaving, the
face being well lathered. In the act of|
shaving the skin should be held smooth|
and laut with the left hand, while the/
blade is drawn downwards and side-
ways in the direclion of the hair's
growth, being kept nearly flat against
the face. The razor should be held
firmly with the thumb close to. the heel
of the blade, the liltle finger under the
handl2, and the other fingers on the
back of the blade and handle.

Ii is a- matter of taste whether a full
arm movement be used, or whether the
elbow should be rested lightly on the
chest, in order to steady the hand. Near-
'y all the shaving should be done wilh
the middle ol the bhlade, the point be-
ing used for such difficult parts of the
face as the upper lip.

It is not advisable to shave against
lth¢ growlh of the hairs, as irritation is
caused by the pulling. If a very close
shave is required, the upward movement
against the growth “may be used in
shkaving a second time, though this al-
ways has a lendency {o cause irritalion.
In all cases the beard should be cut, and
not seraped, and the movement should
be slow and firm.

In cases of cuts it is advisable to have|
a small piece of alum at hand. Appli-
cation of this to the cul will stop the{
bieeding and heal the wound at once.
—Pearson's Weekly.

e e
WORM TURNS,

“Josiah,” said Mrs. Chugwater, look-
ing up from the paper she had h(\cn[
reading. “what is an octopus ?"

“An octopus,” he said, “is a cat with,
only eight lives. It is‘so called to dis-
tinguish it from the ordinary cat, which‘
has—"

“Josiah Chugwaler, I don't believe pou
know."”

PP :

The. span of life in France is now sev-
er years longer than it used te be six-
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