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MABEL HOWARD,
OF THE LYRIC
THE LASTC;;A E«?rgt’ ENIGH-

, He shrank back from the bed, step
hy step, still staring with d!stended
eyes, until he backed up against the
svall, and there the nameless horror
geized upon him more fully still, and
he slipped to the ground, and crouch-
ed trembling and sweating while one
could count twenty.

At last he arose, and wiping his

¢lammy forehead with his hand, mut-
tered:
. “Steady, Baptiste! Keep your head,
4ny friend. This—this—is rather sud-
den and unexpected! Saints and
migels, yes! But keep steady, Bap-
giste! Let me think—think!”

Dragging himself to the chair near
the bed, he dropped into it, and draws
tng the curtain with a trembling hand,
B0 that he could mot see the face ly-
fng behind it, he pressed his white,
ghivering hand to his brow and pon-
dered. He sat thus for quite five min-
utes, then, still white and trembling,
#he got up, took the keys. for the sec-
ond time that night, and cautiously
$tele downstairs.

He went to the dining-room and
found the liqueur-stand, and got a
glass of curacoa to steady his nerves
+—the glass clinking against the bot«
¢le in a horrible manner—then went
to the library, unlocked, the safe, and
took out the will

1fe looked hard at the cash box, but
put it back unopened, and shook his
head.

“No, no, Baptiste! You cannot be too
cafetul——under the circumstances!”

Then he thrust the will into his
pocket and went into the hall; but,
with his hand upon the balustrade, he
paused and cousidered, his brow knit
into deep wrinkles.

Up in their frames the Knightons
looked down at the thief, some frown-
$ng, some smiling; but Signor Ricardo
was not affected by them; he had seen
gomething more terrible that nizht
than family portraits.

After thinking for a few minutes,
%o stole to a small giass door leading
from the bhall i1n an inciosure, ‘Which
was called thoe wailed garden, a favor-
ite spot-of Iris’s. Unfastening the
door, he stepped out, and, taking care
£o0 keep in the shadow, leared against
the wall! and drank in the cool night
fir.

Then ite crept along ths wail ‘until
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this' wag o small heap of stones, lnut
up in sembhneo of rockwork. The
dial and its rustic pedestal had‘prob-
‘ably stood in the walled garden for
centuries; there was moss upon the
stones, and lichens in the interstices.

Ricarde looked round him with the
stealthy alertness of a cat, then going
on his knees, tarefully reoved some
of thé-stones, He did this with his us-
ual adroitness: his white, slender fin-
gers loosening the stones sc gently
that scarcely a piece of moss was dis-
turbed. '

When he had raised three of the
stones, and théreby made a little hole,
he laid the will in it, and, carefnlly put
the stones in their place again.

Stoppuu back a pace or two, he re-
garded the -rockwork closely and
gcrutinmizingly, and then nodded with
satisfaction. The keenest eyes could
not have\detected any disturbance of
the stones, which had stood for cen-
turies, until the Italian’s: white, pilfer-
ing fingers had taken their long rest.

Then, with a sigh of relief, Ricardo
retraced his steps, and geing up the
great staircase, made his way to his
own room. It was noticeable that, as
he passed the squire’s door he shrank
away from it, describing a semi-circle,
and that the shudder which had con-
vulsed his frame as he bent over the
bed, shook through all his limbs now.

The dawn came and the morning
broke brightly; the great house began
to stir with the life of a new day, the
dogs barked dn the stable yard, the
peacocks strutted up and dewn the
terrace, and shrieked their imvgeation
to'the sun, but all was still “gnd quité
in the room of their master.

Felice, going into her beloved mis-
tress’ room, found Iris lying asleep,
her head upon her arm, a strange look
of vague trouble and sadness on her
face.

The woman - bent over her and
smoothed the dark hair from the white
forehead, but gentle as was the touch,
Iris awoke.

“What is it? What ig the matter?”
she said in a voice of alarm. “Oh, is it
you, Felice?” and she drew a sigh of
relief,

“Yes, it is I. Did I frighten the sig-
norina?” she said with self-reproach.

“No, no!” said Iris. “But—I think I
must have been dreaming. I have been
dreaming all night, Felice,” and she
shuddered faintly.

“The signorina looks tired and pale,”

said Felige; “won’t you rest longer,!

Miss Iris?”’

“No,” replied Iris; “I shall be all
right when I get up and have my bath.
I caxn’t think why I should dream 80|
horribly. Has Lafont called papa yet?
Is he up?” :

Lafont was the squire’s valet.

“Monsieur Lafont went to call Mr.
Knighton,” angwered Felice, “but he
wis asieep, and Lafont left him.”

“That was right,” said Iris. “Poor

papa! he looked tired and fl1 last

right, Tel Lafont that he is not-to 8O |

beck to his room without his mm
sends for him™

Felice went about the message, and
Iris proceeded with her dressing.

Her dreams had not all been hor-
rible oues, for now and‘again Heron
Coverndale had crossed the path of
her mental vision. Now, as she stood

looking. cut of the’ window toward the |

Holt, she wished that she could tell}
her father of her meeting’ with 'the
enemy of their houo. ‘she had never
concealed anything from him, and the

2 _mtammm Heron Ow-

‘his dark eyes on her.:
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“Ah, Miss Iris” he! mm'
“Aurora,
dess of the morning, tending her f
ers—"

“You mean Flora,” said Iris, forc-
ing a smile.

“I mean all the goddesses cm\ﬂnd

in one charming divinity!” he, corréct:
8d her, with a bow and a waveut his
white, supple hand. “What n;dpm-
ing little spot!” and he looked round

ch a bland air ot aﬂnhtig& ;
S “It is-pretty,” said Irls,
her 1hnp}o bduquet, and ving t I

; vn.rd the dngr .

‘eIt is exquis!te' So repoeetul 1n its
Quietude and. solitude. Surely, this is

-8 favorite part ot the grounds with

you, Miss Iris?”
"Y¥es” she admitted “It is .my own

special little garden, signor.”

“‘Soh! You keep-it for yourself, ex-
clusively, is not that it?”

“Oh, no!” replied Iris, with a smile
at so selfish an idea. “Any one is'free’
to come here——"

“I am so. glad; a horrible idea wusl

seizing me that I was intruding.”

“Indeed, you are not,” - said _ Iris.
“Pray come 'whenever -you ' please.
Have you not been here before?”

The signor smiled -blandly .and
shook his head.

“No. I did not. know of it unmtil I
saw you through the door there..Bat I
shall come—yes, often. Not many peo-
ple do come here, I suppore? It looks
80 quiet and-—what do you call it?
unfrequented.”

“No; I don’t think msny .psopla do
come into this walled garden,” said
Irfs. “It is not so bright and cheertul
a8 the terrace and the lawns.”

“It is too quiet and melancholy,”
said thd signot, with an air of satisfac-
tion. “That is the world all over, It
likes gaiety, and color, and bri:htneu.
it is only divine spirits like your own,'
Miss Irfis, who love the shade and the
seclusion.” *

“Oh, but there 1s plenty of sunq
here,” said Iris. “Do you not see thel
dial?” and she pointed to it with her |
posy. |

The signor regarded it with curious '
interest.

#Sohi ‘Ah, yes; the afat! T aid not
notice it. It is a pretty object. And you
oan tell the hour of the-day by it?”

“Yes,” said Iris, going up to.it; “and,
unlike a watch, it mever wants wind-
‘n‘ u,p_»“__n

“Or cleaning?” put in the signor in-

terrogatively. “It is never disturbed, |

your dial, Miss Irig?”

“Oh, never!” ggid Iris, smiling at
the idem. “It has beeti thiere evar since
the house was built, and my father
would not think of having it remov-
ed.”

“That is right,” said the signa~ in
accents of strong approval. “Such old
antiquities should never be moved; it
is—~what do you call it?—sacrilege. If |
this beautiful 'little garden belonged!
to me, as it belongs to you, I would !
not' let any oné ‘come into it but my
special friends. And as for the garden-
er, I would say, ‘My friend, cut your |
grass and grow your flowers, but dol
not move, do mnot alter, the arrange-
ment of anything. Respeéct age a.nd
historic associations.”

Iris smiled at the high-own langu-
age.

“I understand what you mean, sig-
nor,” she said. “There is no danger
from our gardener; he is quite as fond
of the walled garden a8 I am, and
would not think of introducing any
improvements.”

'l‘he signor nodded. again with ap-
pﬂmzl and utisfa.ctiun.

“It is a charmiing plm” e said,
“Shall I not ca.rry the flowers for
you?" \

But Iris declined his offer; and car-
ried her bouquet into the breakfasts
room, the signor following her.:

""" (To be continued)
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A new wegetable. is. the Chiness cabs
bage. It has the combined flavors of |
celery and tabbage, and is ex euentl
cooked or served taw in
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their Jobs- as a wth
make' them ‘work,” ..

As'I Ilatened 1 shu(lde : B
was 'In’ ‘that man's tome and ‘manne

not -seem to me could: m been-ex:
ceeded by the old time slave driver.

Jle\Uud the mfli-

A few days ago I-- Ea.rd _another
man speak in a similar vein, only this:
time the dream had come true. He

sald,; “And I said to him, ‘All right do ;

as you please if you ~can afford to.

You know better than I do .whether |

you/can get another job.’ And you
ought to have seen him cringe.” This
time there was ;rmmph as. well as
savagery in the tome, and - again 1.
shuddered.

Of course there'is a swift and true
answer to my horror at this state of
mind. It {s that this attitude is a re-

to wn experiences as an

Cﬁnloybr a Mnm Don't. m
1. don’t employ . | . We all
“ghoy or users

m-olontt sure of thdr

'B\lt is lt not equally tl'us that thfl

nvaxe state, ot mhd on the part of

the emnlcnr when he i8 in power
has Mn: to- do with the labor:

el oid, & dhvegaiy that 5G4 or's ‘slackness when he is in power?

I8 it mmm tllt‘tho man who has
| been ‘savagely. drlm,to work in slack
‘times” by the foar 6f"lostng his job
will take. wuonlu Dpleasure in sol-
dlerﬁng on the Job when the empl! :y-
er camn no lonnr ﬂl‘p the whip?

:Of Colne lny Eniployers Are Not

Ialke'l‘hk

~And .surely the ‘employer class as
the betier .edugated i8. in a better
‘Position to see things-in the large and
try to restrain the - desire . for re-
venge
I'do not mean to imply that the two
men I'have quoted were typical of all
employers. They represént merely
one type. The opposite type hrtun-
ately exists to keep the balance true.:

-Fashions in

Furniture.

Furniture fashions
vary almost every
there is al-
ways some newly-de-
signed chair or lounge
coming into vegue.

The present trend is
is toward, upholster-.

season,

ed Furniture, a-splen-
did selection of which
we are now showing.

Here — huge
Chairs

and. I.:bunges,

Cosy
Chesterﬁelds
over-

stuffed and beautiful-
ly upholstered in Silk,
Tapestry, Damask,

ete. — gladden

the

eyé, and there is no
lack of smaller up-
holstered articles.

U. S. Picture & Portrait Co.,

General Furnishrse.

Non-Skid Automobile Chains

We hve a full.‘line‘ of
FOX NON-SKID CHAINS.
Tlm is the lmprovd cllam, stronger, bas

: on we often felt when
hbor was, somcfﬂlu men and |
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*v ~Flanges, Nipples, Plugs,

. Crosses, Foot Valves, etc.
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Men’s & Boys’
| Overcoats

We invite your inspection: of
our Stock of Men’s and Boys’
Overcoats. - The best assort-
ment in the city.

Not what we say, others
tell us.

Gentlemen,--It is up to you
to see them- and judge for
yourselves. You will pur-
chase every time.

2= See them.
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