HOLDING HANDS

BY GOUVERNEUR MORRIS,
With an IHustration Posed Especially For This
by Pauline Frederick, Famous Star of “Joseph
and His Brethren.”
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of awful scenes with Blagdon.
3ut as time passed and her attentions

I shall have to call it that) to Mister
Masters made no visible progress, there
were times when she wsas obliged to
think that she would never marry any-
body at all,

One reason for his awful bashfulness
ind silence was that certain people
had told him it was only a question
of time before little Miss Bilythe would
become Mrs, Bob Blagdon. ‘“She’s al-
ways been fond of him.” they sald,
“and, of course, he can give her every-
thing worth having.” So when he was
with her he felt as if he wasg with an
engaged girt,

But what was hidden from Mister

asters was presently obvious to Mr.
Blagdon and te others. To a man in
tove there is no redder danger signal
than a sight of the object of his af-
fections sitting contentedly with an-
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of the weight of my personal ones I
shudder.” She smilec innoeently and
ooked up into his face. “When people
can’'t pay their debts they have to g0
through bankruptey, don’'t they? And
hen their debts all have to be for-
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Mr. Blagdon felt as if an-. iey—cold

| hand had been suddenly laid upon the

most sensitive part of his back; but
expression underwent no change.
slow eyes continued to look into
he beautiful, brightly-colored face that
was turned up to him.

“Very honorable bankrupts,” said he
-arelessly, “always pay what they can
on the dollar.”

The nexti day, there being somse

of people almost in earshot, Mr,
Blagdon had am opportunity to speak
little Miss Biythe. Under the cir-
‘umstapees, the last thing she expect-
ed was a declaration: they were in full
view of everybody; anybody might
stroll up and interrupt.

“Phyllis,” said he, ‘“you
looking about you since
Will & @0

“Oh, Bob!” she protested.

“T have tried to do,” said he, not
without a fine ring of manliness. “Have
I made good?”

She smiled bravely and looked as
nonchalant as possible; but her heart
was beating heavily.

“I've liked betng good friemds — so
much,” she said. “Den’t spo#l it.)”

“I will MAKH you happy,” he said.
§ “Has it never entersd your
head that some time you muat give me
an answer?”

She nodded her dear head, for she
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The truth was that she had during
the last ten minutes made up her mind
to ask Blagdon to drive her home when
the picnic should be over. She had
asked Masters to drive out with her;
and how much that had delighted him
nobody knew (alas!) except Mister
Masters himself. She had
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that eleventh hour in which heroines
are rescued bold lovers. But Mis-
ter Masters was no bolder than a
mecuse. And the moon salled higher
and higher in the heavens.

“Isn’t it wonderful?”’ said I.it
Bivthe,

“Wonderful!”

“Just smell it!

“Umm.”

Her sad, rather frightened eyes
wandered over to the noisy group of
which Blagdon was the grave and silent
centre. He knew that little Miss Blythe
would keep her promise. Ha believed
in his heart that her decision would
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ing her where she sat with Masters and
knew that his belief in what she would
decide was not strong enough to make
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send it as I have written it. Never-
theless, I have a hidden conscious-
ness that some people, cold and
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Only then did he set her hand free,
For one reason there was no need now
of so slight a bondage: for another,
Mr. Blagdon was approaching them, a
littla pale, hut smailing. He held out
;Ms hand to little Misg Blythe, and she
took it

“Phyllis,” said he, “I know vour face
so well that there is no need for ma to
ask, and for yvou—to denv.” He smiled
upon her gently, though it cost him an
effort. “I wanted her for myself,”” ho
turned to Masters with charming
frankness, “but even an old man's ael-
fishk desires ars not proof against the
cloquence of vouth, and T find a cer-
tain happiness in sayving from the not-
tom of my heart—bless you, my chil-
dren. Ry

The two young people steod befare
him with bowed heads.

‘‘tf am going to send you the sllvur
and glass from the table,” said he, *
a wedding present to remind youn of my
picnic. * He looked upward gt
the moon, “If T could,” gal he, ! i
would give vou that.”

Then the- three stood in silence and
looked upward at the moon,

THE END.

Love Letters of Charlotte Bronte
Reveal Secret of a Heartache

Her Affection For Her French Tutor Disclosed by Hitherto Un-
published Letters—A Tragedy of Passionate Pleading—
Tutor Repels Her Advances.

One of the most interesting literary
discoveries made for some time was
given to the world in a recent issue of
the Times, which contalned four hith-
erto unpublished letters written by
Charlotte Bronte to Professor lleger,
the original of Paul Emanuel in “Vi
lette.”

These letters, which reveal a love-
story at once passionate and tragic,
have for long been in the possession of
Dr. Heger's famlly, and his eldest son
has now handed them over to the care
of the British Museum. In doing so
he has been actuated largely by regard
for his father's memory, for there have
not been wanting persons who sug-
gested that there was something in the
relations between Heger and Charlotte
Bronte that called for concealment. The
letters prove not only the tragic depth
of Charlotte’s devotion to the professor,
but the determined coldness with which
he, a married man and a happy father,
discouraged her too unrestrained af-
feoctlon. One of those curious mixtures
of despotio temper and good-hearted-
ness, he even forbade her to write to
him, except at certain intervals, and in
her loetters we find her crying out in
despalr at his long failures to perform
hig share of the correspondence.

Torn Up,

He was so littla interested in her let-
torg that he seems to have torn them
up, dut, luckily, they have since been
repaired

1
I-

r with “thin paper strips" and
‘cotton thread.” .

- s, ~

Charlotte Bronte 28 years old
when she wrote so despairingly to her
literature master—‘the only master I
ever had.” The letters (originally writ-
ten in' ¥rench), as now' translated by
Mr. M. H. Spielmann, read, as the
Times says, “as If they were part of
‘Villette,’ or of some sadder, unpub-
lished sequel to it.”” In these confes-
sions we come upon the secret of the
fierce heartache which makesg ‘“Villette”
so painful a book to read.

Charlotte Bronte, it will be remem-
bered, had gone to the Hegers’ school
in Brussels, t as a pupil and then
as a teacher, and had finally left it at
the end of 1843, about six months be-
fore the first of these letters was writ-
ten. She presents herself in each of
them as a humble, almost a slavish,
devotee, to whom the permission to
correspond, even oucasionaﬂy, is a
golden privilege.

Tormentjng Dreams,

Not having received an expected let-
ter from her old master at the begin-
ning of 1845, she writes. for instance:

Day and night I {Tnd neither rest
nor peace. If I sleep I am disturbed
by tormenting dreams in which I see
you, always severe, always grave, al-
ways incensed against me,

Forgive me, then, Monsieur, if 1
adopt the course of writing to you
again. How can I endure life if I
make no effort to ease lts sufferings?

I know that you will be irritated
when you read this letter. You will

was

firg

say once more that I am hysterical
(or neurotic) — that I have black
thoughts, etc. So be it, Monsieur; I
do not seek to justify myself; I sub-
mit to every sort of reproach. Al
I know is, that I cannot, that I will
not, resign myself to lose wholly the
friendship of my master. I would
rather suffer the greatest physical
pain than always have my heart la-
cerated by smarting regrets, If my
master withdraws his friendship from
me entirely I shall be altogether
without hope! if he g8ives me a little
—Jjust a little—T ahall be satisfied—
happy; I shall have a reason for liv-
ing on, for working.

Pleading For Crumbs.
So thig passionate and pleading let-
ter goes on:

Monsieur, the poor have not need
of much to sustain them-—they ask
only for the crumbs that fall from
the rich men’s table. But if they are
refused the crumbs they die of
hunger, Nor do I, either, need much
affection from those I love. I should
not know what to deo with a friend-
ship entire and complete—I am not
used. to it. But you showed me of
yore a little interest, when I wag your
pupil in Brussels, and I hold on to
the maintenance of that little inter-
est—{I hold on & It as I would hold
on te life.

You will tell me perhaps—“1 take
not the slightest interest in you, Mar
demoiselle Charlotte, You are no long-
er an inmate of my House; I have
forgdtten you.”

Well, Monsleur, tell me so frankly.
R will be a shook to me. It matters
nmot. It would De less dreadful than
uncertainty,

1 shall not re-read this leiter, I
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Nourishment For Half a Year,
Then she reminds him that though
may not be very interesting to hing
write to an “ex-assistant governess,'
to her to hear from him:

i “lifa’
1S 111¢
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half a year. Now I need another,
and you will give it me; not be-
cause you bear me friendship—you
cannot have much—but because
you are compassionate of soul and
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longed suffering to save yourself a
few moments' trouble., To forbid
me to write to you, to refuse to an-
swer me would be to tear from ma
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me of my last privile a privilege
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Time for Cutting Hay.

It is hard to convince the I as
Ontario farmer that he should cut his
timothy hay before the Orange walk
takes place. At Kemptville, there was
a fleld of hay just over fence,
from where the train stopped, which
gserved as a good object lesson. It was
an old meadow and rather a thin one,
like most meadows this year. Many of
the timothy heads were prematurely
ripe, due probably to the joint worm.
It was out of blow from all
ances, It was infested with
such as Ox-eye, Daisy ind
Campion. These weeds were
their seeds some of which were
to the ground. The rest would
in the hay and be distributed
stable manure. Hence there
big loss from any view point., H
hay been cut on July 1st,
plowed right after much
trouble would have been
Haying is now quite gener
ern Ontario, the 17th July
the hay could have been housed
to considerable advantage 1en
our farmers learn?

Disposing of Wild Mustard.

A farmer living
claimed he had a better
method of killing wlilg
using the iron sulphate or
phate solutions. Hls met}
chip his oat crop 1
mustard was blooming
had done it for four
had alwayvs had a good ~~op
He had yields of 80 bush« D
It must be remembered tha
some rich land in the Nation
and his method might not be
apply on high dry lands
sulphate or the copper
tions will do the tri
of soil.

Sow Thistle and Couch Grass.

Next to Bladder Campion, more
questlons were asked about these two
weeds. They are very cosmopolitan.
No weed yet is causing more loss to
farmers, taking the province over, than
Couch Grasgs. Sow Thistle is bad in
heavy soils, but it can be handled suc-
cessfully. A farmer near Inkerman
said a neighbor of his had a field very
had with it two years ago. He had
seeded It down, and after cutting the
hay on it he plowed It shallow and
cultivated that fall untfl late, when he
plowed it deep and next year put corn
on it. Thorough cultivation put the
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GAVE THE “HEIR” AWAY.

was, 809 he gave forth at the

the only
iI)l.:nd city,

‘ 2=
ing
mayor of an
was simply rolling in monev,

But, the mayor's
the high pillar of fame on which his
own glib tongue had placed It
was thuswise:

One morning, the
breakfast, servant
in the letters, and by mistake
a postcard to a gentleman of a
name to that the worthy
son., :

The
with

il N .
board -house, son o

and he
“];‘k:' f‘!-v!:x

son fel]

him,

while
the

boarders
brought
handed
similar
mayor's

were at

of
postcared
face, and
he hand-

gentleman read the
a surprised look on his
then, glancing at the address,
ed it across the table,
“‘'m very sorry,” he said,
think this is meant for you.”
The “heir of unbounded wealth’
glanced at the postcard, blushed viv-
idly and left the table hurriedly. Ten
minutes later he had taken his depar-
ture,
The
words:
“Come back at once.

“but 1

postcard bore the {ollowing

The other jan-

-

ftor is 111
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