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NO FAITH IN GHOSTS:

WHY ONE MAN DOESN'T BELIEVE IN
THE SUPERNATURAL.

His Experience In Seeing His Dead
Grandfather Reappear and a Weird
Mi 1Y With Q!
ing Moans and Groans.

I have always maintained that there is
mo such thing as the supernatural. 1
have found in my own experience that
every occurrence, no matter how myste-
rious it may appear at the time, can be
logically accounted for if properly inves-
tigated. True, in some cases, years have
elapsed before 1 discovered the actual
solution, but I bave never failed, in the
end, to do so.

There are certain sensations common to
the buman race, ascribed by the supersti-
tious to .uncanny intluences, which are
nothing but tricks played upon the sys-
tem by disordered nerves. This is even

« noticeable in animals. A horse beeomes
panic stricken at a piece of flying prper
in the air or sometimes at a perfecily
still and silent object, such as a bowlder
in the road. These things may appear
supernatural to the horse, but to us who

know better they are undeniably of the )
i 1y have time to change your dress.”

earth earthly.

One of the most extraordinary and
gpectral illusions imaginable occurred
while I was living in C—. My bedroom
was light and airy, a bay window occu-
pied the end, in the side wall were two
ordinary windows, the bed stood between
them, and the mantelpiece was opposite,
over which hung a life sized water color
portrait of my grandfather. It repre-
sented him seated, reading a book. On a
beautiful afternoon, about half past 2
o'clock, I happened to look out of the
window nearest the bed. I could not be-
licve my senses. Sitting on the porch of
the house opposite in his familiar chair
was my grandfather, reading. I called
the family quickly, and they all saw it,
clear, sharp and distinct. - In less than

1_the time I had firs

Wrw d
e a it it faded, melted away and was

gone.

My grandfather was dend, and this
was the anniversary of that event. 1
could mot give any explanation of the
vision. My family was much affected by
it, and the depressing weather which set
in pext day did not belp their low spir-
its, but as nothimg occurred with time
this wore away, and, though I never

assed the window without looking for
t, I did not again see the phantom.

On the next anniversary a stretch of
bad weather prevailed, and evidently the
old gentleman did not consider the porch
a comfortable place to sit under the cir-
cumstances. He did not appear. I was
patient, and when the 9th of April came
around again I was at my post and on
the lookout. Sure enough, dimly at first,
there gathered out of nothing the famil-
far form of my grandfather seated on
the porch opposite. IFor a minute the
specter was very brilliant, then faded
away as before, and so quickly that I
bad no time ¢, investigate the surround-
fogs. Tne following afternoon it appear-
ed again, one minute later than on the
previous day, but did not remain so long.

1 now became conviuced that it had
gome connection with the picture on my
wall, because the attitude was the same,
yet there was no window opposite the
picture. I took it down the next morn-
ing with the aid of a stepladder and re-
Flavod it with a water color, one of
Landseer's famous dogs. With the va-
rintion of a minute the dog appeared -
ing on the porch opposite.

Thus, after years of fruitless search, I
had discovered that on the Oth, 10th and
11th of April the sun’s rays struck the
side bay window, were reflected across
from the bookcase door to the glass of
my grandfather's picture and thrown
from there through another side window
on to the porch across the street. In
three days’ time the &in could no longer
strike at the proper angle to produce the
effect, and so, with bad, weather, the
solving of this mystery had been delayed
for years.

At another time, while in the country,
i bad a hair lifting and most disagreea-
ble experience. I had gone ahead of
the family, whom [ expected next day,
to open our summer residence. The
weather was murky, and a thick fog had
risen from the lowlands and settled In
the valley. When I retired to my room,
I was especlally struck by the stagnant
atmosphere, for, although the window
was wide open, one had the sensation of
being shut in a confined space almost to
the point of suffocation. Therefore I did
not look upon the old fashioned, canopied
bedstead with approval, but threw my-
self down on the lounge, which was plae-
ed against the high rosewood footboard.

It was well after midnight when I
was awakened in great fright, but by
what I did not know. Silence was ev-
erywhere. I lay on my back broad
awake, with every nerve tingling. Sud-
denly I heard a smothered voice within
six inches of my face and right on the
lounge with me call me by name twice
and in an agonizing tone cry:

“Oh, help me, help me; I am dying!”

i sprang up and made a light, but the
room was empty, the bed untouched and
no tangible presence about. While I
was standing thus, dumfounded, a quiv-
ering groan rose up from the very spot
where I had been sleeping. I deliberate-
ly lay down upon the lounge. I felt my
hair stir, and the cold sweat started from
every pore of my body, but I had per-
fect possession of my will power and de-
termined not to let fear get the upper
hand.

Distinctly I heard the labored breath-
ing of some one in distress right along-
side of me.

“Oh, can’t you help me?’ This close
to my ear. There were one or two sob-
bing sighs, then silence. [ could in no
way account for this uncanny visitation.
1 knew there was no other living person
in the house. Presently a cock crowed,
a dog barked, and at last dawn came
with the twittering of birds.

That day while at the village drug
store I heard Farmer Jones ask the clerk
to give him something for his wife, as
she was very ill and had cried all night
for. him to help her. Instantly I knew
that it was this poor woman's voice
which had reached me. Their place was
just across the meadow, about halt a
mile from my house. Her husband’s
Christian name and mine were the same.
1 questioned him closely and found she
had ‘repeated the words exactly as I
had heard them in my room.

Fog plays strange tricks on both land
and sea. Owing to some unusual sta
of the atmosphere the voice had crossed
the intervening space, wandered in at
my window and made a sounding board
of the foot of my bed. A mirage of
sound was the result, if such a term can
be used.—L. McL. Wilson im Chicago
RBecerd.
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ENGEANCE

By BERTHA M, CL.AY

Author:of * Between Two
"Best,” “The Wedd

among the trees a thrush wase singin
as if it were straining its little thron
for joy. She could hear the shrill
whoops of the young Durrants, as they
tumbled over -each other in the farm-
yard.

“Little savages!” she sighed. ‘“How
they yell! Their lungs must be leatherm
to stand it.”

A little after that these yells sound-
ed close a hand. Then she heard her
own name shouted out in a rapid ores-
cendo:

“Dulcie!—Dulcie!—Dulcie!”

She sprang to her feet and put her
fingers to her ears.

“¥ am here! JVhat do you want? You
havh_made me /deaf, I declare.”

“No 1 hope.”

This was not one of the “little sav-
ages.” Flushed up to the curls of her
hair, Dulcie turned, and found herself
within a yard of Hugh Fleming. Lewis
Durrant clung to ome hand; yellow-
haired Johuny to the other. It seemed
a miracle how he kept his balance with
those two clinging and twisting about
his legs.

“They told me that they knew exactly
where to find you,” Hugh said, looking
at her.

She was miserably consclous of his
look. She knew, as well as if she had

seen herself in the glass, that her cheeks |
were red, and her hair rough, and her |

dress grass-stained and tumbled. And
it was all the fault of those horrible
boys. She felt as if she hated them at
that moment worse than ever.

“I hope I have not disturbed you"—

very gravely.
“Oh, no, not at all! Iwas just think-
ing of going in, only I felt too lazy.”
She caught up her hat and made her

| way toward the house, mot going over
| the

hedge this time, however. He
walked beside her, and the boys, rough
as young vetrievers, tumbled
them both, and made the place
with their squabbles and laughter. They
had not much to say to each other. Dul-
cie's tongne seemed tied, and Hugh
Fleming was strangely quiet. Esther
was waiting at the door for them.

“Tea is ready, Dulcie! You-will bare-

“Oh, don't wait for me,” was Dul-
cie's ungracious rejoinder. ‘““The sun
has made my back ache. I don't think
I shall come down at all.”

Ilugh Fleming turned and walked
into the sitting-room. Esther followed
him.

“I told you, Etty, my coming was &
mistake.”

“And I told you it would not be,” she
answered him, quietly.

The tea was half over before Dulcie
made her appearance. She came in
very quietly and slipped into a corner
by Mr. Durant A~#Gre @s a nun.
After tea, Mr. Durrant left them, and
Isther went about her household du-
ties as usual. Hugh Fleming was too
old a friend to make any difference in
their homely way. So, as the twilight
was falling, Dulcie found herself alone
in the room with Hugh Fleming. Her
pulses began to throb; her heart fail-
ed her. He looked very cold and stern,
sitting there with his face tc the light,
such as it was, and his broad back rest-
ing ngainst the high, carved chair.

“What right has he,” she said to her-
pedf, with a toss of the small head,
“oven if he is clever and good, and all
that, to sit there and freeze one? I de-
clare, I begin to detest him. He always
was a bit of a bear.” .

She swept across the room and sat
down at the plano. But it was too
hot for her to play. Then she went to
the window and set it wide open, lean-
ing her body half out. as she half knelt,
half sat on the window ledge.

“If he would only go away, or—or
break his neck!” she thought, smiling
grimly at her own wickedness.

He, however. had no notion of doing
either. Instead, he came and stood be-
side her, putting his hand on her shoul-
ders and actually drawing her in, be-
fcre she knew what he was about.

“You need not risk a tumble, Miss
I.evesque, in order to show me how un-
welcome my company ds to you. One
glance at your fuce this afternoon told
me all that was necessary on that poing,
1 assure you.”

In an instant she was ashamed of
herself. Without another word she re-
alized how rude and awkward—the
awkwardness troubled her most—she
had been.

“I beg your pardon,” she said, in her
quick, eager way, and looking up at,
i “but I did not mean to be rude
to you. I am very sorry.”

He still had his hand on her shoulder,
but #he did not scem to notice that.

“J*or what are you sorry?"’

“}or seceming to”—blushing and stam-
mering—"'to treat you with incivility.”

“You need not be sorry for that. I
want no civility from you.”

She turned pale, and her eyes fell. He
had not forgiven her; he still looked
upon her with contempt, or worse than
that perhaps, because of her past faults.

“Oh, if 1 could only tell him all”
ghe thought, and the tears were in her
cyes, “he would surely not be quite so
hard on me as this."”

Hlis hand had fallen from her shoul-
der, and he had taken two or thgee
steps away from her side; then he came
back.

“You can be sorry, it aeems. for a
mere breach of good manners; but you
never think of being sorry for me.”

“For you!"—lifting her eyes to his
face—luminous, wistful eyes that smote
him through.

Could it be that she did not under-
stagd? Something in her face made
him think so.

“Child,” he cried, passionately, as he
tcoked down at her, “are you blind?
Don't you know I love you?” ’

Then he repented having said it. Her
ace grew as white as the lace ruffle
at her throat, and her lips parted.

“Me! You love me? Oh, you do not!
You are mocking me"; and she drew
back from him'in her sudden tremor.

He knew that she was crying. though
he could not see her face where he
stood, for inside the room the shadows
were gathering rapidly.

“There, there! Don't ery"—gnawing
fiercely at his thick moustache. “I have
no wish to hurt you. I dare say I'm a
brute, but even brutes have their feel-
fngs, you know"—sarcastically. “I'l}
keep them in better order in future,
Fowever.”

There was no anewer, but she had
dropped her hands, and was looking at
him.

“You must rorgive me for obtruding
this poor love of mine upon you. At
the worst, I did not think that it would
--disgust you!" .

He took a turn up and down the long
rocom, stumbling over chairs and tavles
more than once in his passage. At last
he came to a halt by her. She had not
stirred at all. With one shoulder
against the wall, she stood looking out
into the dusky garden, as if there were
nothing more interesting in life than
that square of dim gray ground, with
its colorless shrubs.

“Good-bye, Miss Levesque. You have
had so many lovers that you can af-
ford to forget me among the crowd.”

It was a mean little stab, which she
might well have resented. But she did
not resent it. She just lifted her head
and looked at him,

“Why do you say good-bye?”

an

about |
ring |

Loves,” *Which Loved Him
Ing Ring,” Ktc., Etc,

mingled surprise and aenger-
‘I am sorty to may I was not mocking
you, Mise Levesque.

Oh, how cross he looked as he said itl
Some one was coming up the lobby.
It was Etty, perhaps, or Mrs. Durrant
Leself coming down after mseeing her
children to' bed. With terrified haste,
Dulcie put out her hand. This man
must not leave her like this. She felt
as it she should die if he did.- Her
lonely, loving little heart yearned to-
ward him so!

“Don’t go,” she panted, the sweet
voice broken. *“Oh, Hugh, I could mot
live without you! I—I love you, I'm
afraid!”

OHAPTER XXI

Late in the autumn Mrs. Hardinge
Lic:xelt came to see after Esther. Dul-
cle' was awly in London, getting her
trousseau ready. The wedding was te
be in March, and her uncle insisted that
it should be a grand one,

“My little girl shall be married in
first-class style,” he said, and of course
he had his way.

i Hugh Fleming was rather dismayed
| at the prospect, but Dulcie enjoyed i,
and all the fuss and preparation attend-
ant on it
i Meanwhile, Esther, who was to be
| chief bridesmaid, remained quietly at
home: In upon this quiet -Mrs. Har-
dingé® broke like a whirlwind. She had
| not been an hour in the house before
j things looked changed. Esther brighten-

ed ‘visibly; perhaps she had grown a
| little tired of the hum-drum life, the
noisy children, the bustling mother,

“You must come back with me,

Etty,” Mrs. Hardinge said, as she got '

ready for dinner, that first day of her
visit.
Dinper at the Holm Farm was rather

dinge chose to dress for it, as she would
have done in her own mother's time,
to
ence,” a8 she herself would have put
it. The “littl® woman” was rather
afraid of this grown-up daughter of
the house of Durrant, and looked upon
Ler stray visits as inflictions to be en-
dured with meekness.

“I cannot do any longer without yon,”
Mrs Hardinge continued. “Besides,
you,are buried alive here. In twelve

passee,’ .

“I feel passee as it Is,” the girl re-
plied. *“I don't see that it much mat-
ters how I look.”

She was sitting with her arms folded
before her on the toilet-table,, watch-
irg her sister arrange the bow at her
throat.
dim, her very pose suggestive of weari-
ness,

“Now, Etty, you are not going to set
up for a heart-broken young lady, I
hope. You do not mean me to infer
that you have ne intention of marry-
ing?”

“I have not the slightest.”

For an instant her sister stared at
her. Then she grew red, and a hard
look came round her mouth. 5

“Shall 17" she said, in he own mind.
“It's cruel, but then she needs a sharp
cure.”

And Esther, loking at her, knew that
something unpleasant was brewing.

“Etty"—very quietly—"will you »n®
wer me one or two questions?”

‘Of course, it I can.”

you are going to live single all your
lite?

Esther flushed and her eyes swam.

“Yes,” she said, “because I loved
him with all my heart. I love him
still!”

“But it he did not love you with all

untrue to you, could you love him still?
Would you refuse all other love for his
seke after that?”

“No; I do not think o« But why
talk of these things now? He was true
to me.”

“Etty, he was not.’

Mrs. Hardinge turned, half fright-
ened at her own words—to look at her
sister as she said it. Esther had risen
to her feet, and was looking back at
her; her eyes ablaze, such anger as she
had never seen in her before, making
the set face grand.

“I can prove it, Esther; but I would
rather you did not ask me to do that.’

“You must prove it,”” KEsther cried,
clasping her hands passionately, “or—or
I think I shall hate you all my life.”

Without another word Mrs. Hardinge
opened her dressing case and took from
it ‘a letter- The writing on the en-
velope was in a lady's hand, dellcate,
yet clear as print. Esther shivered
with a wild fear as she saw it. It was
Dulcie’'s writing, she knew.

“Read that, Btty. It came to me—
for you—while you were ill of the fe-
ver, It has never been unsealed. His
fether sent it, thinking it was one of
your letters. The writing, you know,
is as like yours as can be. But read
"

Esther took it and looked at her.

“Go away, Berta”—holding the let-
ter tightly in her hand, and - sitting
down like one dizay, and in danger of
falling. ‘“You mean to be kind, per
haps; but Heaven knows, te me you
seem er than death was. Ge
away!”

Tears came into Mrs. Hardinge's
eyes, her hands trembled so that she
dropped the scent bottle with which
she had been playing. Bhe would have
liked to say something but the words
would not come. For once in her life
the dauntless little woman was conquer-
ed.

The lamps were alight before Esther
came down that night. Mrs. Hardinge
scanned her closely as she entered. The
first thing she noticed was that she had
been crying; the next, that she had laid
aside the last vestige of mourning that
she had been wearing for her intended
husband. 8he was in fawn-color and
ruby, quite a grand toilet for the farm
parlor. Her stepmother cried out at
sight of her; her father lifted his head
with a smile of approval.

“I'm glad to see that, Etty, my girl.
I've wearied of that dull black sadly.”

Mrs. Hardinge said nothing, though
she was the ouly one there that under-
stood. So, quietly and decorously, did
did Esther cover up this second—and
deeper—grave that had come into her
it . . = . s

It was a misty November night when
Esther Durrant went back to The
Elms. The wind was rising, the trees
lcoked gaunt as they loomed through
the dusk, and the lights of the house

! d redly in wel 3

Tears were in her eyes and pain lay
heavy at her heart as she stood in“the
familiar room and looked about her.
Since she had come there a girl—light-
hearted, happy. full of hope and trust
—how much had she lost out of her
Mfe! Love had come and gone, faith
had been shaken, hope well-nigh killed
within her., What then was left? In
Percy Stanhope's grave lay more than
the golden-haired man she had loved
so passionately. . Sqpe of her youth

an unceremonious meal; but Mrs. Har- |

‘“show the little woman the differ- '

months more,I declare you will be quite |

Her face was pale, her eyes |
| are marketable .

“Is it for Percy Stanhope's sake that |

his heart, eny dear? If—if it could be !
proved to you that he went to his grave |

the years
And find In loss & guin to match?
Or reach a hand through time to catch
The far-off interest of tears?”

One of the first to come .ndmhn
was Olare Harvey, and her ther
came with her. They had both chang-
ed; Esther thought Clare looked bloom-
ing, almost handsome, while Olare was
almost frantic with delight to get Es-
ther back. Her brother was quieter;
of course no one expected him to go
frantic. He looked worn and ill, Btty
thought, and tway her heart
went out to in sympathy.

“How muchy care there is every-
where,” she thought, “and I used to
think every o was happy, more o
k-!n * .

The days passed very quietly. Esther
saw a good deal of the Harveys, and
she grew to feel quite at home at Ab-
beylands, and at her ease with its mas-
ter.

She could never be really happy, she
told herself—never again; but, at least,
she was growing eontented. She was
growing more beautiful, too, so Mrs.
Hardinge thought, with a little thrill
of secret exultation, and more than
Mrs. Hardinge thought so.

On New Year's Eve there was a din-
mer party at Abbeylands. The grand
reception rooms -were thronged; the

_whole place blazed with light and echo-

i lighted up.
! the deep windows they could see right

| black and gaunt.
| hard all day, and now snow was be-

| the flakes came down.
| ble

ed with musie. All the great folks for
miles around were there, and some who
oculd not be called great folks at all.
Among these latter were Mrs. Hardinge
and Esther.

There were a few handsome women
there, very many pretty and charming
ones; but not one so beautiful as Es-
ther Durrant that night. People look-
afte her as she moved through the
rooms, Women criticized her toilet,
and chafed a little over the tout ensem-
ble; men asked eagerly who she was,
and talked openly of her beauty.

Julian Carre, the center of a group

| of officers from Maidstone, stood in one

of the doorways, watching her, among
the rest. She was dancing with Lord
Harvey at the time, and as she passed
she saw him and bowed with a smile.

“Who is she, Carre? young Lord

| Peters asked him.

Julian OCarre frowned
smiled.

“To-night she is Miss Durrant, and a
nobody. Heaven only knows what she
may be before this time next year.”

“Ah, smitten there! Eh?”

“Smitten! No"—with a sudden dark
flush. “I hate and abhor beautiful wo-
men. If ever I am such a fool as to
marry, I shall pick the plainest girl in

and then

| town.”

There was a faint laugh at that; but
Julian Carre’s odd taste in a wife was
not so interesting to them as was this
rew beauty. To them, at least, she
was new, and In quite a fresh style,
too.
“By Jove,” Captain Cornish said, en-
thusiastically, “there is not such a pair
of shoulders inh London! And did you
notice her teeth when she smiled?”

“Gently,there,” put in another. “Teeth
001 es, you
know.’

And so the talk went on, half chaff.

! half earnest, and Esther, quite uncon-

scious of it all, danced more and listen-
ed to more pretty speeches than she

| ever had done in her life before. The

dancing was at its height when Lord
Harvey made his way to her.

“The bells are beginning to ring out
the old year, Miss Durrant; would you

| not like to come away out of this crush
| and noise and Msten to them?”

She was feeling the strain of all this
unwonted excitement, and said, “Yes,”
gladly. He took her into the library,
which was quite empty and only half
As they stood in one of

across the dark gardens and lawns te
where the trees of the shrubbery stood
It had been freezing

ginning to fall. Light as gossamer,
white as purity, fantastig-find graceful,
With incredi-
swiftness they covered the
earth and the dim bushes and trees,
which looked little better than shadows
against the gray of the night. And

| through this ghastly snow-fall, this win-

ter stillness, rang the bells, slowly, sol-
emnly, tenderly, a world of pathos in
their tolling.

“They told of peace and pain!
They told of loss and gain!
And faith that waited yearning for the
light.”

Esther listened to them with more
of pain than peace in her heart. The
year that was dying with each sound of
those old bells had stolen more from her

| life than she cared to reckon up that

night. What would the new year bring
to her? More pain? Bcarcely. Her
heart felt too dead, as it was, for that
to be probable. What could it bring,
then? Nothing better than quiet and
fcrgetfulness! Tears rolled in her eyes
as she told herself this. It takes an old
heart or a world-worn ome to see the
beauty that lies hidden in ‘the word
“rest.” Esther could not.see it. Her
heart shrank from it as from something
only a degree less painful than pain it-
self,

Lord Harvey, watching her, saw this
ehade on her face. His own was grave
and set. and, if Esther had looked at
him then, she would perhaps have read
his secret.

“Mlss Durrant,” he said,after a while
“it was not wholly to listen to the bells
that I brought you here. I want you
%o listen to me.”

“Yes,” she said, simply, lifting her
face to look at him. “What is it you
have to tell me?”

“Now you puszle me. I have so much
to tell that I don’t knew how to begin.
Perhaps I had better condense it all
into one little sentence—I love yon so
dearly that I want you for my wife.”

She tried to answer him, but the
words would not come; and her heart-
throbs seemed louder in her ears than
the bells chemselves, ringing out in the
frosty night.

“Don’'t answer me now''—laying his
strong hand over her little cold fingers.
“I know all you would say. You do
not love me at present, I am quite
aware; but in time you may, perhaps”
—wistfully “You would try., I think,
it I could only make you see what your
love would be to me, what it woald do
for me.”

“No, no!" Eether said, quickly, draw-
icg back from him and trembling ner-
vously. *“I like you very, very much,
but I shall never love any one again. 1
dare not.”

He smiled grimly.

“So I thought myself—once!
to-night I love you!"

“You think so, Lord Harvey!”

“No, I am sure of it.”

She had nothing to say to that. She
wiched, with all her heart, that she
cculd go away, or that some one would
ccme in and interrupt him in his odd,
almost cold wooing.: Once she looked
up at him: He was watching her with
intent, passionate eyes. There was no
crill in them. And, though his face
was pale and anxious, and half cross,
there was something in it—truth, was
it 7—that touched her fancy unawares.

“Listen to me, Esther!"—coming near-
er, and laying his hand on her wrist
with a close, masterful pressure. ‘It
I would let you, you would rear a
ghost.a shadow out of the past,between
your heart and this living one of mine.
But I will not let you do it. For your
own seke quite apart from mine, I will

Yet,see

 NOVEMBER
not. - 'You are’ W your Sorrow
aow, and you think you could live your
life without love; but you could no mére
do it than”—smiling and drawing her
closer t0 him—“I would live my life
without yeu: I am mot afrald, even of
this fancy. I know you better than you
know yourself, and in that very know-
ledge lies my olaim to you. ‘alb you
were another man’s, and not free to
choose, I orushed down my love and
‘was quiet. You are free now, you are
_to be won, and I will win you.”

heard him almost with dismay,
yeét there was an undercurrent of thank-
fulness setting in toward him in ber
heart all the time. He loved her! She
felt certain of it somehow, in spite of
her new-born cynicism, and the certain-
ty forted her; it hed her pride,
which, Peroy BStanhope’s desertion had
wounded cruelly. Though he was noth-
ing to her, and never would be, of
course, yet it pleased her to know that
this man loved her, her only, and not
Duicle, “nor another!”

COHAPTER XXIL

“Plappy is the bride that the sun
shines on,” says the proverb. If it be
#0, then Dulcie should have been happy.
The night before the wedding, the sky
had been clouded and threatening, /with
s fitful wind blowing. But the wedding
morning dawned clear and bright. As
Esther Durrant helped Dulcie with her

ing, the sun st 1 into the room
with almost the warmth of summer.

“I am so thankful it is fine, Etty"—
stepping aside to view the effect of her
square train. “Do you know, if it had
been & wet day, I should have felt it
was an omen?”’

“I don't believe in omens, Dulcle.”

Yet even as Esther spoke she remem-
bered that this self-same Duilcie had
foretold ill-luck for her the day she
would try on her wedding dress. Ah,
the “ill-luck” had touched her with its
Llight long before the dress was tried
on! And who knew that so well as Dul-
cle herself? A thrill of bitterness plere-
ed Esther's heart as she thought of it.
but she said nothing.

“I do believe in them, though"—loft-
ily; “and I take this bright sunshine
as a good omen for me!”

What an exquisite little bride she
made—a bean ideal bride! Her dress
of shining silk, the pearls at her throat,
the laces that floated like “fairy-webs"”
about her, were only so many settings
to the sweet, glad, shy face. As she
swept up the aisle, Hugh Fleming,
walting for her at the altar rails, felt
his heart swell with love and pride,
That this woman had chosen him fill-
ed him with deep joy and wonder. She
was so fair,so radiant.so different from
the rest of womankind in her wilful
witchery and grace. Esther, standing
beside her, looked like a creature from
another planet. If Mrs. Hardinge had
been thére, she would scarcely have
been overjoyed $o see how thoroughly
Dulcie eclipsed even the fairest of the
bridesmaids. There were eight of
these. Durer Levesque had kept hls
word, and there was scarcely a grand-
er wedding in London that season.

“Oh, Etty!” Dulcie cried, in a sudden
burst of nervous excitement, \as’ she
clung about her friend's neck at part-
ing, “'say you hope I shall be happy.”

Esther stooped down to the little thing
and kissed her, tears in her eves,
though she was smiling.

“I do hope you may be happy, dear,as
happy s life can make you.” _

Dulci~ sighed,, pressiug her lit-

. e¢d hands together, “I know you

mean it all, but—but perhaps, if you

knew everything, you would not care
whether I were happy or not.”

They were standing in the empty din-
ing-room, Esther in her bridesmaid's
dress of white, Dulcie superb in her
pearl-gray costume of velvet and fea-
thers—two beautiful women—women
who loved each other, yet at that mo-
ment it seemed as if a shade were com-
ing between them. Dulcie saw Esther's
face grow stern and haughty ss she
watched her. Then Esther put out ler
hands and looked her friend in the face
frankly.

“I know all, Dulcie.
ly, but I forgave you. How dn [ know
that in your place I should not have
been weaker than you were!”

“You are an angel,” Dulcie cried-
“You always were one. He knew it,
too""—more softly. “He loved you best
in his heart, I know.”

Esthér heard her, and sighed; and if
at that moment she remembered ore
man who loved her, and her only,
who should wonder at it!”

- . - - »

It hurt me cruel-

L L

The twilight of a July night was full-
ing over Abbeylands. There were no
stars as yet; only the faint reflection of
the sunset to brighten the sky. I'rom
Brierton Wood came the clear, dulcet

its way to the lake
garden.

in ILady
The air war fragrant with

showed faintly, their colors softened

light. The beauty of the place
deepened by the beauty ot the night.

was

Abbey, “county people,” among whom

ted on being invited, and found herself
stranded. She was quite thankfal v-ben
the dinner a la Russe was endeds
had been sitting next to a deaf old bar-
onet, who shouted at her as if she v cre
hard of hearing, too, and never seemed
to catch anything she said in reply. On
her other side had been a formidable-
looking young lady
Inces, who had simply ignored her. and

quite audibly “who she was?
seems to know her.”

In the drawingrooms it was better.
Nobody seemed to notice her much but
Clare, and of course it was lonely; hut
still preferable to that interminable din-
ner. As she stood before onc

No one

agers near discussing her host.
not heed at first.
snid, in her low, distinet drawl, which
had something so chilling in it, Esther
thought:

“It is quite time he did marry.

She did

the Inst male heir.
county to marry, I think.”

You have seen her, I understand?”

“I have seen the lady that rumor
points out as his fiancee,”
guarded reply. ‘“She was staying at
Chestertons’ while we were. It will
be a suitable match, very. She is the
grand-niece of the Hon, Mrs. I'folloff,
and an heiress in her own right.”

Lady Harvey and Clare were at the
other end of the long room, out of hear-

ed. But Esther Durrant heard no more.
A chill mist seemed to have wrapped

heart ached strangely, a qull pain made
her head whirl. What could have come
over her? She opened the French win-
dow softly, and went out, bareheaded
as she was, into the gardens, no one
heeding her.
she was almost toe proud to own to
herself that she was so.
it she had been asked, she would have
said honestly that, as far as she b ew,
Lord Harvey was no more to her than
a trusted friend. Bhe would have sdd-

that no man ever could be more to her
than that. And now? Ah, now, the
knew differently! Now she knew that
all these months she had been learning
to love him, as only lonely hearts can
love, with a yearning tenderness, a pas-
sionate devotion that nothing could
quite uproot. Percy Stanhope, with his
blond beauty, his winning grace, had
been her first love. This grave, reserv-
ed. almost stern man was her last.
Heavy tears gathered in her eyes as
she thought of him: He had been so
much to her, and now he would be no
thing. He had made her strong with
his strength; he had taught her to hope,
to trust, to love, when hope and trust
and love had seemed dead forever with-
in her and now she had lost him. It
was the bitterest loss her life had
known, and she knew that it was. .But
she never blamed hip, nof ogce . &
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wae only a few mohths sthce he had

told her he wanted her for his wife; an-
other woman was-to be that mow. Yet
she never blamed for what a vainer na-
ture might have called fickieness. s
ther was not vain, She told him she
did not love him, Why should he wait
—he who was 8o far above he# in every-
thing—for her love? He had taken her
ot her word, that was all, and he ‘had
every right to do +it, if it plensed him.
That it had pleased him hurt her, no
matter how she tried to hide it.

“But it was my own fauilt,” she said
to herself, “and I must try to bear it.”

She walked across the lawn till she
came to the fountain. By the margin
there was a rustic bench. As she sat
there, white and still, looking a pale
ghost of & woman in her soft, shining
evening dress, some one came quickly
down one of the side paths toward her.
It was Lord Harvey. Esther, looking
up and seeing him there, felt her race
growing hot. Of all men, he was the
last she would have cared io see just
then, if she could have had her wish.

“Olare told me she had seen you go
into the garden, but I hardly believed
her. What could you have been think-
ing of to comé out like this?”

“It was so warm, and I was tired of
being indoors”—gathering up her train
and preparing to go back.

“One would think you were tired of
your life to sce the wav yeu risk ir.”

She walked across the grass beside
i Once when she lifted her face to
an-wer him, he saw that it was tronbl-
«l.  Fhe tried to talk as usual, but she
ceuld not. . The shadow of pain in her
eres bioke down his self-control. He
naver qute knew what he said. and poer-
haps Esther conld not have told, it she
had been asked. She only knew that
he loved her still, that he was telling
her so in terse, rugged sentences that
had the ring of a strong—almost fierce
——leve in them. Oh! the joy of it! Oh!
the subtle,sweet thrill that went through
her! It almost frightened her to feel
how much the man wa§ to her.

“At least yon love mo one else?' he
pleaded, standing hefore her, rgo that she
could not pass him. “Come to wme, anc
let me teach you to love me! T can d¢
it. “You could not help loving me, Es-
ther, I shall love yon o well.”

He saw the rapid rise and fall of the
flowers on her breast; he felt the rest-
less trembling of the hands he held, and
a kind of anguish cnine over him, lest
his rashness had helped to turn  her
beart still more away from him. But,
when she lifted her head and looked at
him, all his fears fled. . He knew then
that she loved him. and that he would
not need to teach her that sweetest of
all earth’s lessons. This stately “Queen
Esther,” whom so long he had worship-
ed afar off, was his own at last!

With her head on his breast, his arms
ahout -her, she whispered to him how
dearly she loved him,

“I don’t know what T should have
done"—very <h¥ly—*if what Lady Skip-
ton said had been tr,a."

“And what was that, darling?”

“That—that you were going to he mar-
ried very soon."

“And so T am, T hope"—with nnother
fond emhrace.

“Oh, but"=—slinping ont of his arms.
and holding her little hands out to keep
him from her—“it wae to some grond
Iady. you know: <o ane very
and—mmd fit for yon. Tord Harvey."

“That was troe, every  word of it
Etty."”

“But T am not grand or rich at 1"
-—langhing a little —“and T don't think
the greatest Radical in the eountrv
would say a farmer's deunchter wos n
fit wife for you.”

“Now, don't try to lonk learned® —
drawing her back into his arma “Weey,
yon are ‘grand’ in vonr gimn'a woman-
haod: you are ‘rich” in vonr hes and
purity, and yeu ore to he my hride"

THE END.

A JUMPING BEAN CLOCK

The Olever Frand Perpetrated by an
Ingenious Jeweler,

A few years ago public curic
excited by the curions beans
“devil beans of Mexico,”” which shop-
keepers placed in their windows.  Thoey
somewhat resembled roasted coffee beans
in shape and color. They were also
known as the “jumping beans” owing to
tho fact that from time to time they
made spasmodic movements which pro-
pelled them quite a little distance. The
beans grew on & small bush in the Mexi-
can mountains, and it is conjectured that
they belong to the order euphorbiaceae.
The bean really counsisted of three similar
pods, which formed a single bean. It was
usually a third of the bean which was ex-
hibited as a curlosity. On opening the
pod it was found that it contained a
small larva, something like that frequent-
ly found in chestnuts. It is this little oc-
cupant which gives motion to the bean by
its jerks and thumps against the side of
its home. If the bean is slightly warmed,
it begins to turn from side to side and
perhaps with a sudden jump turns com-
pletely over and stands on one end and
then, by successive jumps, moves quite &
distance.

Those who are not In the secret are
often greatly puzzled by this strange
bean. An enterprising jeweler devised a
scheme of utilizing them to make a magic
clock. He accomplished this by imitating
the shape of two of the beans, making
the dummy beans out of soft iron. One
he gilded and the other he silvered. The
prepared iron beans were placed with the
ordinary jumping beans on a thin white
picce of pasteboard outlined and number-
ed like the dial of a clock, but devoid of
the hands. This dial was located over
the works of a large clock which was
placed face upward on the floor of the
store window. He fastened small mag-
nets to the ends of the hands. The works
were of course carcfully hidden from
view. All that was in evidence was the
cardboard clock dial and the jumping

¥ owas
ed the

| beans, among which were the gold and

silver painted iron beans. These were
placed on the cardboard over the conceal-
ed hands with the magnets attached. The
magnets were moved by the hands of the
clock so that they were almost in contact
with the cardboard. As they moved
around they carried the iron beans with
them, thus telling the time of day, aud
the public was greatly interested by the
intelligence shown by the two beans,
which distinguished them from their live-
ly associates.—Scientific American.

MADE IT SHORT AND SWEET.

A Preacher’s Experience With Cow-
* boys Who Wanted a Sermon.

In the early days of Garden City dis-
trict, in southwest Kansas, I was eamped
one night, sleeping under my buggy, in
Kearny county, south of Hartland. There
were five of us in the party. We were all
sleeping, and our campfire had died down,
when one of our number was awakened
by a cowboy who wanted to know where
the big preacher was. I was pointed out
and awakened by a shake with his foot.
He asked, “Are you the preacher?”

“I am,” I replied.

“Well, hustle out. We want you to
come to our camp and give us a chapter
of the everlasting.”

“I will be down in the morning,” 1 re-
plied.

He pointed his gun at me and said,
“You will come now."”

I iramediately answered, “All right.”

I hurried out and followed him nearly a
mile away to a camp, where I found his
comrades were waiting.

“Well, boys, what do you want?’ I

asked.

“The best you have in the shop, and we
want it short and sweet and in old Meth-
odist style,” answered the leader.

“Then sit down,” I said, “‘and as I can-
not you must sing.”

They sang with great vigor ‘“Jesus,
Lover of My Soul.” When I prayed, I
coupled prayer with watching, believing
that under the circumstances the two
should go together. I then preached them
a sermon from Revelation fil, 20, entitled,
“The Ladder to Glory.” I have often
used an hour on this sermon, but as the
boys wanted it short I gave it to them in
about 12 minutes and then bade them
good night and started for camp.

“Hold on, come back here.” They all
seemed to speak at once. “We never let
a preacher go off in that style. Pete, you
take up the collection.” And Pete seemed
to understand! his work as steward and
turned me over $11.—Rev. A. P. George
in Bt. Louis Christian Advocate.
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Well Known Minister
who has been greatly benefitted by the useof Dr,
Campbell's Red Blood Forming Capsuloids  writes :

4
Genllomen —

It i3 with very great pleasure | voluntarily
boar testimony 10 the grent benefit ¥ have
derived from the use of rour Capsuloids
They have beon of aniversal valne to me in
the strengthening of my throat and chest and
also in promoting tho cireylation of the blood,
Believing, as 1 do, that Lhis splendid prepara-
tion ought to be universally known among all
sufferers of Chest Compiaints and Nervous
_Affections, 1 gladly recommend their use.
Especially during the fall and winter months
are they of efcellont scrvice as a tonio Lo the
system.
Yours truly
(Signed) REV. E. H. COWLES,
Ocean Grove, N, J., Sept. 20, 1809,

Dr. Campell's Red Blood Forming Capsuloids

contain only the pure natural dissolved Iron, carefully exiracted from frésh ox blood- It is
enclosed in soft gelatine covers and called Gapsuloids.

THREE CAPSULOIDS contain all the naturdl Iron of 2 ounces of blood. Capsu
contain no acid, all other Iron Medicines, whether Pill or Liquid, contain acid and Ate
unnatural. Capsuloids don’t injure fteeth, stomach. or bowels. The new rich blood produced
by taking Capsuloids quickly makes the whole system pure. '

Nork.—You can always tell the harmful acid Iron Medicines by watching whether they
blacken the bowel passage or not. s

B

Capsuloids are sold by all drugﬁs(s at 50c per hox or 6 boxes for $2.50, or sent post free on
receipt of price from Canadian office. Co,, B Ont. factory and head
office 31 B. Snow Hill, London, England.

KARLEY
THE
HARD WARE

~ MAN
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KEEPS A FULL 8T6CK OF

Paints, Oils, Varnishes, Brushes, Window Glass, Coal Oil, Machine Oil, Rcpe
of all sizes, Builders’ Hardware, Nails, Forks, Shovels, Drain Tile
Spades, Scoops, 1ron Piping, (all sizes), Tinware, Agate Ware, Lamps
and Chimneys, Pressed Ware, &c. Guns and Ammunition

BICYCLES

Agent for the celebrated Massey-Harris Wheels, all styles and prices, th
cheapest and b=st. Seethe sumple wheels.

Agent for the Dominion Express Co.—the cheapest way to send money to all
parts of the world. Give me a call.

WM. KARLEY

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS

Farmers, fced your
pigs and other stock cooked
roots and other food and make
money.

The Economic Feed Cook-
er will pay its cost in one
season and will last a life time.

Made of the best cast and
wrought iren and steel. G
vanized boiler to prevent rust-
ing, saves fuel and time and is
as safe in a building as a box
stove.

Agents YWanted.

G. P. McNISH

Box 52 Ly~ P.O.

A Remarkable Clubbing Offer.

To Our Subscribers :

By special arrangement wi h the publishers we will accept subseriptionr
for the Atheus ReEporTER and Toronto Ladies’ Journal for «ne year for
$1.25.  When you consider that the regolar price of The Ladies’ Journal
alone is $1.00 a year, you can readily see what offer we are making.

The Ladies’ Journal is one of the oldes. and best established of the

great Canadinn journals, is beantifally illustrated, and contains some hing to
interest every member of the family,

No Family Should Be Without It.
Remit $1.25 to this oflice and you will receive. both papers from date
of payment in this year to January, 1901, Those who have alveady paid for

the R-porter for next year may obtain the Journal on sending 25c¢ to this
office.

PLAIN ANDCOLORED

Poster Printing. |

The Athens Reporter Ofice.

Perfection Ceent Roofing

THE TWO GREAT RAIN EXCLUDERS

‘ “*
I[MHESE GOODS are rapidly winning thcir‘ay in pogpular
[ favor because of their cheapness, durability and general
excellence. Does your house or any of your outbuildings
require repairing or a new roof 2 Are you going to erect a
new building ? If so, you should send for circular deSCribing
these goods or apply direct to e

W. G ML AUGHLIN

‘ MINF'R AND SOLE PRCPRIETOR
‘Athens -

Ontario




