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“I don't care for dinner, Brown, 

thank you.” ^
“ 'Thout so much ns movin’,” BPSwn 

confessed to Cynthia as they prepared 
to do justice to the dinner now almost 
cold.

servants and told Mr. Henschel with 
emotion the story of a serving maid 
who lost her position In order to shield 
a careless postman, who, being mar
ried, could not afford to lose his.

Another pretty story, showing at 
once his modesty and his catholicity 
of taste, recounts how all the musical 
friends of the daughter of Johann 
Strauss, the great waltz composer, 
were writing their names, with phrases 
from their works, in her album. When 
4t was his turn, the composer of the 
German requiem wrote the opening 
phrase of the “Blue Danube” waltz 
and underneath it the words, “Not, I 
regret to say, by your devoted friend, 
Johannes Brahms.” So wholesome 
■fid unaffected was the character of 
fois great man.—Outlook.
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bet you could have heard_’em over ’n 
Jersey. They swarms «cround th’ brick 
buildin’ to meet him when be comes 
down, but somehow he makes a clean 
getaway, an’ there don't nobody know 
who he is nor nothin’.”

And Bobby paused for breath, much 
abashed to find that every one had 
drawn near to listen.

The city editor threw up bis hands 
and groaned.'

“Now, isn't It just my luck to send 
Stanley out on a story like that? Why, 
Billy Kimball would have got three 
columns out of that, besides a signed 
Interview with this unknown person 
and maybe a picture of him thrown in. 
Dexter, you go out and get what you 
can of this, will you?”

An hour afterward a tall, broad 
shouldered young fellow came quietly 
Into the room and laid a bunch of copy 
on the city editor's desk. Chester look
ed up and nodded a greeting, his prac
ticed fingers already sorting the pencil
ed sheets.

“Looks a little sloppy, don’t it?” said 
he. “What’sthis—blood?”

The young man dived his hands Into 
his coat pockets and replied hurriedly, 
“Yes, I'm afraid it does look a little 
that way, but I cut my hand down 
there, and I haven’t had time yet to 
have it fixed up.”

Chester had reached the bottom 
sheet, an^ when he spoke again his 
voice came like the click of a steel 
trap.

“How does this happen, Stanley? 
Didn’t you see this man get the womar. 
off the roof?”

“Yes.” said the reporter. “I saw as 
much of that business as any one did, 
I guess.”

“And do you mean to tell me that 
such a thing as that is only worth 
three or four lines of copy? Didn’t you 
make any attempt to find out who the 
man was or get any story out of him?”

Chester was getting angry now. Stan
ley’s voice came clearly across the 
hush that lay on the room.

“Well, you see, Mr. Chester, it didn’t 
strike me that that bdslness amounted 
to so very much. Any man would have 
done the same thing. Don’t you think
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By Charles E. Van Loan Letters came across the ocean to 
Frank Ryals, full of life and vivacity, 
now brimming over with the joy of 
some bright experience, now breathing 
awe anil wonder of the grandeur of 
some old cathedral or mystery of na
ture. but never once did she say “I 
miss you, dear," or “1 wild) I were 
back at home with you,” or \ wonder 
what you are doing.” I ra6k Ilyals 
searched her letters feverishly for 
some such expression, but it never 
caine.

Old friends welcomed him back to 
the club, and occasionally he went to 
the opera. Dinners at home were 
scarce and finally ceased altogether. 
Six mouths had extended into eight be
cause Mrs. Raine wanted to take her 
party into Egypt, but now they were 
coming home.

The man who stood on the pier wait
ing for the North German Lloyd 
steamer to cast anchor on a bright 
April day looked very much like the 
same Frank Ryals who had stood there 
eight months before except for a cer
tain air of composure and two little 
patches of gray liair on his temples 
that contrasted oddly with his fresh 
face. He received Bess and her friends 
cordially and told the latter he had 
made all arrangements to have them at 
his home during their short stay In 
New York.

Everybody talked at once at dinner, 
there was so much to say and the joy 
of being once more on American soil 
was so keen. The company rose, pro
testing vigorously when their host 
bade them good evening as he prepared 
to leave the bouse.

“We refuse to stay and turn you out 
of house and home this way. It Is 
atrocious,’’ they said.

“It is my pleasure,” was the grave 
answer, “and you must stay.”

Bess for the first time in her life was 
thoughtful and said little. On the 
fourth evening after her arrival, when 
the guests bad all departed and the 
clock was on the stroke of 11, Frank 
Ryals rose and, taking hat and cane, 
said good night.

Bess rose also.
"Where are you going, Frank?”
“To the club,” he calmly answered.
For a moment alio gasped with as

tonishment. Then pain, anger and 
woumlM vanity chased in quick suc
cession over her mobile face.

“Our first evening together,” she 
managed to say. and, as he still held 
his lint and looked steadily at her, 
“Has the club grown so dear to yon— 
that you can’t give It up—one even
ing?”

••one |m* time to become attached to 
anything attractive In eight months," 
be said, “especially if it represents 
one’s boyhood friends and companion- 
ship. The boys at the club have been 
icry good to me, and 1 have come to 
depend on them. I would choose them 
lu preference to scenery any time, I 
think,” be commented, with a strain
ed smile.

All color and brightness bad fled 
from her face, and n« she stood In the 
firelight, her white evening gown cling
ing about her, she looked almost pa
thetic.

“I—would like to know—the worst, 
Frank. Is It—any pther woman?”

“No,” he said; “1 have never loved 
but one woman, and when I found It 
was all a mistake 1 ^suffered a great 
deal, more than yon will ever know. 
But It Is all over now. She didn’t love 
me, and I have learned to do without 
her.”

A pause. “We are on an equal foot
ing now, Bess.” And he stroked the 
gray hair on bis temples without look
ing at her. "It Is not as much happi
ness as—as the other way, but there 
Is not so much pain.”

Bess bad lost all power of speech and 
was staring at him with eyes almost 
set In their horror. But he mistook 
the cause

“Don’t bother your bead, Bess, about 
what tlie world will say. It need 
never know. You bear my name, you 
are the mistress of my home, and you 
will be free to enjoy your pleasures 
just as you see fit. You are welcome 
to all I have."

“Except your love.”
“You had that, too, once. IIow long 

ago has it been, Bess? It seems years! 
Good night,” he said as she made 
no answer. “The old servants aio 
here, and you will be perfectly tfe.”

Still she said nothing, anil he went 
out. closing tlie vestibule door quietly 
after him. Bess recovered sufficiently 
to reach the window In time to sec 
him move down the lighted street to
ward the club.

“Oh. my God!” she moaned. "What 
have I done? Have 1 been dreaming 
all these months?"

She was awake now, with ten thou
sand accusing demons contending for 
the mastery of her soul.

Two months later Mrs. Raine was 
ushered unceremoniously Into Mrs. 
Ryals’ boudoir and found a grave fac
ed young woman bending over the 
smoldering fire.

“Ob, my dear, I am so fortunate to 
find you at borne !” was her cheery 
i;reeling. “I am In the greatest hurry, 
-Jut I do so want you to Join my party 
to the Yellowstone park tomorrow. 
It’ll be such a glorious trip. I tele
phoned Mr. Ryals, and the dear, sweet 
man said he left It entirely with you. 
Really, my dear, you are to be con
gratulated— Why, Hess”—

Her hostess had risen and now stood 
facing her, a grayish pallor spreading 
over her face,

“Don’t speak to me of traveling! I 
hate the word—the thought of boats 
and cars and hotels! I want to be left 
alone—alone!”

^■pyright, 1901, by X
Charles E. Van Lean O
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Be sporting editor stood at the win- 
Vand drummed on the sash with his 
Hil. Three blocks away, over the 
■a of Newspaper row, a column of 
Kie shot into the night, and the clang 
■hurrying engines rose sharply from 
Be clattering streets below. 
r’Oreat Jehoshaphat! That’s a big 
pe, Chester; close too. Who’s got it?"
I The city editor came to the window, 
bpy In hand, and flattened his nose 
gainst the pane.
[“She is a roarer, Isn’t she? I sent 
>oung Stanley out on that I didn’t 
mow It was going to be a big thing or 
’d sent some one else. Looks like 
Bore than he can handle, I’m afraid.” 
The sporting editor ceased his tap- 

ling on the window and turned to the 
pea tier.
“Say, Ches, wliat’s the matter with 

pu youngster anyway? From the way 
£ shaped ’jp at first I thought he was 
ping to make a top notcher, but Eddy 
Bee of The News and Tim Barnes of 
the Reporter skin him alive whenever 
bey’re out on the same assignments. 
Won’t understand it And be was such 
F^1" ‘’«ip *o me last winter with that 
potball staff too; knew all the team 
Ike a book; played on one of ’em year 
tofore last If yon remember. He’s as 
teady as a clock and as willing as a 
toy can be, yet every time be gets a 
hance to do something big he goes up 
B the air.”
“I know that” said the city editor. 

This Is strictly on the q. t, but the 
Id man sent for me only last night to 
Hk to me about that very thing. He 
In the boy hasn’t shown any natural 
Blade for newspaper work, and un- 

Bbe makes good he’ll have to be 
Bl" » And the city editor went 
^^Ato blue pencil again.

Bown the smoky street came 
Bd roar of human voices. The 
Hktor threw up the window
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A Queer Living.
“The man with the strangest occupa

tion I ever met,” said a man who re
cently returned from abroad, “was a 
young fellow in Paris. He made his 
living by giving birthday parties. He 
did not make a good living, it Is true, 
but he kept body and soul together.

“He would invite a number of friends 
to come up to spend the evening with 
him in honor of bis birthday. He was 
poor, but a good musician. They had 
a pleasant time, and then some one 
would suggest a drink. The host was 
poor, he explained, but be would go 
for tlie drink. On each trip he made 
he held out a small sum. This sup
ported him for a day or two until he 
could pick up more friends and have 
another party.”
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The importunate cabbies and bus
tling porters failed to attract the at
tention of Frank Ryals except so far 
as a nervous person would notice mos
quitoes or files. He brushed them 
away without so much as a look as he 
passed down the long pier. With bent 
head and quickening footsteps bo walk
ed, unheeding and unnoticed, through 
the sweat and turmoil of the city to his 
home. As he rang the bell his hand 
shook and the muscles of his throat 
tightened.

The faithful butler, who bad been 
valet to Frank Ryals before his mar
riage, held the door open and inquired 
solicitously if “Mis’ Ryals” got off 
safe and sound.

The reply came after a pause, “Yes, 
Brown, thank you,” but the white, 
drawn look of his beloved master's 
face repelled further inquiry, and the 
butler retired to the kitchen, there to 
unbosom himself to Cynthia.

“It’s my opinion Marse Frank to 
mighty cut up ’bout Mis’ Bess goln’ off 
to Europe 'ithout no warnin' hardly at 
all,”

Cynthia sniffed.
“And her a bride of Jes’ three 

months,” continued the Indignant 
Brown. “It's my opinion she don't 
care much about Tm, and ’lm the best 
and Jolliest man that ever lived.” 
Brown was growing more aggrieved 
every minute.

“Gus Brown, would you have a 
'oman tied to a man’s coattails always 
jes* ’cause she happens to be married 
to ’lm?" And Cynthia set the pan 
down sharply on the table.

“I don’t expect much of women folks 
at no time,” replied Brown stoutly, In
jecting as much scorn Into bis tones as 
be thought safe, “but I didn’t much ex
pect a young bride to go off so cheer- 
fni-llkc and leave her husband for six 
months on a stretch.”

Cynthia turned sharply and looked 
Into the face of the worthy butler. 
“Did you say six months, Gus Brown- 
six months?”

The faithful Brown could only bow 
his bead In assent, and Cynthia, detect
ing traces of real grief In ills usual 
wooden y countenance, was too shock
ed to take much account of the blister 
made on her hand by the overturned 
gravy.

Presently Brown put his bead In the 
doorway of the drawing room to an
nounce dinner, but, seeing bis master 
with bowed bead and bent shoulders, 
retired quietly to tlie kitchen.

Cynthia called Brown “a white llver- 
ed coward” on bis return, which em
boldened that functionary to go back 
and touch his master’s elbow.

The city editor was now fairly rous
ed, and his voice rang like a clarion. 
“Why, good Lord, man, don’t yon know 
that The News and The Reporter will 
everlastingly scoop ns on this proposi
tion? Here's a man that takes his life 
into hie bare hands to do a brave thing 
—to save three women from being 
burned alive—and because yon fall 
down on the story you try to belittle 
the whole thing! You ought to be 
ashamed, sir! Why, tomorrow morn
ing the whole city will be ringing with 
that man's name, and here we are high 
and dry and scooped all because it 
didn’t strike you as amounting to 
much.”

The young man was pale, and he 
mopped at bis forehead with bis hand
kerchief, bnt when he spoke his voice 
was steady.

“I don’t think we'll be scooped this 
time,” said he. “The man slipped away 
from them all. They haven't any more 
Idea of where he is now than—you 
have, Mr. Chester.”

“How do you know that?” rapped 
ont the city editor. “I suppose you 
know who he Is and all about It, eh7’

“Yes,” said the young man very 
quietly; “I know who be to.”

The city editor leaned back in hto 
choir and stared, fairly gasping for 
breath.

“Well. I’m damned!” said be at 
length “And yon can stand there and 
tell me that you know who this man 
was and yet yon made no attempt 
whatever to get the storyV

Stanley bowed his dead without s 
word.

“Then all I’ve got to say to yon to 
that you’ve botched this business In a 
way that ought to everlastingly dis
grace the youngest cub reporter on the 
street.”

Stanley stood a moment swaying 
slightly, and then, putting out a hand 
to steady himself, he spoke:

“I guess you're right Mr. Chester,” 
said he. "I know as well as you can 
tell me that 1 haven’t shown any abil
ity In this line of work. You’ve been 
very patient with me, and I appreciate 
It. 1 don’t suppose there will be any 
need for me to write out a resignation, 
will thereV And, turning, be walked 
qtit of the room.

The sporting editor caught him at 
tlie head of tlie stairs and laid a kindly 
hand on the boy's shoulder.

"Harry, old man. I'm awfully sorry— 
I am for a fact. Don’t take what Ches
ter said too much to heart. He's away 
off tonight anyway. But why didn’t 
you tell him who the man was, Har
ry?”

The younger man put out his band, 
but winced at the grip that met it.

“Joe.” said be, “I know I'm not cut 
out for this business, and it's just as 
well I quit It cow as later, only—only 
I'm sorry I had to fall down so bard. 
It wasn’t because I didn’t know It 
would have made a good story, but—I 
can’t give the man’s name.”

The sporting editor spoke quickly: 
“Why, man, your band to bleeding! 
Let’s have a look at it”

Across the palm and the Joints of the 
fingers ran deep parallel cuts, and as 
the sporting editor bent over them a 
great light came to him. Their eyes 
met, and the older man’s were full of 
tears.

He strode back to the editorial rooms.
“Chester!” he called, and the city edi

tor looked op. “We’ve got the man’s 
name, and, by heavens, It’s more ther 
a scoop for us!"
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Gentlemen,—1 write to eey that I find»

Invigorating Syrup
IS THE BEST PHYSIC I can get,

am 84 year» of age and have need your 
SYBt-’i' as a ramie for the last ten yean and» 
bave never been able to obtain anything 1 
that acts so well. My business that of • 
shoemaker, inclines me to costiveneee and I- 
have to nee yonr svacr constantly m a rar- 
sic taking just a little every night and morn
ing.,

1 consider it the BEST because its gentle 
in its action, causing no gripping or pain 
and may be taken constantly without pro
ducing any evil effects, such as piles, irregu
larities of the bowels, etc.

1 have great pleasure in recommending, it 
UMill as 1 believe it has bad a part in pro
longing my life.

Yours sincerely,
M08JÉS YOUNG/

Pan, Fragrant and Cleansing.
BABY’S OWN SOAP

IS unrivalled for nursery
AND TOILET USB.

Dsa’t risk Iwltsttsss ta liar's dillstts slils.
ALBERT TOILET SOAR CO,

CUSTOM
TAILORING

Mr. J. R. McDonald ha* movtd to the 
rooms ever J. Demers’ grocery store 
where he will be pleased to >:ce his old 
customers and friends.
PRESSING, CLEANING, REPAIRING

executed with nettruss and d* «patch,
j. r. McDonald

Tinware,
Enamelware,

Ironware,.
I have just received % large stock of the 

above goods and am prepared to sell at 
prices to suit cash purchasers.

All kinds of tinware made up at short 
notice.

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY.
FRANK MASSON.

Shiloh’s
Consumption
Cure
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Dunlop
Detachable

Cures Coughs and Colds 
at once. It has been doing 
this for half a century. It 
has saved hundreds of 
thousands of lives. It will 
save yours if you give it a 
chance. 25 cents a bottle. 
If after using it you are not 
satisfied with results, go to 
your druggist and get your 
money back. ....

lature of
50 YEARS’

Tires:r Below.
First in 1888— 
Foremost ever since,

Trade Marks 
'TIBBIE Designs

rvvvv * Copyrights *c.
Anyone sending a sketch end description mey 

qtil-’Kly ascertain our opinion free whether an 
Invention Is probably patentable. Communica
tion* strictly conddenttal. Handbook on Patent* 
sent free. Oldest agency for securtng patente.

Patente taken through Muon A Ce. receive 
iptcuu notiu, without charge. In the

Scientific American.
K handsomely illustrated weekly. J truest cir
culation of any aciehtlttc journal. Term», S3 a . 
rear : four month», IL Bold by all new «dealers.

To have been “first” 
merely proves antiquity. 
To have remained first 
proves merit.

Brafcmo, the Composer.
For everything fresh, simple and 

genuine Brahms had the heartiest 
love. He to said to have always car
ried candy In hto pocket for the chil
dren he knew, and a lady described In 
a letter how she had seen him on the 
hotel piazza on all fours clambered 
ever by hto young playmates. He was 

hgn cordial terms with waiters and

Write to S. C. Wells 8c Co., Toronto, 
Can., for free trial bottle. DUNLOP TIRE CO.

LIMITKIl.
TORONTO.There Karl’s Clever Root Tea corrects the Stomach
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