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CHAPTER XXX,
“Yes,” Mrs. Sarjent rejoins, in a
hollew voice, pressing her lips to-

gether as if she nmever meant to openl

ly comes downstairs once more,

The hall lamps aré burning bright-
ly, ag are the lamps on the staircase
—all else is darkness,

From the dining-room, the door of
which stands ajar, comes the sound of
voices in low, earnest conversation—
her Cousin 'Wilmot "is' speaking, Yo-
lande can tell. She fancies she hears
her own name uttered, but does not

heed it, as she pauses under the hall |

lamp to read again the letter ghe has

| just written to her hushand.

She has repented of her firat resolu-
tion, unable to demy herself the hap-
pingss and comfort of even telling

them again—“to.a masked ball. What} him her troubles on paper, knowing,
@ place for a respectable matron to|tpo, that, now he is so near, he will

250 to! A masked ball!”

The good woman kmows po.differ-
Pnce between-‘a fancy “ball . ‘and <the
wildest rout of*the carniv;L\ i

“Can’'t I go up and see uncle‘”' Yo-!

]ande asks, hurriedly, “Is the doctor
with h]m now What does he think?

Mightn's I go up, aunt?”

“Of course you can if you please, |

child,” Mrs. Sarjent answers, with
gloomy assurance, “He won't know
you from Adam! He's quite uncon-
scious, you know—an epileptic seiz-
mre, Dr. Corder says.”

And then they go into the gmiet
yvoom, with the shaded lights showing
the lividly-pale, disfigured face lying
on’ the snowy pillows. Grief and
dread at the awful unlikeness to the
familiar face she has known—kind as
& father's—from her baby days op-
presses Yolande’s heart with a weight
too heavy to allow tears to flow,

With sad, fixed eyes she gazes at
him, unable even to speak, and con-
gcious only of-a dull longing to be left
atone with ‘him, to nurse him, and lay
those iced bandages on his head, and
try to relieve that terrible, labored

breathing, But there is a grave, bus- |

inesslike nurse already at her uncle's
bedside, and Yolande has mno place
Lhere. .

She goes away ftio her own room,
changes her dress for a warm, cash-
mere loose gown and a thick vicuna
shawl, and about twelve o'clock guiet-

surely gome at once to see her, if but
for a short visit, and she thirsts and
hungers for a sight of his face. -She
has not asked him to come, ‘or even
hinted a wish that-he may com‘e_ un-
lgss his inclinations bring him. It is
only a letter of love, of tender recital
of poor Uncle Silas’ sudden seizure.

“I know you will feel for me, dear-
est,” concludes this gentle little let-
ter from a wife to a husband whose
conduct has been far from faultless,
containing not one word of reproach,
expressed or implied—"you know,
dear, uncle was like a father to me.
Your loving wife,

“YOLANDE.”

She slips it back into the envelope,
kisses the place his fingers will touch
in drawing it out, and fastens down
the flap before dropping it into the
post bag which it is the tootman"s first
duty each morning to carry to the pil-
lar-post; and then quite suddenly the
memory of that other letter starts up
before her vlvld\ly-——the first letter she
ever wrote to her husband—just as
wifely and tender, just as loving and
submisa{ve as thisone, pleading hum-
bly, too, tor his love and his pro-
tection, which®he utters disregarded.

A sigh which is almost a sob rises
from the depths of her heart; she
draws back her letter . irresolutely,
and puts it info her pocket.

“I will wait until té-morrow,” she

says, b Biad
. Y
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CHAPTER XXXI,
’ g8 might have. been worse,
bad as they are,” Mrs, Sarjent is say-
ing in those self-satisfied tones of

; -l lieu. as Yolinpe softly enters the

\ I

.wr.n"mom.eamun‘
hmdordinmulh.“u

room. _““It'l a good thihg now that
she hasn’t a drag on her in the shape

of a good-for-nothing, fine gentlcwo— :

man—— Oh. .my modnou. Yolnndo.
{ what a fruht you've given me! I
thought you were in bed asleep long
ago, child!”

“wu,muw m tﬂ think 80,
Aut N !

‘| wite .nor widow, neither married nor

fringe of her dress, nl lm‘

{at i watfa ana ictafos sud turs

ure as if she had novor seen thm
before. Ty S oy sl
“Your Poor uncle m had l nect
deal of troublo and worry and W
of one kind or another lauly, !’al
afraid, Yolande; my dear,” she buipl.'

. hesitatingly. Of course there's blame

to be laid at some one’s door—and
great blame, t6o-—there’s no use in
saying there ism't; it isn’t as if peo-
ple got no advice, mor wlrnlnt. nor
anything”™

“Well, never mind that now, moﬂxor"
Wilmot interposes, in a low - teme,
wriggling uneasily and glancing at
Yolande, “It's too late to blame any
one mow."”

“Of gourse it is,”™ Mrs, Sarjent re-
torts, in a sharper tone, tossing her
head; “you needn't tell me, Wilmot,
to be careful to /avom hurtin’ people’s
feelin’s! That's a thing T never do;
and it's hardly likely, with sickness
and sorrow and maybe death in the
house,” Mrs. Srjent says, with a
gloomy relish, “that I'm going to
speak against any one! Poor Yo-
lande’s: got enough worry of her own
to bear; only ‘it’s -an Il wind that

buymg the nght

blows no good,” they say, and maybe X : F‘an l{mrown

Teapots.

35, 39, 49, 5%.
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it’s just as well you've not hampered
with a husband-and a baby just at this
time, my dear!” .

Compassion, sympathy and curios-
ity are shining out of Mrs. Sarjent's
broad, fat countenance as she looks
at Yolande with a little pitying smile;
but the girl’s pale cheeks grow scar-
let ‘with rage and then pale with dis-
gust and annoyancs.

Englis

“What on earth-are you talking
about, Aunt Sarjent?” she demands,
with: frigid contempt., *“I have a hus-
band, I am happy to say”—this with
her head held very high and proudly,
and her eyes shining like stars—"and
1 have not a baby, I am also happy
to say, but I reallil do not see’ ‘how
that ‘cencerns any one else.”

“Well, my dear,” Mrs, Sargent says,
eurtly, “if you're going to show tem-«
per about it, I won't mention your
husband’s name to you—-never fear! 1
know it's a sore secret yltix you.”
The good lady can never resist. what
she calls “glving a cut” when she is | 3
provoked, "AR Pm going to say Is
that, though you're left alone—neither

band. - Open end style.

RIS OO

single—and that's a bad way tgr any
young .woman to be--maybe it's just
as well now, since you'll have others
to look after.and others to depend.on
you, ‘and you ‘couldn’t do that i#Fou
had. a husband and a child, or maybe
two,” Mrs; Sarjent pavs, warming with
her subject;*“hafiging about you!”
Yolande tries very hard to be in-
dlgnant at this speech, but, in spite of
herself her eyes fill with hidden
smiles, her: cheeks grow warm, her

R RTINS A
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sept18 i

Jips grow teter. Her own lttle| Whan Photographs

childrens<the children of her-beloved
—ithe golden-haired baby sons and
danghters who would call Dallas

“father!”,
PICTURES.

“Your poor Atnt Keren’ll want you, m sortas Dlieth e s Bttt
5 8 graphs are fami
Yolande,” she hears Mrs. Sarjent 80- to ‘moat. veaders To the foan = Who

Look Funny. |>

HOW YOU CAN AVOID DISTORTED

ing on in rather a severe argument- | ynows how to do it the trick is easy
ative tone, She’s growing very feeb- | enough, and sometimes he does it for

le: and at her timie o' life, too, she's | fun. He produces a plcture of a horse
not fit to meet trouble. You must

ymu-selt and'your poor uncle, too, £ jarge.
ever he rises off himbed again, or isn’t | Usually such eftects are produced

paralyzed,” or a regular invalid fér people who do not want them, afd ! gificult

the rest of his days—" :‘:' m“.“":tk:; ::w ﬂ;’ 03

(to be continued.)
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will appear grotesquely small. This
error is used deliberately by some
people to make photographic caricu-

| tures of friends.

It occurs accidentally when novices
are attempting to make portraits of
friends. The sitter is placed in a chair
so'that he looks straight at the cam-
era. The knees of a pérson seated

thus are mch nearer to tnc Iens than’

snapshot cameras to have ‘tite. nnqc
nuh.l

avoid dis n. Happily it 15 no -l
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plain how they oceur, so that Tit- | head
rMm my nold m in fu-
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This can be done by placing the:ll

ter almost at right angles to the ¢
era, with the head slightly turned
the direction of the lens. This give
side view of the body and a thre
quarter view of the face. o

The same rule applies to the photo
graphy of animals, or, indeed, to ¢
pubject which must be dealt ‘wi
close quarterp '

his uicturo. he points the camera

bulldlng appears iqthe finder. The'
1t ot this upward tilt is to prod
otograph showing the houut.n
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kind of work the camera
 be_held quite level. It is
have a good photograph re-
ialf “the height of the
one representing a" pile | indicate that there is no

d Ewisted bulldings. The | 5lus of Anthracite Co

in the case of the small th U S Th h b
ners is j the e shortage cal
r“f ﬂ:: :o .JLTZ’:‘;‘:X;Z by the strike of Anthrd

Miners last year has|

been made up, and Amer
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. it prlced. Loke-is an exce
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