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7. “Not very much,

CHAPTER L.
“And vet,” said Gludie Beaton to her-
gelf, “‘wise people tell us that there is a
doctrine of compensation by which all

things are made egqual. I should like to
see any wise man who would tell me that
I am as happy, as prosperous, as beloved
as Lenore Audley.”

The girl musing stood at the open
French window of a beautifully furnished
drawing room. On a couch at the end of
the room lay a lady sleeping, with an ex-
pression of angelic patience on what had
been a beautiful face; the blinds were
drawn to shut out the sunlight. On a ta-
ble by her side stood every luxury that
love could procure—a plate of grapes, a

ripe peach, books periodicals, flowers. The |.

hands of the sleeping woman were folded
in that most pitiful and helpless fashion
which tells that one is almost blind. The
girl at the open window had been reading
to her, and, finding her asleep, had gone
to look for the first amusement which
offered itself. Frem the window she
saw one of the prettiest pictures that even
a poet could dream.

A beautiful girl, with a figure graceful
and perfeat, was standing omn the lawn—a
girl who, from the midst of & thousand
others, would rivet the eyes and atten-
tion; a fine, supple figure, full of grand,
free grace, with a frank, brave courage;
limbs that might have made a sculptor's
study¢ a beautiful face, fair and sweet,
yet full of fire and courage—the face of
a dauntless woman, whose resources
would be endless. Looking at her, one
thought, almost involuntarily, of the great
queens whose names live in legend and
song.

She was standing near a large acacia
tree ,the white blossoms of which she
shook from time to time from her dress
and her bright hair. Two gentlemen were
with her, and at first sight you yould have
dubbed one knight, the other poet. Cyril
Leslie Vernon, a tall, dark man, with a
proud yet frank face, a courtly manner,
a knightly figure, powerful and well
built, stood on her right hand. Austin
Chandos, on whose spiritual face poet was
written, stood on her left. She looked
from one to the other with a laughing
light ir. her lovely eyes.

“My knight and my poet,” she said,
“you will flatter me until I believe my-
peif really a queen. Who says I am iike
Diane, who is a dream of loveliness?”

“I say it,” replied Cyril Vernon, raising
his cap and bowing.

“Who says I am like the queen, whom
to look at wes to listen to musice, and to
love was madness?”

“I say so0,” replied Austin Chandos,
bowing low.

The sweet, sunny laugh rang out in the
sunlit air.

“I must thank you both, gentlemen,”
said the cheerful voice. “You compare
me to heroines of every kind and degree—
to queens, whose very souls were dark
with guilt, and to sirens who by s0ngs
lared men to death. I ought to be more
flattered than I am.” :

The laughter died away in her face, and
a light came over it, as she raised her
head proudly and said:

*“There’s only one title that pleases me,
and it is ‘a soldier’s daughter! I am
prouder of being Col. John Audley’s
daughter than I should be of being crown-
:;;'l a’overeign of the British Isles and In-

a"”

“Do you remember anything of India?”

, Bsked Austin, the poet.
At times a dream

Teomes to, me of fierce sunshine and huge
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s “ees, of dark figures, with quiet, sly
yements, of sitting under the shade
1\ listening to the military band, my
» jh fast clasped in my father’s.”
tndia can have no very pleasant mem-
O%s for you,” said Cyril, the knight.
e beautiful face grew pale and sad.
0, do not speak of it. To other peo-
is all a thing of the past, to me
horribly real. We lived at Cawn-
had a lovely house there; it was
scarlet flowers. I have the
e scene before me now. There
a fi ree clamor—a wild, terrible
t. My father rushed into the room
thless, sword in hand. My
. \er clasped me to her. I heand noth-
_‘a.‘hlllt Vbhe clash of swords, the cries of
other and aunt, my father's deep
Tinging as he called them dastards
't & woman and child. I, who speak
U so safe in the heart of this green
I saw my Pretty, girlish aunt Lill-
saw my father carried off; and I
ft, so they told me, with my moth-
My father was ghot that
ay, fighting/o the last moment for
lish ladies and children who were
and defenseless.”
voice rang out, clear as the sound
larion.
nobler soldier ever served Englang,
g in India, than my father, John
Jdsey; my one great pride is that I am
is child. My mother’s life and mine
were saved by Sergt. Maj. Henry Bea-
ton; he helped us safely off to England;
and my mother brought his daughter,
Gladie, back with her. Both her parents
were subsequently killed, and she has
been our adopted child and sister ever
since, and will be while we live; the old
ties are strong.”
“What a childhood!"” said Austin, the
poet; “I do not like to think of it.”
“Xes, it was different te the childhood

-~ .

B

»

w

of little English girls, who seem to me to
live among flowers and kind words. One
thing often recurs to me; we brought with
us an old Indian ayah, who had been my
nurse; she used to open my hand and look
into it. “Warfare and bloodshed,” she
would say, ‘when the line of life began
-—and, bloodshed again—what a fate for
little missy.’”

“That is all nonsense,” said Cyril, the
knight. “I do not bedieve in any of those
superstitious fancies,”

“I am sorry to say that I do,” said
Austin Chandos., “I have knowa more
than one of those old weird prophecies to
come true,”

Lenore laughed. '

“My old arah may have been right,”
she said; “and if that is the case, the
wonderful events of my life are not over
yet. Gladie is coming.”

The girl standing at the window had
stepped suddenly on to the lawn, and was
coming toward them,

“Is mamma awake?”’ asked Lenore.

“Yes; but she wished to be alome, so
told me to join you.”

The gemtlemen bowed; but there was no
great expression of delight on their faces.

“I am glad you have come, Gladie,”
said Lenore. “Thesc gentlemen are talk-
ing of science that verges on the magic
art. Do you believe in telling fortunes?”

.“No,” said Gladie. “I believe in mno
other fortune save that which every man
and woman makes for him or herself.”

Her voice was clear and musical, but
there was something in it not pleasant
to a keen listener—something which made
one look again at her face.

“I am inclined to the same opinion,”
said Lenore. ‘“One of our best writers
has expressed that well. There is no fate
but that which the strong hands of a man
carve out for himself.”

“Those are noble words,” said Cyril.

But the poet looked doubtful,

“Shall we go down to the riverside?”’
asked Icnore, “We shall have time to
walk there and back before mamma
wants us.”

It was worthy of notice that neither of
the gentlemen seemed very anxious that
Miss Beaton should accompany them.
Neither of them moved from ILenore’s
side, yet each gave the other a glance
which said plainly: “Why are you not po-
lite enough to walk with Miss Beaton ?”

Lenore quickly appreciated the situa-
tion. She turned round.

“Gladie,” she said, “walk with me.”

And the gentlemen were punished, like
two naughty schoolboys, by having to
walk together.

“This is quite a monopoly, ladies,” said
Cyril, the knight. “I* do not find Mr.
Austin Chandos a very lively companion.”

“Do you not?” said Lenore. “Perhaps
Miss Beaton will prove more entertaining
company for you. Mr. Chandos, let me
see if that is the truth or a libel.”

The face of Mr. Chandos lighted up
with wonderful brightness as he took his
place by Lenore's side, and they talked
gayly. He fancied that was a decided
matter of preference on her side for him.

Gladie Beaton lingered in crossing the
path that led down to the river, while
Cyril evidently wished to remain as near
as possible to Lenore—he liked to catch
the chime of sunny laughter, the ring of
her gay words.

“I am afraid you are disappointed,” she
said. “You came to see Miss Audley,
and now you have to put up with me.”

“I am very fortunate,” he said, ‘“to
have the pleasure of talking to you, Miss
Beaton,” ’

“But it was Miss Audley you came to
see,”” she said; and he wondered a little
at the persistence in her tone. He did
not see the keen anxiety in her face as
she watched his. '

“Certainly I came to see Miss Audley,
nand I met Mr. Chandos, bent on the same
errand; but because a man sets out with
ouly one pleasure in view, that is no rea-
soh why he should not enjoy two.”

Her face cleared a little,

“If it really be a pleasure,” she said,
doubtingly,

“How can it be otherwise?’ he asked,
with great politeness; but the dark eyes,
watching him so keenly, saw that while
he talked to her, while he carefully re-
moved every Lramble from her path, he
was looking at the beautiful figure in the
gray trailing dress. A flush of indigna-
tion burned her face. Suddenly she stoo-
ped.

“I think I will go back to Mrs. Aud-
ley,” she said; *she may want me.”

Cyril said nothing; he did not press her
to go or stay, but stood quictly while
she decided. He bowed as she passed
him, and then hastened to overtake Ie-
nore. When she had walked on for some
short distance, Gladie Beaton stood still
to watch him.

“Is it fair?’ she cried; ‘“ig it fair?
Heaven has given her an angel's face,
she has a laugh like the chime of silver
bells, she has a voice like music, she has
money, she has everything, and they both
love her—the dark-haired one with the
eyes of fire—and the fair one with the
pale face—they both love her, and no one
loves me; they worship the ground she
stands on, they watch her smiles, they
hang on her words; they love her—they
love her.”

A flush of piSsionate anger came to her
face, her eyes grew dark, her scarlet lips
trembled, % '

[ “Why should they love her and !gnorq
me? I have beauty, I bave wit, I have
talent; I could de and dare anything.)
Why am I not loved as she is? Love or
no love, I swear one thing, no matter if it
takes twenty years, no matter if I do not
succeed umtil 1 come to die, no matter
what sin, what worry, what evil I work,
no matter who suffers or what they suffer,
I raise my right hand and swear that
Cyril Lesliec Vernon shall love me before
he dies; I swear that T will trample all
serupde under foot,
love! I have found out her secret. She
loves Cyril Vernon the best: but she shall
never have him, for I swearto win him if
I lose all the world besides.”

CHOAPTER II.

Mrs, Audiéy, blinded Ly the discharge
of a pistol in the hands of a Sepoy in In-
dia, under skilled surgiea! care was, after
many years, quite recovering her sight.

She grew very much attached to the
two cousing, whose coming was Ler chiet
amusement and delight, During the love-
ly, warm July days they were there eon:
tinually; they had grown quite at home
at the Manor House. She would sit in
the comfortable invalid chair that Austm
had constructed for her, while they wan-
dered down to the river. They were sit-
ting on the bank one evening—Lenore,
Gladie, Austin and Cyril—watching the
gorgeous sumnset, and the red lights thag
fell from the western skies over the calm,
deep waters.

“Did I tell you,” said Austin, “that
Miss Elsa Grey had returned home, and
a grand fete is to be given in honor of
the event?”

Lenore raised her beautiful head.

“Who is Miss Grey?” she asked,

Austin laughed.

“That question betokons great ignor
ance of what my uncle calls ‘the county
magnates,” " he replied. “Miss Elsa Grey
is the only daughter and heiress of Peter,
commonly called Squire Grey, of Moules
mere—a young lady educated in the first
Parisian fashion.”

Lenore looked profoundly indifferent,
Gladie vitally interested.

“Is she beautiful, Mr. Chandos?’ she
asked.

“I have not seen her. Cyril and I do
not seem to know her, though we often
g0 to see the squire, and he talks of
nothing but his daughter. This fete—ot
ball, I think it is—is to introduce her to
the neighborhood.”

“Are you both going?' asked Glad'e,
and her eyes dwel? anxiously on the darkj
handsome face of the man near her,

“We shall go—so will you—every one
will go,” replied Austin, “I expect a per-
feet furor for everything French afte:
this.”

“You will be disappointed,” said Le
nore. “I ghall never imitate. I may orig-
inate, but imitate-—never.”

“I anticipate great amusement,” said
Austin. “My undle ialks so incessantly
of Miss Elsa Grey, that I quite expeoc
he will give us an aunt.”

Gladie’'s face fell.

“You do not, surely, think Sir Joyce:
Iyn will marry ?’ she asked.

“I cannot tell. [ wish he would,” said
Austin,

“So do 1,” added Cyril. *I cannot im-
agine why he did not marry years ago.”

“But,” said Gladie, “if he did so you
could not—pray pardon my plain speaking
—you would not be his heirs.”

“Ifor part,” said Cyril, the Lknight,
“I would then thousand times rather fight
my own way in life, make my own fore
tune and enjoy it, than I would take any
other man's place.”

“And I,” said Austin, the poet, “‘have
no wish for wealth, only that I might
live for my ant.”

“You are very singular characters,”
said Gladie. “I did not think Teal peopla
were ever indifferent to money—only peo-
ple in books."”

“I should like to make it for myself,”
said Cyril,

“I only want emough to live on, so that
I may devote my life to my mistress and
queen, poesy.”

Gladie turned her handsome face from
them to the river.

“I understand practical people best,”
she said. “It seems to me that mouey is
the stepping stone, to everything else.”

“Not quite,” said the knight,

“Not at all,” said the poet,

But Gladie remained unconvineed.

Then Lenore said the sun had set, and
they went back to Mrs. Audley, They
told her about the coming of Illsa Grey.

“I heard Lady Mostyn speak of her,”
she said. *I shall be glad when she
comes home, Lenore, I hope you will like
her. You have not many friends.”

“No, but, mamma, I should not like
many. I prefer the few we have and
home.” .

There was no other thought ir the
girl's mind, but Austin and Cyril both
looked pleased, and felt ¢ven more pleas-
ed than they looked,

They talked, as they rode homaea, of
Elsa Grey; neither of them liked the idea;
it would bring about changes; they had a
dim presentiment of evil connected with
it. They did not speak of Lenore—-they
had never spoken to her of love, nor te
cach other of the love they had for her
—it was more safe and more casy to talk
of Elsa Grey.

“I prophesy evil from the coming of
Miss Elsa Grey,” said Austin,

“I would far rather that slie reminined
in I’aris,” said Cyvril,

Yet neither of them knew why they
said so, That evening when they reach-
ed Eastwold, the first thing Sir Joyeelyn
told them was that Illsa Grey had reach-
ed home, ,

“Look out your poems, Austin," he
said. “Cyril, brush your spurs. Here ig
a lady worth fighting for, and the best
man will win.”

The grand ball at Moulesmere was giv:
en, but Lenore declined the invitation,
nor did Gladie care to accept it; but the
day afterward the leading county journa)
countained a long, eloguent, animated de
scription of the debut of the heiress of
Moulsemere, Sir Joyeelyn smiled as he
read it.

“I must see about my plan at once,” he
said, ‘“or she will be wooed and married
before we know where we are;” and then
he laid down his paper to think

VLo be cuatinned.)

but I will win his:

SOME NEW GHAPEAUX.

Felt and Piqne Hats Are Munch {ino
Favor This Season.

Felt and pique hats are much in fa-
vor. Some are rather mannish in theiy
appearance,  Mme. Rejane, in Paris,
has been wearing a deab felt hat quite
in the hatter style, with no other trim-
ming than a band of ribbon around the
crown.  Mlle, Autocolski went further
still; she wore a soft mauve pique hat

SOME NEW CHAPEATUX.

without any trimming at all: it had a
straight brim like a2 man’s hat and was

worn over the eves. IIandsome hats
tor fall are trimmed with daintily
twisted chiffonne. A new reddish

straw hat is very broad, turned up on
the left side, with two deen scallops,
N each of which was lodged a Louis
X V. bow in black velvet rihbon, There
was no other trimming except some
choice heads of feathers placed in all
directions. Ior women who are in-
clined to be stout straw toques, with
wide rolled borders, trimmed very low,
are most becoming., A drapery of lace,
mousseline de soie, or a few rosettes
suflice for trimming. A bird of para-
dise feather drooping over the border
of the hat and showing beneath a veil
always looks well.

MASTERS IN “TOUCHING" ART.

Two Smooth Methods of Raising Funds
Practiced hy Dead Beats.

“The man who ‘wouches’ you by
ameans of a wmessenger-delivered note,
containing a ballud-and-waltz story of
the predicament he is in and his terrific
need fer »2) instantly, considens the
percentage about right when he puts
one out of two such ‘touches’ under
wirve,

*1 stood for one like that once,” says
a writer in the Washington Star. ‘Said
his wife was ill, and that he needed the
money the worst way. I split the
amount of his ‘touel’ in two and sent
the half to him. That evening I saw
him out at a suburban resort, taking
dinner with his wife, who looked to be,
and was, in Amazonian health. He has
bated me ever since. I wouldn't mind
that, however, if he'd only make good.”

“Then there's the jolly ‘toucher.’

‘“*S'pose it's all off up at my camp,’
he says with all the good humor in life.
Found my groceryman sitting on the
steps when I went home yesterday af-
ternooa, and I had to put up a scrap to
get by him. S’pose he's seized one of
ihe kids for ransom to-day.’

““Why don’t you pay your grocery
Lill, then?' you ask hin.

“'Dern the luck. I don't know why
I don't,’ he says, laughing all over, ‘Got
mixed up in a poker game last pay day
—and, say, what d'ye s'pose happened?
I got four jacks in a jackpot, and I just
ask you, man to man, didn't it look like
a pipe? Well, sir, if one o’ the other
fellows didn't have four kings, I hope
I may never,” ete. If you haven't got
the sense that you came into the world
with you'll cough up more or less
strongly to help out this jolly ass with
lis groceryman. (I grieve to remark,
in parentheses, and in a hushed tone,
that I didn’t exhibit the sense I was
born with once—just once.)”

Intricacies of the Language.

“Zee Americaine language ces one zat
ees asily comprehendez, I don't zink,”
said the IFrench boarvder to the youug
man who never eats veal

“You seem inclined to kick about it.”

“Oul, I am notations making of ze
leetle oddities zat I eucounter in ze,
vat you call orthography.”

“Yoes?!

“Oui. You spell s-hi-o-¢?”

“We do.”

“And blue, b-l-u-e?”’

“Exactly,”

“And shoeing, s-h-o-¢-l-n-g?”

“Well, what of {t?”

“And bluing, b-l-u-f-n-g**

“Well, haven't we a right to?"

“Oul. But why are you so cconomi-
cal as to smuggle out de leetle ¢ in blu-
ing and make him =0 conspicuous in
shoeing?  Al! Zat is where [ has got
yeu!”

A Fisherman's FParadise.
The record just published of a fish-
ing expedition In Lapland should be
zood reading for anglers. 'i'he party
was one of two rods, with followoers.
They fished for cleven dayvs, and se-
qared o total of 282 salmon and 1156
grilse, weighing in all nearly 5,000
pouwds, The best day's eatelt for one
cod was thirty-three salinon amd twen-
(v-two grilse, or a total weight of 553
pounds, It should be added that the
lishing party had to wait their oppor-
tunity, for when they arrived at their
destination the river was frozen, and:
when the thaw came there was at tirst

oo much water for fishing.--The (Globe,

“Tommy, who was .Joan of Are?”
asked the teacher, “Ncalh's wife,” was
Tommy's guess.

He—If she is a girl of ideas, as you
say, why does she conceal them? She
—She wants to get married.—Life.

Maud—Do you like to have men flat-
ter you? EEthel—Ol, I don’'t mind, 1£f
they happen to be photographers.—Ba-
zar,

Good man—Do you know where liitle
boys go that smoke cigarettes? Bad
boy—Yep! Dey goes out in de wood-
shied, !

Landlady—Isn’t this a good chicken?
Boarder—It may have been a good
chicken morally, but physically it was
a wreck.—Judge,

“I suppose you have become pretty
thoroughly familiar with golt by this
time.” “Fawmillar with t? YWhy, slr,
I think in golf.—Chicago Tribune.

A Literary Pursuit.—Hoxey—That
young chap in the golf swit writes for

a living. The Lady—I'or the maga-
zines? Hoxey—No; mosily to his fath-
er.—Life.

Browne—Waiter, Lring me a dozen
oysters on the half-shell. Waiter—Sor-
ry, sah, but we's all out of shell-fish,
sal, ’ceptin’ aigs.—Roclester TUnion
and Advertiser. :

“I wish to see some of the current
magazines, please.,” “Current maga-
zines? Certainly. John, show this
lady the Electric Spark and the
Storage Battery."—Ex.

“Long before I met you I had heard
of your family,” said the count. “Yes,”
replied the beautiful girl, coldly; “I
believe papa is quoted in Bradstreet’s.”
—Chicago Evening Post.

“Clementine, what did you do with
that curtain goods you bought last
week?” “Well, it was entirely too gay
and loud for curtairs, so I made a shirt
waist of it.”—Chicago Record.

“Yes,” sald'the excited man, “he
tried to act the hog and treat me like
a dog, hut I soon showed him he was
playing horse with the wrong man
when he monkeyed with me! "--Indian-
apolis Journal.

“Don’t touch me,” said the chrysan-
themum, as it leaned away from the
rose.
it,” replied the rose; “it's a well-known
tact that you haven't got a scent.”—
Chicago News.

Blew Himself Off: Bentley—How
did Larkins meet his death? When we
feft him last night he seered unusually
Joliy. Vosburgh--He tried to blow out
the electric light in his room and burst
a blood vessel.—Harlem Life.

Aeronaut—I'm going to Philadelphia
next week to give a balloon ascension
aad want some handbills printed. New
York Printer—Yes, sir; how would this
do?—"Professor Iarryshoot will rise
from the dead at 4:30 sharp.”—Puck.

“that man talked straight from the
shoulder.” “Samuel,” sald Mr. Snaggs,
severely, “you should not use slang.”
“But, father, this was a deaf and dumb
man, and he used the sign language.”

“Tell Mr. Cuthbert I'm out.” *“I naf
alreaty told him madame is in.” “Then
say when you came upstairs you found
me out.” “But, madame, he alreaty
says he has found you out, and zat is
vy he must see madame.”—Pick-Me-
Tp.

Mrs. Unsofist—They say that the
Minneapolis ecan steam twenty-four
knots an hour. Mr. Unsofist—That's
what she can de. Mrs. Unsofist—I sup-
pose they steam them so that the poor
sailors can untie them more easily.—
Brooklyn Life. _

Weaving a spell: He—1 am rathei in
favor of the English than the Ameri-
can  mode of spelling. She—Yes?
He—Yes, indeed. Take ‘parlour,” for
instance; having ‘'’ in it makes all the
difference in the world.—Boston Chris-
tian Register.

“Mr. White,” said a lawyer to a wit-
ness in the box, “at the time these
papers were executed you were specu-
lating, were you not?” “Yes, sir.”
“You were in oll? *I was.”
what are you in now ?” “Banl’truptcy,"
was the solemn reply.—Tit-Bits. _

Guest (attempting to carve)—What
kind of a chicken is th!s, anyhow?
Waiter—Dat’s  a
Rock, sah. Guest (throwing up Dboth
hands)—That explains it. I knew s
was an old-timer, but I had no idea
she dated back to the Mayflower.

“Goodness!  We'll miss the opera,”
she said, impatiently; *“we've Dbeen
waiting a good many minutes for that
mother of wmine.,” *“Hours, I should
say,” he replied, somewhat acerimoni-
ously. "Ours?” cried she, rapturously;
“oh, George, this is so sudden.” Then
she fell upon his neck.—Standard
Times,

Widow Jackson—W'y, it was like dis
way, parsoun. My husband went up on
de hill top to pray for rain and got
struck by lightninz., PParson Johnson
—But yo' mustn't lose faith in prayer,
sister. Widow Jackson (complacently)
—OQh, no, parson! Dat proves de Lord
do answer prayer. Not always in de
way we ask fov it, but in a way dat'll

be best for all hands.—-Judge.

“I would be foolish to attempt-

“I'll tell you,” sald Sammmy Snaggs,”

“And.

genuine Plymouth
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