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Hiere Bsme Juughed 'hysterically, .and.
at once brought the whole storus upon her

anlucky head, and acted as a kind of
tightning-conductor to Mrs. Brabazon's
h

hugh! You dare to laugh, miss!
Bat it is only what I could expect from

\you. I believe you were in his confidence,

and knew all about it. I’'m sure you en-

him in his abonynnble conduct.’
Wd‘e M[klf’llyl been. a heavy

“triat 'to me., You had a letter this morn-
{ug; be so good as to hand it over.”

“F cannot, Mrs. Brabazon,” repllcd
Fsme, tremulously; “it—it—is private,”
¢lancing appealingly at her stepmother.

“And full of abuse of me, no doubt.
Weﬂ. you may keep it,” making virtue of
aecessity, “‘and make much of it, for it
As the lTast you will receive! Every other
I find in the post bag I shall burn. Mark
wmy words! Into the fire it goes.”

“Florian and Gussie,” said Esme, tim-
tdly, glancing from her brother to hLer
slster, “are ueither of you going to say
anything? Won't you speak for Teddy?"
she asked, piteously, “or is it to be left
to me? Mrs. Brabazon, surely you can-
not forget that Teddy is our brother, and
will always be so as long as he lives. He
is not dead to us—at least, he is not dead
to me—and I hope he will be spared for
the next fifty years. I think it only right
and honorable to tell you that I wili nev-
er give him up, that I shall write to him
and receive his letters, and meet him
and speak to him whenever I get the

lnee' His. being a soldier makes no
d nce whatever; he is;my brother all
the. ‘same, It was not his fault he could
nob:pass; he did try, and he wanted so
wuch to be a soldier.”

“What do you say to this tirade, Au-
gusta?' demanded Mrs. Brabazon, turn-
ing on Gussie with a portentous frown.

“I think it Is all very dreadful about
Ted, of course,” she stammered; “but he
is my brother,” looking hard at KEsme,
as though endeavoring to borrow some of
her spirit,

“And you, Florian?’ demanded Mrs.
Brabazon, in an awful, hollow voice.

“Oh, it you want my opinion,” returned
that gentleman, carefully stirring his tea,
“l think Ted is a confounded ass, and
tias made a regular fool of himself, and
all that sort of thing, and it’s no end of a
bore. I would pass him now if I met him
in the street,” pulling up his collar as he
spoke, and feeling that he was a very
important, dignified, illustrious young
man,

“Oh, Flo!” exclaimed his youngest sis-
ter; reproachtully.

““Now, you have your brother’s opinion,

KEsme, the opinion of the head of the |

house, I hope you are satisfied,” said
Mrs. Brabazon, with malicious triumph.
“You see he is, as usual, quite of my way
of thinking! If Teddy had behaved re-
spectfully, I know that Florian would
have done something for him, and used

his interest with his influential friends; '

he has always been such a good, generous
brother.”

‘T'hus Teddy fell into disgrace with his
people; his name was erased from the
family roll, and written down instead in
nearly everyone's black book.
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‘Two years passed by, and during these
two years there have been some little
changes even at Baronsford. Esme was
now nineteen, prettier than ever, but stiff
and shy in general society. Gussie, on
the contrary, seemed born for the social
circle, was always the center of a little
knot of swains on these occasions, and
had played havoc with the affections of
several susceptible young men. Mrs.
Brabazon still frequented stately houses
and stately dinner tables, and had saved
a sum of money that would have made
Miss Jane exclaim “most unaccountable,”
had she seen her banker’'s book. Time
has not stoed still with Teddy. Here
is his last Jetter, It lies on the school
room table beside Esme:

“From Troop Sergeant Brown, York, to
Miss E.. Brabazon:

“My Dear Esme—Always the culprit!
you meed not tell me that. I've written
to you at least ten times in imagination;
long letters, too, but I suppose that does
not count. T have news for you, good
news. You know that for a long time I
was instructor in the riding school, and
now I am promoted to be troop sergeant,
which, by the way. I suppose is Greek
to you, old lady; but I dare say your
mind can grasp the word ‘promotion.” I
am getting up the ladder at last. The
colonel hinted to me the other day that
it X went on as I had commenced he
would be happy to recommend me for a
commission; 50 we begin to see daylight.
I 'hope. to see you early in the autumn,
before we embark for foreign service: we
ate -mext on the roster, I shall come
down and lie perdue at Mother Swoffer's;
. it. would never do for you to be seen

‘about in public with a sergeant
of lancers. It will be a case of ‘meet
moonllsht llone. but that wnll be
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{he was odd, eccentric. Mrs. B
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|don'|: know what 1 have to tell you!” re-

turned Miss Brabazon, exultingly.

“Your news,” contemptuously, “1 know
the style so welll Mrs. Bell has got a
! new bonnet, and all Maxton is shaken to
its center. You are about to inform me
that Lady Louisa has had a fit, or—or—
could it be that Mr, Vashon bas again
made you an offer of his hand and
heart?”

“You are getting quite hot, 1 declare!
quite hot!’ eried Gussie,  rubbing her:
hands eestatically. “It's a wedding, in
the tamlly. but I am not to be the vic-
tim.”

“No?” in an accent of surprise; *“then
it must be Flo?”

“No, no, no,” each no louder than its
predecessor. i

“You don’t mean to say that Mrs. Bra-
bazon-—" with.a gesture of horror.

“Not Mrs, Brabazon,” laughing and still
rubbing her hands, “though 1 would not
mind if it were! I would ‘give her away’
with pleasure. Try again.”

“Then there’s no one left but Aunt
Jane,” said IBsme, looking at her sister
dubiously.

“And pray, what do you call yourself,
my dear?’ impressively; “it is you—you,
who are going to be married. Now, then,”
folding hér arms, putting out her under
lip, and shaking her fringe with a ges-
ture of decision.

“I1?” pausing and surveying her sister
with bewildered eyes, her mouth slightly
parted, After a silence of a clear sixty
seconds she found speech., “Only that 1
know that you are almost a teetotaller,
| your whole appearance and conversation.

been visiting the Barley Mow!”

“Barley Mow or not, you are going to
be married, Miss Esme Brabazon!”

“Well, it I am, it is certainly the first
I have heard of it,” ironically, *which is
curious, not to say unusual. And pray
who is to be the happy bridegroom? Have
I the pleasure of knowing him, even by
sight?”’

“No, you have not,” exultantly. *‘Yes,
ves!” hurriedly, in answer to the expres-
sion of her companion’s face. “I'm quite
sane and perfectly serious, although it
sounds quite too unaccountable, as Aunt
iJane would say; but,” clearing her throat,
“you are aware that Uncle George is
dead?”

“Well, considering that I've known that
fact for quite three weeks, and that 1-am
iat present making our mourning, your
| news is something astonishing,” sarcas-
tically. *“Uncle George is dead; I'm go-
ing to be married! Do try and think of
something else, or is it a new game?”

“Be qtiiet, Esme; you are just as bad
{as Teddy. The will has been found, after
a long search, in a coat pocket—of all
places! and particulars have come by the
afternoon post. Mr. Bell has been over
to Byford and brought our letters—-"
| *“But to the point, my good girl, if there
is one!”

‘“The point is that he has left two hun-
dred a year to Sopp and the parrot, twen-
ty pounds to each of us for a mourning
ring—"

““And this has turned your head,” breke
in her sister. “How 1 wish he had left
| us the money instead!”

“Do let me finish,” cried Gussie, with
an angry little stamp. *“I want to be the
first to tell you! I’'ve kept the last as a
kind of plum; listen,” gesticulating ex-
citedly. *All his money in the funds,
forty thousand pounds, goes to you and
Miles Brabazon; and here is the cream of
the whole thing, provided—you—marry—
each—other within six months of his de-
cease. Now, is not that news for you?
What do you call that but a wedding in
the family?” she demanded triumphantly
of her sister, who stood staring at her
with pale, wide-eyed astonishment.

“It is not true. I don’t believe it. It’s
a joke,” she said at last, in a faint voice,
gazing at Gussie with a look of horrified
incredulity.

“It’s quite, quite true; beautifully, de-
lightfully true!” returned the young lady.
“Come and let us have a dance of jubi-
lee,” humming a waltz, and seizing her
stupefied sister around her waist, and
beginning to whirl her about the room.

“Stop, stop, stop, Gussie!” she cried,
breathlessly; “are you in your right
senses?”’ holding her fast, and gazing in-
to her flushed face and sparkling eyes.
“Are you serious? Just let me look at
you!” drawing her toward the window.

“Perfectly serious,” she panted, *“and
nearly out of my mind with joy. You
will have a nice little house in town, a
victoria for the park, lots of dances and
dinners, at which your elder sister,
chnrming Miss Brabazon, will be the
piece de resistance.”

“Paor old gentleman! 1 always thought
he was odd; very queer, indeed,” re-
turned her klster, slowly.

“Miles is in Burmah, I believe,” said"]
Gussie. “I wonder what he will think
of this legacy!”

“Think—what every one must think,”
returned Esme, decidedly, “thnt Uncle
George was mad)"”

“Not a bit of it, my dear.

1 mnt you
. once
wanted Aunt Jane and Flo to have him
looked after and locked up, but it would
have been utter nonseuse. ‘Because a
man wears queer clothes and devours hot

‘| curries .and_ Arabian a‘l;;lt:e':dn& "’ln:'e §
o&ntu} W at. e |
as perfectly :

I”’iud

‘well able
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‘about money.”

Esme, shrugging her shoulders; “on!y Tm
sorry he made such a foolish will.”
“Foolish will!” cried Gussie,- “Wlm

: hmmﬂ !t‘nabuuﬂmmbu‘tf"

would warrant the suspicion that you had”

“Well, it's no business of mine,” uld '

yon are the prettiest girl in
boastfully.

“The prettiest girl in Thornshire”
not the least notice of this brilliant enn
pliment, but bégan to sh %! out, fold up
and put away her unfortunate work, evi-
dently. incapacitated. for rther in-
dustry that a(!;‘ternoo’n ‘W 5
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BAPTEB IV.

Let us now adjourn to British Bumh.
and pay a visit to the othor legatee, Cap-
tain Miles Brabazon. A single flight of
imagination ‘will . land us in ‘Rangoon,
without undergoing forty days’ tomu'e
on the high seas,

“T only wish 1 had your luck, tlmt’s cll!
But I always knew you were born with
a silver spoon in your mouth, and that
Dame Fortune had her eye on you.”

The speaker, 4 young man in polo cos-
tume, long boots and dangerous looking
spurs, was sitting on a teak-wood table
in an easy, degage attitude, with his cap
set on the side of his close-cropped sandy
head, a polo stick in one hand.

The gentleman upen whom Dame For-
tune was supposed to “have’ her eye'’—
also in polo garb—was sunk in the depths
of a Bombay chair, an expression of
growing dissatisfaction upon his naturally
gay and good-looking countenance. He
held a large blue letter in his hand, and
the ground around him was littered with
papers and envelopes; evidently the Eu-
ropean mail had just come in. The young
man with the boots and spurs is Mr.
Gee, the other Captain Brabazon, both
officers in the Royal Marchers, at present
luxuriating in the climate of British
Burmah. They are friends, and partners
in the straggling woodeén bungalow in
which we find them.

“Luck, indeed,” growled Captain Bra-
bazon, angrily, crumpling up ‘the letter
and thrusting it into his breast pocket, *'1L
see no luek in it; quite the other way!”

“Will ye listen to him!” cried Mr. Gee.
“Have you not always had enough for
your modest wants?”

“That’s because they were modest,” re-
turned the other, promptly.

“Have you not had the best of health,
even in this beastly climate? which is
enough to undermine the constitution of
a rhinoceros! Have you not had speedy
promotion? . Haven’t you youth?’ paus-
ing a second for breath.

*Go on; don't shirk it! Why not say
beauty at once?” suggested his compan-
ion, encouragingly.

“Well, I'll even go as far as that,”
generously, “though that was not what
I was going to remark; but everyone
knows, yourself included, that you're a
good-looking fellow, and quite one of our
show men. And you have actually the
cheek to sit there calmly and tell me to
my face.that you are not a lucky fellow,
when bank on the top of all this comes
a thumping legacy of _forty thousand
pounds. I only wish I hfd Balf your com-
plaint, that’s all!”

“I wish to goodness you had,” return-
ed the other, sulkily. *“You seem to for-
get, my clever and very sanguine friend,
that I’ve only a half share in the booty,
a half share and a better half. Sounds
like a pun, eh? You have overlooked one
little detail, matrimony, and that if 1
don’t marry this girl within six months
all the coin goes to a college in Calcutta.
Did you ever know such an old hunks?’
Now standing up, walking to the doorway

rand leaning against one of the posts,

“Why the mischief could he not divide
the money and leave us each half?’ he
demanded, angrily, of his friend.

“Ay, why, indeed ?”’ rejoined Mr. Gee.

“It all came of my tipping him a ten-
pound note.”

“Your grandmother!” ejaculated Mr,
Gee, with a laugh of the rudest incred-
dulity.

“QGreat-grandmother, if you like, but
it's a fact! When the old chap came
home from India, with pots of money, he
was awfully afraid of being set upon by
hordes of needy relations. A bright idea
struck him, He hastily retired to a shady
suburb in London and set up as a pauper.
In other words, sent round a begging let-
ter for a little help, to keep hipe” from
want in his old age. Rather grim kind of
joke, eh?”

“Rather,’} returned Mr. Gee, admiring-
ly; *““and not a bad idea.”

“Any old fellow who was capable of
that would be capable of anything, this
will inclusive,” exclaimed his - nephew,
emphatically. “However, to go on with
my story. Mrs. Adrian Brabazon, my fu-
ture stepmother-in-law, pleaded poverty;
Aunt Jane made no excuse of any kind,
doubtless she smelled a rat; and I, being
just then rather flush of coin, sent him
a tenner, with a promise to do what 1
could; for, after all, he was my father’s’
brother, and I could not let the old beg-
gar starve,” apologetically.

(To be continued,)

The Gift that Fritz Sent.

When geood-natured, easy-going Frits
asked his American wife to go down-
town and pick out some little present
for his sister in Germany he sighed.
He had squandered his fortune, but his
sister still had hers, which careful Teu-
tonic management had aided and qwell-
ed to a beautiful degree. The Ameri-
can wife knew nothing of her sister-in-
law, but she fully appreciated the’ lim-
itations of her own finances as wén as
the difficulty of sending a gift so far
as Germany, so she went to repodtory
for woman'’s work and discovered there

a dainty bag of chamois mmmw"”,d of

broidered with wreaths of forget-me-
nots ‘and embiazoned with the one
word “Money,” to.indicate. its use as a
secret purse to be worn about the nock

for safety in traveling.

It semed an innocuous lit
Fritz nearly went into
light ‘'when he 1
very thing,” he gasped. “I wou
‘ask her—nol" mm$,
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“tion’ o! William Goebel are’ lhﬂst certain §'

to involve Kentucky
in the worst feud

. 1
,EF” Jknown.;in the

pmlléau ‘of n‘l’s

don have publicly an-
- 'nounceéd that - no
o ‘Democrat ‘ecan ever
.make a publie speech
~in. that -town,  Ae-
. cording to a corre-
Y’ spondent a  Jeading
SHERIFE RUTER. Republican of Lon-
don said;’
don to make a speech a committee will
waeit on him and-tell him.that he cannot
make a Democratie speech there, and it
he insists he will be shot as soon as he
rises to_begin his address.”

The examining ‘trial of Caleb Powers
was continued at Frankfort Monday be-
ford Judge Moore.
went on the stand for cross examination
by the defense. Golden, in his testimony
Saturday, told of the aHeged plot to kill
Goebel: During the hearing he said:
“John Powers told me they had two nig-
gers here to kill Goebel. They were
Hockersmith and Dick Coombs,” The
morning of the shooting,” continued Gold-
en, “John Powers said to me, ‘Goebel
is. going to be killed this morning.’ 1
said: “This ‘must not be done. We must
go and see Caleb., John Powers saw
him; I didn’t.”

Golden, who claims to have been a
friend to Secretary of State Caleb Pow-
ers and his brother, John Powers, for
years, gave testimony
that was particularly
damaging to John
Powers, but he also
brought in the names
of mdny others, in-
cluding Charles Fin-
ley, W. H. Culton
and Claimant -Gov- .
ernor Taylor, in his
story of the bringing
of the mountaineers 1 !
to Frankfort previous W. II. CULTON.
to the assassination. Mr. Taylor, how-
ever, was not directly implicated. Gold-
en’s testimony tended to show that a plan
was made to bring several hundred “‘reg-
ular mountain feudists” to Frankfort,
who would, if necessary, as Golden ex-
pressed it, “go into the legislative hall
and kill off enough Democrats to make
it our way.” The testimony did not show
that the alleged plot to kill Goebel was
part of the original plan, nor did it con-
tain the names of those who conceived
that idea. It did show, however, that
Caleb Powers gave Golden money with
which to pay the way of the feudists to
Frankfort.

Witnesses and lawyers figuring in the
trial of the Goebel suspects are living in
daily fear of assassination. Col, Jack

Chinn has received
many threatening let-
ters, while Attorney
Campbell, chief pros-
ecuting counsel, says
he does not expect to
be allowed to live
through the trial.

—. It is now alleged by
the prosecution that
the murder of Goebel
was the result of a
plot, cunningly exe-

CAPT. DAVIS. cuted. The plot, it is
said, involves Chief Justicer Hazlerigg
and Judge Poynter, of the Court of Ap-
peals. The State asserts it ¢an show
that it was the purpose of the plotters to
kill Goebel Monday instead of Tuesday,
but on that day he was surrounded by
so many friends as he walked into the
State House that it was impossible to
get a good shot at him.

TRUE TO HER FIRST LOVE.

Romantic Reunion of Lovers Who Quar-
; “reled and Separated. |

‘The marriage in Waterbury, Conn., re-
¢ently of Thomas Connors and Margaret
Fitzmaurice is the: culmination of a ro-
mance in which there are love, a quarrel,
separation and happy reunion. A dozen
years ago Connors and his: bride '‘were
sweethearts in Ireland. . There came a
quarrel over some trxﬂmg matter and
they drifted apart.. Neigher would speak
the word of reconciliation, though each
eagerly awaited a chance to meet it with
parden. Mr. Connors came to America
and settled himseélf in Chicago.
he became a good mechanic and saved his
money against the ‘time he should hear
from ‘Margaret. She waited two years
and also came to America, finding a home
in Waterbury.

Here Patrick Driscoll,
worker, paid court to her, but 'she would
not give him’ her promive. “H
sistent, and she at last,’
her first lover had gong out of-
for good and all, accepted Mr..
Their wedding day arrived, bat t
to-be was net at the altar.
forget the old love. " 4 $

The story.of the weddﬁ:g thnt.t,

into the papers, and so Mr. §
irgaret. He M
her of his long years oemmm
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F. Wharton Golden |

There |

e ’was per- ;
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and |

asked her-to pardon-
him in her affections.
cently was the mnlt.
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The trials of Caleb Povmrap lnd other 3
blicans ‘for the alleged’

“If a Democrat comes to Lon- | |
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Rensselaer Time-Table,
Corrected to May 8, 1809,
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N>, &1 —Fast
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No. a--llllk nooomm (da i
No. 3—-Loulsvllle Bxpreﬁ. (dailp ) o
'bu 15--Loeal freight. » ;

Nortll Bound.
No. L—Mnﬂ (daily)
No. 40—Milk uccomm o (dailv) .....
No. 32—Fsst Mail 53
*No. 30—Cin.to Ch'leago Ves, Mail ..
No 38—Cin. to Chicago. .
6—-Mail xmd Ext.wess (duil\\ o5
'No.

No. 74—Froight, tdnilv' Gl ; 09 p.
‘Dami' except Sunday.
ay on
No. 74 cnrrnes passeugers between Monon

and Lowell,

Hammond has been made a regular stop
for No. 30.

No. 3Zand 33 now stop at Cedar Lake.

FraNk J. REED, G. P. A.,
W. H. McDoEL, President and Gen. M'g'r,
CHas. H, RockweLy, Traffic M'g'r,
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New Undertaking

In Horton buitding, one door
west of Makeever House, with a
comple e and first-class stock of

FUNERAL FURNISHINGS

sx,vcctfully solicit a share of the
r c's patronage and guar.mtec sat-
faction in every ct. Calls
promptly responded to ay or night,

A. B GOWGILL.,

Residence at Makeever House. pnone 1or-

The
Needle

a thrifty wire | 58

1st District. .
2nd District..
2rd District. .
Commissioner's court—First Mondty
each month, *

CITY OFFICERS.

Attorney
Civil Engineer
Fire Chief..
cot Mlullx
Murmy.Chu ;
Johu l'l.sr C. G.S itbt

tstward........
tnd wared.. ..
3rd ward.. ...

JUDICIAL.
Circuit Judge
Prosecutiu - attorney
Terms of Court.—Second Monda,

n Febm~
ary, April, September and Novem

COUNTY BOARD OF EDUCATION.
TRUSTEES,
Robert S, Drakc
A. W. Prevo.. .
John F. Pettit. .
Samuel R. Nichols..

' James D.

Ba/
Marcus W. Reed...., ...
Jackson Preeland....
C.C. Bierma.. 3
4. C. Kanpke..
Albert S,
John A,
Geor;
B.D.

J.D. Allman..

« Warren.
Edward T. Big
Louis H. Hamilt

CHURCHES,

FIRST BAPTIST—Preaching every two weeks |
at 10:45 a. m. and 7 p, m; Sunda school !
9:30: B. Y. P. U, 6 p. m. Sunday; praye
meeting 7 p. m.

FREE BAPTIST—One service évery Sunday
morning and evening, alternately. Praya!‘
meeting Tuesd? e‘euing A.C. F
Sunday, 6:30

Cunu‘rux——Comer \’an Renaselaer nnd
Susan. Preaching, 10 45 aud 8:00;
school_9:80; J. Y. P.'S do-
P 8¢, E'L 303 Prnyer meetlngg?:

7:30. A. L, Ward ‘e
Society meets every Wednesday aftern

by appointment.

meets e\'er'y Wedne: sda aftemoon.
Missionary Society. moyuthly Rev. C.

Jeffries,
at lo 45 and 7:30

M: u'r—-l’reachi
‘“;'gj'"ﬁ B SRR,

e!y every \Vedneuiay aﬁemoon b’
appoin

JCmfncn OF Gon—-—Corp

aching 10:45 and 7 :30’
H ‘er meeting, Thund:y

Y meets everi
gan:tn by appointment. Rev. A.

CATHOLIC Cnuncu——St
Divisionand Susan S Aagmaine a"&&

?ather xhomull‘c‘ 1 u.ao g n/l'f .

M)DGBSAKD SOCIETIES.

buns;xxc—f'nhie e, No. 195. A. F
| w b A i e

> v‘ . o
EVENING STAR CHAPTER—No. ul
meets first and :
month, MaudeSpiier, W.

| cATHOLIC ORDER FORRESTERS—

Court, No. 418, meets ev n nd
Sundiy of the month at 2 ;ry ‘




