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§ Patty,”
% A\l W\ X0
(Coatix
wr soun 1 sadly imiliar says
Cliffor Both Hilary and Diana are
1
( think o me spotless Pethep
b % Miss Kinsella,
dis Mrs, ( r me  deae,
. n Irs. Melntyre's,
1 \ you go up to her,
" Petl off You
coul 1 to her, n dear, that he
1 S es on | na
i [ " sayvs she.
1 ¥ lit 1 and you must
tak ot Mrs. M t vourself,
Y Ny it favarite of
hers, a she 1 refuse vyou nothing.
Il xplain the case, and vyeu can
de
“y ildn't come with me, me
dea
“1 ecounld says Diana thonghfully,
know I should spoil matters.
: are so eloyuent, dear Miss
1 re no advocate.”’
The old maid brightens up pereceptibly,

an airy little shake.
nt te see the fact
ledged at last.

sy MNO

dear, there's some

truth in

what you say,”’ returns she modestly,
‘and I'll take the note. Whilst vou're
1z it, I'm thinking I'll tell you a

tle thing I said to that brazen crea-
. Mrs. Dyson-Moore. My gracious,
Mr. Clifford, did be see her petticoats?”’
“I tried hard,’’ says Clifford. “I think.
after a bit, I did.”’
“Scandalous! Scandalous!’
sella uplifts her arms.

Miss Kin-

*“What did you say to her, Miss Kin-
sella?’’ asks Hilary.

“Just a word, me dear. No more. I
went up to her when she was dancing

with one o’ them stravaglers
barracks, an’ I asked

from the
her wouldn't she

like the loan of a kilt? It struck me,”
says Miss Kinsella thoughtfully, ‘‘that
she was a lictle short with me, when I

met her at supper afterward.’’

“You?"" begins Clifford, ‘‘but—"’

At this moment a loud knock at the
hall door is heard.

“Who's that?”’ demands Miss Kinsella,
eagerly.

“Some friend, no doubt,’’
carelessly. ‘‘Now, here is the note. You
ought to take it at once. You know 1if
the account is sent to the papers—'’

“I know.” Miss Kinsella is peering
out of the window that commands the
hall door. *‘Why—if it dsn’t that young
man that is staying with Mrs. Dyson-
Moore, "’

“Is it? Very likely.
o about that
nephew—"’

*‘Is he coming to see you now, cr Miss
Burroughs?"’

““Both—he,”” desperately,
consin of ours. But if you don’t—"’

see at once, if your

“*A cousin? You don’t say so. On the
mether’s side, or the father’s®”’ |
‘““The father’s. No, the motheir's—I

assure you the first—"’
“Then, let me see, his mname should
R v

‘“‘I'll see you to the gate, Miss Kin-
sella,”” says Clifford genially, conveying

the old lady safely out of the room just |
as Ker enters. Miss Kinsella manages to |

&give 1 & good stare, hewever,
pass each other.

as they

CHAPTER X1V.

Luncheon is over; it had proved in the
beginning rather a trial to Diana, who
eould not forget that other Juncheon, in
which Hilary had played such a leading
part. DBut Clifford had said something
abouat it, to which Ker had responded
with an utterly mnembarrassed air, and
then they all laughed. So it had ended.

After luncheon Ker had asked Hilary
to show him the pretty garden outside, a

glimpse of which could be ecaught from { oy t gD
' may cone to-mo L

the dining-room windows, and she had
put on a big straw hat, pieturesque to
the lust degree, and brought him out—
here.

‘ After all,”’ says Ker,
had better talk about it.”

They are sitting in the little arbor by
this time (all overgrown by trailing
roses), and a slight pause had come in
the rather hurried conversation that up
to this has been carried on between
them.

“*About—*" Her tone is a little faint.
Her pretenee at ignorance poor indeed.

“I know it is hard for you,’’ says he
hurriedly, “but it has to be done, you
see, and—you must only try and forgive
me.  Of course, you have only to say one
word, and I'm off to India again to-mor-
row, and that blessed £18,000 a year |
may go anywhere you like for all I care.
If only your refusal of me would give it
to you, I should feel contented. But as

it is—"’

““I suppose we

*Or,” says she slowly, lookine on the
ground, “‘if your refusal to marry me—"’
“Well, I haven't refused,’ he,

,
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“I don’t see that; I don't, indced. You
put it rather unfairly.”’

| *To marry just for position?"

“Yes, Iknow, it sounds beast Yy, but—"’
‘But what$”’ has gone back to

wtruction of the im nt buds by

! 2 here,”’ says he earnestly,

| { , On meeting you, that I—wel

| hated you for exan ple, Iwouldn't marry
you if I were to lose ten times the mnn»‘:\'
by my refusal. But I can't help thinking |
t as we are both free—By-the-bye,’
breaking off, *‘you are freey”

‘“Oh, yes; as air,”” Dbreaking into a

little shy laugh.

““Well, then,” says he, with an evi-
dent h of relief, ‘‘there is not so much
to fe -

| She glances at him.
| ‘‘For you,” says she. ‘‘But,’’ she leans
toward him. ‘“But how for me? Have
| you,” her dark, blue eyes search his anx-
iously, ‘“never been in love?"’
“In love?” He colors .\11;11\”_\' “Not in
| love: I may have fancied people. ™’
{  “Fancied them?”’ She looks uncertain
[ ““Well, yes, liked them—in a way."”’
1 “Onoe?”
This is tao much for Ker. He

smiles

i ““Oh, half-a-dozen times," says he.
I “That’s better,”” says Hilary gravelw,
unmoved outwardly by his mirth, if
i secretly a little annoyed by it; “1 prefer
that.”’
“*On the idea that there’'s safety im a
I multitude.”” He is still smiling.
{  ““Yes,” a little coldly. ‘‘But anyway

| you have got the best of this bargaim, as
! I have never been in love at all!’’
““Well, but neither have I,”’ says he.
“You remember I told you that.”’
““Still you have ‘fancied’ people. I,”
slowly, ‘‘have never fancied anybody!"
Ker takes a step toward her,

| his hips.

|  *““Then, perhaps there
me?” says he, not
you give me my chance?’

Hilary takes her hand out of his.

| *““The whole thing is so absurd,”” says

| she ruefully. ‘‘I want to marry vou, and

you want to marry me, just because we
shall be rich people if we do, and poor

{ people if we don’t. But once married, if

{ we found we did not like each other—

"

is a chance for
ungracefully. *‘Will

)

"

‘It is a risk certainly,’’ says Ker, very
gravely. He pauses; then he looks at
her. “I am content to accept it,” says
he.
| Hilary flushes faintly.
; downcast, her lovely face
i little sad, a little thoughtful. All at

once Ker knows that to him, at all
‘ events, it is the one beautiful faee dn the
; world.

.‘ In an impulsive fashion he takes her
| hand again, now holding it closely.

Her eyes are
is looking a

“Will you risk it?"’ asks he.

It is a proposal. He feels her hand
tremble wgthin his. Will she? Will she?
‘“There would be some time befoere—

)

\
|

| She raises her eyes to his.
i

| before—’

|

\

!

‘‘Some little time—a month. You
know the will is very stern.”’

“Well—wes,”” says she with a sigh.
The sigh is hardly complimentary, yet

Ker accepts it with an excellent grace.

“You are too good,’” says he with
quiet earnestness.

She breaks away from him impatiently.

“Iam not. And I hate myself. To
consent to marry a perfect stranger, eme
of whom I know nothing?”’

“You know., at all events, that I like
beer.”’

‘“Oh, you are too bad,”” she frowns,
but after a struggle with herself, she
breaks into merry if unwilling laughter.
‘““There, go away,’’ says she petulantly.
‘I want to be alone.”

’

however?’

“Ye—s. Yes, of eourse. To luncheon?$”

“I'm afraid not so early as that. Mrs.
Dyson-Moore has something on for to-
morrow; I forget what. Some people to
luncheon, anyway, bat if I may come at
three?”’

“#¥Xon may."

Her tone is a little low. Somehow, she
had not liked his refusal to lonch with
her. However little she may be to him,
she certainly ought to be meore than Mrs.
Dyson-Moore.

“‘That is settled then,’” says Ker.

“Good-by,’’ says Hilary.

““Good-by.”” He takes her proffered
Lhand and holds it. ‘“This is mine?”’
questions he, tightening his fingers over
it.

Hilary makes a little affirmative ges-
ture. A most unsatisfactory one.

“You will be my wife?” asks Ker,
more decisively this time. He had dis-
liked that silent assent.

“I will.”” Her answer now is
enough, anyway, if ideally cold.

Ker, after a second’'s examination
her face, stoops and presses
her cheek. It is the calmest kiss on rec-

distinet

of

i p ‘» 1 savs she with crd, yet he has the sur’i.~f:\cti0n (f.smsing
aq r litt i that it touches her. She grows, 'm:l?v(.i,
r, Wl 2 By that crimson. .\'hv. drm\‘il'u',-k from him,it is |
He up wokibe at her true, with a little offended gesture, but |
I V't W What 1 mean in doing so she lets him see her v;‘_v:’: {
I stand there staring at me. "’ " | They are full of tears, :x'nd a little quick
S b too ) . ¢, | surprise and indignation, and a new
by 1 Salt - Sswivgpeh sweet suspicion of shame, but nothing at
1oy ‘ : ‘ all of horror, or shrinking, or dislike.
W ] : * & * * * *
. 4 &5 He leaves her, well satisfied. He goes
2 I And with a licht and cheerful step up the
- . t worse 1 is, that 1 \' road. How beautiful she is; how full of
feel as if 1 was in fault f strong, young life. No silly fool! He
' 3 4 could not have endured a silly fool,
| however pretty. For the first time In his |
i : life he knows himself to be h(\.’lt‘.‘"ﬂ)’ in |
: I 3 i love. And she—she will come to love
s t a { him in time. He will be so good to her.
: ' : " His life shall be hors. By-the-biye, why
I » get out of this luncheon at the
: i res’ to-mmorrow? If he started
| ning train he could get to |
| Cor 4 1 11d  there buy her |
g i e 11 a ring, and he
. syl | woul ' to ve her something. Of
by = wort 1ch { course, that would prevent his being
‘ bplies e 7 to bo .+ ) with her at three o’'clock as he had ar-
: tvely rapged. He coyld not possibly be_there

and lift- |
ing one of her hands, raises it lightly to |

his lips to |

l BULLE lour, LUt e coud expiain to  ner;
and of all girls he has ever met, she
' seems the most reasonable as well as the

i most beautiful, and the most—ete., ete

CHAPTER XV.

' Half through the night Hilary lies
awake, thinking—thinking always of
this new n ‘mtous step she is about to
take. AsKing herself shall she take it
Is it advisable? 1Is it too late to with-
draw

Does she like him?  Like him, that is,

Il enough to marry him? That is the
uestion,

Of rse, love is out of the question.

i * thoughts ander a little—

|

er afield indeed 1d lose themselves

nal Lieetion of his eyes—so dark and
! is mouth—so firm, so kind, his
well it sits upon his head, and
\ hiead it has to sit upon!
rself here with ar
. aY ¢k to her
i ive | he has for
A} n very bare
| ing, cor ring how little she h e
f hin VOl r enough to
nable i t \ her whole life with
h Would it entitie her to aecept him ¢
1 niust | S
\nd would i | t } or t
herself to thus en K on & voyage that
\ 1 ast all t t
certainly—without so . thing to
| &0 apet
Iv is & most vexed questi And the:
are so few days given in which to think |
of it. That miserable will has rushed
them into a corner. Only a month in
W ideh to decide the woe or the wolfax
of two lives! Does she like him well
enough? As usual, the first thougit

oommes back again. And he—does he like

er? He had hesitated about coming
arly to-morrow.

When she wakes, to-merrow is  here.
christened by another name. A very

lovely
i tender warmth, mellowed by the singing
| of innumerable birds.

{ - % L3 * *
|

|

|

|

to-norrow too.

All blue sky and

Three o’clock has come and zone. The

{ clock strikes four. Hilary, who bad put
on her prettiest frock an hour for
evidently no purpose whatever, is now
A little, to the

ago,

| feeling a little angry.

outsiders. Inwardly she is raging.

Presently she comes down
dressed for a walk.

“You are going omt., Hilary?” says
Diana, in dismay. ‘‘But—Frederic?”’

““Well, what of him?"’ says the girl,
| turning upon her sharply. ‘‘After all,
Di, I feel I have laid myself open to this
sort of thing. So put an end to it, once
and for all. Please tell Jim I would not
marry Mr. Ker, if he were to go on his
knees to me.”

“Is this quite wise?"’ falters Diana.
|  “Oh! wise! He is wise if you like.”

! “You mean, darling—"
“That he detests me!"’
‘“Hilary!”’

But Hilary iz gomne.
Up-up the hill she runs,
the energy that eases her
| angry pain that is desolating her heart.
In this fresh place, the air is
twittering of birds—of new-blown breezes.
She is feeling so low down in the werld
—s0 dejected—that this evidence of joy
| and hope in Nature comes to her as a
| tonic. She is mot in touch with Nature
! at this moment, it is true, and yet the
sweetness of it restores her in & measure

to her usual state «f mind.

She had reached an outstanding bowil-
der on the hill, and resting there for.a
| moment, looks first to the lovely sky,
and then behind her.

Behind her is Ker—advancing towamd
her with rapid strides.

“I'm afraid,’” exclanns he, as he comes
up with her, “I'm awfully late. So''—
breathlessly—**sor1v.”’

“I'm sorry to see you so dreadfully out
of breath,”” says Hilary ecourteously—
ieily. ‘It reallr would not have mat-
tered.”” with a distinctly hostile smile,
““if you had not come—'"' she hesitates—
she would have given anything to say
‘‘at all,”” but the rudeness is too much
for her—'‘until a little later. ’

Ker stares at her.

‘I tried my best,” says he—the first
warm friendliness of his tone gone—a
friendliness o near to love—‘but—"’

‘It is sometimes hard to get away.”
Her lip curls involuntarily.

‘‘Sometimes! Espeeially when—"’

He has been about to anathematize the
train, which had been fifteen minutes
late, but she interrupts him.

“I quite understand. You really must
not apologize to me. There is no reason
why yon should.”

““Certainly there

ready

g

delighting im
of half the

is rcason,’’ says he,

with quiet determination. ‘I told you
I should be with you by three, and it is
| &
| mow considerably later than that. I owe

you an apology—so far.”

“I'Hl let you off,"”’ returns she, calmly.
‘A guest is often tied more or less.’’
““Mrs. Dyson-Moore, however, was not
the cause of my being late.”’

“No?"" The disbelief conveyed in this
word is very faint and bhardly reaches
Ker. who has gone off on another soliu-
tion of this mystery.

Good Heavens! Faney her being so
riled over a mere trifle like this. Even
supposing he had been late, without go-
{ ing to Cork at all, need she have taken
it like this? A fellow has lots of things

to keep him someatimes. Only yesterday
he had told himseil she was the most
reasonable girl in the world, and now—

! They are coming down the hill again
I and he finds after getting out of his dis-
agreeable revery that she is saying some-
thing.

“Of course Mrs. Dyson-Moore would
| not be the cause of anything disagree-

Y able. She is altogether charming, I've—
been told.”’

The meaning in the emphasis is clear.

‘“Is she?’’ says Ker abruptly.

““You should hardly be the one to
that question. You are in a pesition to
know—you who are staying with her—
whether she comes under that name or
| not.”

acle
asK

““ "Pcn my word I haven’t thought
about it,”’ says Ker impatiently. Hilary
throws up her head. Contempt takes

possession of her. Was ever prevarication

| ple’s handy

I conlid

full o | gpen a manufacturer of currency, but

MON
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| giviug relief after the first two or three

 mational banks receive their bills in
| sheets of 12, which are cut after being
| gigned.

clearer? She is preparing another topie
of conversation—the all-absorbing H |
Rule bill for choice—that will take her
i as far as the hall-door (still a good half-
mile away), where she hopes the good
oak door will close against him, and bar
him out of her life forever, when sud-
i denly he takes the initiative.
{  ‘““What’s the matter with
he

The question is so biunt, so unexpect-
ed, that it leaves her without speech for
a moment, but with a considerably
heightened color.

‘'With me?”’

(To bLe cont

me

“v.\vl'/.. acka
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0 HEALTH

Yotr Draggist Will Hand it to You for
the Asking.

Tells You the Symptons of all
Commonu WDisease — Tells
You Just What to de for
Each -shows Yom
How to Be
Your ¢wn
Docltor

Thousands of do!lars Lave Lieen spent by

Prof. Munyon in the preparation of a peo-
manual, One that
be by anybody that {
coa'd read—that would reuder doctors’
visits and doctors’ bills ahsolutely unneces-

health

understood

sary, and to-day it is as near perfect as
researgh, money and the

screntitic most

advauced wed.cal koowledge can make it.

i i< calied “Munyon’s Guide to Health,”
aud 1t i« yvours for the asking., Not a
prrny of cost to you.  Get it at your drug
~tore.  If your druggist hasn’t it & posial

card to Prof. Munyon will bring it.
lhe Munyon Kem-dies act instantly,
doses and effecting a rapid cure, even in
the most cases. There is a
rerarate Munyon Remedy for each disease
and each specific bas plain directions, so
these can be no mistake.

Wheie you are in doubt,a personal
letter to Profes-or Munyon will be answer-
ed, with free medcal aavice for any
disesse.
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Money %o Slice Up.
A woman puzzled a Boston clerk con-
giderably recently. Her husband is a
bank president in Newburyport. The

The generous president gave
one of these sheets to his wife, and she
naturally started at once for Boston.
After making some purchases in one of
the large stores she drew the bills out
of her pocketbook and calmly said to
the clerk, ‘‘Liend me your scissors, and
1 will pay you,” thereupon cutting off
a bill. The astounded clerk at first re-
fused to recelve such money from so

finally the matter was explained.—Bos-
fon Record.

Wouldn't Do In Kentacky.

“Now,’’ £aid the lecturer on matural
science before a Kentucky audience,
‘‘we will suppose a regiom im which
nothing existed but water.’’

‘‘No! nof”’ replied a dozen indignant
voices at once. ‘‘We will suppose noth-
ing of the kind.’’—Atlanta Camstita-
tion. ~\
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getting glasses much longer.

SIGK READACHE
H @E j = L . 1‘-}‘: "B
Positively cured by these

Little Pills,
They ziso relieve Distress from Dyspepsia,

Indigestion and Too Hcarty Eating. A per-
ect remeay for Dizzincss, Nausca, Drowsi-
ness, Bad Tastcin the Mouth, Coated Tongue
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.
Small Piil. Emall Dose,
. Small Price.

Substitution

the fraud of the day.

get Carter's,

rt Pl = SRR - 1
insist and demand
: Little Liver Pills.
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ples of our goods. Should he call
your favorable consideration, and
bim will be fillec as soon as possib

wish.

SPECTACLES.

Over twenty-five years I have been in the Spectacle bus-
moss and during that time have fitted hundreds and hundreds
of persons. Some had put off getting glasses so long that they
could not sze a large 4 inch letter A without going within 2 or
3 feet of it, and might have gone blind if they had put off
Others have been
rather wisfitted, with wrong glasses by travellers, and charg--
2d a great deal more than they ought to have been. This
y-ar our traveller, Mr. C. H. White, intends calling on par--
ties at their homes in the country, to test eyes and show sam-

on you I bespeak for him

any order you may give:

le and guaranteed by me.

Glasses can also be exchanged at the store, CAMerox Broek,
City, if after a trial they do not prove as satisfactory as you
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Colors.

are that kind. Suug, trim looking attrac
as our sales show.

Hen's Lines of Co’ored Shoes fop

Ou}' Ladies, Oxfords are marvels of he
Children’s in all styles. Men’s Bicycle
staple lines. Oreat variety. Low prices.

Sunnyside Shoe Store.

Salute the

We make it comfortab’e for our patrons by selling then cheerful shoes, Ourr

tive shapes that are liked immensely

Summer wear

auty and good value,
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