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mood to mske the effors. She soarcely
She fievoe little laugh.
gave quite s
1" she snid. * You have
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bad not seen him.
When Lady Theobald descended to bresk.
fass, she found bim over his news.

paper, and he glanced up a¢ her with s polite

"G’dngtastunuﬂ?"bw
o mymyw to this
-—dn;mm_t,’h'zldydnpm' -

it} ded. * "i.nuuly.joy_m °

o' walk withs Praseis Bacoid;

my mind.

* Noneed to dress yourself like thas, if it | ssid, mentally.
Why don’s | it 2"

iy - hﬁﬁmm ‘m’plpﬁ-t_’np-—hmn_hud myself im
Oectavis, on the contary, did not ask He thonghs such rapsure disproportionate ;n. and it is rather hitter, I muss con-

isw’t,” ejaculsted Mr. Binnie.
aﬁ st home, if you don’s want to go ?

sall right, isn’the? Onoe koew s mas
of she neme of myself. Onec
the few decens fellows 'vemes. IfI was

sure this was the sames mawp, I'd myseif.
WhenI find & fdlov who's ndqﬁolrh-.

the firss time he saw her in the she Bad

copied from Octavia's.

gown
* Didu’s ges it here, I'1l wager.”’
* 1% is an old dress I remodeled,’”” answered
Elg?,mwhndm « I made it my-
* Doesn’s look like it,” he said, grafily.
was i

/ until sfter
Wednesday,” she had ssid to Mr. Burmi-
tone. ‘‘ Perbaps she wouldn’s les me go.
She will be very aogry, I am sure.”

** And you are nos sfraid 7"’

** No,”" she answered, ** I sm not sfiaid as
all. Iehall nos be afraid agnin.'

In facs, she had y confounded her
ladyship by her . She Hore her
fiervest quailing in the leass,

most i she was composed
amcwd. Onl:l:mmndmy
's referring to plaus futurs,
she received a blow which fairly stunned
her. The girl rose from her chair, and
with o suggestion of hauteur easy
confrons.

* I beg you will nos to me of shat
sgein,” shessid. I noslisten.”” And
turning sbout, she walled outof the room.

** This,”” her ip had Mh:
sepulchral tones, when recovered
bramth—* this isone of the results of Miss
QOctavia Bassett.’ And noshiog more had

gram, which ran as follows :
Axriveg'wd.y.pu%g:‘mh you to-
MABRTIN BASSETT.
On reading this communication, Miss
Belinds burss into floods of tears. -

“ Dear, dear Martin !” she wept.
think shst we should meet again!
didn’s be let us know he was on the way ? I

shoutd bave been so suxious thas I should | ™%

She is usually
"Puh-pnmtﬁltonadlm

i ’g.alim”
privasely ornbam,
whose taste bad nos been consulted abous
ber own.

bad st once astached themseives to her
teain.

I say, Barold,” bad ssid to him,
“ why didn’s you tell us sbout this? Joily

fellow you are, $0 coms mooning here

s couple of months and keep it all to
yourseif.”

And then bad ocome Lord Lausdowne,
who, in crossing the lawn tc shake hands
wish his host, bad been cbserved to keep

“g:uni-_!." be said, siter having

bis first words, ** who is thas tall
Sl i white 7"

And in ten minutes, Lady Thecbald,
Mrs. Bornbam, Mr. Barcld, and divers
others oo numercus $o mension, ssw him

4
'M

that,”” he blarted out. |t

gqm.ocﬁn beech-tree, and as
80, Octavis turned her face s little snd

she was being frowned down. There was
no reason why she should not find Lord
Lausdowne entertaning ; he wasauagreesa-

natural. X
« I womid have hieem:* no,’ even if thexs
had n’t. been any o " she answered.
«“Then,'" he said, ‘] need sey no more.

-

Then she turned her face up to
at the vines covering the roof.

Amerios, and he ssked innumersbie guess- struck on her upturned eyes, and

ions convering that country, all of which | the blonde rings on her forehead.

Octavis snswersd. f'nuunnuhng I bate more than
* I know hsilf & dozen fellows who have

Barold turned and walked away, angry,

sud more melancholy than he couid have| ion.

believed.

*[¢ is time [ went back to London,” he
clrose to pus it. ‘* The place begins to be
deucedly dull.”

« Mr. Francis Bﬁtdd seems rather out
?-m' " said Mrs. Burnham to I.dy Theo-
ud “ ||n0!d I|Mn'n‘ M‘ m W‘ﬂl'
his >

Baus she glared at Barold, as he passed,
and beckoned to him

“ Whers is’ Locis 2’ she demaunded.

1 eaw her with Burmistons, haif an
hour sgo,”’ he answered coldly. ‘* Have you
any message for my mother ? I shall retuarn
to London to-morrow,—leaving here early.”

Shs turned quite pale. She had not
counted upon this at all, and i wae ex-
tremely inopporsune.

_“What hss happened?” she asked,

rigidly.

He looked slightly surprised.

* Noshing whatever,” he replied. *“I
have remained here longer than I intended.”

her to him, she turned
Baroild's eyes fixed upon her.
« How have you been there?’’ she

i »* ghe said, with alitsleshiver, * un-
ﬁp—dmiy. “it's osterpillars—onter-
pillars I loathe !

Then she lowered her gaze, and gave her
feathers snd satin bows—e charming tip
her eyes.
.‘Thu;'mligm&.":;d “Iti:gy-
LM’ m m!.i‘ : !m ln.
stead of on me. Now, what did. you wans

“ Well,” she remarked,‘I hope it’'s an
importans one. You look T »
“Iti.. I ' !..h"l'

“.w'l!h-t isn's exactly s question,” she com-
“ And it’s nos as important to

sll her airy manner taken flight, and
she had sestled herself down to listen. He
had noticed this, and had felt it quite
nstural. When he stopped, she was look-
singularly large and bright and clear.

you. would have considered thecb-
stacles.”
* I am very much in love with youn,” he

"Wnitbamtmfm to ask
me to marry you ? '’ she inqui

The delicate touch of spirit in her tone
and words fired his to Mﬁm
strange to say. It suggested to him possi-
bilites he had nos suspected hisherto.
drew nearer to her.

*“Don't be tao severe on me,"” he said—
quite humbly, considering all things. .

And he stresched ous his hand, as if $o
take hers.

_Bntahe drew it back, smiling ever so
Do you think I don’t know what the
Mm?“m—fd."lwﬂltdlyon.;

« My affection was strong muz
sweep them away,” he maid,“or I
not i

B

£
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suppose they are presty
- |u m"
“ Noshing would be soc serious tome as

« It wasn’t my fanis,” she remarked.
He stepped: back, with a haoghty wave of
Band,

She did so, bat joss as she reached the
shaturned, and sscod for s seos

be‘no,’ " shesaid. *“I I may as.
well tell youof is. I'm engaged to some
body else.”

CHAPTER XXVL

 JacK."

They first person they saw, when they
reached the lawn, was Mr. Dugald Binnie,
who had deigned to present himself, and
wae talking to Mr. Burmistone, Lucia, and

Belinda will wonder where L hawe been.’’
But, before they reached the group,

were
Barold had the pleasure of surrendering
his charge, and watching her, witkh some
rasher sharp pangs, as she was borne off t@
the conservatories.

« Whas ia the matter with Mr. Barold 2
exclaimed Miss Pilcher. ‘‘ Pray, look aé
him."”

*He has been talking to Miss Octavis
Baassets, in one of the arbors,” pat in Miss
Lydis Barnham. ‘Emily and I passed
them a few minuses age, and they were sa
abeorbed thas they did nos see us. There i$
no knowing what has happened.”

“ Lydia!'" exolsimed Mrs. Burnham, in

flippancy.

s glanoce with Mies Pilcher.
** Do you think——'' she suggested. - I3
it possible—-.""

badly of me. Yom won's after s while.’

As they drove homeward, she was rathes
gilent, and Miss Belinda remarked it.

1 am afraid you are tired, Qctavia,”
she said. * It is » pity that Martin should
come, and find yon sired."

*Qh, I'm not tired. I was only—think-
ing. It has been & queer day!"

“A queer day, my dear!' -ejaculated
Iin"Bdimh. “I thought it & charming

“They!"” exolaimed Miss Belinda.
“ Who——."

Bus she got no further. A cry burss
from Octavia—a queer, scf$ listle ory.

* They are here !’ she said ; * they are!
Jack—Jack! "

¢ M—M-—Martin ' "’
# What—oh, what does this mean ? "

Martin Bassett led her to a seas, and
smiled more tri y still.

« Never mind. Belinda,”’ he said “ Do n’
be frightened. It's Jack Belasys, and he's

the finest fellow in the West. And she
hasn’t seen him for two "
nﬂ:l-rﬁn."xiu t.thxthwad,“xti-
proper— it really isn't."
“ Yes, it is,’”’ answered Mr. Bassett ; * for
m’ng to marry her, before we go

It was an evertful day for all parties
concered. As its close, Lady Theobald
found herseif in an atterly bewilderd and
thunderstruck condition. Mr. Dagald

her de-

1
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“I'll go to them,” said Octavia. * Annd
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Mareh of the Pan-A
Half a haita
]m a annmm

“Come Pan-Americans:
Comue, and let's shake
80, on to stew and

the one hundred

*“ Come Pan-Americans!”
Did they rejeet the pian
Not though they all wer:
. And their vesis sundes

not to make

Theirs but to eat
Into the natural g‘n:dm
Rode the one hundred

Banquets to right of the
Bauquets to left of then
juoets mnt of the

& wongder

8t: rmed at with word a
Bravely they strive to el
Bat eating shortens bre
Aqd men are talked to d
Suffering one hundred

Sl ——r

The Masher.

He stands upon the dizzy
He ogles, grins and staxy
No shame his little frame
A face of brass he wears
His clothes are quite the ]
Heo wears a showy fob,
He calls himseif a toughis

And does the mashing j

He never did a stroke of v
He his cash from *
Who the washtub I

For this sweet Lardy-ds

He simpers like a silly cic
On ladies as they pass,

And everybody writes hir

A most consunnate as
. m—

The Third Party

L ain't a goin’ to try your
By tellin’ who done thie
don’'t make no insinooa

L jest les on I amell a ra

Thet is, I mean, it seewms
Bat, of the public think
Iwon't deny but wut I he
An', faes, 1t don't swmell

mind's too fair to lose

' say which party he:
There inay be folks o gre
Thet can't sit stiddier o

'm an eclectic ; ez to chc
Twixt thisand that ')
I leave a side thet loous Ii
But, wile there's doubt,

» - *

Bz to my princerples, I g
In hevin' nothin’ o the
L ain't a Wig, [ ain't a To
I'm jest a candidate, in

That's fair an’ square an’
But, ef the pablic cares
To hev me an'thin' in pes
Why, I'm a kind o' peri

- * -

The right to be a cussed |
I8 safe from all devices
It's common ez a gin'l ru
To every cnitter born o

———
THE BONNET SEASON

'd write a horrid thing, no do
& sonnet as tb the way 1 «
wretched maiden’s bonn

I$ was, if [ recall Aright, the cli
although ita wi
rible proportion.

L dodged about, Lut couldn't
around it, until I heard

Kept

ery, ' Keep your seat, co
#*Q0nh, ho! sb,llllsl“ t.gs vills

' the maiden ut
my she died, some h
tered

Now mimic tempests roared f
them, that is certain ; b
or stage was the descend

Low murmurs all the house ¢
shiftings magie, and at s«
I gueesed some climax h:

I also judged from "“Aint &
hushed attention ceat
‘“foveiies ' iuaids repual

entered.

?* Bang-bang |’ [ Leard a pisto
ciamation—so I presuyu
wrought its ¢ consuy

I knew they ent frowui t
thrilling bursts of feeli

were birds and things f
ceiling

80 wonder not when [ indite

ous sonnet, | paid my io

selfishness and—bonnet !

— 1)
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Watered Mil

The milkman who wat
generally does so ander
shat the water poured in inc
with the milk and canne
except upon chemical wnaly
grouignonnoo. The milk
1$8 own duid ; all foreign ¢
orpitased if the mixture is &
for a conple of days. Any
spos a dishonest milkman
trouble. Let her take a long
cleanse it thoroughly and le
shen, it is filled with milk
stand in a cool—not ooic
hours, all the foreign fluid
sased—shat is, it will sestle
of the bossle. The soared
fill the middle of the bottle
gubssance wiil be tloating
¢imes the top will be a
shen will come a layer of al
arsificial device to make the
shen will come the soured r
bottom will be the forey
whole scheme of deception
& glance at the botsle after
single lesson in the radi
i tion. This aort of w
tifically esatisfactory, bas
develop the fandamental f
not the milk is normal.-
Louis 5l.be- Lemocrat.

Six Shots at an |

An Arizona comtempora
its editor was fired n th
citizen who dissen tror
but ,whose six shots, disck
tance of ten feet from the
ocome within a foot of is, as
theless, the shots whe
anvailing, a8 they wo
mule and a $50 dog, wi
awkward marksman oo
$150. The citizen conte
¢he town, and our

him in th
guggesting that & man w
with both hands, and shat
he shoots, i8 of no accouns
districs

o

At a Chicago Goel

F Fiurss Fair Enthus.ast-
Javable Go-the is!

Second Fair Enthusia

Gotte is juss id!
Third Fair usinss—
slow abous Goethe!

Fourth Fair Enthusias
pight ! Go-eth is our faveo
et

—After you have be
#@osency is harder than eve




