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CHAPTER XXXIL-
. Continued.

“By the bye,” he sald, suddenly, as
it recollecting himself, “I will leave
this cross with you. It is the thing
Akryl bought from Win at Kisil
Arvat. It is no good my taking it
out there again. I will fasten it to
Your watchchain., Allow me—no one
is looking. It is all right!”

He made a movement as if to join
the others. It was a silent suggestion
that she should do the same; but she
remained motionless, and for some
reason he did not carry out his pur-
pose.

““Charlle,” she satd, looking past
him into the deserted street, ‘‘do you
remember one night long ago—it was
the first time that we danced so much
together—the first time we found out
how well we got on with each other?”

“Yes,"” he replied, with a peculier
dull look upon his face. “Yes, I re-
member."

*You look now just as you looked
then,” she continued vaguely. “There
Iz no change in your appearance; you
are as big and strong and—and relfa-
ble as ever. Your manner is appar-
ently the same. But there is a change
somewhere—there is a change In you
or in me;: What is It—where is {t—
how is it, Charlle? 1Is it iIn you, or
is it in me?"

“I expect,” he suggested, restless-
ly, “that it Is in both. We are getting
older, you see. People cannot grow
older without changing a little and it
is generally supposed to be a chango
for the better.” :

“But—but this i1s not for the bet-
ter.”

“I belleve,” he said, lightly, “that
the whole thing is a creation of your
own imagination. You admit that I
am the same; I know that you are
upaltered; where can the change
bﬁ?" - Ly :

“Yet you must admit that there is
& diffterence. Things are not as they
used to be.”

“It 18 the way of the world,” he
replied, with a mirthless laugh.
““Things never are as they used to be.
No, Lena, I admit nothing. There
is an old gentleman opening the
plano preparatory to asking ¥pu to
sing. I must go and help Rim.”

“1 am not going to sing the ‘Fare-
well’ to-night,'” she satd, as he moved
away.

‘““No,” he replled, gravely.
don't!

1
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CHAPTER XXXIII,
Safe at Last.

Bo Charles Mistley trauqullly be-
gan his slmple arrangements for n
journey he was destined mnever to
take. <!

Buspense, llke all mortal things,
must have an end; and for the watch-
ers in Seymour street the end was
drawing near. It came at last, on
the Thursday morning, just twenty-
four hours before the time fixed by
Charlle for his departure.

Lena was still in her room, al-
though the punctual breakfast bell
had been rung some minutes before.
Bhe was in the act of fixing a little
brooch at her throat, when there was,
& hurrled knock at the door, and the
sound of the colonel’s volce, vibrating
with emotion, followed instantane~
ously.

“Lena! Lena!'

“Yes, papa,” she answered, quietly
enough. Then she stood motionless,
with her back to the window, watch-
ing the door.

““May I come in, Lena?"

“Yea!"
Bhe knew that there was news at
1ast.

Then the door opened. For a mo-
ment Lena experlenced a strong de-
sire to laugh aloud. The colonel en-
tered the room hastily; in one hand
he flourished a submarine telegraph
form, in the other was the bread-
knife, with little scraps of brown
paper adhering to its edge.

“Mistley is at Vienna!" he gasped.
“He is at Vienna! Thank God for
this!"

He threw the breadknife upon the
bed, and presently went there and
rashly sat down upon ft.

“Yes,"” sald Lena, quietly. Bhe was
still engaged with her brooeh, and
mow she turned to look into the glass.

“Lena'!" exclalmed her father.
“Do you hear me? Do you under-
stand? He is at Vienna! He {s
safe! Here is the telegram. They
have just brought ft'"

He held the paper toward her. She
saw the action, and noted mechan-
feally the slics of Llue paper pasted
on to the white teiegraph form. 8he
remembe:'al wighing with all her
strongth to step forward and take
that paper; then there came a sudden
blank, a sense of utter, boundless
vacuity, and she found her mother's
ocomforting arms around her.

. At breakfast the telegram was dls-
ouased word by word, 1t was not en-
tirely satisfactory upon closer investi-
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* *Can you came to me?'*

m
Colonel Wright, with a fierce look
his eyes as he swallowed a has

breakfast. ‘“Can I go to him? That
Is like Mistley, As if the fellow did
not know—as if he didn't know!
And yet he puts it llke that; it fs
Mistley all through. You cannot tell
whether the fellow means to be
funny or pathetic, and somehow it is
both.*

Mrs. Wright made no reply. She
merely laughed a low, gentle laugh,
and behind the friendly covert of a
large fern which steod upon the
fable, a tear fell unseen upon a plece
ot fried bacon. - - ——

Presently Lena drove off to Bed-
ford place with the news. The morn-
Ing was fresh and invigorating, with
Just a suspicion of autumnal
aess in the clear atmosphere. Never
had London appeared so fair to Lena;
never had the worid appearsd s¢
bright. The very drudges dusting
the steps and black-leading the
scrapers were not ordinary house-
maids that morning. For them even
lite seemed to have its pleasures, its
Joys, and its consolation. The dust
they caused to fly from overworked
door mats actually scintillated with
gold.

The patient hansom cab horee,
with his floping, nerveless ears, was
worthy of all human sympathy—the
very ordinary hansom flew through
the rosy air with the speed of the
sungod’'s charlot.

Mrs. Mistley was standing with her
back to the window, the Times in
her hand, when Lena entered the
room. The remains of breakfast up-
on the table showed that Charley
had already left the house. Mrs.
Mistley turned her graceful white
head somewhat sharply toward the
door when the servant opened it. For
& momont she lookéd at Lena with
a sudden gleam of emotion in her
calm grey eyes; then she laid aside
the newspaper and advanced toward
her,

“You have news!" she said in her
pretty, tainted English. “Lena, you
have news. I can see it in your eyes.”

“Yes,” she replied. *I have news.
Papa has sent me to say that Win-
yard is all right. He is in Vienna.
Here 18 a copy of the telegram.”

Mrs. Mistley recelved the news
cheerfully. She evinced mo surprise,
and was by no means demonstrative
mIn her joy; in fact, it was hard to re-
alize that she had c¢ver felt a mo-
ment’'s anxlety. Lena expressed some
surprise that Winyard should have
telegraphed to her father instead of
his own mother; but Mrs. Mistley
thought nothing ot it, explaining that
Win knew her wandering ways.

“‘Charlle is out,” she added, “buy-
Ing a saddle or something. He has
algo goue to see the doctor to show
his arm, which 1s as strong as the
other now. I will leave a note for
him in case he should come in when
I am out.”

An hour after the recelpt of Win-
yard's telegram Colonel Wright was
at Charing Cross Btation, BShortly
before the departure of his train Mrs.
Mistley and Lena arrived, accom-
panied by Adonis, who had quite as-
sumed the repose of manner charac-
terizing a town dog.

It was arranged that if Winyard
was serlously {ll he should be taken
to Seymour strebt, which was qulet
and more convenient for an fnvalld
than Bedford Place. After a few
days’ rest the move te Broomhaugh
coutd @asily be accomplished.

All this was rapldly settled, and
there was still three or four minutes
to spare. They proceeded to walk
up and down the broad platform
somewhat restlessly amid the restless
throng. To Colonel Wright this com-
fortable Journey was nothing; he had
secured a good seat, and there was
no crowd, yet he was mot at his ense,
He felt compelled to breakx the sl-
lence, which was In reality by mno
means irkSome to the ladies.

‘"There are,”” he hazarded, “many
different sorts of courage. There Is
that of the soldler, which is emotion-
al_and strongly dependent on emula-
tion; there is that of tne sallor, which
Is perhaps of a higher order, thougn
it is purely defensive; he repels dan-
gers and fights forr his 1life. But
highest of all there is the courage
that needs no emulation, asks for
none to share its dangers, faces soll-
tude and continuous risk with steady
Intrepidity. Surely this is the no-
blest courage.”

They turned and walked toward
the englne again, Adonis meakly fol-
lowing with his left ear siightly ele-
vated and his face expressive of dig-
nifled attentlon, for he loved the
sound of the colonel's volce.

“Ah!” continued the old soldler,
with & glance downward at the silent
women on either side of him, both
trim and stralght and graclous,
though one heal was clad in soft,
dry white hair—'"shd there is the
wonderfnl courage of women who
itay behind and wait; but that is dit-
ferent. I think lt"eolul to then di-

sald, quickly, “we

Aave news of I left a note for
you at Bedford Place. The colonel
has gone to Vienns to bring him

home, as he {8 not at all well;”

The young sallor nodded his head
gravely. Then he-advanced toward
Mrs. Wright, and shook hands silent-
Ty with her and Lena. Hé Was ub-
usually awkward that morning, and
looked very large and out of place in
the dainty, womanly room. He
stroked his chin with his strong
brown hand almost nervously.

“I am glad,” he said at length.
am glad!”

Then he looked round the room
rather helplessly. The chairs were
ridiculously small and frail compared
to his huge frame, and he made no
attempt to sit down.

“I have just bought a very good
saddle,” he said, suddenly, and with-
out any sequence of thought. *“The
man {is alteriag it for me. I suppose
I can countermand it now.”

He smiled a little, and the ladies
smiled sympathetically. The two
elder women took an ardent interest
in that saddle just as they would
have taken an interest in digestive
bread or the death of Alciblades, it

“1

der thelr notice.

Then they talked of Vienna and
the journey there, praising the gifted
Mr. Bradshaw, and abusing the Ger-
man rallways, uati] Charles Mistley
took his temporary leave.

He wandered down Beymour street
in an absent-minded manner. Pres-
ently he came upon a little black-and-
tan terrier sitting upon a doorstep,
with its quivering spine pressed
agalinst the immovable door. He
stopped before it, and the dog raised
one paw as if to beg him to ring the
bell, setting back its head, and look-
ing up at him with pretty eanine
coquetry. Without thinking much
of what he was doing, the sailor
raised his hand and rang the bell;
then he strode on.

“I am glad,” he murmured. *Yes,
I am glad! By George!” he ex-
clalmed—‘"by George! I am in time
for the alternative yet.” And calling
a cab he drove rapidly to the Ad-
miralty.

CHAPTER XXXIV
The Return.

THe three ladies were agaln sitting
in the drawingroom in S8eymour street
together. It was the Monday morne-
ing. Colonel Wright had telegraphed
several times from Vienna and other
towni on the homeward journey. The
most {mportant item In those mes-
sages had been that, despite medical
advice, Winyar? Mistley insisted up-
on coming home at once, and they
might be expected at 11 o'clock on
the Monday morning.

It was after 11 now. The ladies
were working with a calmness which
was perhaps slightly overdone, Adon-
is slept peacefully beside Mrs. Mist-
ley's chair, upon a cormer of her
dress.

“These Continental trains are In-
variably late,’ observed Mrs. Wright,
glancing at the clock upon the man-
telpiece.

“Yes,” was Mrs. Mistley's cheerful
reply; “we can hardly expect them
yot. Colonel Wright did wisely, 1
think, in suggesting that none of us
should go to the station. There will
be nofse and fuss enough without
my being there to agitats Win, and
make him pretand that be is stronger
than he really is. It {8 much better
that Charlie should meet them."

““Where Charlie 1s,"” suggested Mrs,
Wright, In a low tone, “there will be
no fuss. He possesses a happy facul-
ty of doing the right thing at the
right moment, without appearing to
know that he Is doing it."

“Yes,”” sald Charley's mother
vaguely. 8he was about to say some-
thing more, but checked herself sud-
denly; amd spreading her work out
before her she proceeded to smooth it
out with deft fingers, patting it here
and there, and tugging It cornerwise.
While thus occupled, ehe spoke again,
without looking up, in a light con-
versational tone.

“Do you know,” she sald, T ean-
not quite realize that Win is 111, What
nilments he has had have always
come when he was away from me. |
cannot pieture to myself how he wil)
take it; he has always been so wall
and hearty."

“"According to papa's telegram, he
Is hearty still,” said Lena, gayly, as
she carefully selectod a thread of silk
from a partl-colored tangle. ""He
telegraphed ‘Spirits high,” which
sounds like a metcorologiedl report.”

“1 think Win's spirits are proot
against a good deal,” replled Mrs.
Mistley, with a glance toward Lena.
It was a meffe pisajng peep, but the
little lady saw edough to gomvince
her that the needle stood a very poor
chanco of being threaded just then,

At this moment the sound of ap-

Charlle had brought the subject un- |
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Mrs. Mistley stood on tiptoe with

an almost girlish grace, and Win-
yard’s free arm went Tound her.
one spoke a word.
Then Mrs. Wright came forward
and assisted him to a chair. As he
sunk into it she stooped and kissed
him. “Do not be too kind to me,”
he said, smiling. “I'am rather weak,
and kindness has been known to kill
people, I belleve.” »

He looked up to shake hands with
Lena, and she saw that there were
tears in his eyes. Adonis was stand-
ing on his hind legs, with his fore-
paws resting on the arm of the low
chair. His faithful eyes were lumin-
ous with love, #nd ‘he whined con-
tinually with his sguare chin up-

ised. i

At this moment Charlie entered the
room. }e was ladon with sundry
wraps and packages, which he set
down rather absently upon a polished
table.

“The return of the prodigal,” he
sald, cheerfully. *“I do wish I liked
cold wveal!”

This brought Mrs. Wright's
thoughts back to practical matters.

“Beef tea!" she exclaimed. **You
must have some beef tea."

Winyard pointed solemnly at the
colonel..

“Ask him,” he said. “I know
nothing about it. The affair has lost
all Interest for me. He has taken
charge of the maiter. I am not al+
lowed to say what I like or what I
dislike—in fact, I am the bane of my
own’ life."" .

“Heef tea,” salll Colonel Wright,
severely, as he drew off his gloves.
““Yes, beef tea.”

This was soon brought out, and the
whole party stood arnund the sick
man to see that he consumed fit.

‘And have you done all you wanted
to do, Win?" asked Mras, Mistley
presently.

“Oh, yes,' replied he, breathlessly,
between the sips. “Won't you let me
off the rest? I am going down to the
sediment now.” .

But Colonel Wright was not con-
tent with this laconic account of his
pupil’s exploits. ‘

‘““He has domne that, and more!” he
sald exultingly. "“He has done what
no man living Las done bofore him,
or could hope to do again. He has
been right through to Peshawur and
back. He has mapped out every fea-
sible route, and noted the position
of every well, and obtained overy im-
aginable item of information that the
officer commnding a division could
require. And that quite outside his
own diplomatic work, which has been
carried out to the letter.” ’

Such was the home coming of Win-
yard Mistley.

It was only by degrees that they
extracted from him the detalls of his
perilous journey. How he esca
detection by the readindss of wit,
How, encompassed by danger,
treachery and fanaticism on overy
side, he came through it all by sheer
solf-rellance and {intrepidity. How
he lay for months {1l In a Turcoman !
tent, nursed and tended- by the sim-
ple nomads. How, time after time,
the combination seemed too strong
for him to fight against, and how his
good fortune attended him to the
very end. But all this had to be
guessed at by his loving listenerss
Tho story of that unique and wonder-
ful journey was never fully told.
Partly by ald of their own Imagina-
tion, partly by persistent questioning,
they succeeded in putting together a
more or less connected narrative;
but Winyard's own account was de-
cidedly unsatisfactory, as well might
have been expected. A man cannot
tell his own story advantageously.
There was no one else to tell the
tale of Winyard Mistley's achleves
ment, and so it was never told. Faf
away on the sands of the Khivalan
desert, out of the caravan route, in a
trackless wusto untrodden by the feet
of man for years together, a feow
whitened bones pleked clean and
scattered by the quarreling vultures,
lay beneath the pleaming sun, wait-
ing the end of all things, 'This, and
nothing more, was what remained of
the young Englishman's daring com-
pranfon during the greater part of his
wonderful journey, and the story of
it lay sllent with those bonea,

(To be continued.)
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A Moving Man.

A. B. Kinner. who came back to
Fradonia from Niagarn 1'alls some
months ago, moved his family back
to the Falls yestorday. "I'ie moving
Is of Interest, Inasmnuch as it s the
fitty-fifth time that Xioner has
changed his regidence. — Fredogia
Correspondonce Buffalo Times,

For 'Tis the Iing,
111 quaiities nre contagivus as well
as diseasc, and Lthe mind fs at loast ag

Mr. Youmans—Amending the dis-
pensary law regarding Hampton
county. ’

Mr. Harris—Provding for a eounty
government for Lee county.

Williamsburg Delegation—Provid-
ing for a county delegation for their
county.

Mr. Baye—Relating to road work
in York.

Mr. Vander Horst—Relating to
Charleston school laws.

Mr. Gary—Exempting Due West
railway for taxation for ten years.

Newberry  Delegation—Providing
for a sinking fund comission for’
school township.

Lee Delegation—Relating to
court house in Lee eounty.

Richland Delegation—Providing for
circuit courts in Richland.

Mr. Spivey—Relating to
roughs school district in Horry.

Bur-

Mr. Brantley—Providing for ad- i

ditional commissioner in new county
surveys.

Judiciary Committee—Authorizing
a bond issue for Chester.

Lexington  Delegation—Providing
for road work in Lexington.

The following senate bills were or-
dered for enrollment:

Senator Carlisle—For township
commissioners of Spartanburg coun-
ty.

’Benatpr Sinkler—Relating te levy
for executions.

Benator. Bivens—Relating to a tax
levy. .

Senator Toole — Abolishing the
tounty supervisor of Aikes. )

Happlly work is plentiful and wages
good, rejolcea the Meriden Journal,
for there naver was a time when
men had to hustle so lively to keep.
abreast of the prices of living.
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‘ha Alianta scurpg, says live MOSL

popular business man I3 always the
man who minds hic own business.

the |

ders were commitied through minea
nies and Ico water as (trough strong
drink.

John €. Crockett, Clerk of the Sn-
nreme Court of Towa, whe TLias fust
heen chosen Teading Clerk of the
United States Sennate, was for a num-
ber of years an actor.

The Senator from Maryland wishes
his name prir‘ed or writte: In all
Instances:  Wi'liam Pinkrey Whyta
or W. Pinkney Whrte, and not Will-
fam P. or Wm. P. Whyte.

The Rev. Thomas Spurgeon. pastor
of the Metrono’itan Tahernacle, Lon-
don. has made Cefinite his resignation
of the vastorate, which was pastponed
from March last year. His health §s
still poor.

Mr. Charles J. Ca“ter gives his na-
tionality as seven-sixteenths hicka-
#aw and Cheroke~ Indian, nine-six-
teenth Scotch-Trish. 1e is a man of
renerous disposition and jovial to a
marked degree.

Ex-Senator Chandler, of New
Hamupshire, who has been in smublie
life for almost fifty years, has kept a
series of diaries covering that entive
period, and has set down much of the
seeret politieal history of the country,
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Indian Tradition.

At the government house in Poona,
{ndia, every cat which may happen to
pass out of the front door after dark
Is saluted by the seutry, who pre-
sents arms to pussy. Tradtilon re-
lates that in 1R38 Sir Robert Grant,
governor of Bombay, died in the gov-
ernment houseé. On the evening of
the day of his death a cat was seen
to leave the house by the front door
and walk up and dowm a particular
path, where the late governor had
been in the habit of strollirg after
sunset. A Hindoo sentry observed
this and toid a priest, who declared

Lthat in the cat was Governor Grant's

soul, and it should be saluted. Aw
the particular cat could not be iden-
tified by the sentry, it was declded to
present arms to all the cats.—New
York Tribune.
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Chancellor Day, ol bSyracuse Uni-
Vel ilY, WIGLe & aooood oo Lo w VTTTEL
tearners of Auw Yo, t Y upholithing
the equal pay propus.iu,

Resvlutions demuading laws iop
the rvesuacuion ot viviseodion Weia
udopted LY tne Ncoy Yorg Cily Led-
sration of Women .. Crane,

At a meeting o
Mewopulitan Coil . s
decided to hold Lo
ship on the links o.
Country Club.

At Kausas City, o, Mrs. Clara .
Hoffman, presudvny or the Missourd
W. C. I, U, is dead atiop o long 11-
ness, aged loy-nve.  Sbe was well
known as a nuational Lemperan e
worker.

Mrs. Thomas I Gere, wife of the
blind Seuator

Woemen's
slien fe was
Lebompion-
ssien Couanty

rore Oxklahoma, ac-
compaunies her hustand to vach ses-
slon of the Seuite, and watches uvery
Besture ol thy wan v wiuse election
she contributed more than any one
else,

The Queen of liolland discournges
[guuning as tav s she Is able. She is
an ardent lover of all animals.

His Only Chance.

Captuin John E. Pillsbury, the nawy
board's new member, gaid the other
day in Washington to a reeruit who
coulil not shoot:

“The sergeant tricd the fellow fipst
at 590 yards, and he fallod to come
within a mile of the tarzet”.

“Then he was trieq at Zon varids,
then at 200, then at 100, and his last
shot was worse, is possible, than “ia
first.

“The sergeant looked at him di-.
gustedly, got very angyv, and, walking
up close to him, shonted In his rnce:

"‘Attention! Fix bayonet! Charge

the target! It's your only chance,

TL+ nadkado nel assurances BAYS
the “Washington Stor, that ought to
make him proof az:inst any efforts
to £ard him abovi the movements

Gf & ncrican wirshipy,

much liable to infection as the body,
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