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In ibing Hazlewood House and
t was, as yet,
She was neither mistress

Clauson, for this
ted

A eve is no reason for enlarging upon the
a,imimb]e way.in which Lady Cmm

tho position which her ownmerits had
or to which fate h%d &‘!Sigmdhﬁr. wy
g domestically—in the outward as well as
tho inward life—she was all a baronet’s wife
should be—all save that she presented her
pusband with no heir to his titles and estates.
Thjs“‘asa mdﬁmim'but! fOEl’ themkﬁot
many other good qualities, Sir Maingay
overlooked it, and made her a very good hus-
bends go. When Lady Clauson |
|

band, as husb Y.
died, some twelve yearsafter the birth of “th 1
dsughier who livéd, Sir Maingay wept coni-.
ously. He even opened his Bible—the first |
time for many years—and by the aid o:_t_‘
« Cruden’s Concordance,” looked out & text |
appropriate to her many virtues. -Moret..war, f
for her sake, or his own, he remained single 1
for five long years. Then he went the way
of all middle-aged, titled, wife-bereft flesh,
and married again. "

Beatrice Clauson, justabout to leave school,
a romantic young lady, whose head for the

resent was, however, only occupied by pret-
tv, filial dreams of looking after her father,
ministering to his comforts, ruling his house, |
and generally doing the best she could to fill
the place of her dead mother, found herself, |
without a word of warning, presented toa |
new mother; one, moreover, but four years
older than herse f. It wasa crushing blow!
It wasa girl's first lesson in the vanity and |
unstability of mundane expectations. .

She onght, of course, to have anticipated

it: but she was young, and like most young

ple, considered her middle-aged father
abnormally old and staid. Besides, she could
remember her own mother well enough, and |
remembered also Sir Maingay’'s sincere grief
when death claimed his wife. She remem- |
pered tho way in which the weeping man |
threw his arms around herself, and told her |
that sho was now his ALL—his treasured |
memento of his wife—his one tie to life. Re- |
calling all this, she was sanguine enough to |
fancy tbat memory was even more vivid, 5
that grief had graven its lines deeper with her
gather than with herself. Sathe bolt came
from tke Lluest of the blue! |

At seventeen Beatrice Clanson was still a |
spoiled child. Al distracted widowers, until
they marry again, spoil an only child; there- |
fore, if only on salutary grounds, a seconds|
alliance is to be recommended. We will, "l
then, take it ‘for granted that at the time of |
8ir Maingay’s second marriage, Miss Clauson |
was spoiled. Moreover, we may at least sus- |
pect that she was both impetuous and stub- ‘
born, headstrong and romantic; also, in her |
own way, a3 proud as Lucifer.

The second Lady Clauson was a beauty, and |
nothing more. Her family was what is ’
called respectable—a term, the signification
of which no man or woman has as yet been
able exactly todefine. Like the Bible, we in-
terpret it as we choose. !

‘When the inforced meeting between Lady
Clauscn and her stepdaughter took place, the
young lady, by means of those signs and
tokens, the masonry of which women alone |
fully comprehend, showed the state of her |
mind so clearly that war to the Lmife was |
then and there declared.

And eivil war in families—haronets or |
otherwise—is a deplorable thing; doubly de- !
plorable for the neutral parties, who lack |
the excitement of the internecine combat. |
For a while Sir Maingay's life was anything
but a happy one.

It matters little who was most to blame—
the girl for her unreasonableness and stub-
born spirit, and want of resignation to the
inevitable—Lady Clauson for retaliating
with all an injured woman’'s pettiness
and spite—Sir Maingay for the thoroughly |
man-like conduct in letting things drift. |
They did drift with a vengeance! The |
breach between the two ladies soon becamne 1
too enormous to be bridged over by any |
‘amily diplomatic engineering. ‘

't ha skirmishes between the belligerents are
not worth noticing. The battle-royal was
fought when the time came for Miss Clauson
to be presented. Lady Clauson asserted that

wughter. Beatrice coldly declined her aid.
Her ladyship insisted; her stepdaughter was
firm in her refusal. Sir Maingay declared |

attempted to exercise parental authority. |
Whereupon Miss Clauson cut the matter |
short, and declined being presented at all. It |
was a most dreadful state of affairs! You |
can, at least, drive a horse to the water, even |
if you can’t make him drink; but you dare
not haul a refractory young woman into the
prex nee of a gracious sovereign,

Lady Cleuson, who was rigidly exact in
followine the prescribed ucages of society, |
way not have been far wrong when she de-
cared that “‘a baronet's ddughter, who re- |
twed to be presented, was—well, a mon-
rosily

Rir Maingay began to wich his ancestors l
bnd not sepurated themselves from the |
Roman Catl:olic communion. He could have |
sent his daughter toa nunnery. But then, i
be sadly reflected, she wouldn’t have gone at |

+ any price, If put there by force, the Pro- |
testant league would soon bave her out, and |
perhaps tike her round the country spouting. |
The only thing the worried baronet could
Lk of was to send for his rebel, and ask
her advice as to the best means of disposing |
of ber troublesome self. |

When alone with her father Beatricealways |
behaved prettily. She was very fond of him,
although the remembrance of the tears, the
text, the distracted vows, when contrasted
with his second marringe for nothing but
g00d looks, made her look upon him with a
tttle contempt. She did not know that man
1580 gregarious a creature that it is not meet
for him to live alone. She heard his remarks
in silence, then gave him her opinion on the |
matter,

“Idon’t want to be & nuisance to you,
papa. I am eighteen now—tooold to go back l
% school. It's nonsense, of course, to say I
should like to earn my own living, because
When I come of age I shall have some money.
ni;y I £ hi:d live at Fairholme?

airholme was Sir Maingay’s seldom-used
%¢at in one of the southern counties,

hirvct s Tl ey e
Are of me, happy enough.”
4 My dear girl, why not be reasonableand
make friends with Lady Clansonf
Tady o ha e . 25 s

y who was by no
hndby'ﬁﬂsﬁmtmd ml:y thnnh-.

% "Itl'ml&:
N
"o mention has been made of Miss | T ‘Iw as Lady Clauson

much
Lear found a fitting similé for an ungrateful

:
:

could he do with this girli He had very
-relations—he cared for none of them. Old
Mr. Talbert, of Hazlewood House, Wwas a cop-
firmed invalid; Horace and Herbert were
men without homes or ‘wives. Sir Maingay
was willing enough that Beatrice should re-

who lived in quiet. retirement in one of the |

. Whether her ladyship wrote her book or not | ory which might account for the child's ap-

| and hoped that things would for the future

' and evenemore beautiful beauty. She was |

| dren took to Beatrice. Besides, she had never |

|
|
1¢ was the proper person to present her step- l
| they would give her a home,
|

| mother’s third of old Talbert’s possessions, she |

| solved to startan establishment of her own. )‘

| seen of their niece went into solemn conclave |

| longer a schoolgirl, so at once broadly hinted |

| the proposal was received told her at once that

| patientest and gravest way teaching her the

: e BRltE g . -._ ‘:—‘;-_-:_._.‘:*' -
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Il e iniserabie myodt s make. you
tod_ and come st and all that sor of
get married,” said Beatrice

il

Sir Maingay’s cheek reddened. He was balustrade,
hurt by the sarcasm. Poor old King | notice. Atsuch a tender age as his, woman'

but the sharpness of a sarcastic child

At last he remembered an aunt of hisownl. Y. weoeal
*Certainly,” said uncle Horace. “Where |
had he better sleep?” |

“Jane has a most comfortable bed,” said |
Herbert. |

Jane was the parlor-maid, but Herbert in |
his housewifely eapacity knew the quality of |
every bed in the house; even the amount of
bedding on each. Mr, Mordle turned away.
He was afraid ef disgracing himself by a
burst of ill-timed mirth.

““No, no,” exclaimed Beatrice; “he shall
sleep with me. Iook at him, uncle Horace;
isn’t he a perfect cherub?”

“He’s a pretty little boy; but we don’t
know where he comes from, mydear. Ihardly
. think you ought to take a strange infant to
| sleep with you.”

*Oh, nonsense, uncle Horace! See what a |
. clean, beantiful boy it is. Whittaker, send a
| large can of hot water to my room., Come,
| 'my pet; I will see how I can act the part of a
| nursemaid.”

Singing and crooning and carrying the
child in the most approved fashion, Miss |
Clauson proceeded to bear her prize away.

“You had better look at his linen, |
| Beatrice,” said Horace. ‘It may be marked |

with his name.,” |
| After this the three men went back to the i

dining-roonr and talked the curious occur- |
| rence over and over,
In about half an hour's time Beatrice reap-
| peared with the intelligence that the boy’s
clothing bore no mark of any kind, Indeed,
| it all seemed brand new. She was apparently |
much delighted with her new toy. She kept |
running up and down stairs, to ascertain that |
her protege was sleeping the sleep of innocent |
babyhood. At last she went away alto- |
gether,

“‘Beatrice is mmore demonstrative than I be- |
lieved her to be,” said Horace, regretfully. |
Herbert echoed the regret, but Mr. Mordle |
said nothing. He thought the instinctive
kindrness she showed towards this mysteri- |
ously sent child added another charm to the |
many he had already discoveredin Miss Clau- |
s0mn. |

The three men sat together until it was too |
late to hope that matters would be cleared up
that night. No mother, no telegram came. |
rectified her predecesser’s sins of omission, | The curate bafle his friends good night and |
and gave her devoted husband two fire boy- | walked back to his lodgings in the village,
babies. In the revived delights of paternity | thinking what a charming picture Miss Clau- |
—a paternity which is so especially dear to | son with the child in her arms made. Poor |
middle gge—Sir Maingay thought little of | Mr, Mordle! He had .aly known Beatrice a |
the troublesome, obstinate girl he had Jeft in | week, and was already beginning to dream a
England. His wife and his boys all but | foelish dream. :
turned her out of his heart. So here was| The brothers continued sitting one on either
Beatrice in the extraordinary position of | side of the fire. They were not early-to-bed
being a baronet’s daughter with scarcely a | people. Now that they were alone they said
a friend in the world. | litile more about the arrival., For three hours

At last the Clausons returned to England. | they had been discussing every possible the-

suburbs of London. 1t was of course absurd |
for Beatrice to think of living at Fairholme, |
in a half-clored house with ‘a housekeeper and |
ona or two servants. So it wasarranged that

uer great-aunt should take her while Sir

Maingay and Lady Clauson were on the Con- |
tinent. So to Mrs. Erskine’s she went, and, |
as that lady was very old, very deaf,and saw |
no company, it may be presumed that Miss |
Clauson had scarcely a merry time of it dur- |
ing her father's absence—an absence which |
from one reason or another lasted quite four |
years. : |

:

BEATRICE CLAUSON.
After a whils fir Ma‘ngay almost forgot |

bhe had a daughter. The Clausons settled
down to continental life for an indefinite
time. Lady Clauson knew she was improv- |
ing bherself, and moreover, that Sir Maingay |
was saving enough money to refurnish the |
town house from top to bottom whensver
they did return to England. In the course of
the four years spent abroad, Lady Clauscn

s a matier of npceriainiy ; anyway,ii 35as. pearance ammong -thei... 50 -the -subjeect was-
never published. Beatrice made no objection | threadbare, and they sat in silence trying to
to rejoining the family circle. Her father | invent fresh causes. Suddenly a mest curious
and his wife found her greatly changed. She | and startling suspicion entered Horace Tal-
was quieter, more reserved, more amenable | bert's mind—a suspicion which now and again
to reason. It seemed to Sir Maingay that she | made him glance at his brother.
had passed her time at Mrs, Erskine’sinstudy. | bert by any chance know all about the mat-

| property; he himself had laid down this
|- because on a former occasion he had broken

| once; They found a couple of invitations to

Could Her- |

el .",-ﬂﬁ" -_"- e x -_;_‘. = -
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dogma and must now stick to it; the more so

with Herbert for six years because the latter
had infringed on this rule. '
CHAPTER V.

MR. MORDLE MAKES A RASH PROMISE. . |
The next morning the Talberts did an un-
usual thing; they broke one of their rules by
opening their letters before breakfast. They |
had a time and a place for everything, and
their time for reading their correspondence |
was with their second cupsof tea. Butso
anxious were they to see if their letters con-
tained anything explanatory of last night’s |
occurrence, that the seals were broken at

j

"He carried them: down stairs, and Beatrice
thanked him for the kindly thought and act, |
When, in a. few hours’ time, the brothers |

| drove back with a wagonette full of tea, |
| coffee,. sugar, yellow soap,: héuse flannel, |
| Bath stone, emery paper, or whatever else |
| was needful to make the wheels of house- |

hold management run smoothly, they found |
Beatrice still engrossed by her charge. They |
did not say much.to her. Saturday was too |
busy a day to think of anything save the af- l
fairs of the house, and as many precious min- |
utes had been wasted in making inquiries at
Blacktown station, the brothers were hardly
pressed for time—so hardly pressed that
when, about four o’clock, the curate called,

dinner, receipts for payments made two

posts ago, the usual amount of circulars, |

tradesmen’s lists and appeals for charity; but
not a word about the child. Then the kettle
was brought, and Herbert set about making
ths tea. Under some unwritten code of di-
vision of labor or honor, the younger brother
always presided at the breakfast table.
Presently Miss Clauson made her appear-
ance with the child on her arm. She had

/

Miss Clauson made her appearance with
the child en her arm.
washed him and dressed him, combed his hair
intora wavy mass of burnished gold, and so
brought him to the breakfast table fresh and
sweet &as arose in June, She placed himon a
chair beside her, by the aid of sundry cushions
“raising him up to a proper level, Having ad-
justed hiln to her satisfaction, she ordered
bread and milk to be prepared.
The Talberts made no objection to Beatrice’s
proceedings, although they fancied the child
would have been sent to breakfast with the

The learning she had acquired almost fright- | ter# He had certainly seemed greatly taken
ened the baronet; but he was glad to see she | with the little boy. Horace remembered how

had grown into a beautiful woman, and 8o | much at home the child had made himse!f
“he felt quite proud of his neglected daughter, |

| out of the drawing-room with Beatrice, L«

run smoothly. i
His hopes were vain. This time there was |
no doubt as to with whom the fault lay. 4 |
beauty like Lady Clauson could not endure |

the constant presence of a younger, fresher |

little head. Could there be romantic pass-

nothing # He poohk-poohed the thought; but
it came again and again.

Just after 1 o'clock, and when the brothers
were thinking of retiring, to their great sur-
prise Beatrice reappeared. She wasin dainty
dressimng gown and slippers. After waiting
antil Mr. Mordle must certainly have goneshe
had come down—of course to hear if any news

also jealous at the way in which her own chil- |

forgiven the girl. Relations soon grew |
strained, and towards the end of the year |
Beatrice wrote to her uncles, and asked if |

when she came of age succeeded to her late | no news was meant to arrive. Beatricelooked
musingly into the fire.” Her head was bent
was independent botn by age and by income, | forward, her hands clasped round one of her
She was willing to live at Hazlewood House, if | gnees. She made a pretty, almost classical-
her uncles would take her. If nof, she re- | ".ooking picture, no doubt duly approved of by
those men of taste, her uncles.

She was still in her former anomalous posi- “Then what will you do? she asked, at
tion—a baronet’s daughter who had never | |gst. .

| made a proper entrance into society. AsLady ! + “We will wait until to-morrow, or the day

Clauson said, she must have beena wrong- | after; then put the matter into the hands of
minded young woman, as.this omission | the police,” said Horace decisively.

| seemed to trouble ker very little. | Herbert said nothing, o his brother’s sus- |

The Talberts who lized the little they had

sicions increased. Bealrice rose asif tosay
zood night:. She stood for awhile on the rug,
on the request. They decided, in tho eventic
Sir Mainzay giving Lis consent—on that point | siny circles which she was describing with the
they were most e;acting—she might come | point of one slipper. FPresently she looked up
them. Sir Maingay raised no objections, & | with a flushed cheek and spoke ina quick hur-
Beatrice Clauson came to Hazlewood House, | ried way.

where since her arrival, about a week ago, | “If hobody comes for the boy would you
she had lived in a state of amused wonder as | mind my keeping him?”

the amiable peculiarities of the “Tabbies™ | ?

gradually revealed themselves to her. ' 3y GO
She had, of course, intended to make herself ! lé,; et
useful to ber uncles. It may have been the | ( A ’:'
_-:\; : :'j‘ - s-"\_.

want of some occupation other than study |
which made her turn her eves to Hazlewood |
House and the two bachelors. She wasno |

\
%\ \\s\\f‘

that she was wiiling to regulate their house- |
2old matters. The silent horror with which

her place was to be a sinecure. She saw that
her uncles would on no daccount dream of in
trusting their researches into domestic econ
omy to any hands save their own, and thesur-
passing capability of those hands was deeply
impressed upon her, when, the day after her
arrival, she found Uncle Horace bending over
the maid who did the plain sewing, and in the

most approved fashion of handling a needle
and thread.

After having lived at Hazlewood House for-
a week Miss Clauson must have been ready to
welcome any event of interest. Itis no won
der that when Horace Talbert, at Mr. Mor-
dle's suggestion, walked into the drawing
room and told his niece what had happened,
ber curicsity and excitement rose toa high

Then we | pitch. © | | #If nobody comes for the boy would yow
_ : Lﬂ;ﬁumﬂyiﬂdrﬂnaﬁ Ci Sudiid iy ) g him ?”
needed mﬁﬁtcﬁ;ﬂé women.” 77| “My, dear!” cried Uncle Horace, aghast.
' did not run at once to see for her- | “Here?” :
self. ‘“Whatdo you mean to do about if, clasped her hands. “‘Oh, Uncle
*w*m s : : F_ﬂlﬁﬂﬂ,i‘lhﬂv_nhadmchad!ﬂ
| "' don’t kmow. I supposs we must keep it | miserable lifs ever since I was seventeen.

see if the mystery is ex- bave nothing to do—nothing to live or care

for. Icould beso happy with that dear child to

with Herbert. How, when he, Horace, cam~ |
had found Herbert stroking and patting the |

ages in Herbert's life about which he knew |

| bad arrived. Uncle Horace, with his eyes |
She was now nearly twenty-three. Having | fixed on Herbert, expressed his conviction that |

| apparently intectly interested in a serics of |

servants. Being anxious to see him by day-
| light, they screwed their eye-glasses in place,
i and once more minutely inspected their
sturdy little visitor. Even Uncle Horace
nodded approval of his bonny locks and fear-
| less bearing, whilst Herbert joined Beatrice
in petting him.

The boy seemed happy enough in his new
| quarters. It isindeed a sad thing to remaé'[k

e
cries because he misses warmth, food or com-
| fort—not on account of the absence of the

being who has lavishad oceans of love upon
| him,
| This particular baby, having been so cruel-
| Iy deserted, may perhaps be excused for
| making the best of his changed circumstances
. and laughing merrily when called upon so to
| do; but other babies cannot be absolved from
| the sin of callous indifference end non-recip-
rocation of love.

Beatrice having ascertained that no news
had arrived, said nothing that bore upon her
| startling suggestion of last night. Perhaps
| she saw that the bright, saucy child interested
;bancl amused her uncles; so, with the diplo-
| matic gifts hatural to her sex, judged it better
to let the matter rest for a while. As soon as
breakfast was over, she led the child away,
and spent the remainder of the day playing
| with and peftinghim to her heart's content.
| 1t really seemed as if Miss Clauson had found
a new interest in life. =

And, to tell the truth, she was a young
woman who appeared to want something to
arouse her. She was now, at the age of
| twenty-two, very different from the girl who
| 80 hastily threw down the glove to her step-
{ mother. Her guietness and undemonstrative
| manner, of which the Talbertsso much ap-
| proved, seemed scarcely natural to a girl with

beauty, rank and riches. For, indeed, she
was beautiful. If her face showed no color,
its healthy pellor was more atiractive to a
| right-minded inan than all the rosy cheeks

| how soon a child forgets its mother,

_ | that ever existed. Her brown hair grew in

| great masses, and lowdown on her well-shaped
| forehead. Ber eyes were gray—a strange,
| wonderful gray—so deep in shade that most

they sent their apologies by Whittaker, and |

Clanson.
| [TOBE CONTINUED.]
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MRS. JOE PERSON'S
REMEDY

|
Restorss Vital Energy

Strain, or other causes.
i

It is Nature's Great

Zystem Renovator
| AND BLOOD PURIFIER,

SOLPD» BY ALY DRUGGISTS,

CARRIAGE AND BUGGY REP(EITORY.j
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styles, on hand. :
E="Vehicles made to order and repaired.

A.C. HUTCHISON « CO,
Charlotte, N. C., next to Wadsworth’s Stables,
apr2ssunly
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| It is THE GREAT SOUTHERN REMEDY for the
| bowels. 1t isone of the most pleasant and efli-
| cacious remedies for all summer complaints. At

| a season when violent attacks of the bowels are |

| go frequent, some speedy relief should be at hand.
| The wearied mother, Tosing sleep in nursing the
| fittle one teething, should use this medicine.
| 50 ects. a bottle. Send 2¢. stamp to Walter A.
| Taylor, Atlanta, Ga., for Riddle Book.

' ‘lor’s Cherokee Remedy of Bweet Gum
| anrltiaillgllein will cure Coughs, Cronp and Con-
| sumption. Price, 25¢c. and $1 a bottle.

(levetand Mineral Sp

| Th=se Springs are two miles from Shelby, N. C.,
| B4 wes:‘tl of i(‘:ha;g-(llotte, ar.d one mile of the Carollna
| Central raiiroad.

Hac}ffﬂ will be at Springs Statlon on arrival of

every frain. :

| Aty Grover Station, on the Alr-Line raflroad,
| hacks can be obtained.
| Cold and Warm Baths.
|  White and Red Sulphur and Chalybeata Waters.
A good String Band secured for the sesson.
A Bowling A'ley in ?ood order.
Livery accommodations attached to the Eotel.
Rates of Board reasonable. Speeial rates to
| famtlies for the season. FKor further information
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] g maylddte 8. McB. POSTON, Proprietor.

 WACHOVIA

| pecple would have called her dark-eyed. Her |

| features were perfectly straight. Her face
| was oval. Her lips were just full enough to
make her apathetic demeanor seem inconsist-
ent with the dogmasof physiognomy.
Beatrice Clauson was, in fact, a feminine,
toned-down edition of the Talberts. The char-
acteristics which were with them exaggerated,
with her were reproduced in exactly the right
proportions. Their faces were elongated
ovals—her face wasa proper oval. Theirnoses
were straight, but too long—her nose was
straight, and just long enough., They were,
if anything, too tall—she wasonly tall enough
to be called a fine girl.
sonal appearan

round faced apd rather round bodied.

Miss Clauson’s per-
ce was a living proof of how
fitting bhad beem the alliance between Sir
Maingay Clauson and old Talbert's daughter.
The first Lady, Clauson had been the counter-
part of her brothers. S.irlfaingay.wgsahmt,

Ahead! Yes, this delightful ten cent Havana

| filled cigar, which I am selling

FOR 5 CENTS,

18 far ahead of any eigar upon the market.

Sold only by
L. R. WRISTON.

june2beod,

Hotel Brunswick,
SMITHVILLE, N. C.

|
|
|
|
|
|
{
|

¥

S and 10 CENT CAKES,
Ooimto:: Bath Soap, § cakes s for. 25 cents,
Pear's Soap a full line at WRISTON'S.

French T. M. Blacking the best, at ¢

KNICKERBOCKER

Noulder Brace.

imonlytoundat

THE PERFECT TOOTH BRUSH,
WRISTON S.

My Soda Fountain s provided with Glass Syrup

left their visitor to be entertained by Miss |‘Cansand Glass Lined Syrup Faucets, so that syrup
| comes In contact with NO METAL, Bpum.

Pure,

cold and the best, is the public verdict.

| Summer millinery will find some
| In seeing our New Goods and Low
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| T Hotel wifl be for the reception of |
Beatrice, the “blemishes which had detracted IMmmm&'m
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Try it.
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HAVE JUST RETUNED FROM BHE NORTH-
ern markets with all the

Latest Novelties

In MILLINERY for the sunumer season, which we
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Ladles so fortunate as to have yet to buy their
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full line of Carriages Buggles, Phaetons.Carts | _Great reduetion in the price of all goods In this
s;f’nn; Wagons, ele., of the best makes and latest | line since the spring opening.

Large variety of Misses’ and Chilcren’s Hats.

Call and See the Summer Novelties
C. M. QUERY.

A LIMITED QUANTITY OF
RASPBERRIES

Received daily from Lyles’ Farm.

JUST RECEIVED,

FERRIS PIG HANS

AND

“HQSBONELESS BACON.
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Roller Patent Flour

| le%%«m satisfactlon. Try it and you will use
no osler.
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FREE :-: DELIVERY.
BARNETT & ALEXANDER.

Telephot‘ Call 81-,
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