WITHERING OF A ROSE

By MARIE CORRELL

|Copytl fht 1896 by the Author. |
CHAPTER L—Countinued,

1) of cchicions weather they were
— e and Lalimy as spring, thongh it
wias 10l mm r—happy days they
woght have nroved to Rose Allingham
of thew hadd it also been days of ever
deepeuing perplexity. She was a very
Joving little treature—quick to respond
to kiudnesse—and Rh(:‘ tl“ﬂbled hFrae-lf
desprrately in secret as to why she could
not, though she tried, be altogether
laving to her husband, Something held
her back from him—there was some
nupalpable barrier between hig nature
andd hers that kept them siugularly
apurt, though to all appearances united,
The veriest trifles helped to emphugize
this carious state of things. One even-
i stralling together in the pine woods,
she began to think of all the dainty love
pooins she used to read and be so fend
of. und bringing to mind their dalcet
traclings she suddenly took her hus-
bired's hand and gently slipped it rooud
her waist, leaning her fair little head
copfidently back against the shelter of
nrm thus encircling  her, Then,
I-n\.'.;iug up, with shy, sweet cyes and a
ruvsshing blush, she saicd softly :

CThere, 1su't that nice?"

He regarded her with a gentlemanly
amazement,

“Certainly not! It isnot ‘nice!’ It is
anvthing but nice! I am surprised at
you, Rose! T really am. Suppose any
one were to meot us walking along in
this ridiculous position! Why, they
would take uws for Cook's tourists—a
Cickney "Arry and ‘Arriet out for a
strolll - Nothing could be more vulgar
and degrading !’

He withdrew his arm in haste and
walked beside her stiffly erect, scenting
the piny wir® in virtuous indignation,
His young wife said not a word, but
wilked on nlso, with crimsoning checks
s downceast eyes, her little feet moy-
g somewhat wearily, Presently he
glared down upon  her, with an air of
relenting condescension,

"Surely you know that demonstra-
tions of affection in public are very bad
forin?"" he inquired.

She Jooked up, her soft eyes flashing
for onece with something very like scorn.

"Where is the public?”' ghe asked,
“We are guite alone—alone with the
forest and the sunset and with God!
But I am sorry if my action offended
you, "'

“Dear me, I am not offended, Why
ghould I be?' he retorted pettishly.
“You meant it well, no doubt. But
wlerever we are, alone or before wit-
nesdes, We tukt avoid even the appear-
anee of vulgarity. And pray do not
guote poetry to me. I hate it. ‘Alone
with the forest and the runset and
with God." What rubbish that ig!"

I8 1t?" and she gave a little sigh.
"It 18 not poetry at any rate. It is only
. "'

“Only you,”" he repeated.
you mean?™

"I mean that T said it.  They are my
own words, just as they came into my
hewd. Very gilly, of course, '’

He eyed her with dignified wonder,

“Silly " he eehoed, I should think
f0 indeed.  Nothing could be sillier
They remind me of the style which the
newspaper erities condemn as ‘foreibly
feeble, ' !

He smiled and stroked his black mus-
tache. All at once ghe locked upat him
with an expression of pathetie pleading
& her yourg faee,

"Hurold,” she said in a low, uncer-
tain volee, “are youn sure—I mean—do
you really love me?"’

At this he felt seriously vexed. She
Witk o to be hysterical, or something,
he was sure.. Women were all alike,

"My dear Rose,'' he replied, with
Inbartons politeness, ‘I think if yon
will take into consideration the fact
that [ have marmied you, you will
pearcely need to ask such a  very

('"'|I‘-'|I question, If I had not loved vou,
».nuulnl nol have uouie you my wile.

That you are my wife ought to be suffi-
elent for you—rthe deepest feelings, as
you know, have the fewest words. |
hope, " here his voice beeame distinetly
mggrieved in tone, 1 hope you are not
Eoing to ery. Nothing is more childish,
but perhaps yon are overtired and had
better o indoors,  Pray, remember that
weare living more or less under pnblic
Iwpeetion, and that a hotel is not the
place to make a seene i, *

She raisd her eyes to his. They were
dry and bright and eold.

Do not be afraid, ' she said. T am
not erying, and I shall make no scene, **

And, tarning fromn him, she entered
the hotel in silenee, Ho did not follow
her, bat remained sauntering up and
down on the turf outside, smoking a
ClRAr,

The next morning Mr. Francis Fane
win out ip the woods with his easel and
skotching block, bent on finishing o
rather powerful study of a tall pine tree
split through Ly hightning. He had been
hard at work for niore than an hoar be-
fore he became wware that there was o
small white bundle lying, apparently
thrown, on the moss at sowe litde dis-
tance off. He could not mike it out very
distinetly, for the shudows of the pines
were 80 long and wide, and presently,
moved by curiosity, he got up und weng
to see what it was. As he approached,
it resolved itself into a figure—a slight
little figure clad in white, with a blne
ribbon round its waist—and stopping
abruptly in his advance, he cnught the
rmuthered sonnd of low sobbing.

“'Hy Jove!”" he muttered. “‘Mra. Al-
linghwm ('

Indeseribably pained and nncomforta-
Bl ut this discovery, he was about to
step noiselessly back to his easel with-
ot uttering a word, when the girl sud-
tonly ratsed her head, and, perceiving
hine, started  ap, nervously trying to
ceontrnl herself.

I—I twg your pardon,'' he stam-
ered, “I—I eama put here to make a
LYV PR —

UNotof me, [ hope,” she gaid, wirh
a little tremulons smile, Then, without
the least pretense or affeotation, she
drivsl her eyes with a tiny lace handker-
el and began to langh, though a tri-
fly foreedly.

"I came out here, not to sketch, but
tory, ™ she confessed mnaively. “*Yon
kiiw it's very nice to have a little
Weep all to oneself sometimes, '’

"5t and he reddened foolishly.
“l should have thought''— But he
“uld not devise any fitting end to the
Fentenece, and she looked at him with a
tmeli of wistfulness in her dewy eyes.

“May I see your sketeh?' she said,
Pieking up o large pine cone from the
Ertnnd and studaving its pretty. polished

A
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divisions with intense mterest. “‘T have
aftan neticed You wandering about with
your easel and paintbox. Yoo are Mr.
Francis Fane, gre you not, and you are
staying at the rame Lote] as we are?’”

To all this he assented, walking be-
side her dreamily and alwaye thinking
what a child sghe looked, As they drew
oear the spot where he had left his vase]
be vroke np to consciousness of prosy
etiquette and endeavored to realize that
his companion was et a woodland
sylph as she seecmned, but a “married
lady'" of position.

“I'm afraid my poor sketch is hardly
worth your locking at, Mrs, Alling-
ham, " he began ¢ rtoally. She inter-
rupted him by a little gesture,

“Oh, you know I wmn Mrs Alling-
ham?" she queried, smiling,

“*Of course I do,”* he answered, some-
what amused und surprised at her tone,
“Everybody at the Pension Gutseh
knows you by sight. "

She mused a little, still intent on the
mathematical partitions of e pinecone
she held, Suddeniy she lecked w D

"‘And what G they say of me?' ghe
asked,

Fane was qrite taken sback by the
directness of tho qnestion, Me ting her

“I'moafraid muy poar sheteh s
Wwirtle worwg lookine ot
eyes, however, and noting the inguir-
ing candor and “weet innocence of their
expression, he answered ong manfully:

"'They suy you are very young and
very pretty.  You counld hardly expect
them to say or to think anything else,
conld you?"

She smiled and blushed,

“Oh, I don't know, " she said. *'*You
see, I thought they might think me—
well, funny!"*

He gtared.

“Fuauny?"’

“Yes. Becanse it does seem fonny,
doesn’t it, for such a little thing as I
am, to be o married woman? Some pro-
ple must think it curious, Funey, a
married woman! Oh, I am quite old
enough—I am 20—but I don’t seem to
be tull enough or big enough, ** und she
spread out her pretty hands CXPressive-
ly and with a charming smile. ‘T don’t
know quite where I got all my silly
ideas from, but when T was at school T
used to think o muwrried woman meant
somebody fat and important looking,
who always wore a cap at broakfust
and a bow of velvet on the exact top of
her head by way of full driss ut dinner,
I did, really.” And her eyes sparkled at
the sound of Fane's joyous luughter.
“Of course | know better now, buat
then"'—  Flore she broke off as she saw
the easel just in front of her, with the
unfinished sketeh upon it.  She looked
at it long and earnestly, and Fane
watched her, feeling somewhat curious
to know whit sort of eriticism this ba-
by faced creature would pass upon it.
She studied it from every point with
close attention, and her eyes grew soft
and serions,

*It is very homan,' ghe said at last,
“The poor split tree tells its own his-
tory. You can see it did not know any-
thing. It grew up quite happily, always
looking at the sky and believing that
no harm could befall it, till all at once
the lightning struck it to the heart and
killed it. Awgl in this picture of yours
it seems to ;l:&. Was it my fault that I
fell?>  Of course you mean it as an em-
blem of some noble, ruined life, do yom
not?"’

He heard her with 4 certain wonder
and reverenco—her voice was so very
sweet and grave,

“I cannot say I ever thonght of it in
the way yon see it, ™ he answered, **but
I am very glad and proud that you find
#o much poetry in my poor effort, "

“Poetry? Oh, no. I am not at all
poetical,” sho said quickly and almost
shamefacedly, “Iused to be rather fond
of reading Keats and Byron, but I never
do that now. My husband does not like
it.‘—-'

“Indeed!” murmured Fane vaguelr,
wishing he could make a pictare of her
as she stood before him in her little
white gown, with a picturesque, brond
brimmed hat resting on the sunny curls
of her abundant hair.

“No,"" she went on confidingly, ““he
thinks it such nonsense. You see, he is
a very clever man and very scientific,
He reads all the heavy magazines and
thinks it is very silly to waste time. on
studying verse when one can have so
much prose. "

‘“Yes, there certainly is a good deal
of prose about, '’ said Fane.

At that moment a shadow crossed the
sunlight in which they stood, and Mr.
Allingham suddenly made his appear-
ance.

“Why, Harold,” exclaimed his wife,
springing toward him, “I thonght you
had gone into the town. ™

*I have been into the town,'* Le re-
plied frigidly, “but I returned a few
minates ago. Perbaps you are not aware
it is nearly our lunch hour.' Then,
with a standoftish yet would be patron-
izing air, addressing himself to Fune,
‘*You are an artist, sir?”’

“I doa little in that way,' replied
the yonug man modestly, “Mrs. Alling-
ham happened to pass by while I was
at work, and she has been kind cuough
to look at my sketch.” .

**Ah, yes—er—yes. Very good in-
deed,” murmured Mr. Allingham,
scarcely glancing at the pieture as he
spoke, ‘‘Rose, it is time we went in.
You are staying at our hotel, are yon
not, Mr, —er—Mr. ""— )

“Fane, '’ said that gentleman mildly.

‘‘Fane, oh, ah—yes. 1 think I have
heard of yon in London. You have ex-
hibited, have you not?”

“Frequently, "’

“O‘quvs. er—I remember. Charmed
—charmed to meet you. Are you com-
ing our way now "’

““No,"" sald Fane, rather brusquely,
**I must finish my work. "’

And he raised hat courteounsly as
husband andiwife i ir turn salut-
ed him andfwvalked away together. He

hardly

Ay

looked” a™er pem for ECm¢ minares,
noting with an artist's eye the swaring

( youthful grace of (e woeman's dainfy

figure and (he

§ 17, uneompreisising

Bquarcness of tlo won'e
“Il matched in every vav,”' he
said to himself. “She is oo youeg,

and he is teo—eonecritm]

[To BF coxTINTED.]
Blackie, the Enthusiast,

John Staart Blackie's saperabundance
of energy is evidenced by the coporness
with which he entered into v hatever
interested those with v iy ho cane in
contact. In his biograpby weo find an
extract from a charactoristic 10t 1 w bich
he wrote while in Rome 1o <oy who
had remonstrated vwith Loy to) Lo Mg SO
much addicted to v, rae wri ing

“You see Lam vorse .
“‘Bat yon know [ 1

Iz sercite

Subgoet (e varicn:s
kinds of madness, ivd of GZont re
currence. In Aberdoin 1 g ¢ Ligion:
mad. Then Igot Lot wad 2o | uan

verse mad and drivwing el aod am
fast getting antiquity wiwd

“Ouat of this never uding £ reenta
tion may somethirg ;oo o .t
may not be eternally dviven sl bis
every wind of doctrine, Hat s ipis |

wris

have no more comnunil cv oy 'y wrhime
and faneies than o L oupeckod Lo
has over his wife "

The Pl Art of L2ir otcls,

The large hotels of the ) veeh citios inre i
tremendous power for eo ) i thiey
might be wissionarics {1 ol tli is ooy
In art. The nonveans i, - LB LTI 1Y)
swallor cities and the wol] 1o dot pin

larger towns conmin:s tiy gh et polts pug

up ut the widest fowed fostob oo o s

cept w3 the posyel ot RSl ST VCE “are,'
{|:n‘_\|‘ vatll il’-—\\h.n[:'\':'l‘ Binitestrlong aof
apoery plal Judgn eor they sec 0 . A
massive pile of arelitectard Bty read
15 the exterior to s interioe .l ¢pially
meaningless  irippory. Goitdy  oelling-s,
beds aod ebaira Eroentes vt ergle bisl
wents, dining roe 2 o0 g L LS R Y
ofthees ol divers i i los g bverssied gidt,
purlors of appressive ol s These ppe
BRLup atomee g2 the Ionis ot o HEy, tae
summit of pood art Wlen bie palgerta:
gies back Lo, Lo oo rojes Larveetod
Butdards that will | T S Pageingali

BT to L Jrdgiivnt of LSRR N S TSI

eratiod.—PFrotn the e | o Art™
Serlbner's, :

Babibath Broaiang,

Intheurth bres R sdod t o naasrt
o the London Spoctan v remen. s (ER FEHTI S
o n sratement ol s that © ¢ Protestanes
of Glisgow cover their Bilrdin s witl, o
cloth on Sumdiys; Dopiise Lizdd ol ay
Biras are notsdl e g slige i ot al

CNOwL thie airtiele adids, inta G4 ]
g jet i narle in gl AArpliciey ot Lo oy
for Goneourt was ineapzbile of
remember hearing nuiny years s

uor |
W Waen
i Fdinburgl, (0o a person of wort whu
Wiz 1tedpelle of dnventing a juke that in
b yonne g s' sehool on the veent [Py
reneo of o tedald e se ol the siaa o stitl
more ecifveruid obscuration of the sun was
opeercl Ty the Lidy st thie head of th
hot-e Iy having the Dl draw ny duwhy s
4s o prevent any idle Lréakine of th
S b e peeitenr ol sersation of the
phenotreron, Py Balily his wos g ung
exapleof < hilipd ol ediviee to the fourih
tommandment of the Deculogye.

Overwhelming Arguments,

Two well dressed boFs hid vome ont o
the streer to ploy hiarses  They had a ey
litths harness, Lung with hells that tinkled
softly. There was a dispute s o which
one should drive,  One of the Inivs was
less strving than the other, but he won his
point by diplisnacy.

“You must be the horse, Tom, ' he said,
“heeiuse we e going to pluy truck horse,
and you are very strong. I must he the
driver, becouse your futher isa minister,
and you ean't swear,

The minister's son Put on the luirness
—New York Times,

3[C. No ofl, no grease,

BAMPHUR“NE dries (uicklv, lraving a

pleasant, baimy teeling, Raysor’'s Drug Slore.

Rackel_Sto[e News,

30 South Main St

. ASheville, N. C
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THE BSRACKET{ - SIORE

Few
hard and earnestly a mer-

people know how
chant teis to please his cus-
tomers apd if suceessful still
fewer people come anywhere
vear knowiog how good it
makes a fellow ferl when his
customers ehow th-ir appre-
ciation of his efforts.

Our recent purchases are
comirg in rapidly, We will
go into detail next week and
tell you how near we are like
you in ourideasof what you
want.

J. M. Stoner, Mgr.

-

THE ABHEVILLE DAILY CITIZEN.

Grand Bargain Days

SUMNER’S

DURING THE ENTIRE

MONTH OF

500 Jackets

and Capes,

all the newest and latest
styles. Black Serge Capes
trimmed in fur and braid,

worth $2.00, for

$1.00.

Black Beaver cloth Capes with fur, worth $5.00, for $1 95

Black, fine Beaver cloth Capes, handsomely trimmed

other places for #6.00, at $4.0

0.

with fur and jet, worth $2, $9 and $10, for

$5.00, $6.00 and $7.50.

Fine Capes from $10, $12.50, $17.50, $20 and $28,
$3.75, 6, $7.50, $9.75, $12.50, §15,
all the very best and far below their real values,.

Jackets $3. $3.

50,
$17.50, $20 and $25. ;

These are

The only place to find 54-inch
all-wool Storm Serge at 50c. is at

SUmner’s.

The only place to find 46-inch
all-wool English weight Serge, all

colors, at 39¢., is at

SUmner’s.

You can only find 50-inch all-

wool Ladies’ cloth for 89¢. at

SUmner’s,

The only place selling all-wool
Ladies’ Flannel, 38 inches wide,

at 25¢.,, 1s at

SUmner’s.

No one will sell

for 25¢. but

Sumner.

You cannot find 1000 suits of
ladies’ wool Underwear to select

from except at

SUMmnerss.

The largest and best stock of
men’s Underwear to be closed at

low prices is at

SUMmner's.

you 54-inch
waterproof for skirts and dresses

The only place selling Ladies’
English fast black hose for 19¢.

~ Sumner's,

The only place to buy fast
black seamless hose for 10c. is at

SUMNer’s,

The only place you can buy §2
Lace Curtains for 97¢. is at

SUMNer's.

Housekeepers, the only place
you can buy 70-inch Table Linen
worth T5¢. for 50c., is at

40-42 Patton Ave.

The only place selling heavy
long sleeve Ladies’ Vest at 19e.
isat

40-42 Patton Ave.

School, girls the only place you
can_ buy 50c. and 75c. Tamo’Shan-
ter Caps for 25c.. 35¢. and 50c..
is at

40-42 Patton Ave.

Ladies, the only place you
all

things in new

Millinery

and have it arranged by

can see

the latest

the best trimmers in the
State is at

J 40 and 42 PATTON

AVENUE.

Don’t be misled, but 40
and 42 Patton Avenue is at

SUMNER'S.

Some heavy cuts are to be made in fine and medium Blankets

for the next few days at SUMNER’S. It will cost you nothing

and

may save you several dollars to call and examine the largest stock

D ry oods in this country—only to be found at

sumner's, 4042 Patton Ave.

OCTOBER.

, selling
Handsomely trimmed Beaver

= —

NOW R

burg. It has been

carefully

traordinary values.

is filled with new things for
chandise ever seen on As

Never in our history as merchants have we been able to give 3 t

You will remember this stock—a little over $£30,000—
chased at about half of its original value,

of our good fortune in securing such great bargains.

EADY FOR YoU!]

At last we have received the entire assigned stock purchased by our Mr. M.

Swartz-
is now ready for you.
rading public such ex.
has been pur-
to reap the benefit
in this big double store
desirable stock of mer-

- . -

gone over, priced, placed on eale and

and now is your opportunity
Every stock
and most
retail thoroughfare

fall trading. The freshest
heville's

Special values in
$4.37, %5, ¥8 and $10.

BLACK CHINCHILLA

buttons

in style
silk lined
DRESS

........... Sessssssanrenan

this the best

spection.

Ladies’

3 for

Dry Goods Dept.
10 Patton Ave.

('apes,

BLACK BEAVER JACKETS—High col-
lar, double breasted, new sleeves $2.50

Bound with braid, elashed collar, pannel

BLACK ASTRAKHAN JACK ETS—Rich
and effect, new back, new sleeve,
-+ $12.00
GOODS—The newest
and weaves—everything that tends to make
stock in Asheville.
space will permit to give detailed account.
Seeing is believing, all we ask is your in-

Ladies’ and misses’ Underwear.
Ribbed Vests, Pants to match,

B o s i s e RART— - 25¢c

Vests, good value, each 9c. or

Glothing Dept.
12 Patton Ave.

No other house does, ever did, or ever
will sell such sterling qualities at such low
prices as we quote. Loyalty to quality is
loyalty to you. There has been no deser-
tion here to the camp of cheapness.

$1.98, $2.50,

JACKETS—

[ EROI s i i emmmamss et - 85.00 $4.50 buys a i o : ;
o e M - : ¥s a good honest working suit,
; BLUE KERSEY ~ JACKETS—Tailor in either blue, black or fancy mixtures. .
made, new back, silk lined, large pearl

$8.75

$6.5C buys a finely made blue and
black Cheviot suit in single or double
breasted ‘stvles,

shades

$7.90. FElegant suits in blue and b] ick
Kerseys. The equal of any suit sold else.
where for ¥10.

Time nor

$10. Tastefully made Bannockburn
Cheviots in a dozen destinct eflects. You
cannot match them for less than #15.

Ladies” Merino Vests, Pants to match, 812. The famous snow flake Cheviots,
L 49c¢ tailor made and finely finished. It'san out f
: . and out #16.50 suit. The season's latest
Ladies’ all-wool Ribbed Vests, Pants to fad
mateh, each..oo T 730 ’
‘ lin:g:lhm Union Suits, good quality, fleece Overcoats. Just a hint—there is no
------------------------------------------- 25¢c stock in Asheville to compare with ours,
|[ Children’s

As for prices we hope you'll give usan

op-
portunity to make comparisons.

PRIZE
$15 suit or overcoat
guessing the correct answers.
in ink, cut 1t out and mail o

6 p. m.,

Baltimore Clo

SHOES, FALL AND WINTER STYLES, NOW READY.

Who Will Be Next President ?
GUESSING —C
to the first person |

INNTRUCTIONS—Fil out the coupon |

our store on or before November 2, 1844,

How ¥any Electoral Votes Will He Receive ?

hoice of any The total number of electoral votes 13

447, the number necessary to elect is 224,
|| Successful Candidate

r leave it at

thing. Sho

YoU
AFRAID ®

To Read Both Sides of |
the Question ?

The New York Journal is the only
Metropolitan  paper indorsing

Bryan and Sewall

and it daily publishes articles by
the leading financiers of the
country on both sides of the ques-
tion . . . . ., . .

“Silver versus Gold.”

It is progressive, liberal and al-
ways espouses the cause of the
masses. Kvery broad minded
man should read it, whether Re-
publican or Democrat.

The New York Journal

Daily............ 1 cent everywhere.,
Subscription for one month,
including Sunday...... 40 cents.
Two months and a half.. $1.00
Send subscriptions to

THE NEW YORK JOURNAL

Cireulation Dept.,
New York ..

The Truth Concisely Stated
In Announcing the Coming of

L. B. Lent’s Mastodon Railroad
SHOWS.

The rare treasures of the wilderness, the mountains and the
Pampas.

Exhausted in furnishing nature’s curiosities for the instruction
and amusement of our patrons.

Beautiful plumaged hirds From the Forests of the tropies,

A Broad-Gauge Comprehensive Show

Discarding Old Ideas Our Motto is

“The Survival of the Fittest !

In Selecting Artists
only to the best.
Truthfully Advertised and Honorably conducted.

Participating in this show recognition is given

THE FEATURE SHOW OF AMERICA !

Will Exhibit One Day Only,
Rain or Shine.

be dated. A special
ized Milk, in pint and
with special label.

plant has been put in for

right; then we guarantee the milk.

In order to correct a false impression, we owe it to our-
selves to announce that we do NOT supply

Asheville or vicinity, with our dairy products.
intention of competing with 18 cent milk or 20

any hotel, either in
And we have no
cent butter.

After October 5th all bottled milk supplied by us will be
sealed with a copyrighted label of the Biltmore Dairy, which will
supplying Pasteur-
quart bottles, which will also be sealed
See that the label is unbroken and the date is
BILTMORE DAIRY.
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