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CHAPTER XV.—(Continued.)

It was for Lynn, not for himself, he
wanted the farm. 1 saw now why he
bad pitched upon that particular one: he
was also aware that it was side by side
with the Dingle. If anything could pro-
mote the union of Lynn Yeames and Miss

. Dalrymple, it was this propinguity; for

here, he must have refiected, the young
man would be urged to do his best, that
she might see he had the good qualities—
the energy, the resolution which he pre-
tended to possess.

In the evening 1 went over to the doc
tor's house to see If 1 could pick up any
news, and by a happy chance he was at
home. He welcomed me heartily,

“l have seen the captain's farm. It
will do admirably. I will get you to ar-
range the terms with him as early as
possible,” he said.

I nodded gloomily. My want of enthu-
alasm now, contrasting with my warmth
fn the morn.ng, was too noticeable to es-
cape him. Like all good fellows, he was
keenly alive to the humorous aspect of
things, and | saw a twinkle in his eye
as he turned to poke the fire,

“You don't seem so0 eager abhout it as
you were, Keene,” he sild, with 3 smils

“No; I was fool enough to think you
were going to take it for yourself."

“And you have found out that the fu-
ture tenant is to be be Lynn Yeames?"'

“Well, let me hear what you've got to
say" said I, turning round, with a re
solve to be as impartial in my dealings
with Yeames as if he were unknown to
me,

“] have no right to any of this money
virtually," he said.

“] won't ndmit that, to begin with,” I
replied. “Flexmore willed the money to
you, and signed his will when he was In
health, and had the ability to reason the
matter out; the will he did not sign was
decided upon when he was sick and
unable to reason upon it."

“You will admit that in either case
fe Intended this money to go to the man
Miss Dalrymple should marry.”

I assented to this proposition, and he
continued: "It is no longer a question
whether 1 ghall marry her—that is set-
tled forever."

“Well, if he will only weork heart and
soul for his own eake, it's as much as [
ean expect of him. Let him begin with
that; we shall see about the rest. You
have spoken to him on this subject?’

“Yes; we went together to look at the
farm this afternoon, He is delighted with
it, is confident of success, and eager to
wn.n

1 was not surprised to hear this. Every
one thinks he has the wit to make a farm
pay by just riding about on a cob and
giving orders; and to be a “gentleman
farmer” is the desire of a good many
lazy young gentlemen—especially when
there's good shooting in the neighborhood,
and a comfortable house, with an excel-
lent billlard table In it.

“If you are still resolved on parting
with your money, I think 1 see how it
may be done without too much risk,"
eaid 1. “We will start with the idea
that when Flexmore House is sold, the
Dingle Cottage paid for, and everything
equared up, you have two thousand a year
to dispose of for nine years from this
date. Half of that must be put away as
a reserve fund, Out of the other half
you must pay Miss Dalrymple's salary
and the expenses of Laure and the Cot-
tage—say, roughly, four hundred a
year, That leaves six hundred to meet
the losses on the farm and pay interest
on the capital invested on going in. If
Yeames makes farming pay, so much the
better for him; he can pocket the profit,
and the six hundred can be added to the
reserve fund.”

“And what Is to be done with the re-
serve fund?”

“I'm coming to that. At the end of
oine years, when Miss Dalrymple ceases
to be Laure's guardinn, the reserve sum
ehall be drawn out and paid over in a
lump to Miss Dalrymple if she in single,
or to her busband if she is married. Here
{¢ an inducement for Yeames to develop
his fine qualities, to work hard and win
Miss Dalrymple, for then he will come
in for the whole amount arising from the
bequest. Now, there's an arrangement ad-
vantageous enongh for Yeames in all con-
sclence. It does not benefit you one
penny piece, and go ought to be accept-
able; and it earries out Flexmore's last
wishes to a tittle.”

“That seems & capital arrangement,”
said Awdrey cheerfully. “1 should think
Yeames would be pleased with it."

“He ought to be,” suld I *

But 1 was very doubtful whether he
would be; for & greedy man would not
be satisfied with ten thousand a year, if
he thinks he may by hook or by erook
get twenty.

However, he had the grace to express
entire satisfaction with the arrangement
when Awdrey explained it to him, and the
doctor bade me conclude negotintions with
Captain Ranger as quickly ns possible.

CHAPTER XVI

The following week Misa Dalrymple
moved into her new home with all her
houschold : and one morning when [ had
been to settle affairs with Captain Ran-
ger, 1 walked ncross the meadow, climbed
over the fence that separated It from
the Dingle paddock, and made my way
to the Cottage. found everything In
its place, and the whole house as neat and
comfortable as if the tenants had been
there a year.

It seemed to me that [ had never seen
Nurss Gertrude to such advantage, Black
was certainly becoming to her, and her
dress was, to my eyes, the perfection of
grace and elegance, giving fullness to her
figure which, as [ have said befors, was,
in my opinion, a trifle too slight. Her
carrisge was never wanting in dignity,
but I thought she bore herself with the
nir of one consclous of being mistress of
the house. Yet there was no stiffoess or
formality in her manner; little Laure
herself did not welcome me with sweeter
smiles.

I sat down by the fire and we fell to
tnlking about the neighbors. I learned
that they had already received visitors,
though it was scarcely time to expect
them, and 1 was glad to hear this, not
only becanse it would be good for Laure
to find companions of her own age, but
for Miss Dalrymple's sake also. Mixing
among people who must apprecinte her
excellent qualities, It was ten to one that
some decent young fellow would fall in
love with her, and good might come of it.
One thing T had made up my mind upon ;
if Dr. Awdrey wouldn't have her, Mr.
Lynn Yeames shouldn’t. Although the
running at prosest looked favorable for
Lynn, the race was not won yet by many
a length, and 1 had a strong beHef that
he would be found nowhere when the mar-
riage bell rang.

“And who else has eallaed wpon you,
Miss Dalrymple?” | asked, when Laure
left the room. *Has Mr. Yeames pald
you another visit since we last met?" -

I wondered whether the little frown
with which she replied in the negative
implied that she was hurt by his neglect,
or vexed at the thought of his ealling
upon her agaln.

“I was told that he intends to redeem
his character before he again presents
himself,” said I,

“l am very glad to hear it,” she re
plied, taking up her work.

“However, you will be able to see him,
for he is to be a near meighbor.” I fan-
cied that she did not look particularly
pleased at this intimation. “He ls go-
ing to live In the house over there, and
from this window you will be able to
see him, if you get up early, mowing
his fields, following his team, throwing
heart and soul and money into the poble
endeavor to become & worthy member of
society and a model farmer."

“But I understood that Mr. Yeames
was in difficulties.”

“What does that matter? He has found
a friend who's & bigger fool than he in
some respects, willing to pay his debts,
and spend a thousand a year besides to
make a worthy gentleman of bhim. Do
you think he will succeed?”

She did not reply to my yuestion, but
sat absorbed in thought. Walching her
face keenly, I thought there was an ex-
pression of tender sadness in it. Was
she mourndng in her heart for the fall of
one whom no sffort could raise up? or
was she grieving to think of that other
friengl’'s disappointment when he should
find that all he had done was of no
avail?

“The friend is Dr. Awdrey?” said Miss
Dalrymple, after we had sat in silence
for some moments,

“Yen" 1 replied; “that is not difficult
to discover; for I believe there's not an-
other man in the whole world who would
bogzar himself for others as he will"”

Bhe sat with [dle hands and musing
eyes, still and silent as one sits at times
awed by the beauty of a starry night.

“And 1 have not told you all that he
will do to make Yeames a gentleman—
he will give him two thousand a year
when he wins you. If that does not en-
courage him to make himself a fit subject
for matrimony, I don't know what will."”

“He must have a grent vespest for Mr.
Yeames," she said.

“A very strong bellef in his latent good-
ness, undoubtedly,” I said. “Dr. Aw-
drey Is ns simple and confiding as a
girl, In that category he is not the only
one who has bad a great respect for Mr.
Yeames," *

“How am I to reply to that thrust?"
she asked, with a smile,

“Hy telling me that if Dr. Awdrey had
ns intimate an acquaintaove with Mr.
Yeames as you have, his respect would
have evaporated,”

“Buat still his faith in latent good
qunlities might exist,” sald she,

“I know his love would remain unal-
tered ; and while he thinks Yeames eapa-
hle of goodness, and you capable of loy-
ing him, he will endeavor to bring about
your marringe."”

“Iix love?" she repeated questioningly,
with a little emphnsis,

“His love,” | said again: “and grearer
love hath no man than this—that he lay
down his life for his friend.'"”

“Do you think he loves Mr. Yeames to
such an extent as that?"

“1 was not thinking of Mr. Yeames,"
sald I; “he is not the only friend con-
cerped ; it is a friend better known, more
highly prized in his heart, for whom that
brave man would lay down his life.”

The malicions smile provoked by our
little passnge of arms faded from her
lips, the color left her cheek, her dark
oyes deepened as she looked at me with
intense earnestness, to read in my face
what T had yet left wntold, '

1 helleve she realized at that moment
for the first time that Dr. Awdrey loved
her with a love that is deeper than
friendship.

“1f 1 bave not put a considerable long

spoke In Mr, Lynn's wheel, I'm a Duteh-
an' wid I to myself, as 1 went away
from Dingle Cottage.

CHAI'TER XVIL

Lynn Yeames had the sagacity to leave
Coneyford, and keep out of sight, know-'
ng that he could do nothing to reestab-
lish his character un:il he had got into
he farm where he was to work such
wonders, or finding the bad weather that
siceeeded the frost intolerable, or society
dull, or for some other reason that may
be clearer later on,

He had made himself very popular at
Coneyford with his charities, his reckless
riding, his agresable manners, and his as-
sumption of bluff, outspoken honesty.
People were inclined to think even better
of him in his absence than when he was
amongst them, remembering the pleasant
side of his charmacter and forgetting the
little slipa which occasionally awakened
suspdeion, He was apoken of as a fine
type of muscular Christianity. Miss Dal-
rymple was constantly with these people,
and as it was generally understood that
a tacit engagement existed between her
and Yeames, they thought to please her by
talking mbout him, and sounding his
praises. Then that dear, stupid old doc-
tor, whenever he got a letter from Lynn,
must needs show it to her and dilate on
the fine prospect extending before a young
fellow with such manly feeling and high
aim,
It was the end of the second week In
March, and people were speculating om
the day when Lynn Yeames would make
his appearance, when something occurred
which upset everything; it was nothing
less than & moral cataclysm altering the
entire aspect of affairs.

Coming home that particular afternoon,
T fornd o wiaftor In my office who had
been waiting there three parts of an hour
to see me. He was a little pudgy man,
with a short throat, a puffy face, and
eyes as like a pig's as ever | saw. He
breathed with diffieulty, and gasped be-
fore each sentence, and in the middle also
if it was a long one. He had not much
hair; what there was of it had a dirty,
sandy tint; his whiskers were hardly
distinguishable, they were so thinly
planted, and like his complexion. He
was dressed in a tightly-buttoned frock
coat that formed deep ridges In his waist,
and seemed to increase the difficulty of
breathing. In one hand he held his bat,
in the other a pair of gloves, and both
rested on his knees, which, by reason of
their shortness and pudginess, were wide
ly separated.

“Afterneen, Mr. Keene; afternoon,
sir,” he gasped, turning his little blue
eyes in the corner before he could screw
himsell up on hie legs to face me. “Come
to talk with you on a matter of busi-
ness. My name's Bax—Smithson Bax;"
with this he sank down on his chair and
gnsped again.

“Not the pleasure of knowing you, Mr,
Bax,” said I, sitting down in front of
him.

“Thought you imight bave heard of me
from Lynn Yeames or Mrs. Yeames. 1
am—{riend of the family."

“A professional friend?' | nasked, for
I detected the look of u pettifogger in
him.

“You may call me—professional friend
if you like—not a lawyer exactly—know
something about it.” He gave me a glance
that was not to be mistaken, and contin-
ued: “To begin with, you must under-
wtand that I—acting on behalf of the fam-
{ly—Lynn Yeames nothing at all to do
with it—better keep out of ir"

“He does not wish to take the respon-
slbitity of anythiug you do?"

“That's it. Too generous—to0 carelesa
of his own interests—altogether too——"
he giusped and filled up the break with a
wave of his gloves,

“l understand his character perfect-
ly, Mr. Bax; let us come to the point.”

“We'll go steaight at it—begin in the
middle—save breanth. Dr. Awdrey is a
scoundrel—biggest hypocrite and rascal
that ever imposed—credulous humanity !*

“Be good enough to show how you ar-
rlve at this conclusion,” sald I,

“1 will. Flexmore's will. He knew
of the conditions in the first one. He
knew also the conditions in the second.
He knew that if that were vot signed he
would come into two thousand a year."

“He did."

“(jood. Tell me, please, Mr. Keene,
why that second will was not signed.”

*1 was thrown out of a trap; that and
the fog o

“Phrown out of a trap. How? An-
swer me that, if you please."

“By a rope stretched from one slde of
the road to the other.

“Good, 1 ecan produce & witness to
prove that he was engaged by Dr. Aw-
drey to stretch that rope and throw you
over!"

{To be contlnned.)

No Further Need,

“1 hooked a fish yesterday,” sald the
amateur angler, “that welghed all of
ten pounds but it got-off the hook.

“W1Il you swear to that?' asked the
one-man audlencs,

“No,” answered the a. a8, *“I swore
enough when I lost the fish."

To Judge from Appearances.
Elderly Spinster—You know, doector,
1'm always thinking that a man Is fpl-
lowing me. Do ycu think I suffer from
hallueinations?
Doctor (sizing her up)—Absolutely
certaln you do, ma‘am.—S8ketch,

An 0ld Story,
“Did you ever experience a change of
heart?' asked the kind old Indy,
“Well, T should say!" laughed the
girl, “I've been engaged four times!"
—Detroit Free Press.

There are elghty State, private ang
savings banks and trust companles, and
thirty national banks In ldaho.

Lampwiek Fiook.
Considerable difficulty 1s frequently
experienced in applying a new wick to
& lamp burner, owing to the fact that

the material of
which the wick Ia
formed Iz not suffi-
clently stiff to en-
able [t to be read-
{ly passed through
the burner tube. To
obvinte this dim-
culty a Wyoming
man has designed
an Implement for
drawing the wick
through the tube,
A8 shown In the accompanying Ilus-
tration, At one end Is a finger plece,
| nnd at the other, prongs for engaging
| the wick. In using the device the
pronged end of the Implement I8 thrust
| through the tube of the burner and the
| endl of the wick attached to the prongs
A pull on the handle draws the wick
into the tube, after which It can be
readlly pulled through.

LAMP WICK.

Sour Milk Corn Bread,

Sift together one cup of grnbam four
and three cups of Indlan meal, Into
three cups of sour milk stir a table
spoonful of melted butter, a teaspoonful
lnf salt and a tablespoonful of sugar.
Add this gradually to the meal-nnd-
flour mixture, then fold In three we.l-
| beaten eggs and a tenspoonful of baking
|Boda that has been dissolved In a gl
of bolling water. Beat hard for five
minutes, pour Into n well-greaseil
Turk's head tin and bake In n steady
oven untll a straw comes out clean from
the thickest part of the loaf.

Stuaffed Ham,

Freshen the ham, If necessary, by
sonking over night In cold water. When
reidy to cook, cover with fresh, cold
water, and heat slowly to the bolling
polot.  Blmmer untll tender, remove
from the fire and cool In the water In
which It was cooked. When sufficlently
cool to handle, remove the skin and
the bone and 6] the cavity with stuff-
Ing. Tie securely and sprinkle the fat
with fine cracker crnmbs and sugar.
Bake for one hour in a hot oven. - Serve
elther hot or cold.

Carameln,

One quarter of a pound of chocolate,
one and a half pounds of brown sugay,
one-quarter of a pound of butter. one
tumblerful of milk or crenm, Put all
together and let them melt. HRoll for
twenty minutes, pour on buttered
dishes and before quite cold cut In
Small squares with a sharp knife, After
taking off the saucepan add nalf a tea-
spoonful of essence of vanilla, Be care
ful not to take the caramels off the fire
until they are cooked. 'Test by drop
plog o little In cold water,

Kindling Materinl,

Melt one pound of resin, add two
ounces of tallow, and, while all are
hot, stir thick with pine sawdust
While still warm spread about one
inch thick upon bourds thickly covered
with sawdust to prevent sticking, When
cold break Into pleces about an lnch
square, One of these pleces will easl-
Iy Ignite with a mateh and burn long
enough and with a strong blaze to lg

| nite any wood fit to burn.

Choeolate Blanc Mange.

Put one pint of milk In a double
poller. When hot add two ounces of
grated chocolate or two heaplng ten-
spoonfuls of cocon. Add half a cup-
ful of sugar. Molsten three level
tablespoonfuls of corn starch with a
lttle cold milk; add them to the hot
milk and chocolate, stir until thick and
smooth, turn into the mold and stand
aslde to barden. Serve cold with
drenm,

Meat Dellency,

For a veal roast with roisins tnke
three pounds, roast n nice brown In
butter, add hot water and salt, and
cook. Within one hour of serving add
one and one-half cups vinegar sweet-
ened with sugar, threequarters cup
washed raislns. about ten flowers of
cloves. When done, remove ment,
thicken gravy with a little cornsturch
dissolved In water and gerve,

Pifteen-Minute Sonp.

Put a quart can of tomatoes, a slice
of onlon, a level teaspoonful of salt,
a bay leaf, a binde of mace and n pint
of water or stock In n saucepun, bring
to bolllug polnt and add two level tea-
spoonfuls of butter rubbed with four
tablespoonfuls of flour, stir constintly
until bolllng, press through a sieve, re
heat and serve with croutvus.

Some peopie wuke tue mistake of
thinking they are sure just becanse
they are slow.

Stelln—The Columbia boys won't de
bate with a cool. Bella—Wait till
they marry.—New York Sun
Dyer—Do you think the time will
come when we shall have universal
peace? Ryer—Not unless we adopt
trial marringes.—Town Topica.

“Please glve me two bills for my hay,
one for ten dollars to show my hus-
band, and one for twenty to show my
lady friends."-—Meggendorfer Blaetter.

“Do you really love me, John?” “Oh,
no. | wear these summer pants and
this tramp overcoat merely to appear

eccentrie, that's all."—Washington Her-
ald.

“Do you belleve that men and wom-
en should have equal rights?" “Well—
I used to, but since I've been married
[ don't dare to say 80" — Clevelund
Leader.

Mrs. Houllhan (sobbing)—I never
saw ye Ul th' day before me unforch-
nit marriage. Mr. Houllban—An' I
often wisht ye hado't séen me till th*
day after!—I'uck.

Phoebe—You would hardly know
Freddy since he got back from Monte
Curlo, Ie lost all Lis money there,
and—  Evelyu—Hardly konow him!
Why, I shan't know _him at all !—Illus-
truted Bits.

“"Ollicer,” said the pollee magistrate,
“what I8 the charge agninst the pris-
oner? “Having an lofernal machine
in hls possessiun, your honor,” replied
the policeman, *“Anarchist vr chauof-
feur?" gueried the magistrate—Chica-
go Dally Newsa.

Father—If you marry my daughter,
are you sure you will be able to take
care of her In the style to which she
hus always been accustomed? Buitor
(who I8 In the wholesule business)—
I'll gnarantee it, sir, or—or return the
goods.—Pick-Me-Up.

“You sald that If 1 bought this sub-
urban house 1 cowd live like n prince.
With malarin and automoblles, I'm In
fear for my lfe!" *“Well," apnswered
the agent, soothingly, “think of the
princes who Hve In fear of thelr lives."
—Washington Star.

Mr. Stubb (with Illustrated weekly)
—Martha, here Is a plcture entitled
“Docking an Ocenn Greyhound.” Mrs.
Stubb (#aring up)—1 just don't want
to see It. I think there should be a
law agalnst clipping off a poor dog'e
tail.—Chiengo News,

“Would you send a man who uses
profanity to Congress?' *“1 dunno,”
answered Furmer Corntossel, *Of
course, 1 don't approve of profanity;
but I'd want him to be able to hold his
own In any of them arguments that
come up.'—Washington Star,

Mra. Gadsby (hugging dog)—I don't
know what we're golng to do about
poor, darling Pido! Mr, Gadsby—
Humph! What alls him? Mrs. Gads-
by (In surprise)—Why, baven't you no-
ticed how Irritated he becomes whens
ever the baby cries?—Puck.

Mrs, Spenders—1 wonder how you'd
like It if 1 ever got “new-womanish"
andl  Insisted wupon wearing men’s
clothes? Mr. Spenders—Ob, 1 haven't
any fear of you ever doing that. Men's
clothes are never very expensive.—
Catholle Standard and Times,

“Do you mean to tell me you Have
lived In this out-of-the-way place for
twenty years?' “That's right, stran-
ger; twenty years." “But 1 don't see
whnt you find to keep you busy."”
“Nothing, stranger. That's the reason
[ like It."—Loulsville Herald,

“Yes," gnld Miss Jiitham, "he was an
old fiame of mine. And when you told
him [ was to be married next week,
did he seem sorry? “Yes, he admit-
ted that he felt sorry,” replled Misa
Gabble. *“DId he, really?’ “Yes, al-
though he said he didn't know your
flance personally.”—Catholic Standard
and Times,

Mr. Ryley—Why are yez decoratin’,
Miw Murphy? Mrs, Murphy—>Me b'y
Denny ls comin' home the day. Mr. Ry-
ley—1 t'ought It wuz for folve years he
wuz sint up? Mrs. Murpby—Me wuz;
but he got a year off for good behay-
vure, Mr., lQyley—An' sure It must be
a grent comfort for ye to have a good
b'y llke that.— London Tit-Bits.

Vienr—John, do youn—er—ever use
strong language? John (guardedly)-—
Wwell, sir, 1-=—1 may be a little bit keer-
less llke In my speech at tlmes. Viear
—Alh, Pm sorry, Jobhn, But we wlill
converse abont that some other time,
Just now [ want you to go to the
plumber's and settle this bill for four
pounds ten for thawing out a water
pipe.  And you might Just talk to the
man in a cureless sort of woy, as if 1§
were your own bill l—Iunch
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