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CHAPTFER XX1.—(Continued.)

Pesrman paused, He was a  shrewd
man, and he could not help being struck’
"by the ability with which his opponent
had got up his case. “Suppose I let you
take the horse?” he maid at length,

“Fven then he is a yaluable horse, and
worth just now a fictitious price, There
wonld be people who would give prerty
nearly that sum to insure his not starting
. for that particulsar race"

"I give you credit, Mr. Rose," replied
Pearman at length, “I'll sign & release
-of the mortgage, with this proviso, that
my cogagement with Miss Denison re-
oalus ns it was"

‘1 bave told you siready that that
question is totslly aloof, and must be

held entirely distinet from the claim of |

heriot. It s n point upon which I am
not empowered to enter, and have nothing
to say.”

Grenville Ilose is proving himself a
master of casuistry, Though not his mis-
vlotl or interest to speak on that subject,
1 thilok 12 wad oac Yo ¥nd a2 good 4!
to ray to.

*Then there Is nothing more to be
sald" observed Pearmun, rislng.

“1 am afrnid not. It would be better
on both sides, 1 fancy, if we had come
to terms. We ghall probably not make
quite g0 much—that we must take our
chance of. You will certainly lose a
good deal more™

“You're right! 1I'll do "

“Depend upon It, iU's your cheapest wny
out of the scrape, and 1 hope Coriander
o will epeedily recoup you. Excuse me for
one moment, and I'll fetch the release, 1
had it drawn up In the event of your tak-
fng n sensible view of the transaction ;"
ani| Grenville left the room.

“All right, my pet, so far" he ex-
claimed, as he entered Denleon's private
sanctuary where Maude was anxionsly
waiting him. “Pen and ink, guick!" And
seizing one of the telegram slips, he wrote
rapldly :

“To Mrs, Hudson, Paper Buildings,
Temple., From Grenville Rose, Xmin-
ster. Shall be home to-night ; have some-
thrng for dinner.”

“There, {old that up, and send it off
directly to the telegram office. No time
10 be lost, Maude,

“Well, T don't see much In that" re-
torted Maude. *“What & gourmand you
must be, Gren!"

“Never mind, Where's that deed 7—ah,
here. 1711 explain it all to you sfter-
wurids."

“And my note?" she gaid shyly, holding
it up.

“Neither you nor It will be wanted to-
day, 1 think. But come back here when
you have seen James off."”

“Perhaps you'd rather T should never
sond it%' she inguirved, half timidly, half
coquettichly,

“Maude, be serious now, please. Yon
may tense me as much as you like after-
wards,”

She saird nothing, but flitted from the
room on her errand.

Grenville Rose, armed with the deed
of a relense of the mortgage, and a simi-
lar acquittance of the heriot claim, all
drawn up in due legal form, quickly re-
turmned to P’earman,

“Here," he said, is your acquittance,
signed by my uncle. 1f you will sign the
release, 11l hand it over to you, Shall I
ring for a servant as a second witness to
your signatura?"’

Pearman nodded assent, and upon the
appenrance of the butler, serawled his
name across the parchment, to which the
witnesses signed their attestation. He
then placed the acquittance in his pocket,
took up his hat, and departed, without
further demand for an interview with
Maunde.

Not that the heriot bnsiness had for
one second put it out of his mind. No;
to do him justice, he looked upon the prob-
able rupture of his engngement as a very
serious item in the losses the discovery
of thnt mouldy old parchment had en-
tailed upon him, If he did not love her,
ke admired her extremely, and looked for-
ward to the connection with great enger-

. ness. But he felt quite convinced that

to have moved any further than he had
already done wonld be simply to cancel it
at once. IHe did not wish that. It was
but a slender hold, he knew. 8till, an-
ather shuflle of the pack might change all
the hands once more, That slight link
was better than nene at all

Thue meditating, le drave home; nand
liaving ordersd his phaetoh to wait while
he wrote n conple of letters, to save the
post, entered the house. In about hall
an hour he reappeaved, stepped into the
cirriage, and drove to Xminster Sta-
tion. His wishing to write those letters
at Mannersloy had cansed him to make a
cotigiderible detour to the station from
Glinn  Harold Denison's place lying,
though off the direct road, somewhere
abont half way between Mannersley nnd
the railway. On arrival there he went
into the telegraph office, and dispatched a
message, 'Lhe clerk and Pearman  were
upon rather intimate relations. The lute
owner of Mannersley had employed the
electric wire pretty freely. Iiu son, also,
was wont to use it n good deal. The Int-
ter, moreover, constantly sent the elerk
game in the season—very often told him
he had invested a men;:‘nt ':or l;im on
one of his ho t he thought was
Iikely to win. HI?W ba concelved that
the conductor of the telegraph at Xmin-

ster held Mr. Bam Pearman in high es.
téem.

“You'll be going up by the six train,
I suppose, sir? Only half-past three now,
:ut I expect 'you're going home ngaln
m'll

“Just wo. 1 want to have about an
hour at the paddocks first.”

“One last look at the crack, eh, sir?
Win, won't he, though they do take
strange liberties with him in the betting?"

“He's very well and 'l make some of
them open their eyes and shot their
mouths before many days are over,"

“Well, you'll have ssmpany up, sir—
Mr. Grenville Rose, from Glinn; he's
n-going by that traln, Know him, Mr.
Peéarman, 1 suppose.”

“Yes, 1 do know him,” said Pearman,
ix he thought over their recent interview.

“Beg pardon, sir; dido't know you
didn't like him; be's usunlly reckoned a
nice geatleman.”

“How do you kunow he's
town 1"

“wypr

going to

smn | s s mey iy Ll
clldel Lo tam nge to Ay »o

“What, & telegram? How long ago?"

“About an hour and & half; It was
sbout two o'clock.”

“That was the time [ left Glinn, and
his telegram left Xminster then, Hum!
It must have left Denison's while | was
there,” thought Pearman., “What the
devil eould it bave been about? 1 say,
what was Mr. Rose's mossage—oxactly 7"

“Deg pardon sir, but, you know, we
ain't allowed——"

“Yes, of course, I know;
sovereign for yon—go on.”

“Well, it ean't be of any couseguence,
and you won't let out I told you, Mr.
Pearman,” sald the clerk, as his hand
closed on the gold ecoin. "It was only
this: “T'o Mrs, Hudson, Paper Bulldings,
Temple. From Grenville Hose, Xmin-
ster. 1 shall be home to-night ; bave some
dinner,” "

“I"hat was all, you're sure?”

“Every word, I'll take my oath”

“Thank you; keep a place for me by
the six train ;" and Pearman drove off to
see his horses,

It was a very simple message, but the
owner of Coriander had been quite long
enough on the turf to know that a tele-
gram may represent anything but what
it appears to say, It disquieted him
much. He wished that he had driven
straight to the station instead of home to
Mannersley ; he might have written his
lotters there, and his own telegram
would have been off much sooner. In
the meanwhile here he was at the pad-
docks, .

“Well, Martin?" he Inquired, as his
tralner came out to meet him; “how are
they all going on?"

“Well as can be, sir, Coriander did
two nice canters and a good mile and a
quarter gallop, to wind up with, this
morning. No horse can be doing better.
But they tell me they're laying agninst
him in Lendon, ns if something was the
matter}" and the trainér glanced inguir-
ingly at his master,

“Something has been the matter, Mar-
tin—too long a matter to tell you at
present ; but everything is now satisfac-
torily arranged, But I want to talk to
von about those two-year-olds; so, come
inside

After a lengthened conference with his
trainer, Pearman returned to the station,
Grenville Rose was a fellow traveler with
hitn and they even occupied the same car-
riage, but bevond a few words of recogni-
tion, no conversation passed  between
them,

Upon entering the Theatine, the first
thing Pearman saw in the hall, on east-
ing his eye at the notice-board containing
the latest news, was that Coriander was
onca more first favorite for the Two
Thousand, at seven to two, tnken freely,

“Done again,” he muttered, “somehow.
And I believe that telegram and Rosa
are at the bottom of it."

there's a

CHAPTER XXII,

We must now revert to what Mra
Hudson did upon receipt of her telegram
—as harmless, apparently, ns “the pork
chops and tomato sauce" of -Plckwick's
immortal history. Yot even in that case
“great events from trivial canses sprang,”
That lady s destined to be as moeh dis-
turbed in n monetary point of view as
Mre. Bardell: but infinitely more to her
own advantage.

Mrs. Hudson was lounging plessantly
enough In an armehalr, reading the diue-
nal literature of her country in that
abode of comfort, bliss, and intelligence,
yelept Paper Buildings, when that most
domestic of telegrams renched her, That
she was attived In n morning cont, neat
trousers, unimpenchable boots, and had a
clgar in her month, will searcely nstonish
the reader, who has probably already sur-
miged that Silky Dallison represented that
lady.

“AL!" he exclaimed, after reading the
message, “what a cross it looks like. But
1 must be off at ones to see Plyart. Twen-
ty minutes to three; just catch him before
he goos down to Tattersall's” Mr, Dalll-
son was o man of declsion ; he was into a
hansom and at the door of the Victoria
Club In something less than ten minutes,
His conference With the hookmaker was
ghort, and then they separated, both to
make thelr way to the great Turf Ex-
change at Knightsbridge.

was the ertraordinary ndvance of Corts !
ander. From very long odds offered
agninst him, he rose in the course of the
day to be onoe more first favorite; ru.ch-}
fug very nearly to his originnl price of
ten days back. From the opening of the
rooms Dallison was very eager in his
offers to buck the horse while it might
bave been also noticed that Mr. Plyart
nccepted the long odds against Corlander.
“Just to cover himself,” as he said, “hav-
ing laid rather heavily against him." But
it quickly permeates through the Sub-
scription Room that the horse is being
backed in enrnest, and when, about half-
past four, Pearman’s nccredited agent
began also to put money on the horse, the
excitement bacame intense.

The Ring, or stock brokers of the turf,
like their brethren of the eastern ex-
change, with all their acuteness are mar- |
velously like sheep in times of pnn!e.‘
The leaders at both places can increass
or depreciate property pretty much &t
their pleasure. As there is, of conrse, |
money to be made by such fluctuations, |
it can scarcely be wondered at that they
do it, But why should the one be deem-
ed virtuous and respectnble, and the oth-
er the contrary? There ix little to choose
between the scandals of the two betting
ringw.

Grenville Rose, apon Pearmon's de-
parture, hnd carried the release in tri-
umph te the squire. Hurold Deénison wis
jubilant beyond measure; free from llial
difficulties, and, to use his own expres-
wion, "out of the hands of those blood-
suckers, the Pearmans.” ''he hopes Gren-
ville had raised had influencsd him in |
his influence with Bam Pearman, and, lf'
a little warcastie in his retorts, the bitter
eynicism of his nature had toned down
rither upon that oceaxion.

Cuouglic ik thoe do. do a little work for

himself: g0 without more ado, he rrr\'ﬂl’t*l
ed to his pussion for his cousin, and so- |
licited his uncle's permission for their|
engagement, !

Iarold Denison was n good
aback.

in any way beforehand, nnd to say that
he wns pleased now he did hear it, would
be very far from the truth, He liked
his nephew, perhaps, ns far ng it was in
his salfish patire to like nnybody : but

personal attraotions, onght to marrey
money or rank, if not both. Still, at
the present moment, he was virtually In-
debied to his nephew for £10,000—ascir-
cumstance little likely (o help him in the
long run as men of Harold Denison's
caliber generally hate most heartily those
to whom they are deeply beholden, How-
ever, he had not come to that yet, and
the wsy his nephew hod outwitted Pear-
man pleased bis eynic and vindictive na
ture much.
(To be continued.)

A Distingulshed Sufferer.

The sufferings of dramatie .authors
at the first-night performunces of thelr
plays are sald to be so aeute that few
of them dare to sit In front at the dra-
matle debut of the childeen of thele
brain. Thackeray, in hiz “Virginians,"
has George Warrlngton sliting in a
nelghboring coffee-house while the first
production of his “Carpezan” 18 in prog-
ress, recelving bulleting of Iis receps
tion from hls friends, and doubtless
consoling himself with coplous drafis
of stimulating Hguids as a sort of In-
sulatlon agalust unhappiness In  cose
thugs should go wrong. It Is sald that
W. 8 Gllbert, the author of

CEORGE MEREDITH.

-
English Neaders Thronghout World
Mourn Death of Novelist,

George Meredith English poet and
novelist, who passed away recently In
| his unpretentions cottage In Box HIIL,
Burrey, has endeared himsell to Eo-
glish readers throughout the world for

| meat chopper, and return to the liquor

Rase now | Tse.
fow

w
deal mknn! hen these are done peel, mash soft,

It must be borne in mind that he |
had not received the siishtest hint of this| ON® €8E and add it, with butter, to

he still thought that Maude, with hr.-r| a greased pan and bake In a hot oven

“l'laa-|

Pressed Mock Chicken,

Boll a plece of fresh shoulder oll
pork until tender, adding pepper and
salt to the water in which it 1s cooked.
When done, run the meat through the |

in which 1t was boiled in the kettle.
Add enough bofled oats to absorb or
thicken the liquid, season to suit tha
taste, and simmer from twenty to thir-
ty minutes, thep pack into a bowl or
crock. When cold It 1s nice to spread
on sandwiches. It is also good cut
into squares, dipped Into flour ang
fried for tea or luncheon. 1

Hentueky Corn Dodgers,

8ift any quantity desired of the
best meal made from the while corn.
Salt to taste. Mix with cold water
Into stiff dough and form into round,
long dodgers with the hands, making
the dodgers about 4 or 6 Inches long
and 114 Inches In dlameter. Have a
griddle hot, grease a little with lard,
and put the dodgers on as vou roll
them. Put In the oven and bake thor-
oughly, when they will be erisp and
a rich brown. This bread does not

Mnckerel Bnalls.
Soak a mackerel over night; bofl
four large potatoes in thelr skins.

add salt and pepper to taste, beat

the potatoes while hot. Bona the
mackerel and flake it fine, add the
potatoes, mix well together, run
through your potato masher again,
then make Into little balls, put into

until brown.

Crastless Pumpkin Ple.

This will be a rellef to some of om
cooks who do not like to make ple
crust. Make the filling of the ple as
usual, adding a llittle cornstarcn, so
that it will be firm when baked. Cover
the Inside of a rather deep ple plate
with a rather thick coating of but-
ter, then sprinkle with flour, sither
white or entire wheat, until the but-
ter 1s entlrely covered. Pour ln the
filling and bake as usual. It will be
found wvery delicate and nice,

Stewed Oywter Plant,
Scrape the stalks of o bunch of sal-

many years. He was born in Hamp-
shire, Eng., Feh, 12, 1828, and wus laft
dn orphan early In lifs. Until the

age of 15 he was educated in Germany,
and before he was 23 years old he had

published poems and a novel. He de-

voted himself to writing. “The Ordeal
of Richird Feverel” which was pub-

lished In 1860, was received with great
praise and has been widely read since
then.

His early life in London was an
unceasing struggle against poverty,
and he was hampered at the outset of
his lterary career with pecuniary dif-
ficulties.

Mr. Meredith posses<ed in a marked
degree the three grand qualities which
are essentlial to the making of the nov-
elist—analytical power, narrative ca-
pacity and humor.

A motable feature of the genlua of
Meredith was his power of under-
standing women. There Is hardly a
more lovable woman in any floetion
than Diana Merfon; then in “The Ad-

GEOBGE MEREDITH,

ventures of Hurry Richmond"” we meet
with that exquisite creation Princess
Ottllla, and In “Emilia in BEngland"
with Hmilla herself, the wild child ot
nature,

Mr, Meredith was a serlous humor-
ist. His books are replete with quaint
drolleries, but his fun was the out.

| 8ify plant and cut each stalk fnto half-
inch lengths, dropping it into cold
twater as you do so. Drain and bolil
in hot salted water until tender.
Drain agnin and pour into the sauce
pan with the vegetable a generous cup
of milk that has been thickened with
a little butter and flour rubhed to a
paste. BSeason with salt and pepper
|to taste, stir untll hot and serve.

_ Baked Apples witlh Nutws,
Peel and core the apples, then place

fore,” “Patience” and “The .\!lkaulu,"lfﬂ n deep pun, allowing a heaping tor
has never yet' attended a premiere Uflblus].mul‘nl of sugar and half a cup
any of his many successful operas and | of water to ench apple. In the center
plays, dreading the nervous straln urlﬂ" each apple plice a tablespoonful of
the ordenl. Even Henry J. Byron, wl.lol-"h"llin'll nuts and a streip of lemon or
wus supposed to be a callons sort of Prauge peel, and over the whole sprin.
person, In so far 08 caring for thae|kle climamon and nutmeg. Bake very
world's verdict was concerned, Is snid MOWIy aud the jule will become jelly-

to have been completely wretched ot
the frst production of his play, *Dear-
er than Life"

It was at this performance that a
long delay occurred at the end of the
second act, filing the andlence with m-
patience and the distingnished author
with dread,

“What in the nome of Heaven can
they be doing back there? asked n
eritie, meeting Byron in the lobby of
the theater trylng to calm his troubled
spirit by walking nervously about.

“1 don't know," mo#aned the nuthor,
with a melancholy gesture of despalr,

A moment later the sound of a saw
at work behind the curtain was heard,
and the critle, returning to the play-
wright's side, lnguired:

“And what do you Imngine that to
m?!l

Byron's sense of humor eame to his
rescue Instantly,

“I think,” he sald, “they must be cut-
ting out the last act”—Success Magus
zlue, -

Harlem Musical Note,

“Oh, papa, papa!” cried the musle
Jesgon mald from the adjolning room,
“there's a burglar In the parlor! He
just bumped against  the piano, 1
heard him strike several keys"

“All right, dearie; Tl go
down." .

“Oh, James,” sobbed the wife, “don't
do anything rash !

“Sure not. Lenve that to me. I'm
going to help the poor duffer. You
don't suppose he can pget that blrmed
plano out without assistance, do you's
—New York Herald.

A Precautionnry Measure,
“Why do you laugh so hurrledly
when your husband tells a story ?"
“If 1 don't laugh promptly he tells
It all over gain'—Clevelund Plals

right

The remarkable feature of the betting
om the Two Thousand that afterncon

fthe usunlly preseribed hot clothas and

ke,
Crenm Saland Dressing.

Put Into a saucepan the beaten
yolks of two eggs a tablespoonful of
butter, one tablespoonful of sugar, one-
third of a cup of milk; pepper to taste,
one-third teaspoonful of dry mustord,
and one-third cup of vinegar, Boll,
stirring steadily, until as thick as rich
“ream. Serve very cold.

Glasn Stoppers That Silek,
To remove an obstinate glass stop-
per which vot only resists foree, but

everything else which Ingenulty could
devise, use o drop of sweet oll. Put it
on the rim of the bottle, where it will
gottle around the stopper.  In ten mine
ntes the top lifts out,

Snlmon Lonf,

come of his eynleal way of looking at
human nature. “Life," he says In "Tha
Ordeal of Richard Feverel" “Is a su-
preme processlon with fronle laughter
of gods In the background."

The laughter Is not all that of the
gods, for George Meredith laughed, too,
though there was a splce of sadness
in his laughter, as one of who had
looked out upon the world and had
found little thera to cheer him. Nay,
Meredith’'s humor suggested that he
made haste to laugh lest he should
weep, and at best his laughter was
charged with bitterness.

Mr. Meredith marrled twlce. His
first wife was a daughter of Thomas
Love Peacock, an English humorist, to
whom he dedicated one of his first
books. After twelve years his wife
died, leaving him one son, and Mr,
Meredith married agaln and settled
down at Box Hill, Surrey, His second
wife died Sept. 17, 1886, leaving a son
and a daughter.

0Of Iate years he llved quletly at
Box Hill. He kept himself In almost
complete seclusion, seeking recreation
mainly In long country walks. He
was regarded as the dean of English
men of letters, and recefved from the
King the Ordar of Marltt, On his 80th
birthday, Feb, 21, last yoar, he was
honored by the leading lterary men of

| Great Britain with an address of con-

gratulation s American admirers
also sent thelr greetings, drawn up by
Prof, Charles Eliot Norton, and signed
by such men as Mark Twaln, Henry
James, Richard Watson Gllder, George
W. Cable and Willlam Dean Howells.

One cup bolled salmon, minced; ons
cup stale bread crumbs, two eggs well |
beaten, one-half  cup milk. Season |
with salt and
each of lemon julee and chopped pars |
ley. Pour in buttered mold, steam half
hour. Pour on hot dish and serve
with white sauce. |

Eggless Cookles,

Mix together a halficup of butts
and a halfcup of lard, add a cup of
sugar and work to a cream, then stir
in a cup of milk and enough four,
sifted, with two teaspoonfuls of bak-
Ing powder, to make a dough that can
be rolled out. Roll, cut into rounds
and bake,

Pompkin Bread Agaln,

pepper, one teaspoon |

Stew a pumpkin as for ples and,
while bubbling hot, stir in enough
corn meal to malke it thick, or lke a
dough. Before adding the menl salt ltl
and be sure It s well sealded befora
taking the mlixture from the fire,
Bweeten to taste and bake In a thin

Duealer,

sheet. Eat hot with butter,

]

————
Mr. C. Dusty-Rhodes 15 taking a
much needed recreation at Indian
Lake.

Even a married man may be happy

If Ne lets his wife hnve her own way.

One way to get thin ls to do all your
own cooking in a chaflng dish,




