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CHAPTER I1.—(Continuned.)

Bhe walked away and leaned on the
bulwark on the other side. *““The water's
getting quite deep.”

1 followed. *“There's quite s rise of
tide, It's nearly full, and then It will
turn—in about an hour, T should say."

She looked at the little chatelaine
watch she wore, and gave a cry of dis-
may.

"But that will be 7 o'clock, and then
<dine at the club at that time, and my
aunt will be worried half out of her poor
old head.”

“They dine too early; they miss the
best part of the day.”

She turned a trifle Imperionsly to-
wards me. “Still, that I= the honr, and
T most be getting back. What answers
‘to the problem have your frequent studies
‘brought ¥ X

Lhe bivst Is lo wall wuill the causs
way Is dry,” 1 answered, avolding her
eyes and looking out to sea.

“But that Is out of the question,” she
sald, with the faint hint of a tapping
foot upon the deck. The touch of au-
thority made me stubborn.

“There's a fine view of the sunset
from here, though not so fine as from
the clif beyond my house. You should
ge¢ that some evening when you're not
afrnid of missing dinner.” -

Bhe looked me over while I kept my
face away, and I could feel the struggle
whether resentment or amusement should
bave the upper hand. The latter finally
won, “Pleass help me to get home, Mr.
she began.

“Felix Selden,” I supplied her, “though
I'd much rather you stayed here, Miss
——" and I In my turn hung question-
in

£

“Barbara Grabam," she answered guite
frankly. Then suddenly she laughed, and
1 was forced to joln her. “Come, Mr.
Pirate, now that are properly known to
each other, and I have thanked you for
your compnliment, will you think of a way
to save my poor aunt from nervous pros-
tration? If you will, I promise some day
1o go without dinner and come to see the
sunset from your cllff.”

“It's a bargain,” I said, and strode res-
clutely across the deck to the slde where
the causewdy ran.

“But how? What are you dolng to
do?" came in surprised acconts from Miss
Graham,

I stopped and turned. “You will not
wait for the tide, and you must not wet
the slippers, so there’s only one way
Teft.”

“And what is that? she asked.

“For me to carry you ashore”

1 happened to be looking at her, and
Ther face went pink of a second, pink
-over the brown of the sun. .

“But,” she stammered, “I don't think
that would do.”

“It's the only alternativee,” I sald,
positively.

“Are you sure,’ she sald, “that you
are strong emough?"

figure and

I looked at her slender
laughed. “I have not lived out of doors
for nothing,” 1 answered. “I could car-
vy you from here to the Shifting Shoal
yonder without tiring."

Again came tha infectious laogh, ap-
parently at the thrill of the adventure,
and I found it impossible to keep from
Joining her.

“But it's time I made the boast good.”
1 answered, aud, leaning towards her,
pieked her up In my arms, careful to
keep the little slippers and her skirts
clear of the waves, -

“You must put your arms about my
neck to keep the balance I sald, “or
T'll pot guarantes the conseguences.”

“Must 17" shie aald quite demurely, and
did s 1 commanded.

Feoling my way cautlously, I started
to croks the causeway. A false step and
I should have slipped Into the deeper
water, so I went slowly, feeling for safe
footing ms- 1 took each step. Once |
glanced momentarily at the face which
was go close to mine, but Miss Graham's
eyea were fixed on the shore ahead, and
would not look at me. -

We reached the sand atsthe foot of the
cliff and I put the girl down. Bhe looked
a her slippers.

"Splnngldly done,” she sald. “Not a
drop of water touched me. You're quite
as strong as you said.”

“Remember the cause,” I answered,

“RBut you're frightfully wet,” she ob-
ected, looking at my heavy riding breech-
es .and loggings, which were soaked
through, “You must run back to the cot-
tage as fast as you can, to saye yourself
a cold”

“I must see you to the club first,” I
answersd, *I know a short cut back of
the cliff and through the woods.”

“Hurry, then,” she sald. “I'l not
have you catchlng cold on my aceount.”

We scrambled up the headland and
struck Into:the pine woods, I leading, she
following close behind. We went along
at a dog trot, and, although I often
stopped to Insura agalnst her tiring,
found that she was a strong runner

you dislike.,” She held out her hand.

Then I remembered onr bargain. *Yon
said that if I set you ashore you would
come to seo the sunset from my cliff.
Yon haven't forgotten that?"

“No; but I must think out a way.
They dine here at such a stupld hour, But
I promise you that some afternoon you'll
see me strolling down the beach, and
then if there’s a sunset I'll let you show
it to me. You deserve that much, at
least, for coming to my rescue.’

She gave me her hand a second time,
and turned into -the grounds of the Pen-
guin Club, I looked at my watch; she
would be just in time for dinner.

I walked back through the woods and
up the beach. The western sky was fair-
ly ablaze with color, It seemed that a
beacon flamed through the pines upon my
clift,

“Have you ever known such a beauntl-
ful sfternoon, Charles?” | asked wy iwan
at supper.

“Never, Mr. Felix, never.”

I was sitting so that I could look out
of the window nt the sea.

“It was unusually glorious, even for
Alastair, wasn't it7" 1 pursued

“Yes, sir, It certainly was, sir, even
for Alastair, sir.” :

After supper I had my coffee on the
balcony and sat there and smoked and
wondered how long it had been since a
petticoat had boarded” the Ship.

CHAPTER TIL

The weather next morning was just
right for a ride, and sending for my
horse, 1 made a great circult of the
woods, coming back by the marshes
about noon. As I galloped past the up-
per end of the lowlands I heard a voice
calling to me, and, drawing rein, waited
pntil the volee's owner appeared. This
proved to be an extremely sunburned
young man dressed in very loud tweeds.
He carried a fishing-rod over his arm,
and & fish-basket dangled from his shoul-
der,

*1 say, do you know the country here-
abouts? he inquired. “I've lost my
way, and I'm infernally hot and tired."

He looked it; his lips were almost as
mutinous as those of a spoiled child, and
oven the tilt of his soft felt had had a
dejected aid.

“Where do youn want to go?" I asked
in return. “The Penguin club liea about
three miles off to the east.”

*Yes, that't it,"” he said. “I'm a Pen-
guinite, worse luck.” He dropped the
fishing-rod and tried to kick some of the
mud from his boots. “I came out to get
some fishing at § this morning, and not
2 bite have I had, nor a mors=el of food
tasted since. My legs ache at the thought
of that three miles yet to go. Isn't there
a farm-house somewhere near where I
could get something to eat®’

The appenl in his eyes was so plaintive
that I could not help smillng, Thereat
he smiled back.

“It's a beastly pickle, lsn't 1t?" he
snid. “The next time I'll arrange to
have a man follow me with lunch."

It was only a quarter of a mile to my
cottage. “Come along with me'" I said.
“I'l fix you up.”

He grinned gratefully, and trodged
along beside me until we eame o the cot-
tage. 1 called for Charles and sent him
off with the horse, By the time he re
turned, my guest was fecling consider-
ably better, baving postponed famine by
the ald of whisky and soda. He sat
down to dipner with the nir of a king
come Into his own. For s time he ate
sllently but strenuously, then he looked
up At me,

“They don't give us such food at the
club, no, sir-ea, and as for the wines,
they can't compare with your claret,
Funny to think of finding such things
down here in the country, away of at the
end of an empty beach. 1 didn't know
there was a civilized man within ffty
miles of bhere, Do you happen to come
from New York?'

“Originally,” I made answer,
was some time ago.”

“Funny thing, New York,” sald my
guest. “When I'm back there T think 1'd
like to be out in the open country, but
as soon ns [ have my wish I'm ecrazy
for the old burg. I've heen down at the
Penguin now for more than two weeks,
and 1 don't suppose an hour of the day
passes when I don't long for the scenery
of Broadway. The worst time ls at
night. 1 can sit on the club porch and
fairly hear the Elevated sizzle by. Some-
times it seems as if I really couldn’t
stand it any longer."

“Why do you!" I asked.

“There are reasons, good and suffi-
clent reasons,” he answered, with a slow
smile, “Reasons for wirich I might be
living In Kamchatka as well as any-
where else.”

He looked at me intently for a few
seconds, then lighted a cigarette.
“You're not inguisitive, are you? Flrst
rule to success In any business affalr,
However, there are certain facts you are
entitled to have: my name In Rodney
Islip, and I'm & broker, offices at 67 Wall
Street, where I'd be glad to execute any
orders for you at any time of year—
though between you-and me the present

“But it

anything, not even including Rritish eon-
sols or government bonds, This recent
French smash put lots ef people out of

business. You've heard of it. 1 suppose
—the most ontragecas swindle  since !
Whitaker Wright”

“I read of it in the papers. It seems

this man Etienne indueed holf the poor |
of Paris to trust their savings to him,
and then played one company into the
hands of snother until the bubble burst
—isn't that about it?"

The man in tweeds podded. He threw
back his head and blew a ¢loud of smoke
In an wpward spiral, “8o little differ-
ence,” said be, "between absolute triumph |
and absoluts defont. A jerk of the tick-
er may convert the greatest benefactor
into the deepest villain. For Etienne—
though I think that's only a pseudonyn
of his—Iis undoubredly a villnin  when
you think of the nnmberless lifetime pav-
ings he has swept away. Why will peo-
ple trust a promoter? Haven't they all
of history to judge by?"

“History teaches that people are al-
ways ready to be fooled” | answered.
“However, | don't blame them. Im a
man's nerve was only big enough I'd fol-
low him myself.”

Islip looked at me with a merry twin-
kie.

“The solitary life makes you a philoso-
pher,” he sald. “I eavy you. I'm ns
restless as a bhawk.”

1 smiled. “An uneasy consclence?"

“No; I'm no Etienne. 1 believe the
only place for such men Is under lock
nnd key., But [ bate to sit still and
think—Iin my present condition.'

He did not seem disposed to explain
that position, and 1 wonld not press him.

After a time we adjourned to my bal-
cony and sat there enjoying the day, car-
rylng on a soaewbal fssultorsy
sation 1 found that I liked this man;
there was a frank ecamaraderiz  ahout
him, un openness of face and spirit, that
irresistibly appealed. He seemed the
better sort of young New Yorker, thor-
oughly optimistic, always at his ease,
I could see he had the knack of knowing
how to dress; even hls looss, baggy out-
ing clothes set well upon him.

“Do you ever shoot at gulls? he
asked, noting the birds that wheeled con-
tinually in from sea and over the cliffs.

“No;: It's bad luck to shoot them. In
stormy weather, when sailors can't see
their hands before their faces, they can
hear the beating of gulls’ wings and look
out for hidden rocks. One comes to
think a great deal of seafarers down this
w‘,.n

“l dare say. It muast be beastly work
in & storm at sea."

“] often think that when I'm in bed
on a bad night. The Shoal Lizht yonder
keeps most of the ships sway.”

We smoked for & time in silence.
“What a contrast,” Islip said at length,
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Sour Mllk Glongerbread.

Put into a bowl a half-cup of sugar,
a half-cup of molasses and a balf-cup
of sour milk, add a level teaspoonful
of baking powder dissolved In & [ittle

hot water. Mix together one and one
half cups of flour, one-half teaspoonful
each of cloves, salt, ginger and cinna
mon and add this to the liguid mix-
ture. Mix well, add a half-cup of beel
drippings, melted, and If desired, one
beaten egg. The egg makes the bread
more dellcate, but it Is good without
it. Bake in a shallow pan for twenty
or twenty-ive minutes In a moderate
oven.

Sweet DIl Plckles.

Soak four-inch long cucumbers in
brine for twenty-four hours. Have on
the stove two kettles—one containing
three parts water and one part vine
gar, with a teaspoonful of alum, the
other holding clder vinegar sweetened
to taste. Cut the cucumbers in half,
place them In the first kettle and fel
them boll up; put them into the sec:
ond kettle and boll until nearly ten-
der. Pack the cucumbera in fruit jars
and put over each jar about a half
Ineh af AN «talk lenves and sead, and
pour in the vinegar and seal.

Brown Bread.
One cupful Indian meal, one cup
ful rye meal, one cupful flour, mixed

together. Add one-half cupful sour
milk, one-fourth ecupful molasses,
pinch of s=alt, heaping teaspoonful

soda, dissolved In warm water; mix
thoroughly. Our graundmothers used
their hands to mix brown bread. Add
wArm water to make a thin batter and
bake one hour in tin eans. Be sure to
bake In emall cans; the little round
slices look appetizing and taste ke
the brown bread of brick oven fame.

Devilled Eggs.

Boll a sufficlent quantity of eggs
hard; when cold, peal and dip firat
Into beaten raw egg, next Into oll, and
roll them In salt and a small quantity
of cayenne. Make a little tray by
twisting up the corners of half a shest

“between this guiet beach and the folks
at the club! I think I like this the bet-
ter of the two, but I should want com-
pany.”

“Many people over thers now?'
asked. .

“A goodish number."

“Who are they™ I inguired idly.
“Oh, the usual erowd of city
nates with their wives and
James G, Purviance of Oil, with the
Mrs. and two marriageable daughters.
The Mre, has her eyes on Colonel Fel-
lowes, the man who judges the hackneys
at all the shows, [ think he'd rather
stny single, but the nets are tightening,
and Mrs, Purviance isn't going to let him
glip. Then there's the Gregory family,
The old man sits at the telephone most
of the day, giving orders how to run his
railrond, though he thinks he is off on a
susmmer holiday ; and the three girls and
the boy cut capers on the golf-links, and
get up theatricals in the evening. Then
there are two very decent uonattended
bachelors, Philip Leroy and Arthur Say-
age—well, I suppose | might say three,

because I'm a bachelor.”

“Yes? 1 usked in o tone that asked
delieately for more,

“Oh, there's Mr. Divine of Rock Bot-
tom Lead, and—let me see—there's a
Miss Ellzabeth Corey nnd her niece, Miss
Graham, of New York.”

I watched him out of the corner of my
eye, but his tanned face was placidity it-
well.

“What are they like?™ T asked.

“Very nice. Miss Corey is quite the
grande dame, in a gentle way,"

“And the niece?”

Now [ detected a shift in Tslip's posl-
tion.
“Well, she's very nice, too, very nlce.
1 knew her quite well in town." He
broke off definitely,

I changed the subject. 1 didn't care
very much about the rest of the guests
at the clab, r

A little later Islip took up his. fishing-
rod and his empty basket, and we walked
up the beach together. At the farther
end I pointed him out his road home.

“May I drop in on you again if 1I'm in
the neighborhood?’ le asked as we said
good-by. c
*I wish yon would. Next time I'll put
you on to a place where you'll get all
the fish your basket will hold. 1've a lit-
tle: place of my own."”

“Thunks, 1 knhow you don't eare for
the club, or I'd ask you up to dinner.
If I got word of a sudden break in the
markst, 1'll let you hear

It was plain that he couldn’t keep his
thoughts long from Wall Street. I smiled
at the apparent incongrulty of his words
there on the beach, then I watched him
climb the rocks and disappear, It was
pleasant to have company, 1 considered,
but for some resson I found the Bhip,
when 1 climbed on lward to try my
paints, rather lonely. I was not used to
having two visitors in as many days.

(To be mg_gnned.)
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of olled writing paper, place the eggs
in it, put on a gridiron over a clear
fire and shake it about until the eggs
are quite hot. Meanwhile prepare
equal quantitles of olive oll and chut-
ney sauce around them, garnish with
parsley and serve,

Daffodil Pudding.

One eupful of butter, one-half cup-
ful of granulated sugar, a cupful of
milk, thiee level cupfuls of flour, In
which I8 thoroughly mixed threes tea-
spoonfuls of baking powder, one-halt
cupful of finely chopped cltron and
the same of small, seedless ralsins and
a teaspoonful of cinnamon. Whip the
mixture until ag light as possible, pour
into Individual pudding dishes and
steam for one-half hour. Serve with
a rich lemon sauce.

Coffee Cake,

One cupful of sugar sifted with ons
and one-fourth cupfisls of flour, one-
half teaspoonful of soda, and one tea-
.8poonful of cream of tartar. 8ift all
together. Ina cup put one-fourth cup-
,ml of butter; place on stove till melt-
{ed. When It bolls up break into It
two eggs. Quickly remove from fire
and fill cup with mllk. Stir Into flour,
etc. Flavor with almond or vanilla
and bake in quick oven.

Hamburg Sandwiches,

Run round steak through a ment
grinder and add salt and pepper to
taste. A little grated onlon may be
added if llked. Make inte very thin
cakes and fry a good brown in butter
and drippings. Very lightly butter
thin glices of bread and put the cakes
between them. If liked, the cakes may
be made at home and fried on the
grounds.

Griddle Frying.

For some kinds of frying the grid-
flle la better and has less tendency to
grease than the frying pan. Among
other things, potato eakes browned on
a hot greased griddle are specially
erisp and dellelous.

Sonr Milk Blscnlt,

One quart flour, two heaping tea
spcons baking powder, one-half tea-
spoon salt, scant teaspoon soda, two
gpoonfuls of melted lard, sour milk to
=ake & sot} dough.

Short Suggestions,

Buying olive oll by the gallon is one
sase of economy.

To cover the pan in which fish is
ecooking will make the flesh soft.

Cheap cuts of meat can be served
palatably In stews and croquettes,

Serving but two vegetables at din.

. The Proper Thing.
Myer—In writing to the secretary of

him as “your excellency?”
Guyer—No. “Your warshlp” would

l-nwﬂwlulrhdﬂmt?hv-th

be more appropriate,

the navy, would it be proper to nddress 2k

ner 18 as fashlonable as It 18 economi-

After trimming, turn the wick of a
lamp below the burner or the ofl will
ooze. '
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ARE FAT PEOPLE STUPID?

#Many Great Men Have Heen of More

than Average Weight.
Both tha willowy peopla of the
world and thoss of average welght
associate fatness with stupidily. where-
as often such Is not the cise. Tley
have been to the shows al countury
fairs and have seen the obese ladies
anil the fat men there dispiaylng thelir
guperabundant collection 3f adlpose
tissue, and have gone away with the
liden that fat people, merely because
they are fat, are stuplder and more
deficient In (Intelligence than peopls
of avetage avolrdupois, and this, in
their opinion on the subject, has ex-
tended outslde of the shows to apply
to fst people generally, says Tit Bits.
At the . present moment Willlam
Howard Taft ls the second fat man
silling In the presidential chalr and
the first republican of more than av-
erage we!ght to occupy that position,
the first fat man being Stephen Grov-
er Cleveland of democratie porsuasion.
These are only two men of the pres-
ent time, though Cleveland Is dead,
beving a fine intellect fn a hody of
supernormal welght. Loox'ng Into
history we find that some of the fin-
est intelligences the world has ever
known have been Incased Iu feshly
casketa plump even to obasity. Na-
polson Bonaparte, notwithstanding his
active career, was decldedly stout, Dr.
Johnson was Inclined to (labbiness,
v hile Boswell, his blographer was in
the same condition.

Honore de Balzac, the greal French
novellst, was so large thai Lo-day e
rnuight be nicknamed “Jumbo" Balzac;
[mnas pere was stout, while Sainte-
Beauve had a Falstaffian stomach. [n
spite of his great corpulency, which
e tried to keep down by drinking

vinegar, Eugene Sue wrote “The
Wandering Jew."
ossinl, the composer, was so fat

that for six years he never saw his
knees, and Jules Janin, the prince of
crities, broke down all ordinary sofas
he sat upon, his cheeks and chin, pro-
truding beyond his beard and whisk-
ers, Lablache, the Itallan singer, was
charged three fares when he traveled,

NOW IT'S DUTCH CAPS.

In honor of Wilhelmina's baby,
mothers are making starched and flar-
ing headgear for thelr children and
hera's how to make one: The Dutch
cap ls fashioned of strips of linen
spun and embroldered by the thrifty
mothers and jolned with exquisite
lace knltted or crocheted by the same
loving hands. Before It 1s worn it
Is starched wvery stiff and the cor-
ners are bent back as you see them

In the lustration. It Is tue sweet~
est framie you ever saw for the |ittle

faces. The strips of linen and Inser-
tion are 18 Inches long, with 20 Inches
of laca to edge the front. When the
strips are jolned they must measure
8 Inches at the narrowest and 11
inches at widest point. Join at the
curved seam of the back, place a nine-
inch draw-string across the center
hack and your little cap 1s complete.

Where Shark Meat Is Eaten,

In Italy I8 regularly served a fish
food which Americans discard through
Ignorance and prejudice. In  Rome
the shark finds a ready sale at the
price of 8 cents a pound. The color
of the meat resembles that of the
shad, but 18 of firmer conslstency and
has comparatively few Dbones. The
shari |8 plenteously distributed up and
down our coasts from Maine to Pana-
ma throughout the year, and Is as pal-
atable ns the sturgeon or halibut. But
it Is systematlcally cast. away at ev-
ery haul of the net by the dory man
of the deep water flshing smack,

Almont Got It
“Is there any difference In the mean-
Ing of the words ‘nautlcal’ and ‘ma-
rine? " asked Mr., Malaprop.
“Not much,” replled Mrs. Malaprop.
“One 18 a clnnamon of the other."—
Chicago Record-Herald,

The men always enjoy hearing of
some woman who was told she must
undergo a surglical operation or die,

and who got well without It.
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