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Author of
“A Crooked Path," *“Mald, Wife or
dow," “By Woman's Wit," “Heatou's
Bargain." "“A Life Interest,” ““Mona's
Cholee," A Woman's Heart."
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CHAPTER 1IL

Mr. Rawson found even & warmer
feception then he had antleipated
awaiting him when he presented him-
self the followlng day In Stafford
Bauare. Bitter reproaches were show
ered upon him for his disloyal encour
agement of an ungrateful son, & weak
cont-mptible dupe. But Mr. Rawson
defended himself bravely.

No one could do so much with Mrs,
Saville as the family solicitor, First
he was a shrewd, far-seelng man, of
great experience and undoubted In
tegrity, In whose judgment she had the
greatest connfidence. Then, too, he
was a rich man and perfectly Inde
pendant, hoth in position and in char
acter, Bo high was her opinion of him
that she to eall peripdieally
an his daughters, and some years be
fora, when she was In
giving a laree ball every season, sent
them Invitations, which were general
Iy declineq. avill n
school with the solicitor's only son,
who was also in the navy, and, when
the voungz fellow evinced a fendency
to drink, stood by him and helped him
at the turning-point where, but for
friendly help, he might have taken the
downward road.

Mre, Saville was too clever a woman
to be p =nob, though her love of power
and distinction made her over-wvalue
the effect of rank and title npon her
fellow-creatures. She was qulte w!l
ling that her sons should he on famil
Iar terms with Mr. Rawson's familv;
they wers perfectly safe In the soclety
of his aguiet, unpretending daughters,
while the gincere regard entertalned
by Mr Rawson for the family of his
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distinguished client, whose dz2hts, difi
culties. and Invoivemenis made many
ateps in the laddsar by which his fath
er and hims=1f had climbed to fortune.
lent something of a feudal character
to the t Xisting betweesn them.

To Mrs, Saville the
on eartn wWis
miker shoe

greatést power
but she'war no
coulil be lavishly gener
ous at g, eapecially to any one
who rved or gratified her own
preclous self. She roanld throw alms,
too, to the needy, as you would a bone
to starving curs; but to her the poor
were not exactly men or brothers. Yet,
as her son sald, she was not without
heart, only lfelong undisputed com
mand and unchecked prosperity had
hardened It; no one could do much for
her, or give her anything she had not
already, and amid the splendid sun:
shine of heg existence one small cloud,
“no bigger than a man’s hand,” casl
a deep shadow agalnst which her In.
ner heart rebelled. She was consclous
that no one loved her, except, Indeed,
her son Hurh., This it was that made
her so hard; she did not reallze that
her manner, her haughty aspect, re-
pelled such sweet free-will offerings as
love and tenderness.

“My dear madam,” sald Mr. Raw-
son when she paused in her reproach
es, “I can quite understand your dis
pleasure, but suffer me to suggest that
I have a right to receive whom [ 1lke
In my own houge. I do not defend
your son’s Imprudence; but, though
you renounce him, surely you would
not wish to deprive the poor young
fellow of friends as well as kindred?
To persecute him Is revengas, and to
that T will be no party."

“I do not understand thesa nice dis
tinetlons" eried Mra, Saville, "but 1
think your giving shelter to—-to that
disohedient hov ls Inconsistent with
loyalty to me.”

“Not In my opition. Your gon 18 not
the first young man who has laft fath
er and mother to cleave unto his wife,
He has been singularly imprudent;
stilp—"

“Imprudent ! A dupe! a fool! an un
gratefil idiot! Can’t you see the game
of the adventuress all through?"

“T must say, such a4 construction
might be put on the disastrous story.
If you are right, however,” continued
Mr. Rawson, “your son Is more sinned
agalnst than sinning, 1f Mr. Hugh
Baville's wife Ia the sort of A woman
you Imagine, she will hardly live for
& year and more away from her hus
band, and within reach of the crew
with which her father used to asso
elate, without getting Into a scrape of
wome kind. T propose to have her
earefully watched. If she glvesus just
reason for action, let her be punished
gnd your son saved from her clutches,
If ghe proved a good wonfan and true,
why, vou must relax something of your
severity.”

“I ean safely promise what you will,
If she proves good and true. How dao
you propose to find out?

“Phe lady remalins sear Nice. In the
same rooms occupled by her father,
Mr. Baville thinks that the owner of
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the honse {s kind and respectabls; his
wife knows little of English ways, and,
besides, it Is cheaper. Now, there Is
4 man already emploved In similar
work by an eminent firm, and he can
quite well accept a second commis
sion; only he must be warned not to
find out what does not exist. We want
facts, not condemnation.”

“I want freedom for my sony but
the idea Is a good one, Mr. Rawson. |
shall never be the same to Hugh, hut
I should prefer punishing the wom-
=)

“It I8 but natural,” remarked Raw-
son.

“Remember, Mr. Rawson, T must
have my will to-morrow; I am deter
mined to destroy it. It strikes me
that your coming without It to-day
looks very llke playing Inte Hugh's
hands,”

“You do us both injusties. .1 am re
luctant you should change it, but your
gon never mentloned the subject to
me, Indeed, he 1a too hreathlessly
busy, and a good deal harassed by hls
—by the lady's anxiety to come out as
a public singer, for which she was
tralned, He—"

"Anything but that! TImagine the
name of Mrs, Hugh Saville In huge let-
ters at the top of a play-bill! 1t wounld
ba monstrons!*

"Oh, she wonld come out as
\.I{‘I‘:] somebody. 1 wonld not oppose it
If T wera you. But | think your son
has forbidden the plan”

"Why should I take any further
trouble?” eald Mrs. Saville, throwing
l herself back In her chalr, “Let things
fau.

“Very well” Mr. Rawson roge to
take leave. “Lord Everton arrived
vesterday, He makes some short stay
In fown, but no doubt he will eall on
you."

“Then 1 shall not sea him. 1 shall
get away, I hope next wegk; I cannot
stay In town; yet I dread the coun
tr¥. Do not forget to send my will
this afternoon by a speclal messen
ger.”

“I shall ba sure to do s0."

“And come the day after to-morrow
to take my Instructions for a new one,
I don't wish to dle Intestate.'

"My dear Mrs. Saville, what a comle
Idea!™

“1f you knew how I felt you would

not think It an unnatural one.”

“A few weeks 'qulet In the country
will set you up." :

“The country without companion
ghip will' not be cheerful: vet I want
to get away from every one. At In
giefleld, however, 1 have my gardens.'

“A delightful resource,” sald Raw-
=on, ahsently, His attention had begun
to wander, and he hastened to make
his adieux,

A consplracy of small things, how:
ever, seemed to have been formed
agalnst the execution of Mrs. Saville's
plans,

Rawson falthfully fulfilled his prom-
ise, and sent her will, which that very
night she tore up with viclous energy
and burned in the empty grate of her
dressing-room, but the trusty adviser
was Immensely engnged for the next
fortnight, and when he offered the ser-
vices of his partner they were Invarl
ably declined. Then, by some mis:
take, thera had been a delay in begin.
ning certaln repairs and derorations
at Inglefleld, and when she drove
down to Inspect them she found the
smell of palnt so overpowerlng that
she at once postponed her removal for
at least ten days. Finally she sent for
her doctor and cothmanded him to pra
scribe for the bad feverish cold she
declared she had caught. and aboeve
all to order absolute quiet. All thls
time her eldest son was absent. He
wag spending a delightful and profita:
ble few days, which stretched Into a
fortnight, with a learned antiguarian
who had a place In Lincolnshire, from
where they enjoyed themselves exam:
ining the fine old rhurches to be found
in that shire, taking rubbings of brass
es, and spending happy mornings In
declphering half-effaced Inseriptions,

These were bitter days to tne proud,
selfish woman, who felt that the love
which had Jkept her heart from freez
ing, her nature from growing quite
stony, had heen snatched from Ther
by a stranger, a mere adventuress,
who most Hkeiy saw In Hugh only a
useful hushand, whose money and po-
sition would make Ilfe luxurious and
secure, For the sake of this stranger,
the son she loved so well In her own
silent, exncting way had ecast nslde all
sense of duty, all affection, all regard
for rightful authority; and to her It
seemed a moral earthquake,

The feverish eold she felgned at firat
became really an attack of low fever,
and her medical attendant grew anxl.
ous that she should have change of alr.

111 or well, she never censed to In-
slst on having her new will complet-
ed and brought to her for executlion. In
valn Mr. Rawson begged for her to
awalt the return of her eldest son and
consult him first. Mrs, Saville reject
ed the suggestion with scorn,

“Rlchard knows nothing about husf
ness, He has preposterous unworldly
notlons. I have no respect whatevar
for his opinfon; so just bring me my
will, without further maneuvering. 1
know you are working for that un
grateful, worthless son of mine; but
it is of no wse. If vou refuse to do

Sig-

my biddiag I can find plenty who
will”

“Very trus, Mrs. Baville; but T ao
not deny that I am reluctant to see
my young friend cut off without even
a shilling, Do not be In a hurry., You
cannot tell what tlme may Dbring
forth.”

“No, Mr. Rawson, I will not walt
Death may come at any moment, and
I could not rest In my grave I |
thought that designlng minx was re
velling In the enjoyment of my mon-
ey.”

“Well, then, I will do you bidding.
The day after to-morrow [ will send |
my head clerk with the will. Won can
get ona of your own people for a seo
ond witness."

“Then I shall leave town on Thurs
day. Until I have slgned, sealed, and
delivered it into your hands, I shall
not quit this houss, Can I trust it to
you, Mr, Rawson?" i

“My dear madam, do yon take me
for a felon?"

Mra. Saville smiled—a swift, bright |
smile, such as at rare—very rare—In.
tervals lit up her grave face.

"Weall, T shall leave it In your
hands.” There was a short pause, and |
she resumed: “Among all this worry, !
I suppose vou have mnot had time to
find me a lady companion?"”

“Yes,
and find 1t !a no easy matter,
fact 18, I enlisted my eldest daughter
In your service. She !5 a sensible, !
thoughtful young woman, and very |
anxlous to select the right artiecls, She |
wae spenking to me only this morn
Ine and was rather depressed about [t
There are shonls of women seekiog |
stich an appointment, but very [few
that are suitable”

“One that did not sult woull be,
worse than none."” |

“Exactly. Now, my daughter sug
gested something that might sult, If
you do not mind waiting a week." I

“I fear, Mr. Rawson, I shall have to
walt considerably longer.”

“Well, the lady I was going to men-
tion 18 the nlece of our rector down
in Wales, my native place. He has
been dead many years, but thls glrl
lived on with his widow. who dled a
few months ago. 8he |3 an orphan,
very slenderly provided for, and Is
coming to stay with my girlas for a
few weeks, She Is a gentlewoman, and
well educated. T have not seen her
since she was very vyoung so I will
take a loolk at her befora I say any
more. It T think It worth while trou-
bling you, she might call, and you
could form vour own judgment, or
take her on trial for a couple of
montha,”

“Thank wou, Mr. Rawson. 1 am
very much obllged. 1 should like to
gee her; for I cannot have a fright or
p dowdy befors my eyes every day,
When do you expect this girl?”

“1 am not quite sure. Soon, certaln-
]Y'”

“T should llke to see her befors 1
leave."

“1 will ask my daughter to write
this evening and ask her to come a
little sooner.”

“Yes, pray do. If she I1s at all rea-
sonabie and Intelllgent, she may be of
great use to me. Imagine, Mr. Raw-
son, Lady Olivia proposing to glve me
her ‘dear Bophia' for slx months, to
he my daughter and to cheer me up!
Why, the girl Is as great an Idlot as
her mother!"

“Indeed! The offer was well meant.”

“I hate well-meaning people.”

Mr. Rawson laughed, “I suppose I
may tell you I had a few llnes from
Mr. Hugh™——" he hegan, when he was
swiftly sllenced by an Imperative, “No,
you may not. I will not allow that
name to ba mentloned befora me, un-
less, Indeed, we can succeed In brealk:
Ing thls unfortunate marringe.”

Mr. Rawson, looking very grave,
bent hls head.

“By the way, what Is the name of
the lady you mentioned?"

“Oh! Miss Desmond.”

“1 will ses her,” sald Mrs, Savills,
with declslon, I can tell at a glance
whether she will do or not.”

“Then I shall wish you a very gond
morning, and my daughter will let
you know when Miss Desmond can
walt upon you,"

Mrs, Saville thanked him agaln, and
bade him a graclous zood-hy,

(To be continued.)
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I haxe made some inquiries, '

The |

Curlous,

“We should all be perfecily truthful
and sincere,” suld the dealist,

“And yet,” rejoined Miss Cayenne,
“why Is {t that people who pride
themselves on belng frank and out-
spoken never tell you anything that
{sn't disagreeable?’ — Washington
Star,

Not So Many,

Bquire—I never reallzed what a Mt
tle fellow Muggins Is until Jast night.

Vicar—And how did it happen to oc
cur to you then?

Bquire—I overhenrd a woman say
that he was every Inch a gentleman.—
Plek-Me-Up.

Parting Was Sweot Sorrow,
“Young man,” sald the serlous per
son, “don't you reallze that the love of
money is the root of all evil?”
“Well," answered the spendthrift,
“you don't see me hanging on to mon-
ey an It I loved i, do youl"—Answars

Preserved Plums,

Wipe carefully ripe but firm plums,
asing a damp cloth for this purposs.
Plerce each plum with a fork to pre
vent bursting. Weigh the fruit. and
for each pound of It allow a pound
ol sugar and a pint of water. Cook
the sugar and water together to aclear
sirup, then lay in the fruit and sime
mer for 20 minutes, Lift the plums
st with a perforated spoon, pack In
aeated jars, boll the sirup until thick,
111 the jars to overflowing with It,and
eal.

Brend Padding.

Soak a pint of fine crumbs In &
fuart of milk for two hours, Whip
Into the zoft erumbs two tablespoon.
fuls of melted butter, a Half teaspoon-
ful of powderad nutmeg and the beat
m volks of four eggs. Flavor with
vanilla and, last of all, fold In quickly
the stiffened whites of the four eggs.
Bake In a greased pudiding digh In a
steady oven, KEat hot with a hard
muce,

Jelly in Enprthen Molds.
Rlnse ke mald tn sfold water, pour
jut the water and turn in the jelly.
To unmold set the mold In rather
warm water, warmer than In case of
tin or metal, that comes up on the
sutside to the helght of the Jelly
within. Turn the mold from side to
slde, to see that the jelly starts from
the surface on all sides, then invert the
mold on the dish,
Flannel Cnalens.

One pint of sour milk, three tea.
ponnfuls of melted lard, threa eggs
well beaten, one teaspoonful of soda,
and flour to make a gond batter. Mix
well, heating the whites and yolks of
the eggs separately, and adding thes
iiffenad whites last of all. Fold In
Hghtly and quickly, then bake the bat
tar on a griddle as you would other
pancnkes,

Vegetnhle Chop Suey.

Put one cupfnl of ontons fried untll
rown, ong cupful of celery ent In two-
Ineh pieces and then shredded and
stewed In vegetable stock for hall an
four; one cupful of fried mushrooms
ind two eupfula of holled rice In a
saucepan with a eupful of thin brown
sanee,  Let all heat together for ten
minutes and season with salt and pep-
oer.

ﬂnlnmenm.
Use bolled seasoned onlons, tender
but not broken. Draln well, pour over

(tach pint of small onlons one cupful

of cream, let cream seald, season with
salt and pepper and serve hot, May be
sprinkled with a lttle minced parsley.

Bolled onlons may be served with
winy hot saunce—tomato, brown, mushe
room, ete.

Hutter Seoteh,

Into a pound of brown sugar stir a
up of water and two tablespoonfuls
3 vinegar, Cook steadily for ten min-
ates, then stir In four tablespoonfuls
of butter and cook until a little
dropped Into cold water hardens at
once. Pour Into buttered tins and as
It cools mark off Into squares.

Hrown Bread,

Thrae cups Graham flour, one-hall
oup white flour, one-halfl cup New Or
leans molasses, one cup sour milk, one
cup sweet milk, one roundihg teaspoon
soda. Add one cup seeded ralsing It
desired, one teaspoon salt. Bulke in
square pan ina slow oven one and one
quarter hours.

Aot Brend,

Two cups of milk, pnehalf rop ot
fugar, four cups of flour, one cup of
broken nut meats, four teispoonfula
of baklng powder, one teaspoonfnl of
salt, two beaten egga. Put [nto greased
amns and set aslde for twenty minotes,
then bake for thirty minutes in a mod
srate oven,

Spnnish Stewy,

Two pounds of beel rihs. one nint
M canned tomatoes, one large onlon,
me red pepper, six claves. Cover with
A quart of water and simmer very
slowly for two or thres hours. Salt
to taste and thicken the gravy with
Wrowned flour just before serving.

Short Sugikestions,
Clean lnoleum with warm water
and pollsh with milk.

Ammonia used unsparingly cleanses
and purifles kitchen utensila.

Clean sofled wall paper with plaster
of paris tled up In a muslin bag.

No sonp on window panes! Rub
them with elther aleohol or ammonis
to make them shine.

To keep an Iron sink In good con-
ditlon serub once or twice n week with
sandsoap and kerosens. Every night
put a littla chloride of llme over the
stralner and pour through It & ket
tlaful of bolling water.

THE GREAT SALT LAXE.

Body of Wuter Now Celebrated as
“The Lake That Came Naok."

Floating, difficult In fresh water and
something of an art in the sea, be-
comes i the Greal Salt Lake s condi-
tlon wmmpossible to aveid, Lis down
and fou He bhall above the surface:
enter It helow your depth and you will
walk alcng after vou have sunk to
your armpits, provided only you ecan
keép your balance. No one ever
drowned In ft, although there have
been deaths from strangulation; a gale
lon of It bolled ylelds a quart of salt.
Orson Prott, the first permanent white
settler on 't shore, swam In it on
July 26, 1847,

Since that time the Great Salt Lake
has become the princlpal tourist-bait-
Ing assel of one Stute and the center
of frequent excurslons from another.
This year It 1s belng celebrated as tha
“lake that came back,” Colller's says,
Among its other mysterlous tralts la
that of disappearing In large part up-
nn pecasions,

In 1803 an immense bathing pavil:
lon was bullt & mile out in the water,
with batlihouses running In crescent.
shaped lines toward the shore from
hoth sides of the pavilion, In 1900 the
lake began to go away. In 1904 bath-
Ing conditions were s0 bad that the
bathing hotse proprietors had to turn
the horne of their crescent tlie other
way aboul, And then from one of
them they had to run an improvised
trolley another mile out to the water.
In 1906 a general cry went up that the
lake was gone, and lkewise n: cry
went to Washington for government
relief for the arid West, Secretary
of the Interlor Garfleld responded with
a (rip of Inspection in June, 1507, and
for the fourteen days he was In the
Great Baein country it ralned. Then
he sniffed. "My conclusion 18" he
sald, “that what the arld West most
needs Is a boat and a set of navigation
lawa."”

Coloninl Treasures Shown,

Colonlal and Revolutionary rellcs
which have been treasured by south
shore famllles for generatlons form a
part of a loan exhibition which was
opened In Lorlng HIll, Hingham,
Thursday, the Boston Transeript says,
There are tha tankards presented to
Samuel Adams as a wedding gift on
the completlon of the Old North
church; queer old snuffhoxes; a silver
knife brought from Leyden: sallver
candlesticks from John  Hancock's
mansion; some beautiful bits of lnater
ware, odd pltechers, Washington plites
a folding fork used by a revolutlonary
soldler; samplers, silhouettes, a fAif
teenth ecantury altar cloth showing the
same design that 18 seen In Da Vinel's
“Last Supper;” fans, embrolderies.
minlatures and numberless other artl
cles of great value and heauty. Thera
Is a partlenlarly fascinating collection
of books. Among them Is a manu
seript capy of the poems of Ovid, made
In 1470, by Alberto Savonaroln, a
hrother of the famous reformer. Thils
Is owned by the Rev. G. F. Weld. An-
other, printed In 1643, “A Chrlatian
Plea for Infants Baptisme,” s loaned
by George Lincoln, the well-known
antlquarian and historian of Hing
ham. The Rev, L. C. Cornish contribk
utes, nmong other things, an !llumlin.
nted missal printed In Leyden in 1770.
Then there are the poems of Quarles,
printed In 1650; those of Cowley,
bound In tooled gold leather, bearing
the date of 1778, and a Euclid of 1685.

Thoxe Styles,
“Is she wenring black for her last

husband? “No, for her next. She
looks stunning In it"—New York
Tribune,

“Where's your mistress' mald?" “Up-
stalrs, slr, arrangipg madama's halr”
"And madame? 1s she with her?'—
Lippincott's.

As far ns the buthing girls are con-
cerned, even the toper will admit that
the “drys" are more atiractlve than
the “wets.'"—I'uck,

Butcher—What can I send you to-
day, Mrs. Styles? Mrs. Styles—Send
me a leg of mutton, and be sure it Is
from a black sheep; we are in mourns
Ing, you know.—Jewish Ladger.

$ee $weet §telln and her hat; direes
tolre gown, and all of that. I$n't $he
n winfome $prite? 13n't $he a goodly
Sight? S$tella, $tella, fond and true;
expend$ive, but we mut have you.—
Washington Herald,

-—I'-I:‘I'I_;;lplnu Furests,

The forests of the Philipplne Isl
ands cover an area of about 40,000
000 acres. The Island of Mindanao,
with an area of some 20,000,000 acres,
has Immense tracts of almost unbroe
ken forests.

Different.
“Do you like the musle of a phond
graph?”
"1 have never heard It"
“Never heard a phonograph,”
“1 dldn't say that. 1 have heard
hundreds of them."—Houston Post.

Conch Shells,
A conch shell with its spirals twist
ed to the right Instead of to the left
ls sald to be worth Its weight in gold.
A shell of this kind sold In Caloutta
bor £4,000.




