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CHAPTER VI.—(Continued.)

Miss Desmond had been little more
than a weck at Inklefleld, when, re
turning home from tha nelghboring
vicarage, whence she had been dis
patched with a message respecting
some of the local charitles to which
Mra. Saville contributed, she entered
the drawing-room through one of the
French windows which opened on a
veranda and thence on to the groun:s

The lady of the house was not there
but lounging comfortably in her espe
clal chalr sat a gentleman, who, d!
rectly Misa Deamond entered, rose and
made her a bow—a bow which proved
that bowing was not yet quite a lost
art  He wae a tall aldarly man of un
certaln age, slight and elegant, with
fine aqulline features and lght-blue
laughing eyves that looked as If boy
hood still lingered there In spite of the
wavy ha'r that curled round a rather
low but well-shaped forehead. He was
carefullv. admirahly dressed, and Inde
scribally fresh and cool, though it was
a burning August day.

“Allow me to explaln my appearance
here,” he sald, In & pleasant, youthful
volee. “I have taken the exceedingly
uninteresting journey from London to
this place, and I now awalt Its amia

la mistress’s pleasure as to whether
she will sce me or not."

“Has she been told you are here?"
acked Miss Desmond, taking off a Inrge
garden-hat, which she contlnded to
hold in her hand, wondering who this
could be. Mrs. Saville’s visltors had
hitherto heen few and far between, her
acqualntances at that season balng
seattered In remote reglons.

“Yes, 1 helleve her major-domo has
conveyed my pasteboard to the august
presence.” And the stranger, with the
air of heing very much at home, drew
forward a chalr, which Miss Desmond
did not accept.

“Pray, has Mrs, Saville been long
tere?

*“About a fortnight.”

“And you—have you been here all
*hat tlme?"

“Not quite.”

“Ah! what wonderful resisting pow
er! | should have Imagined you would
both by this time be extinct from men-
| tal Inanition.” Miss Desmond laughed

—a sweet, well-amused laugh.

“And vou can laugh lHke that!™ he
| continued. “Then your vitality has ci
| ¢ourse kept my revered sister-in-law
' allve. It must, however, exhaust your

|' own vital powera to glve out ozone—

no, what do they call it?—electriclty—
to such a degree. There s nothing to
me so soul-destroying, so deadening, as
suburban rusticlty. Won't you sll
down? 1 can't stand any longer my
esell.” ;

“Then pray do not. T do not =it
down because I am not golhg to stay
1 thought Mrs. Saville would come in
1mmediately,” said Miss Desmond, who
began to percelve in some way that
this pleasant, talkative personage was
a good deal older than he seemed.

“Since vou permit It, then." And he
sank Into his chalr with a sigh of re-
llef, “You see,” he went on, “thls sort
of place ls just far enough from Lon-
don to cut you off from all the con-
venlences of town life, and too near
for any of (he leglitimate amusements
and occupations of the country.”

Here the butler appeared, and sald

. “Mrs, Saville will see you, my lord, I
you will come thls way." The gentle-
wan rose, and made another elegant
bow as he passed Mias Desmond.

"What an amusing person! [ won
der who he I8, Some relation, 1 sup-
posge, or he would not speak so freely,’
thought Misg Desmond, "I must not
€0 to Mrs. Saville at present.” 8he
too left the room by a different exit
and ascended to her own pleasant
apartment, which looked out to the
front; a dressing-closet opened from
it, and, except for the bed, il was fur
nished like a sitting-room. Afler lean-
ing from the window for some min
utes, apparently In deep thought, she
went to her writlng table, and, un
locking a desk with a key which hung
to her chaln, she hegan to add some
lines to a closely-written letter whieh
lay thereln,

She had written for a conslderable
time when the sound of wheels and
horses’ feet drew her to the window,
from whence she saw the gentleman
with whom she had spoken In the
drawing-room descend the hall door
steps to enter a very rusty fly or sta
tlon cabh, He had a comlcally rueful
expression of countenance, and, look:

'

ing round over the front of the house,
his quick eye caught sight of Miss Des-
mond. To her annoyance, he lifted his
hat and gave a allght expressive shrug
bafore stepping Into his cab, which
drove off Immedlately,

“I wish I had not looked out, she
thought; then, smiling at the idea, it
struck her very llke an “expulslon.
“No doubt Mrs., Saville could be very
severe—eoeven cruel; but she Is good to
me. | had better give her the -vicar's
message; yet I feel halfl afrald. This
will not do. My best, my only chance
I8 fearlessness.'

8he paused a moment, then locked
away her writing again, and procesded
Anern 8 lone pasenea and a short winlr
to the wing In which was Mra, Sa-
ville's boudolr.

Bhe knocked at the door, and was
imperatively told to come in. Mrs.
Saville was walking up and down, evli-
dently mueh disturbed.

“1 beg your pardon,” hesitatingly,

"Oh, come In, coms In! T have been
worrled by an {mportunate fool; but I
am not so overset that I cannot attend
to anything else. DId you see the
viear?”

“I did; and he I8 very sorry, but he
has already returned the plans of the
cottages to the bullder.” :

“Then he must get them back,” very
sharply. “I will walk over myself to
the vicarage. 1 want movement. Did
¥ou happen to see Lord Hverton?”

“Tha gentleman who has just laft?
Yes; he was In the drawingroom
when I came (n."

“He is one of the most contemptible
men [n England,” continued Mrs. Sa-
ville—"a mere butterfly at sixty-three,
He has only existed for pleasure his
whole life, and even now pleasure still
pleases. His sense of enjoyment has
been his ruin. A trifler of the most
trifiing description, without an ambi-
tlon or an alm; worst of all, reckless
of how he may throw others into temp
tatlon or difficulty. He has Injured
me past forgiveness, and yet he comes
meandering here to try and talk me
over to Induce me to pardon the erual
lest Injury that could be Inflleted. I
told him my opinlon fully; but to be
serfously angry with such a creature
Is llke taking a howltzer to shoot a
humming-bird. Come, Miss Desmond
let us go out Into the open alr. What
o'clock Is 1t? Nearly five? 1 ghall
walk round the grounds until it Is
time to find the viear.”

They paced somewhat slowly across
the grounds to a wooded rising ground
on the left of the house, from which a
view of It and Its surroundings could
be obtalned, and when they had ac-
complished the ascent Mra, Saville sat
down, as if tired, on a seat placed at
the best point of outlook. Her com-
panlon had observed that the keen,
actlve woman was stronger In splrlt
than in flesh, and felf a sort of pity
for this rich, prosperous, resolute lady.

“What a sweet, beautiful place thia
18!" she exclaimed, after gazing at
the scene before her for a few min
utes. “1 think it Is the most charming
I have ever scen.”

“Then you have not seen much,” re
turned Mrs. Saville, testlly,

“That I8 true. 1 have not seen any
fine piaces In England, and the palaces
and chateaux abroad are %o melan-
choly; but who could desire anything
beyond the exqulisite, graceful, home-
line beauty of Inglefleld?”

It was, In truth, a delightful abode,
sheltered on the east by the upland
from which they now looked down;
the ground sloped steeply from the
opposite side, giving a wide view over
a richly-wooded c¢ountry; while the
house, gardens and grounds occupled
the level space between. Fine trees
stood about, for Inglefield was an old
country-house dating tolerably far
back, built In the half-timbered style,
the first story of fine bricks, the upper
part beams and plaster, with high
chimneys and many-gabled roofs. The
large additlons made by Mrs, Saville's
father had been carrled out In strict
accordance with the original plan, and
the garden deslgned to sult It also. A
clreular lawn, surrounded with flower
Ing shrubs and dotted with several
large spreading trees, separated the
housa from a wide avenue which open-
ed exactly opposite the entrance, over
arched by a double row of great old
elms at elther slde, Beyond, on the
left, from a wooded hollow, through
which a trout-stream had been widen-
ed and dammed Into a minlature lake,
glimpses of which could be caught

when the sunlight fell upon It, rose tha
wzolo from soma unseen chimney,

“Home-like,” repeated Mrs. Saville,
“There ls an Immense amount of non-
sense talked mbout home, [ wish you
could see Kingswood, Lord Everton's
place: It Is one of the finest seats In
England—full of family trensures and
historie relles—and he would not make
the falntest effort to retain It. He
might have entered diplomaey—or
taken & forelgn appointment and saved
monay.  But he I8 quite content to de-
rive hils income from the rent a Man:
chester milllonalre pays him for his
nncestral halls, when he might have
married the milllonal!re's daughter
and kept It for himsell.”

“Well, If the daughter was not the
sort of woman he could love, he was
right,” sald Mlss Desmond, thought
fully, “"Suppose she was not compan-
fonable, that he could not love her;
the finest place In the world could not
make up for that”

“You are a foollsh child! The thing
called love soon evaporates. Rank, Im:
portance, high position, iast; and du
tles due to one’s station fAll up life
satisfactorily. It !s a low, mean con-
ception of existence to spend It In per
sonal pleasure,"”

“Yes, certainly. You are right'" ea:
gerly. “To live for one's self alone,
in any way, Is miserable. But one has
a right to try and be happy if it does
not Interfere with the happiness of
others.”

“You have been tolerably poor, from
what you say,” sald Mra. Bavllle, not
uakindiy, “Have you Leen happyi”

Her Interlocutor paused before she
replied, “Yes, on the whole T have been
happy. BSometimes it has been trylng
to feel shabby and to be unable to get
A new dress, to know that lovely ple
tures and delightful musle wers with.
In your reach, yet Inaccessible, The
worst 18 to want nice dellcate things
for some one you love and not to be
able to get them; that {s bitter. Still,
nothing can be so poverty-stricken as
to have no one to trouble about, no
one to love or live for, no one to love
you'll

"It Is, then, very unfortunate for a
person of your disposition to have lost
your home,” remarked Mra, Savllle,
roldly.

“TIt Is sad enough; but T have been
fortunate In finding friends llke Mr.
Rawson and his daughter. It Is bet
ter, too, to helleve that thers 18 some
pleasant sheltered nook round the next
turn of the road than always to look
for sandy deserts. Loneliness Is the
worst evil of all: it !s what T fear

most."
Mrs, Saville dld not answer Imme-
diately; then she sald, abruptly,

“What 1s your name—your Christian
name?"

"My name? Hope Desmond.”

“l thought so, It is wvery appro-
priate. You have glven me a curious
mental pleture. I suppose It ls true,
though It Is Incomprehensible to me,
but you give me the idea of belng sen-
sible and accurate, Do you not feel
that your life has been lost, frultless,
passed as It has been In this constant
struggle?"

“No," crled Hope, her dark eyes
lighting, and lifting her head with an
unconsclous but dignified movement.
“It has had much swestness, and T
have been of some use. Though I am
not clever, I have done what I conld;
and that will always comfort me. 1 do

not fear the future. Work will comel‘“‘“nml or drylng always use corn |

to me. T would not chdnge with any
one, I prefer to remaln the 'me' that
I am.”

“You are an unusual speeimen, Miss
Desmond, and really a profound phl
losopher; yet you have refinement and
tasts, aye, and culture enough, to ena-
ble you to enjoy beauty and elegance,
lterature and art. I congratulate you;
only, If every one was as easily plens
ed the world would stand stij."

“Perhaps 50, sald Hope Desmond,
with a slgh. “I can only see life ac-
cording to my lights" L

Then, after some minutes' silence”

she observed how prettily the smoka

curled up from among the trees down |

In the hollow.

"“Yes," sald Mrs. Saville, “I suppose

Tord Castleton has arrived. Inglefield
Court belongs to him. Tt {8 an older
and much damper place than this. 1
must call to-morrow.” She heaved a
deep slgh as she spoke, "“Miss Dacre
Is one of the fortunate ones according
to 'y estimate. She Is her father's
gole heiress, and takes the title, too,
when she succeeds him, She la pratty,
rather accomplished, and decldewly
popular, T used to see a good deal of
her al one time; now——" 8ha paus
ed aud frowned, then, rising, she sald,
peromptorily, “Come, I feel rhenmat-
le; 1 have sat here too long”

Few words passed between the com.
panions tlll almost at the gate which
opened from Mrs. Saville’s grounds on
a foot-path which crossed the vicarage
fields, when that lady sald, suddenly:

*1 expect my son to-morrow."

“Your eldest son?”

“1 have but one soh,” returned Mew,
Saville, lelly.

(To be continued.)
Hanty !‘lurﬂun.—n

Clerk at Marriage License Bureag
~What's the lady's first name?

Prospectlve Bridegroom -—Heavens|
man. I never thought to ask haer,

Preserving Hints,

The first conslderation Is a presery
Ing kettle of brass polished until lus
trous and with no staln of frult,

This I8 the sort of vessel used by
the old-fashioned housewife and the
iellles of our grandmotiicrs have never
been equaled.

Porcelain kettles should be dls
carded as soon as they commence fo
track ‘and tin, iron or pewter should
never be used.

The best jelly bag ls-a long one
made of flannel, which {s made In a
point at the bottom.

This should never be squeezed In
order to hasten the dropping or a
dlacoloration of the fruft wlll result

In selecting frult the greatest care
should be taken to see that It s not
overripe,

Berries that have been pleked more
than 24 hours are too old to make
good jelly and preserves.

A cheesecloth bag will be found
useful In straining the fruit through

ha Antnsndas
«40 Colander.

Prune Jelly.

Stew a quart of prunes in a quan
of water untll they fall to pleces
Press through a colander, Soak a box
of gelatin In a cupful of cold water;
pour on gradually a cuplful of bolling
water and stir until thoroughly dis
solved. Add one pint of the pruna
pulp, the fulce of a lemon or orange
and a little sugar. Strain Into wet
mold. Put In conl place. Turn out
and serve with whipped cream.

Good Doughnutis,

Two cups of hot mashed potatoes
four tablespoons of shortening, three
cups of sugar, four eggs, three cups
milk, five teaspoons of baking powder
tand flour, enough to make the usual
':‘qnsisfnm'}' of doughnut dough. Make
A ecream of potatoes, shortening, su-
‘gar and nutmeg for flavor. Then sift
about four cups of flour with the bak
"ing powder; add to the mixture as
much flour as needed.

Old=-Fashioned Drop Cnkens,

Cream a scant cup of sugar with one
half cup of shortening, add a cup of
molasses, one-hall teaspoonful of pow-
dered cloves and cinnamon, mixed, one
teaspoonful of salt and two level tea-
ls:}nonfula of baking soda dlssolved In
lone cup of cold water., Add enough
flour to make a quits thick batter and
ldrnp this from & spoon into a greased
van. Bake in a quick oven.

Canning Sweet Corn,
For eanning, cut the same as for dry-
Ing. To thirteen pints of corn add one
' pint of salt and one pint sugar In
]granlte pan and stir till It forms (ts

‘own julce. Set on back of stove, whera]

it will heat and stay hot for an hour
1l'.'l' more, then draw to front of stove
till it comes to a boll and can. For

rather too soft than too hard.

Delicious Brolled Stenk.

Bprinkle the bottom of a skillet quite
generously with salt. Place on the
fire and let It become quite hot. Now
put In your steak, turnlng frequently,
80 as to retaln the julee, When done
place on a heated platter and season
with pepper; also add small bits of
butter. This makes any steak quite
tender and Insures a rich flavor.

Rochester Gingerbread,

Beat balf a cup of butter to a cream;
! gradually beat In half a cup of sugar,
two well-beaten eggs, one cup of mo-
laases, one cup of thlck, sour milk and
three cups of flour, sifted with one teas
spoonful and a half of soda, one tea-
spoonful of ginger and one teaspoonful
of cinnamon. Bake In two brick-loaf
pans,

Green Tomato Ple,
Line a plate with nlce crust, fill with
peeled and sllced gréen tomatoes, add
half a cup of sugar, one tablespoonful

of vinegar and sprinkle with cinnamon
or nutmeg. Cover with a lop crusi
and bake slowly.

Corn and Sweet Potatoos.
Cut the kernels from slx ears of boll-

gweet potatoes. Melt a tablespoonful
of butter In a frylng pan and stir
Into this the corn and sweet potatbes.
Fry, stirrlng often, for ten minutes,
then serve.

Green Tomnato Mince Me,
Chop fine one pint of green tomas
toes and three large apples. Add threa
cups of sugar, three tablespoons of
flour, one-half cup of vinegar, one-half

mixed splces, Baks with two crusta

SIZE OF HER SHOEA.

The Dealers Use Cipher System oF
Aumbers for Many Heasons,

What number does she wear? naks
the iKnnsas City Star. It should be
B surprise to a few wmwen, at least, to
know that she no longer wears shoes
of pumbered sized. The old 1, 2, 3,
way of numbering women's shoes has
seen Its day; now sizes are no longer
designated by numbers, at least not in
the places where ghe buys shoes that
cost as il they were made of gold and
a preéclous stone or two. There ara
marks and numbers that tell the story
of length and breadth to the clerk,
but they mean nothing to the ous-
tomer. Who would guess that K17368**
means 4 344 D? Only the shoe clerk,
aud he tells no one,

Therein Is the purpose of the ab-
senve of numbers on women's shoes,
“I always wear a 8 B, she would
say, and Lthe clerk woull see the nume-
ber 44 D foot resting in the little
Atting stand, Without comment, he
would bring shoes to fit snugly and
not with too great dlscomflort,

‘That's very pretty. 1 think I'll
take those,” and he would begin to
hope a sala had been made. Now, If
he could only get them Into a box with-
out—

‘I want to look at them agaln, Just
A moment, please. Why, you sald these
were 88 and they are Hs! Why, I
never In all my days wore anything
bigger than 8s! No, Indeed! 1 shan't
be Imposed upon, 1 assure you. 1
CAT® 10 s6d no othar shoes, I shall go
somewhere where I can be given prop-
er treatment'” And a sale lost be-
cause the clerk could not hide the true
facts mbout the proper slze of shoes
for her to wear. .

B0 a few years ago the manulac-
turera and the merchanta resorted to
cipher In deslgnating shoes, and a
“fiumber” nowadays reads like a foot
Ihu.ll slgnal. Some women have even
{penetrated the cipher, and, consequent,
ly, msome sghops request that nothing be
sald about numbers—the salesman will
menasure the foot and bring a4 shos to
correspond. That s he'll bring the
first too large, In order to let the falr
iln.lye'r have the satisfaction of asking
for something smaller,

Meanwhile the men's shoes still have
inlmn marked In plain numbers and Io
plain sight.
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' i WHERE WRITING IS SACRED.
*

L e e s e g o

The Chiness point of view 18 often
surpriging to the Western mind, and
therefore Interesting. For example,
they hold every scrap of writing to be
sicred, no matter what the characters
express—the merest commercial mes
sage or advertisement Included, de-
clares a writer In the San Franclsco
Chronfele. Bince Confuclus used thosa
characters to teach his wisdom, they
are holy.

In the average Chinese community,
all letters and waste paper are lald
away In a clean receptacle to awalt
the collector, who appears at regular
intervals to transfer the waste papera
to the sacred furnace. If the papers
are burned by the Chinese In thelr
own homes, the ashes of the sacred
| writings would mingle with the ashea
of wood and other fuel, and the ashea
of Chinese writings are ns sacred as
the writing Itself. -

The ashes from the sacred furnaca
are placed In sacks, the sacks are con-
veyed by wagons to the sea, and thers,
In a boat, are carrled out where the
tide runs swift and consigned to the
waves, The boat, known as a Mon
| War boat, belongs to the Mon War
Sher, which Is & lodge with branches
"everywhere, organized and maintaln.
ed for the purpose of paying reverence
to the spirit of Confuclus.

The furnace In the Chinatown which
nearly every large city In the Unlted
| States harbors Is generally a brick,
' oven-like structure about five feet high.
!'Opposite it on the wall there wlill us
ually ba an Inseriptlon of the charac-
ter of the following: “The spirits of
our ancestors are pleased that we keep
sncred the writings of our country.”

The soclety of Mon War Sher—club
of the beautiful writing—Is made up

of butter cut into bits, four tablespoons, *®

ed corn. Cut Into dice four large bnlled?

in ench case of the prominent denl-
zens of Chinatown, who support It by
voluntary subscriptions, which pay the
salaries of the kesper and his assist

Human After AlL

“Well, I must lenve you. I've got an
engagement with a collectlon agent in
fifteen minutes."

“And you're hastening up to the of
fice to meet him, you honest man."

“No, I'm hastening to get hid, for
he's due along here any minute'—
Yansas Clty Times,

New Rone of Contentlon,
1 don't speak to the woman aoross
the street any more'
“What's the matter now?"

“She's for Peary." — Birmingham
Age-Herald.

If doesn't take long for a handsome

easpoon of salt, and one teaspoon of young widow to convince a woman hate
x : 2 ludthaomtotmwm




