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CHAPTER VIIL.—(Continued.)

“Are you Irlsh? You don't mind my
asking? Some people don't llke the
Irish; I dellght In them. My father's
great friend Is an old general, a dear
old thing—S8Iir Patrick Desmond; Is he
eany relative of yours?”

“1 have heard of him, but If he Is In
any way connected with me it s so
distant that [ cannot ‘call cousins
with him."

“If he comes down to the Court
while you are here, I will ask you to
meet him. Then you are Irish? And
I am sure you sing and play?

“1 play a Httle,” )

“That is dellghtful. You can play
an accompaniment? [ ean’t bear play-
ing; and I want to try some duets
with George Lumley to-night.”

“l will do my best,” sald Hope.

“Don't you think George Lumley
very good-looking? He Is very good
style, too, and so llke Lord Everton. I
am rather glad he Is at Hounslow
This place Is too far, and yet too near,
to be amusing.” She chattered on till
the gentlemen came to seek them In
their fragrant retreat, when Miss Da
cre ceased to bestow attentlon or
words on Hope. They soon adjourned
‘to the larger drawingroom, where the
aingers dlscovered that Miss Desmond
had quite a genlus for playlng accom-:
paniments, and time flew fast till the
carriages were announced.

“Where In the world dld you find
that nlce Miss Desmond, Mrs. Baville?”
exclaimed Miss Dacre. “She Is so quiet
and well bred. Lots to say, too. Do
bring her over to the Court. She could
be of Infinite use to me In playing ac
companiments.”

“Very llkely: but, you see, | engaged
her to be of use to me."

“To be sure,” laughed the thought.
less girl. “"How frightfully sharp vou
are!” And she blew her hostess a
kiss as she left the room.

“What a glorious night!" sald Lum
ley, with a sigh of relief, sinking on
an ottoman beside Hope. “Couldn’t
you manage to come out for m stroll
before saying good-night finally?”

Hope looked at him for a momen!
gravely, then a smile began In hai
eyes and sparkled on “lip and cheek.’

“Yes, 1t could be easily managed, ac
gording to novel-regulations,” she sald
*] escort my kind patroness to her
Toom, recelve her bleasing, and return
10 my own, then I throw a mantllla
over my beautiful locks, steal down to
the garden door, which Is of course left
open, and join you In the moonlit
shrubbery.”

“Precisely,” sald Lumley, laughing.
*It’s a lovely plcturs. 1 earnestly hope
you will realize it."

"A moonlight stroll Is a harmless
amusement under certaln conditions
which do not exlst at present for me'
and she went away to bid good-night to
the viearess and =ee that she was
wrapped up. Then, mesting Mra. Sa
ville pn her way up-stalrs, she accom
panled her to her bedroom, rang for
her mald, and exchanged a few worde
with her untll that functlonary ap:
peared.

"1 am woefully tired,” sald Mrs. Sa-
ville, throwing herself Into a low chalr.
“Really, life 18 too wearlsome In s
disappointing sameness. If Richard
will invite these stupld chattering
boys, 1 shall dine in my own room.
Mary Dacre is silller than she used to
be, and Mr. Rawson writes that he
cannot come down till the BSunday
after next. We must begin 'Froment
Jeune’ to-morrow, Miss Desmond, and
€et away as much as we can from the
present.”

“1 shall be very pleased.
eldered one of Daudet's bpest;
have never read it."

When Hope Desmond reached her
swn room she undressed-rapidly, and
putting out the candles, brushed he:
long hair by the moonlight, while she
thought earnestly, “How disappolnting
»f Mr. Rawson! I hoped he would be
tere next Sunday; and I have so much
to say to him. True, I can write; but
v few spoken words face to face are
worth a dozen letters, It wiil not be
sasy to get him to myself, but as my
swn especial friend I have a right to
femand an Interview. How weary
that poor woman is!—and far from
well. Poor and nearly frlendlesa as I
am, 1 would not change with her., No,
po; I understand life better than she
does, though she hLas llved so much
ionger. How her heart must ache when
she thinks of her son! Under all her
hardness and pride she yearns for the

it 1s econ
and 1

love she does not know how tc; win,
If she will only love me!® Then she
twisted up her hair, and, throwing
herself on her knees, prayed long and
fervently, with tightly-clasped hands,
while teara streamed unheeded from
the eyes that less than an hour ago
nad smiled so sauclly on Oaptain Lum
13y,

“The two months have nearly ex-
pired,” she mused, when, having risen,
she leaned agalnst the window-frame
and looked out on the moonlit lawn.
“But 1 am quite sure she will not send
me away. | do not want to go ameag
strangers agaln. It |ls awful to have
no home, But with practice, with the
affort to seem brave, courage comes.”

Taking some relle sewn up In a lit-
tle silk bag and hung round her neck
DY & thin chbala of indiau guld, shs
kissed It lovingly and lay down to
rest. -

For the next couple of days Mrs. Ba-
ville instituted a severe headache and
shut herself up with Miss Desmond in
her own special morning room, leaving
her son and his guest to
each other. The third day Hope went
out for a short stroll, as Mrs. Baville
evidently did not want her company
in m visit she went to pay at the
Court.

Bhe had not gone far when she was
overtaken by George Lumley, who Im-
medlately began to condole with he:
on what he was pleased to term her
“false Imprisonment.” She tzlked with
him gayly enough, but always with
what he chose to term “a tinge of in-
dulgence” in her manner, and then

turned homeward sooner than she
would otherwise have done.
“l must bld you good-by. I am go

ing back to my quartera thls evening,’
he said. *“But I shall be at the Court
next week. 1 do hope you'll come and
help us in those duets. Mliss Dacre
has planned no end of practising.”

“1 shall be glad to help you if I
may."”

“How submissive you are! You must
have an awfully dull time of It.”

“1 do not feel dull, Mrs. Saville is
a very Intelligent woman, and, as we
differ on every subject, we have abund-
ance of Interesting conversatlon.”

“1 should think so. Do you ever con-
vert hert”

“] am afrald not; but I may make
a little Impresslon; constant dropping,
you know, effects something. I want
to convert her to the bellef that man
does not 1ive by bread mlone.”

*“] pee; that he wants the sugar
plums of true love. How tame and
flat live is without them! 1[I think I
understand; that jolly old boy Raw-
son has put you here to be Hugh's ad-
vocate,”

“By no means. He recommended me
as a sultable person to act as reader
and amanuensis to your aunt, and I
hope to do him credit.”

“Do you know you puzzle me im-
mensely 1"

“A Nitle mental exerclse will do yon
good."

“Mental exerclae! you give my mind
plenty to do. You are never out of
my thoughts."

“(GGood-morning, Captaln Lumley,”

anld Miss Desmond, with great com-
posure, "I shall go In by the slde
door.” And she turned down & nar-

row path which led. to a private en-
trapce at the foot of the stair com-
municating with a wing which con
talped Mrs. Savllle’'s rooms.

Lumley stood for a moment uncer
taln what to do. He dared not (nllow
her, and he was reluctant to confess
himself checkmated. HIls generally
placld face grew set and stormy.

“What a provoking woman! She
treats me as if | were & mere school-
boy, whom she could play with In safe-
ty. It 1s no longer play to me; It
shall ndot be play to her. I never was
treated In this way before; and there
is an odd sort of llking for me under It
all, What speaking eyes she has! |
have seen dozens of handsomer wom-
en, but there's a sort of fascination
about her. I will not let her foll ma.'
He walked rapldly away to the lonely
recesses of the wood, more disturbed
and resolute than he had ever felt in
his self-indulged 1ife.

The Sunday but one after this Inter
view, Mr. Rawson came down In time
for church. Mrs, Baville chose to stay
at home., The service was short, for
the vicar dld not think i necesrary to
give a mermon every week. When It

was over, there was a gathering of

entertain |

baignoors, and grestings outside the
porch.

“I wish you would come back to
luncheon, Miss Desmond,” sald Misa
Dacre. “You might, as Mra. Saville s
not here. Lord Everton came rather
unexpectedly Inst night, and I am sure
You would llke him. He has been ask-
ing If you are still allve.”

“l am very sorry I cannot assure
him personally of my safety; but I
cannot absent myself in this uncere
monlous manner. Then I have my
friend Mr. Rawson here.”

“What & nulsance! [ am coming
over after luncheon to ask for assist
Ance in geuing up a concert to collect
funds for a new school-house; so, till
this afternoon, adlew.” She stepped
into her pony-carriage, attended by
Richard Saville, and drove AWRY.

“As we have plenty of time, T will
take you by a llttle longer way back,
Mr. Rawson,” sald Hope.

“I place mysel! in your hands, my
dear young lady." As they started,
Lumley, who had stood aside till Miss
Dacre drove off, jolned them, and for
a short way the conversation was
chlefly between him and the family
lawyer,

Lumley had been exceedingly nlce
and respectful whenever he had maet
Hope Desmond during the last week,
consequently they had beem the best
of friends, and the captain fattered
himself he was making prodigious
strides. Arriving at a bend of the
road where a turnstile sdmitted to a
pathway leading across a fleld and Into
Mrs, Baville's woods, Miss Desmond
paused, and sald “Good-morning” very
decldedly.

“Mr. Rawson Is good enough to be
my guardian, and I claim the right to
bore him with my affalrs whenever |
m-u

"I understand,” sald the gallant hus
Ear, good-humoradly, and stopped with
a bow,

“That stroke was well played,” sald
Mr. Rawson when they had got clear
of the gate. I want to say and to
hear & good deal, and the youth s per
severing."”

“Is he 8o young?' asked Hope. "I
thought him an amusing boy, but I be
gin to see he Is older than [ Imag
ined."

“He wlill never see (wenty-seven
again. But to business. 1 am glad to
886 you get on so well with Mrs. 8a
ville. 1 thought you would.”

“Yes, better than I expected. It was
terribly nervous work at first. Firm-
ness and courage are Indispensable;
the slightest appearance of the white
feather, and she would almost uncon:
sclously crush you. It Is not easy to
impress her gently and politely with
& sense of one's complete Independ.
ence; but this is essentlal. The tyran-
nlcal tendencles In her have been tre-
mendously developed by clrcumstances
and tralning; but I really belleve it 1s
a rellef to her to find a companion
who nelther quarrels nor cringes; she
breathes a freer alr, her mind Is more
healthily exercised. | never conceal
an opinion, and I try to be as true as
possible, and to defend my views as
temperately as I can. [ also try to
give her the !mpression that she s on
trial as well as mvself.”

“That s a dangerous game; but you
may succeed, The day after to-mor-
row completes your two months. 1
suspect she would be sorry If you left.
Tell me, have you had a chance of
putting in a word for the poor prodi-

gal?”
* Hope shook her head. Tt Is too soon
to attempt i1t." she sald.

“Now sit down here on thls fallen
tree; for I have a long story to tell
you,"

«(To be rontinned.)

0Of Counrse Nol.

An over-dressed woman was talking
to an acqualntance.

“Yes,"” she sald, "slnce John came
Into his money we have a nles coun-
try house, horses, cows, plgs and
hens*

“That must be charming” remark-
ed the other; “wyou can have all the
fresh eggs you want.'

"Oh, well” replied the Arst lady,
“of course, the hens can lay If they
like to, but In our position it {sn't at
all necessary.”

One More Question.

“1 say, pa, what——"

“Ask your mothar!"

“‘Honest., pa, this Isn't a silly one
this time."

“All right, this once, what Is 1t

“Well, If the end of the world was
to come and the earth be destroyed
while & man was up in an airship,
where would he land when he came
down!"—The Housekesper,

Not Too Much,

“After all” sald the optimlist, “you
must admit that this Is the best world
you have even bheen In."

“Yes,” replled the pessimlst; "but

ever had, and that's not saying much
for her."—Judy.

Honeymoon Names,
“What are the Christian names of
that young couple next door?"
“We won't be able to find out till

calls him Pettle"—Cleveland Leader.

hang It, my wife Is the best wite I'va '

Ironing Cabinet.
Another man has answered the
housekeeper's question, “What shall 1

do with the ironing things?" This
man, a Philadelphi-
an, has invented &

eabingt which holds
the toard, Irons
and all the other,

incidental parapher-
nalla, This cabinet
fs a tall, narrow af-
falr which does not
take up much room
and will scarcely
be noticed in the
corner. In the top Is & shell to
hold the iroms, while on the inner
sldes are runaways with slides oper-
atlve In them. One end of an lronlog
board is pivoted to the runner carried
between the slides, and on the other
end of the board is pivoted a support:
Ing leg. When the board is to be used
the closet door is opened and it 18
Swung out into place. The Irons and
WaX are there ready to hand, and
there Is practically no time lost in
getting ready. Another advantage of
Lais cabipel is (e fact thal IL 16 oot
necessary to clear the kitchen tabls
fo get a space to support one end of
the board.

English Cottage Ple,

Boil and then mash with a little
milk and butter three pounds of pota-
toes, and line a deep ple dish with
them, leaving enough only to cover the
top of the dish. Chop a sufficlent quan-
tty of cooked or uncooked meat to fill
the dish, season with pepper and salt,
and add a grated onién. Pour half
& cupful of stock over the mixture and
cover with the remainder of the
mashed potatoes, Brush over with
milk or the yolk of an egg, and bake
till brown. Serve with gravy and
Ereen peas.

Chicken m-lu Cream.

Put a pint of rich cream in a frying
pan over a moderate fire until it be
gins to color, dip the different parts of
the chicken In flour, season with u tea-
spoonful of salt, fry in the cream on
each side till It Is a dellcate Lrown.
When done put it on a hot platter,
pour another half pint of cream into
the pan, let it boll ore minute, add a
saltspoonful of salt, a dash of pepper,
then pour it over the chicken. Serve
garnished with sprigs of parsley and a
dish of puffed potato slices.

Pluneapple Ple.

Put hall a pineapple through the
meat chopper. Beat the yolks of two
eggs stiff, stir in a cup of sweet milk,
a tablespoonful of melted butter and a
cup of sugar. Last of all add the pine-
apple ground fine and bake Immedl-
ately In an open ecrust. Make a
meringue of the whites of the eggs
and two teaspoonfuls of sugar, spread
It on the ple as soon as done and re
turn to the oven just long enough to
brown the meringue.

Cranberry Pudding.

Moisten two cups of bread erumba
with one-half cup of melted butter, put
a thin layer of these crumbs Into a
buttered pudding dish, add a layer of
stewed and llberally sweetened cran-
berries, a dozen large seeded ralsins,
A litte grated lemon peel and a sprink-
ling of sugar. Continue In this way
until the dish 1s full, having the last
layer crumbs. Cover the dlsh and
bake for tweniy minutes, Serve warm
with a hard sauce.

Baked Apples,

To save gas, Instead of lighting the
sven when desiring baked apples, cut
ipples In halves and place them cut
slde downward In & pan on top of
itove. Place In pan a little water,
iprinkle apples with cinnamon and su-
gar, cover, and let cook slowly. When
soft remove carefully, so as not to
sreak skin.

Peach Foam,

Para and out up half a dozem
peaches, straln through a sleve and
mix the pulp with a half-cupful of pow-
dered sugar. Beat the whites of three
eggs to a stiff froth and add to it the
peach pulp and beat until smooth and
velvety, Pour into a mold, which must
be placed on lce. Serve with a sweets
ened whipped cream.

Tomatoe Soup,
To three pints of soup stock add one
quart of stewed or fresh tomatoes and

hour. When the rice la thoroughly
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A teacher asked her scholars for
some very long sentences, One boy
wrote: “Imprisonment for life”

Emanecipated Woman—But
won't you marry me? Give me a dell
nite reason. Dethroned Man—Oh!
Just because!—Puck.

Examiner—Now, children, what la
the difference between “pro” and
"con?" Bright Boy--Please, sir, they're
speit different —Punoh.

“Pluted your order for un aeroplane
yat? “No, I'm walting to find out
what the 1910 style of house mortgage
Is going to be'—Detroit Free Press

“You can't tell what sont of a cook
a wife will make" "“And you oan't
tell what sort of a wife a cook will
make, and there you are'—Washing
ton Herald,

“Why did you accept George?' "“Ha
was so much more original than the
other fellows." “In what way?' “Ha
was the one that asked me to be his
wife."—Puck.

Servant (who has beem sent to chas
tise a stray cat for stalking chickens)
—I oouldn't—catoh '{m — mum—for
the nearer I got to 'im—the further ‘e
got away.—Punch, :

Caaliler—Tou'll have to bring some
one to ldentify you before we can
cash this check. Got any friends In
the town. Stranger—Not ons, I'm the
tax collector.—Exchange.

“When you first saw Ningara Falla,
dld you feel that almost |rresistibleim-
pulse to throw yourself over the preci
plce that so many experlence?’ “No.
I badn't eeen my hotel-bill yet.”

“Owd George's wooden leg's beam
glving him pain lately.” *“Don't you
be talkin’ so fooldsh, Willum." *“It's
sure enough. 'Is owd woman been
a-whoppin’ ‘Im w!' it.”"—London Opln.
fon,

“It ls too bad that Peary did not
know before his last dash for the pole
that Cook had been there ahead of
him." “Why?" “Because he would
have been hot all the way there and
back again."—Houston Posat.

“You have an enormous appetite,”
sald a thin man enviously. “What do
you take for 1t?" "“In all my experl
ence,” replled his plump friend, 1
have found nothing more suitable than
food."—Philadelphia Inquirer.

Mr., Brown and his famlly were
standing In front of the lion oage.
“John," sald Mrs, Brown, "If those
amMmals were to escape, whom would
you save first—me or the chlldren?”
“Me,” anawered John without hesita.
tion.”

Beautlful Girl—Gardener, don't
make a flower bed there. It will spall
our croquet ground. Gardener—Can't
help it, miss. Them's my orders. Your
father says he ls golng to bave this
garden devoted to herdculture, Dot
husbandry.”

“Back from your two weeks, 1 see™
“Yep.” "I presume you got enguged a
number of times?™ “Naw; things don't
g0 like that In real life, somshow. 1
got engaged the first week all right
enough, bt it took me all the second
week to break R off."—Washington
Herald. -

“Jones,” sald the veterinary sur-
geon, who had called to attend Jones'
pat dog, “you should take better care
of thls canine’'s teath.” “Why,” asked
Jones, “do you think they are becom-
Ing decayed?™ “No,” answered the
viterinary, “but just as 1 came in he
put most of them In my leg"—St.
Louis Star,

“And to think, to think,” quoth shae,
“that such heavenly bllss that fell te
my lot might have escaped me for
ever! Dear Bob! Did 1 ever tell you
he had proposed to me twice? Then
tha unsympathetde auditor assumed an
alr of innocence. “Didn't you hear
him the first Ume?” she Inquired with
ralsed eyebrows.

Two ladies, previously unacqualnted,
wera conversing at a reception, After
a few conventional remarks the young-
er exclaimed: 1 cannot think what
has upset that tall blonde man over
there. He was so attentlve a little
while ago, but he won't look at me
now." “Perhaps,” sald the other, “he
saw me come in. He's my husband!”
—Phlladelphia Inquirer.

A commuter was walking up and
down the platform walting for the

why

traln that alwaye goamed to be delay-
ed. “This le a terrible road.,” he sald,

& cupfui of rice, and boll for one &ddressing a prosperous-looking by-

stander. “I've heard a great many

done, add a lump of butter the size of “0mplaints about It,” was the reply.

a0 egg, season with pepper and .‘n'“'{ﬂ." went on the commuter,

‘and & tablespoonful of sugar.

Lemon Boulllon,
To & quart of strong

| Boil tem minutes, straln and serve.

f.

-

near
ly every morning I'm Iate to business,
and when [ get home at night the din-

'ner fs cold. How do you find 1t?"
beef broth “Oh" returned the other, “1 have no
next week. They've just been mar. ™AV e made from extract) add twe kick coming. I'm the president of the
ried and he calls her Birdle and she '°T8t0es, hall a lemon, six cloves, & road and 1 always travel in an awto.”
pinch of thyme and aweet mrjomnl._{,u.




