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CHAPTER IX.

Miss Dacre was a very persevering
young woman, nor was she restralned
‘by any sensitive delicacy in pursulng
‘her designs, Hitherto she had rather
Jiked Mrs. Baville In a surface fash-
fon, fiattering herself that she was a
favorite with the stern little woman.

On this supposed favoritism she was
always ready to presume. Hope Des
mond and Mr, Rawson were therefore
»omewhat appalled when the sounds of
velces and approaching footsteps In
the pleasure-ground to which the win
dows of the smaller drawling-room
opened made themselves heard about
tea time, when Mrs. Saville had come
in from a short stroll with her confl:
Auntinl adviser and Hope had descend:
ed from her own room, wuere she had
enjoyed a couple of hours' solitude.
These rounds were followad by the ap
peerance of Miss Dacre, Baville, Lum-
ley and Lord Everton.

"Bo sorry you were not able to come
to church this morning, dear Mra. Sa.
ville!” sald Miss Dacre, effusively, and
with the unconcernad assurance of the
clags which does not hesltate to rush
in where the sharpersighted fear to
tread, “so we have all come over to
Inyuire for you. You are lonking quite
pale. You see I have brought poor
Lord Everton, who s so dlstressed at
belng expelled from this paradise.
You really must make friends. He
-could not foresss that things would go
wrong, and he Is so sorry. Now, for
my sake, dear Mra. Saville, you must
forgive him, you are such near rela:
tions.™

“"Connectlons, you mean,” corrected
Mrs. Saville, a bltter smlle curling hex
lip. “If Lord Everton chooses to coma,
I can only admire his forglving nature
and accept the ollve-branch.”

“You are, as ever, just and gener
©ous,” returned the Impecunlous peer,
with a delightful bow and smlile. *I
am quite charmed with the vislon of
mysel! as a dove, whlch you kindly
suggest.”

Mrs. Baville turned from him with
undisgulsed econtempt, and addresssd
herself to George Lumley.

“Bo you are staying at the Court?
How does your regiment, or your
troop, get on without your valuable as
alstance?”

“Disagreeable old ecat!” thought
Lumley, while he said, “Oh; 1 ride over
avery other day, and the Intermediate
ones they stumble on as best they can
without me.”

“1 thought you were going down to
Herondyke?"

“Here's metal more attractive,” said
Lumley, melodramatically, with a wave
of his hand towards Miss Dacre, who
was deep In conversation with Mr.
Rawson, on whom she was smiling
with her habltual bellef In her own
power to fascinate all male creatures

“Metal! Yes, I dare say. [ some
times wonder if you are as foollsh as
You seem, George."”

“Oh, & good deal more #0,” sald the
handsome hussar, showing his white
teeth In a pleasant smile, “You know
1 haven't many ideas.”

“Yet 1 dare say you would be lese
ensily taken in than men who have
scornfully.

“Very probably, my dear aunt.”

“What 1s the matter with wvou?”
asked Miss Dacre, In a low tone, draw
ing a chalr to the tea-table, where
Hope Desmond presided. “You look
pale and {1l, and as If you had been
orylng. Pray forglve me,” she added,
seeing the quick color rise In her vie
tim's cheek, “but I knew quite well you
could not stand Mrs. Saville for long,'
In a low tone,

“Oh, yes, | can,” sald Hope, smiling
& brave deflance, "Don’t yvou think 1
am likely to have worries and bad
news apart from poor Mra. Saville?”

“Well, 1 suppose so; but It did not
occur to me. Bhe ls not popular, you
know, though I always get on wlith
her. I am golng to play a bold stroke
just now; It will astonish you all
‘Nothing venture nothing have,’ you
know."

“‘Jockey of Norfolk, be not too
bold,' " quoted Miss Desmond, with a
somewhat tremulons smile,

“She has been crying—I am certain
she has; though she Is braving It ouf.
At any rate, she Is golng to stick to
Mrs. Saville, I wonder what she Is
aaying to Georga Lumley. Nothing
amlable, I am sure.”

Here Lord Everton, who had been
speaking to Savllle, and of whom the
mistress of the house had mot taken

the slightest notlce, approached and
begged for a cup of tea.

"It s a beverage of which | am ex:
tremely fond," he sald, “and I think a
declded llking for tea ought to be a
patent of respectabllity to any man.
You have been a good deal on the Con-
tinent, 1 belleve, Miss Desmond?”

“I bave traveled occaslonally In my
aunt's lifetime."”

“Ah! and enjoyed it, | dare say?"

“Yes; but I also enjoy returning to
England.”

“Indeed! Well, I do not. The mo
ment 1 set foot on my natlve soll, 1
cease Lo be a free man; Invisible detec-
tives put me In social Irons; erusl
warders lmprison me with adamantine
barriers, where I am obliged to eat
and drink and speak and nave wmy be
ing mecording to rigid rules. 1 must
glve my money for what 'satisfieth
not, and go to the funereal hostelries
frequented by my peers. I must don
evening dress, and wear unlimited pur-
ple and fine linen. Then my exasperat-
Ing relatives will pester me with invi
tatlons, bacause they think they must
not neglect ‘that poor old beggar Hv-
erton.' Now, on the other glde of the
Channel my only habitation Is an airy
bedroom, outside which & whole world
of cafes and restaurants are ‘before
me where to choose’ my breakfast and
dinner, where I meet pleasant, Intelll-
gent people of every shade of opinlon,
with whom | can converse freely In
happy lgnorance of thelr names and
conditlon, as they are of mine; and
occaslonally I stumble on old acquaint
ances who enjoy life in my own fash
lon, cheerfully accepting the contemp
tuous treatment of Dame Fortune, who
in emptying our pockets also relleved
us of tiresome responsibilities,~ It Is
wonderful the clearness of judgment
and general enlightenment of those
who are not welghed down by this
world's goods.”

“I dare say you are right, Lord Ev.
erton. Stlll, a few of them are advan
tageous; though I do not see that
money can purchase any essential of
life.”

“That depends very much on what
you conslder essentials.”

“That Is true—— But Mliss Dacre
Is golng to make a apeech.” for that
voung lady had sald, In an audible
tone, “l am golng to tell you a story.'

"I know.," whispered Lord Everton,
“If her pockets had always been emp-
ty, she would have known better how
to hold her tonma."

“This story came to me In a letter
from the wife of & cousin of mine
whose cousin was eve-wiiness of the
adventure,” Mlss Dacre was saying, as
she posed herself on an ottoman and
every one turned tuwn._;:ln her. “SBeene
a dark, stormy night,”"a distant sea
one of Her Majesty's blg ghips tossing
about on the waves, which make noth
Ing of her blgness, Young sallor, do
Ing something Incomprehensible with
a rope or ropes, loses hold or balance
und drops Into the black depths of the
raging watera, Captaln ordera boats
to be lowered. ‘He'll be gone before
you can reach him,' they say. ‘He can
not swim,' eries another officer. throw
ing off hls boots while he spoke, and
springing over at a bound.

“‘This Is sulclde," exclalmed the
captaln. The young officer Is a huge
favorite with the crew, the crew work
with a will, the boat Is lowered, a life
boat probably, they surmount the

lows, they come up with the gallant
lleutenant, who |Is supporting the
sengeless sallor and nearly exhausted
himself, they drag them into the boat.
they regaln the ship, the men crowd
round the—whatever you call it whare
they get on board, thelr cheers ring
above the roar of the storm, the res
cued and réscuer are safe!”

“Most dramatle,” sald Lord Everton.

“Worthy of Brandram,” added
George Lumley.
“] don't exactly see——" hegan

Richard Baville.

“No, of course you do not; there ls
nothing to see exactly,” Interrupted
Miss Dacre, qulckly.

“] have heard the tale before. The
only difference la that the weather was
not quite so stormy as your correapond.
ent represents It sald Mr. Rawson,
playing with his double glassea.

“It was really miuen worse than |
represent,” exclalmed Miss Dacre,
with an alr of profound econvietlon.
“Now, doea no one want the name of
my hero?"

Mrs,

There was & moment's pause,

waves and slide Into the watery hol |

Baville sat silent in her arm-<chalr,
Lumley's laughing eyes sought Miss
Desmond’s, but she was shellered be
hind a massive urn which always ap-
peared at tea-tlme. Only Lord Ever
ton rose to the occasion,

“l am dying of curiosity, my dea
Miss Dacre,” he sald languidly

“Name! name!™ erled Lumley,

“Hugh Saville!” sald Miss Dacre,
rising and assuming an attitude,

“1 thought so.,” sald Richard.

“Just like him!" erled Lumley, cor
dially.

“Glve me your arm, Mr. Rawson. .
have letters to show you In my study.
I avolded church because 1 did not
think prayers or sermon would Im-
prove my headache. 1 dld not bargsin
for being obliged to sit out a dramat-
fe recital,” sald Mrs. Saville, dryly.
then added to the company, “You will
excuse me, | do not feel equal (o gen-
eral conversation,” and she touched
Mr. Rawson's with the finger-tips of
her right hand, and walked with
much dignity through the door which
Lord Everton with a sad and solemn
expression of countenance held open.

As soon as she had passed, he closed
it gently, and advancing a step or two,
glanced from one to the other with so
comle a look of dlsmay that both Lum-
ley and Bavllle laughed.

“Courage such as yours, my dear
Mliss Dacre, deserved success; and yet
It has not been succesaful” he sald,
with an alr of deep sym=athy, to the
falr narrator, and sat down on thas ot-
toman beslde which she st

“l never saw any one llke Mrs. Sa-

Houney Muiinns,

Sift two cupfuls of flour with two
level teaspoonfuls of baking powder
and & quarter of a teaspoonful of salt,
Rub In two level teaspoonfuls of sweet
butter, two eggs well beaten, five table
spoonfuls of milk and two-thirds of a

greased round muffin tins, filled half
full; bake In & modera ‘e oven. Thesa

ding sauce or whipped cream and
served for cottage puddings.

Cream Scones.

8ift one and one-half cupfuls flour
fnio a basin, add one teaspoonful of
sugar and one teaspoonful of baking
powder. Rub In one heaping table-
spoon butter, then make into soft paste
with some cream. Divide It In two
pleces. Take one plece and roll it out
quite thin and round, then roll out the
second plece and cut Into elght pleces,
Lay them on hot griddle and bake
them for five minutes, turning them
once. :

Frosty Choecolate,
Make the chocolate as usual for

ville—never!” cried Miss Dacre, grow-

tifieation. “I really hoped that such
& story of braveryr and humanity
would have done so* thing towards
softening her heart; and | flatter my-
self T did It pretty well"”

“If you had asked my advics,” sald
Richard Saville, “I could have told
you it would be slmple waste of
breath,”

“But,” exclalmed Misa Dacre, with
a sound of tears in her voles, “"Mrs.
Saville always used to mind what 1
sald, and—and seemed mo fond of me,
I was rather proud of It, she Iikes s0
few people.”

“l am afrald there Is some dlffer-
ence between past and present,” sald
Lumley, pushing a chalr forward.
“Come, Miss Dacre, you have dona
vour best, and your best ls very good.
Now take a cup of tea, and pardon
my aunt her scant courtesy. I am go
ing to writs to Hugh. and 1'll tell him
of your champlonship."

"You ought,” sald Miss Desmond,
who had not spoken before. but whose
volea showed she had no! been un
moved. “Very few can count on such
conrageous advocacy of the absent
and of a losing cause.”

“You are very kind to say so. Yes,
I will have a cup of tea. My mouth
feels parched.”

“No wonder!" crled Lord Everton.
“l am sure my tongue would have
cleaved to the roof of mine, had 1
dared to utter such words to the Lion
of Inglewood. Excuse me, my dear
Richard."”

“Do not mention {t, my dear uncle.”

“l wish you would come out and
take a little walk with me, Mlga Des.
mond,” sald Miss Dacre. “I feel fright-
fully upset.'™

“1 should llke to do so very much,
but Mra. Saville may want me to write
for her, or something, and I do.not
ke to be out of the way."

“What penal servitude!™

“You must not say so. I agpee to
perform certain dutles, and 1t would
not be honest to run away from
them."

“Why do you always take her part?”
and Miss Dacrea made an Impatlent
grimace. Then, addressing the gentle
men, “Just wallk back to the court,
and 1 can follow by myself. Then |
can have a quiet talk with Miss Des
mond,”

“Very well" sald Lumley, rising, “I
will eacort my uncle to the court, and
return for yvou."” Miss Dacre gave him

left them,
(To be continued,)

What He Remembered,
“An' ye fell from a window, Jerryy
How [ar wuz It ye fell?"
“Tin storles.”

Ing red with disappointment and mor- |

drinking, using at least three heap-
g leaspocnalyl of grated chnoninta
to each pint of bolling water or milk.
:l‘.‘aot in a double boller and set aside
to cool, When cold add one cupful
lot cream. Beat all well together and
serve in tall glasses with elther cold
whipped cream or whites of eggs (stiff
;huten and sweetened) on top of the
chocolate.

Tomato Soup.

Wash and quarter one-half peck of
tipe tomatoes and four onlons. Place
'Ihem in & kettle with six whole cloves
‘and one teaspoonful fresh thyme. Let
stew for half an hour and rub through
[ wire sleve, Return julce to kettls
and add a little butter, flour and su-
'gar, with salt and pepper to taste. Let
all cook three minutes and serve with
or without small cubes of toasted
bread.

Sylilabub,

Peel and slice very thin two swee.
sranges and two ripe bananas Into a
'cold dish, and sprinkle over them one-
fourth of a cupful of sugar. Whip one
cupful of cream, add to It a llttle at &
tims one-half cupful of sugar. Beat
the whites of two eggs very stiff, then
whip these lightly Into the cream and

: Set on Ice un

heap It over the fruit
(tll ready to serve.

French Creole Drink.

Take one plneapple, one lemon and
a quart of milk. Crush the pineapple,
'press the lemon, straln the julee of
both In a fine sleva or through & plece
Ior linen; add a quart of milk, a plece
of lce and sugar to taste. The creoles
serve thls lo large jugs, with a double
Ibottom contalning a plece of lee to
keep it cool Instead of mixing the lce
with the beverage.

Soup from Canned Salmon.

Take half a can of salmon, remove
all skin and bones and chop It fine.
,Boll an onion in one guart of water
for about fifteen minutes; take out
"the onlon. thicken the milk with one
[scant tablespoontul of butter and two
tablespoonfuls of flour, a teaspoonful
of salt and pepper to taste. Add the
salmon; boll vp and serve.

I'sa Soup.

Cut one pound each of keef and sall
pork Into Inch pleces. Boll one quart
of peas until tender and press through
a sleve. Add this pulp to the meat,
cover with four guarts of water and

a nod and smile, and the gentlemen boll untll the quantity has been re-

duced to two quarts, Beason with
celery or sweet herbs, salt and pepper
and serve,

Cream of Rice.

One-half cup of rive, four tablespoons
of sugar, one-quarter teaspoon salt.

“Well, well’ That was n great fall.
And what did vou think on your way
down?"

“Begorry, T dldn't think of nothin’
until I passed the fift' sthory. Thin I
remimbered 1 left me pipe on the win.
dow slll."—Cleveland Plain Dealer,

“Poor Miss Oldgirl! Did you hear of
the jolt she got at the seedsman’s?”

“No; what was It7"

“She told the man she had a little
garden of her own and asked him to
recommend some sultable plant. He
gave her one look and then suggested
a wallffower."—Baltlmore American.

“Mary," called her father, “has that
yvoung man gone yer?"

“No, pa,” replled the mald. “But

Pour over thls. one pint of hot water
and one pint milk. Scald and remove
half the llquld. Bake til] nearly done,
Stir In remaining liquid and bake a
minute or 80 more. Take from oven
while still quite wet, as it drles uj
when cool

Ttalinn Tomnato Sauce,

Take twelve tomatoss and six good-
slzed onlons and slice together In a
stewpan. Add a little thyme, & bay
leaf, a tablespoonful of butter, salt,
half a dozen alleplee, a little Indlan
saffron and a teacupful of bee! tea.
Cook an hour over a moderate firs,

use.
Cream Icing.

Btir together one and a half cups or
granulated sugar, ten tablespoonfuls of

he's golng right now."

“Then ask him to empty the pail
underneath the leebox befors he goes,
will you? [ forgot It?"—Detrolt Free

Presa.

milk, one tablespoonful of butter and
a pinch of salt. Cook until the mis

ture threads, then beat hard and put
on cake or on freshly baked bums.

|

|

GIRLS HARVESTING CROPS,

Many of Them Earn Good Wages Im
Whent Fields of Northwest,

The small grain harvest that was
recently Dbeing fAnlshed throughout
Jouthern and Central Nebraska sup-
slles convinelng proof that the women
of the West are rapldly crowding the
men out of the flelda of labor and are
:andidates for positions In all of tha
respectable avocations. When the Ne-
braska small grain bharvest opened
here was a great shortage of male
nelp. Even §3 a day, with board, lodg-
ing and washing, did not attract tha
elty man. A large number of college

!students went to the rescue of the
cup of honey, Mix aud pour into well- Trlpeur!ns grain, but the supply was far

less than the demand.
cama desperate.

Farmers Le-
The price of wheat

mufins may be covered with fruit pud- |kept on soaring and they could not

afford to let the grain go back Into
the ground. Out In Beairice one day
Henry Wilson, a farme: living nine
miles south of town, needed four men
for gatherlug and shocking wheat. He
offered idle park loungers §3.256 a day,
but they declined to go to work. Stop-
ping at a lunch counter before going
home, Mr. Wilson told of his troubles
to Miss Jeannette Allison, a waltress.

“Why don't you hire girls?”" she
aaked.

They would not go lnto the harvest
Beld and they would not do the work
if they could,"” responded the farmer.

“Try them,” ventured the girl.
“Give me the same wages as you
wowld a man and [ will go. Besldes,
if 1 do not do the work of a man [
will not charge you a cent.”

Mot only A4 Miaa Alllaor: ride home
with Farmer Wilson that night, but
four of her girl frlends went along.
The next evening Farmer Wilson told
his wife that he had never had harvest
bands that ddd better work than the
fAive girls, The second day flarmers
came from miles about, saw the girls
at work, and that night many of them
went to Beatrice and other neighbor
ing towns, where they hired fiftesn
Young women to work In the graln
flelds.

Word was passed down to Omaha
that young women could have employ-
ment in the harvest flelds of Gage
County. An employment agency pub-
lished this ad:

“"Wanted—One hundred young wom-
en to work In the harvest flelds.
Wages §3 per day, Board and wash-
ln‘."

The next day that employment agent
did business, e was swamped with
applicants, all young women, school
teachers, stenographers, collegs girls
and girls who had been working In
factoriea at from 36 to $7 per week.
All they wanted was to be given a
trial, The farmers gave them the
trinl, and they made good. They re-
malned with the farmers until the
harvest was finished, and many of
them will continue during the stack-
ing and haying, recelving from $1.75
to $2 per day and board—Omaha
(Neb,) Dispatoh to Bostun Transeript,

WHAT MAN IS MADE OF.
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Get Out and Dig.
An English speclallst In nerve dis-
eases has been recommending all who
suffer from any kind of mind dlsturb-

'ance to take to digglng, for he says

there {8 somsthing about mother earth
that glves steadiness and balance. If
every wonlan who Is a vietim of nen-
ralgla, nervous headache or Irritablity
would take n spade and dig a little
pateh In her garden every morning
befors breakfast and then Interest her.
self 1n thia lttle Qa.toh s0 far as to see
what can be grown In It he ls of the
opinion that she would soon forget her

'troubles, The remedy Is & slmple ons
straln It, beat agaln and put aslde for

and worthy of a trial by those who
find It within thelr reach, It la cheap-
er and 'more agreeable than traveling
to a distance for bathe and other cures
and if used with discretion can do the
patient no harm.

A woman's amblition s not only to
have both ends mest, but to lap over

and have enough for her kin.




