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¢ Jéhn Vallant, a rich

lly‘bovn"-“lt

, which his fathes
the

y

When Shirley, cam:
at Rosewood, Major
was

complexion—the sort that might
supposed to have attajned the utmost

benefit to be conferred by.a consist-
His'

ent indulgence in mint-julbps.
blue eyes were plercing And -arched
with brows like sable rainbows, at
varfance with his heavy |ron-gray hatr

and imperial. His head was leo
and he looked'like a Kiag who,
humbled his enemy. It may be added

that ‘his linen was fine and immacu-
lata, his black string-tie sely tled
and ' pafr of gold-rimm oglasses
swung by a flat black cofd against his
white walstcoat. :

“Shirfey,” said her mother, “the ma-
Jor's brutal, and he shdn't have his
mint-julep.” |

“What hag he betm dolng?™ asked
the other, har brows wrinkling in a
delighttul way she had. | ;

“He has reminded me that I'm grow-
tng oM.” \ I

Shirley logked at the| major skep-

tically, for his chivalfy was un-
doubted. During a long farcer in law

and legislature it had aid
him that he could nelther speak-on
" the tariff question nor dhfend a man
paying a

for murder, without firpt
tribute to
sah.”

“Nothing of the sort,”| he'rumbled.

Mrs. Dandridge's face| softened to
wistfulpess. “Shirley, sm 1% sl
asked, with a quizzical, ajmost a droll
uneasiness. “Why, I've gat every emo-
tion I've ever had. I read all the new
French novels, and I'm aven thinking
of golng In tor the militagt suffragetty
movement.”

The girl had tossed her hat and
crop on the table and s¢ated herselt
by her mother's chair, at was it
he sald, dearest?”

“He thinks I ought to |wear a wor-
sted shawl and aretics.” | Her mother
thrust out one little thin-alippered foot,
with fts slender anklp gleaming
through its open-work sfocking like
motherof-pearl. “Imaginp! In May.
Aid he knows I'm vain of my feet!
Major, |1f you had ever had & wite,
you would have learned Wisdom. But
you mean well, and I'll back what
1 sald about the julep. iju mix it,
Shirley, Yours is even better than
Ranston's.” .

“She makes me one every day, Moa-

" she continued, as Shirley went

“Certalnly not. She mustn't” And
then, in sudden sharppess:
shan’t tell her, Monty. You wouldn't

-

favortte,
tounded and
ree. of - ki | 1ght

tague Brlll‘o'f‘
arbor taliing to -hei"

massive-framed.’

'Then the same volce

bave.” |

it's true, “\Today I am
and I'll admit to seventy-fi
joy thet keeps us young,
get my fair share of that, Moaty.
For just one little week my heart bad
it all—all—and then—well,

fore Tom Daadridge.
isi’t that I'm empty-headed,

I've beer an empty-hearted- woman,
Monty—as empty and dusty and deso-
old house over yonder on

the ridge.” i

“} know, Judith, I know.

“You've been empty Ina way, tho,”
she sald. “But it's 4 different
way. You wene never in love—really
in love, 1 méan. Certainly not with

me, Monty, though you tried to make
fe think so once upon a time, betore
Sassoon ‘came nlong, and—Beauty’ Va-
liant.”

blinked,  suddenly
the one.

major
It was out,

He looked at her a Iit-
but her eyes had turned
. “Everything . changed then,
she continued dream!ly, “everything

The major's fingers strayed ac
his walstcoat, fumbling uncertainly
for his eyeglasses. For an instant
he, too, was back in the long-ago
past,. when he and Vallant bad been
comrades. 1t had been a curious
three sided affair—he, and Vallant and
Sassoon. Sassoon with hig dissipated
flair and ungovernable temper and
strangp fits of recklessness; clean,
high-idealed, straight-away Valfant;
an, Bristow, neither better nor
worse \than the rest of his name. He
remembered that mad strained season
when he had grimly tred his
own cause as hopeless, and with burn-
ing gyes had -watched Sassoon and
Valiant racing abpeast. He remem-
bered that glitteridg prodigal dance

‘when he had come upon Valiant and

Judith standing in tho shrubbery, the
candle-light from some opep door en-
goldening their taces: hers smiltng, a
little fiippant perhaps, and conscious
of her fpell; his grave and earnest,
yet wistful .

“You promise, John?"

“I give my sacred word. What-
ever the provocation, I will not lft
my hand against him. Never, never!”
vibrant. appeal-
ing. “Judith! "It fsn't because—be-
cayse—you cars for him?" .

He had plunged away in the dark-
ness before her answer came. What
had it mattered then to him what she

“Shirley,” Sald Her Mother, “The
. Majors Brutal”

had replled? And that very night had
befallen the fatal quarrel!

The major started. How that name
bad blown away ‘the dust! “That’s
a loog time ago, Judith.” ~

|

{ | i
haye had our secrets, before, eh, Mog- ‘ué
him,| her Hands
qn the cane. | “After all,

ting old.. |
may look only fifty, but I feel lh‘(y 8
It's
and 1] didn't

_then it
It was Znished lorg be-
It
1t's that

of them. All summer long it's|

ball—the night before i{ hap:|path of mosséd gravel, between box-
pened. The fourteenth of May used to | rows frowsled like the manes of lions
be sad, but now, 0 you knsw, I look | gone imad and smothered in an ac:

{{forward to it! T always have s lot of | cumulation gf ‘matted oots and debris

but o the fourteenth of May it haw | ness, {'s @p to the advertisement”

to be

me a whimsical old woman, bot?l in- | wreck and

#ist on befug humored.”
He smiled, a
cleared his throat.

Shirley must think | He looked musingly, at the piteous
sweeplng

his gase
down across the bared fields and us-

r |
little bleaklyy and kempt forest. “Mine!™ he repeated.

All that, 1 suppose, for it has the

“Isn't it strange for me to bé talk- | same earmarks of neglect. Between

Ing this'way no:
ly. “Another proof that I'm getting

1" she said present- | those cultivated stretches it looks lik
| & wedge of Sahara gone astray.”

His

old. But the date brings it very close; | gaze returned to the house. “Yet what
1t"seems, Womehow, closer than ever | & place it must have been in its time!"

this year.—Monty
mendously surprised when-1 married
Tom Dandridge™ !

“I certainly was."

“I'l tell you a secret. I was, too
1 suppose 1 did it because of a sneak
Ing feeling that some people were feel

ing sorry for me, which I never could | crowbah
ain’ got do key!

stand. Well, he was a man any one
might honor. Fve always thought &
woman ought to have two husbands;
one to love and cherish, and the other
to honor and obey. I had the latter,
at any rate.”

“And you've lived, Judith,” he sald.

“Yea,” she agreed, with a little sigh,
“TI've lixed.. T've had Shirley, and\she’s
twenty and adorable. And I've had
people emough, and books to read, and

plenty of pretty things to look at, and

old! lace to wear, and I've kept

my figure and my vanity—T'm not too,

©ld yet to thank the Lord for that!
So don't talk to me about worsted
shawls and horrible arctics. For I
won't wear 'em, Not If I know my-
self! Here comes Shirley. Bbe's
made two juleps, and If you're a gen-
tleman, you'll distract her attention

till I've got rid of mine in my usual
way.”
D

Phe major, at the foot of the cherry-
bordered lane, looked back across the
box:hedge to where the two fgures
sat ‘under the rose-arbor, the mot!
face turned lovingly down to Shirley’s
at her knee. He stood a moment
watching under his
slouched hat-brimi. .

“You never lgoked at me that way,
Judith, did you!” he sighed to him-
self. “It's been a long time, tdo, stnce
I began tp want you to—'most forty
years, When it came to the show-
down, 1 wasn't even as fit as Tom
Dandridge!"

CHAPTER IX.

Damory Court.

“Dar's Dam'ry Co'ot
ahald, sub.”

John Valiant looked up. Facing
them at an elbow of the broad road,
was an old gateway of timenicked
stone, claaping an iron gate that was
quaint and heavy and red with rust.
He pat out his hand

smack-dab

it marked the course of a crawling
faraway rallway.

r moughty fine ol’ place, suh,
mid dat big revenue ob trees,” said
Uncle Jefferson. “But Ah reck'n et
aln’ got none ob de modern conntv-

ances.
As Vallant jumped down he was
possessed by an odd sensation of old

‘wequaintance—as If he had seen

tall white columns before—an {llu-

sory half-vision Into some shadowy,
fourth- that be-

“Thirty years ago they
fought,” she said sottly, “Vallant aud
Sassoon. Every woman has her pne
anniversary, "1 suppose, and tomor
row's mine. Do you know what I
do, every fourteenth of May, Monty?
1 keep my room and spend:the day
always the same way. There’s a little
book I read. And there’s an old hatr
cloth trunk that I've had singe | was
a girl. "Down in the bottom of it are
some—tliings, that I take out, and set
round, the room * * * and there
is a handful of old letters I go over

drom first to last. They'rq almost.

worn out now, but I coald repeat them
all with my eyes shut. Then there's a
tiny old straw basket with & yellow
Wisp in it that once ‘was a bunch of
cape jessamines. I wore them to that

longed to his subcomscious self, or
that, - glimpsed In some immatertal

dream-picture, had left a faintetehed

‘Then, on a sudden, the vista

memory,

vibrated and widened, the white'col-
umps expanded and shot up into the

clouds, and from every bush seemed
to peer a friendly black savage with

woolly white halr!
“Wishing-House!” ho whispared.
The hidden intry which his father's

thoughts, sadly recurring, had paintsd

to the little child that once he was,

in the guise of an endless wonder-
His eyes misted over, and it
seemed.to him that moment that his
father was very near.

Leaving the negro to unload his be-

E

longings, he traversed an overgrown

weren't you tra‘| He went slowly back to where his con-
| ductor, sat on the lichened horse-

block.

“We's heah." called Uncle Jefferson |

cheerfully. “Whut we gwinter do
nex’, suh? Reck'n Ah better go ovah
ter Miss Dandridge's place fer er
Lawd!" he added, “ef be
Whaut yo' think ob

dat now?"
John ¥aliant was looking closely at
the big key; for thegp were w

which he had not nSted before en-
graved in the massive flange. “Friends
all hours "
sent & wgrm current of pleasure to
his fihgeritips. Here was the very
text of hosptality!

A Lillipiglan  spider-web was
stretched over the preempted keyhole,
and he fetched a grass-stem and poked
out Its tiny grey-striped denizen be-
fore he Inserted the key in the rusted
lock. He turned it with a curious
sense of timidity. All the strength of
bis fingers was necessary before the
massive door swung open and the lev-
eling sun gent its late red rays into
the gloomy !nterior.

He stood in a spacious hall, his nos-
trils filled with a curfous but not un-
pleasant aromatic odor with which the
place was strongly impregnated. The
ball ran the full length of the bulld-
ing, and. in its center a wide, balus-
traded double stalrcase led to upper
darkness. The floor, where his foot-
prints bad disturbed the even gray
flm of dust, was of fige close par
quetry and had been generously
strewn everywhere with a mica-like

der. He stooped and took up a
pihch In his fingers, notipg that it
gave forth the curfous spicy scent.
Dim paintings In tarnished frames
hung on the walls. From a niche on
the break of the stairway looked down
the face of a tall Dutch clock, and on

one side protruded a huge bulging

He Inserted the Key in the Rusted
Lock..

something draped with a yellowed

llnen sheet. From Its shape he
guessed this to be an elk's head. Dust,

| undisturbed, lay thickly oo everytaing,
ghostly
across his face, and a b:
of & fireplace and vanished squeak-
ing over his head.
ferson's help he opened the rear doors
and windows, knocked up the rusted

floating cobwebs crawled
t flitted out

With Uncle Jet-

belts of the shutters and flung them
wide,
But for the dust and cobwebs and

the strange odor, mingled with the

faint musty smell that pervades a sun-

less interfor, the former owner of the |

bouse might have deserted it a week
. Ou a wallrack lay two walking-
sticks and a gold-mounted hunting-

crop, und on a great carved chest

below it had been flung an opened
book beund in tooled leather. John

He smiled. The sentimeat
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against the walls, were, dimmed .and
grayed with a thick powdering of dust.
The next room that he enfered: was
| big and wide, a place of u.k
nobly smutched of time. It had been
| at once library ‘and lvingroom. A
great leather settee was drawn near
| the desk and beside this stood a read-
| ing-stand with a s.nall china dog and
a squat bronze lamp upon it. Iz con-
trast to the orderly dining-room there
was about this chamber a sense of

Ir

:
¥

‘beggar description. Why,
has a nirsery rug that he madé for
her out of odds and ends such ms
fhese, and'it’s really beautiful, besides
belng delightfully thick and warm. In
fadt, it’s just like a new carpet.

“You've no {dea how artistically the
blues"and reds and yellows and moss
greens blend when they are woven to-
gether without any regard for patteyn,
And, of ‘course, as the pleces are of
| absolutely no use: for anything el
| it's practically clear gain, especially
| as thg cost of making is hardly more
{ than that of weaving a rag carpet.”

| A ——
\MEANT FOR THE VEGETARIAN
Substantial and Savory Meatisss Rec-

ipe Served With Brown Gravy
or Tomato Sauce.

—
H may be glad to know

disorder—a  desff-ds

intg a cor-
and leunge,

paper torn across and fru
ner, books tossed on des

whitened ashes in which charred frag-
ments told of lettery
burned in haste.

vet collar of half a century before.
The right eye, strangely, had been cut
from the canvas, He stood stralght

florid, his single, cold, steelblue eye
staring down through its dusty curtain
with a certaln malicious arrogance,
and his lips set in & sardonic curve
that seemed about to'sneer, It was

there, mutely challenging his entrance

quiet; and he gased back as fixedly,
repelied by the craft of the tace, ydt
“I wonder who you
“You were cruel.
Perhaps you were wicked. But you
were strong, too.”
He returned to the outer hall to find
that the negro had carried in his
trunk, and he bade him place it, with
the portmanteau, in the room he had
just left. Dusk was falling.
“Uncle Jeffersén,” sald Valant ab-
“have you a family?"

uh. Jes' me en mah ol
“Can she cook?"
“Cook!" « The genial titter again

captured his dusky escort. “When
she got de fixens, Ah reck'n she de
beaten'es cook n his heah county.”

“How would you both like to ltve
here with me for a while? She could
cook and you could take care of me.”

Uncle Jefferson's eyes seemed to
turn inward with mingled surprise and
Introspection. He shifted from one
foot to the' other, swallowed diffcuitly
several times, and sald, “Ah aln’ neb-
bah seed yo' bafo’, suh.”

“Well,| I huven't ween you either,
have 1™

“Dat's 'de trufe, suh, ‘deed ot ls!
Hyub, hysh! Whut Ah means ter
say 1s dat de o' 'coman kaln' cook
no fancy didoes like what dey eats up
Norf. She kin Jes’ cook de Ferglney
style.” \

“That sounds good to me,” quoth
“Ell risk it. Now as to

jerked half.open, a yellowed news- s v

unge,
and in the fireplace- a littlé heap of
and papers
* Suddenly he lifted his eyes. Above |

the desk hung a life-size portrait of a |
man, in the high soft stock and vel- |

and tall, one band holding an eager | 1V
hound in leash, his face proud and |

for an Instant as if the pictured figure |
confronted the young man who stood |

into that tomblike and secrot-keeping |

of‘this meatless reclpe, which will be
tound very substantial:

' Make oné pint-of bean or lentil pulp
by soaking and bofling half a pint of
| dried beans or lentils, then putting
them through a potato ricer or colan-
der to remove the skins. Take half a
pint of strained, rather thick canned
tomato and get all the pulp, but no
seeds, through the colander; one pint
of nut meal; two raw eggs; one gill of
browned flour; one small minced on-
fon; one tablespoonful of minced pars-

Season highly with sage, sweet mar-
Joram, celery salt, pepper and pap-
| rika and add one gill of sweet milk.

Mix all thoroughly. Put the mixture

into a well greased baking dish or
| turk's head: brown In a quick oven,
allowing It to be In about twenty min-
utes. .

Turn’ the roast out oh a flat meat
platter, serve hot, with brown gravy
or tomato sauce.

8uperior Bread Pudding.

One and one-half cupful of white
sugar, two cupfuls of fine dry bread
crymbs, five egge, one tablespoonful
of utter, vanilla, rose water or lemon
favoring, one quart of fresh rich milk
and half & cupful of felly or jam. Rub
‘ the butter {nto a cupful of sugar, beat

the yolks very light and stir the to-
| gether to a cream. The bread crumbs
| soaked in wilk are added and then the
flavoring, Bake In a buttered pudding
h (a large one) until the-crust is
t” Draw to the mouth of the oven,
spread over with jam or felly. Cover
with a meringue -made of the stiff
whites'and half a cupful of sugar. Shut
the oven and bake until the meringue
begins to color. Eat with cold cream.
In strawberry season, substitute & pint
of tresh fruit for the preserves.

Veal Fritters.
One egg, one and two-thirds cup-
fuls chopped veal, four tablespoonfuls

sald Tim Haley, publfsher
lcle, “I won't attend Judge
jeption. I won't give his
te to add to my humilia-

milk, one-balt salad oll,

pressed
and be finally yielded.
b -

scant one-half cupful flour, ighth
teaspoontul salt, white pepper, one-
half tablespoontil lemon juice, frylng |
Beat thoroughly the yolk of the
egg’ and add the milk, ofl, salt and
pepper, flour and lemon juice. Beat
the white of the egg stiff and add to
the mixture when ready to use. Then
stir in the veal, which should not be
chopped too fiie. Drop with & spoon
into slightly smoking fat and fry to'a
golden brown. - Drain on soft paper or
Serve, with or without

“Can you come at

t's a |
liant with alactity,
r A

once

“Yas, sub, me en Daph gwineter
come ovah fus' thing in de mawntn'.
Whut yo'all gwineter dode’ yo' sup-

r \ .
1l get along,” Vajtant assured him
cheertully. “Here\ls five dollars. You
buy some fopd- and things to
cook with, and brizg them with you.
Do you think therds a stove in the
kitchen?” \

“Ah reck'n,” replied Uncle Jefferson.
“Enef dar ain’ Daph kin cook er
Chris'mus dinnah wid \fo' stones en er
tin skillet. Yas, sgh!

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Wasted Day.
Of all days, the one \that ls most

wasted s that on which\one bas not

lnughed.—Chamfart, \

i

strikes' me as absurd—reminds me, in
fact, of the AotiCryelty Soelety of
Nola Chucky.
“A man with a big club appeared at
the annual convention of this, soclety
and: demanded the annual medal, or
first prize. |
“‘What kindness,’ ‘the president
asked ‘him, ‘what kindness Have you
shown, ;my man, toward the lower
anfmals that entitles you [to our
‘medal .
“‘Wal, yer honor, sald th¢ man, ‘T
spared the life of & b'ar. 1 might 'a’
killed him. with this here clul But I
Him ofr.’ |

| do Paris.
i

called to an affalr as delicate as ft
‘Was urgent.

He quickly made up his dieguise.
For his bourgeols melon hat, he sub-
stituted a cap, the classic cap of the

Apache. He then jumped iato an
auto.
He. was not . or rather

Be would not have beem if th
orable Inspector had not retatned
upon his breast the red ribbon of the
legion of honor, a ribbon that he had

bheroleally won at Shoisy-le-Rol, under
‘umstances that

tragle circ t no one has

And the malefactors in the midst of
whom this disguised ofiicer insinoated
Bimeelt could not refraln from leugh-
ing and are laughtng yet at this man
clothed like gne of them and decprat-
ed with the legion of honor!—Le Cri

| Geptiemanty Pig.

The pigs ¢hat are reared In the
neigbborhood|of Harvard may be gen:
tlemanly and| highly cultured but In
this section Ll the country they| are
about selves.—

RICH IN PALAEOLITHIC RELICS'

Remarkable Find in Welish Cave Has

Thrown Much Light on Life of
the Long Past Conturies,

recent lecture in the Old Coun-

In

Ly

try, Prof. W. J. Sollas, told of a cave
rich in ‘palaeolithic relics in human
and antmal skeletons and tmplements,
situated near Rosall, in the Gower pen-
insula in South Wales, and is' known
by the name of Paviland cave. The
discovery there, sald the professor, of

painted skeleton, long known as the
Red Lady,” bad rendered it famous.

Recent investigations showed that this
skeleton was the remains of a member
of tha tall upper palaeolithic race,

The \bones of the anfmals, mogt of

them extinet, were In agreement with
[this canelusion, the most abundant be-
ing the Borse, cave bear, bison, rein- | ¢alled the guakd,
dder and Yhinocero
was leas colmon.

cludes
moth
smulets, bone\ marrow scopps,

The mammoth
he tmplements in-
objéets garved out ‘of mam.
tvory,\ fvoty rods, awls and

The cave, which

- | ally was obliged to pay for two sec-
tcketa|

\
was an Ideal hunting lodge for palaeo-
lithic man, was the most weyterly out-
post of the race in Enmpe

. Retold for Tourists.|

The BaleGeneva express, says the
Btandard’s Geneva correspondept, was
avercrowded the other day ‘ang trav-
elers had :to stand in the corridprs ot
the second class coaches. Onetour-
it saw a seat vacant, but covered
with luggage and asked’a passenger
#itting near whether tho seat Was
‘foccupled.” “Yes,” replied the strgn-
ghr, “the man s In the restaurant
wagon and will retdrn soon,” \
| There the matter ended until thi
9xpress reached Lausanne, wher
Qwner of the baggage prepared to get

gut. -
| “Pardon me,” sald the tourist, “that
luggage does not belong to you,
The latter sided
| with the tourist and. the whole matter
waa placed before the station master.
The selfish traveler had to /prove,
plecé by plece, that the Mugghge on
1, and he fin-

| the séatbelonged to bim

Lnnd class

sauce. Chicken may be used instead
of the veal

Potatoes In Southern Style.
Six large sweet potatoes, thiree table-
spoons of butter, four of

“that Judge Watson is extremely sen-
sitive about his clothes. Well, today
one of our editors wroty a headline on
a/labor case In the Judge's court which
read: | %
“‘Suit of Unlon Irritates Court*
“This line was just two letters too
long, 8o one of our intelligent composl

rs H
“‘Union Suit Irritates Court.'™

she fears the world will some day find

Thornton~—If she wishes to keep it'a
secret why doesn’t she wear thicker
clothes?—Ydungstown Tel

sugar. Cook the /potatoes in their
skins until tender, remembering tha:
sweqt potatogs must be cooked slow-
ly. €ut them in rather thick slices and
lay them in a greased baking dish,
sprinkling with the sugar and adding
the butter between the layers. Bake
half an hour in a moderate oven and
serve in the same dish in which they
were: baked.

Chicken Gallosch.
Cut tnto dice two medium-sized raw
potatoes. Put Into frylng pan two
tablaspoons olive ®il, and when hot
add the potato dice. Stir to keep
trom burning and cook five minutes.
Then add a dash of paprika, a cupful
of bolling water, a crushed clove or
garlic, a cup of cold cooked chicken,
and salt to taste. Cover and'cook un-
Ul the potatoes are done, stirring fre-
quently.
i Asparagus on Toast,
Tie a bupch of asparagus up with
soft gtring when you have <cus away
the woody ends, and cook about twen-
ty-fiye minutes in salted bolling wa-
ter, . Have ready soms slices of crust-
less toast; dip each in the asparagus
liquor. Bugtter well while hot and lay
upon heated dish. Drain the aspara
gus and arrange upon the toast. Pep-
per, salt and butter generously.

Chicken Livers With Bacon,
Clean the livers and cut each liver
in six pleces. Wrap a thin slice of
bacon around each plece and fasten
\with p small skewer. Put in a brofler,
lace| over a-dripping pan and bake
1 n{n( oven until.the bacon Is erisp,
l&mlpz once during the cooking: #
\ | —_—

| For Your Chandeliers.
cleantng chandeliers with vine-
d salt, rubbing vigorously. Wash

He—My dear little wifle, I ba
pald off the last cent on the mortgage

She—Oh, I'ms so glad! Now you can
put on another and we can buy an au-
tomoblile. ‘ %

World’s Rem:

Pil hich have stood
oot o eith Shalads te
and world-wide:

off this cleanser, for if left du the
will tafnish. _Brighten with
ofi\azd: sweet oil.




