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Hant. Your ancestors’ wrote hn.n-
names inf capital “letters’ over' this
country. They were an up and down’
lot, but good or bad (and, as Southall
says, I reckon"—he nodded toward t
great portralt above the couch:

| a fatal encounter for the other.

“Absolutely nothing.”

The major cleared his throat. “T
was something he mizght aturally no
have made a record of,” he said. “The
two bad been friends. and it—it was
The

nbmkg"u stand out a mass of woven
rublep set in emerald.

He girew a long sigh of more than
delight, for framed in the doorway he
saw a|figure in misty white, lt‘llu lo
the glided upright of a b

e
over hin private { weren't all little- woolly lambs) they dostor and 1 were rour fathers sec)| knew Jat cace that it n-lnm;ly
e P araet of an-oid did big things in a big way.” | . oldiag his bregth. be came closer, b 5
Pt bui 4 Damo Valiant leanéd forward eagerly, & lightning, |  There was a moment's silence be:|feet mpffled In the thick grass. He
IO ] question on his lips. But at {he mo- th, There's | fore Vallant spoke agali. . When be [ stood {j the demse obscurity; ome =
ga'i-f" :uh"m-h red ment a diversion occurred (in {he mile from | did his voice was steady, though dropy | hand gripping the gnarled limb of
s o it otng \o“nrn Shape of Uncle Jefferson, who re-en- {had sprung to his forehead. "Was|a catalpa. his eyes following the
e, o '{w:w: exghange tered, beariag a tray.on which ket sun- | there any clrcumstance in that meet! | shapely |\arms from wrist to shoulder,
Iniscenc ““‘{"‘v:',f’.‘:"‘-.", dry jugs ad clinking glasses, glow- ing that might be construed as re- | the fingdrs straying across the strings,
et ariason wers T ing with white and green and gald. | BIDE has no dfect on thp black-gum, ﬂ-cung on his—hot the bending cheek caressing the
Vatont oneht s ol an her | “You old humbug,” sald the doctor, ; you know. The bolt glanded from the | God. no!” said the major x| carved Yool She was playin the |
Hieh- the forme “don't you kuow the major's that pol- | ptosively. || melody of Shelley's “Indian Serenado” |
Valiant finds Demory o “"L YA | soned with mint-juleps already that he | slaves - without harming either of | “On his bearing s a gentleman®?| —touching the chords softly and ten- |
e rery e eglerd! ‘candition can't got up before eight in the morn: | them. It killad bis horse]too. Thats this time fin and his lips moved, molding |
to th 35 ing the story. To be sure this date | ar his' heart beat. | themselves soundlessly to the words. |
Ty Trom e ity of & I, sub” tittered Uncle Jeffer | nchody can separate faft from fic- & lamation the major|| The serpnade died in a single long |
son,Ah done foun’ er mint:baid down | tion. Possibly he wasnft so much J 10 have exhausted his vocabn- | note. As |f in answer to it there rose

at [ a1l gemmun’ ‘bout de bizges' expuhts

| below de kitchens dis mawnin’. Yo'

worse than the rest of hfs neighbors
Dot excepting the parspns. ‘Other

nd
last,

at the gro
spoke a:

ary.  He ookir

It was the

was
doctor Who

i from beyond the |
& that swelled and

s flood of bird-mu
arbor—fets| of so

& i W VhianG 18 agdn fwing [ in dis_yeah ‘county, en Ah teck'n sllence that td rippled to ody.  She
Damory court : Mars' Vallant sho' 'sist on yo'| sam- he heard it, lle ytingers
— | | it et i sent generntion the doct fell from the str f
CHAPTER XVI—Contjnued. | said the major feelingly, | Maleyolently. “Your four bottle m No!" he sald bluntly.. “Certalnly | moment, with head Ve side,
The major-podded, “Aby ves” he| A A lm progd to | then knew on} m.—-x nqw they pun- mot. What put that into your head?"|| then sprangup and came tiio Y
sald “The Contindntal prdon com. | arink your health In' the typica] bev. | i8h Wwhiskey.st W in the library | door and down tha steps.
And Just over thia rise thers 1 can | 0O laiar  Ho. topched | The major buried his mose n his opened lass door and| He hesitatdd a tapment, then a sin-
see an old courthouse, and the NI | Elasses with Vallant and glared 4t the | J1lep for a long mioment before he m the shelf the morocco case. | gle stride took him from the shadow.
:]orl‘::n "lf:;:\’u’n]-:nnlt’l(:‘gmﬁf u!m: raw- | doctor, who was sipping his own J(_N;‘m!_ at the doc tor blandly 11’ ‘.\\'\;n'o )1 he old .hmn r of repugna; . CHAPTEa il
Boned Patrick Henry. I eoa messen. | thoushtfully. “Poems have been writ- | ¥ith you. Bristow,” he sald: “but it's him at the vers :
4 ; 0 | en on the fulep, sab." the first time I ever hearfl you admit | In the farthest corner wag a low com i
ger gallop up And see thq members “They make good epltaphs, 100, ob- | that much gooll of your ageestor. mode. He set the case on this and Beyond |the Box-Hedge.

scramble to their saddlés—and then,
Tarleton and his red-coats streaming

served the doctor.

00d!" said the doctor belligerent

moved thg big tapestry screen across

his gaze plunged

As he greeted hel

RIDES to be, more thap any one

shaped neck. It was a trium

d “I notjced yaur glass isn't_going |1 “Me? Idpn't! I sald people now ' the angle, hiding it from view. ) | deep into hers, She had recoiled a else, are Interested in the superb| The ‘very long and moderately
up, too late. begging,” the major retorted. “Unc’ | Were no bettdr. As for fthe men of |® - ¢ & o s ‘elgep startled, to recognize him al- | trousseau made for the president's|tulle vell was arranged in a cap for
Well,” commented the dactor delid- Joﬂf,w'n that! good mint as grew | that fime, they were a chqap swagger-| In the great hall at Damory Court | most instantly. 'He noted the shrink- | daughter, But a review of the gowns | the head, with a wreath of orange
erately, “all I have to say fs, don't in the gyarden of Eden. ~See that|ing lot of bullies and swash-bucklers. | the caddles in their brass wall-sconces | ing and thought|it due o a stabbing | made for her, 'and other members of | blossoms set just back of the gathered
materlaliss too much to Mrs. Poly | @ =10 & niggers of yours doa't grub | When I read history I'm ashamed to | blinked back from the polished par- | memory of that fpresthorror. His first | the bridal cortege, reveals an adapta- | fulness at the front. "The short face
Gifford when you meet her. She'll j Lh0se axy and the shining fire-dogs. fill- | words were prosaic enough:

have you lecturing to the Ladles’
Church Guild before you know it

“I hope you ride, Mr. Vallant?
latter asked genlally.

“I'm fond of it

the

the patch out by mistake.”
, sab,” said Uncle Jefferson, as
he retired with the tray. “Ah gwine:
ter put er fence eroun’ dat ar baid 'fo’
sundown.”

The question that had sprung to

be descended from them.”

“I desire to|inform you, sah.” sald
the'major, stung, “that I too am a de-
scendant of those bullies and swasn-
bucklers, as you call them. And I
wish from my heart I thought we, now-

quetry
ing the rather solemn gloom with an
air of warmth and creature-comfort
Leaning against the newel-post, Va-
liant gazed about him. How different
it all looked from the night of his

1 an uncons¢ionable (trespasser,”
he sald. “It must seem awfully prow-

but I didn't realize I was on pri
\nu- property till | passed the hedge

there.”

all the gowns was simplicity.

tion: of the present modes to ndivid-
ual taste and refinement that s In-
teresting to every one.

The most noteworthy feature about
Ina
season of conglomerations and elabor-

veil s thrown back, falling free from
the head, but the remainder of the
veil falls from the &p, into’ which it
Is gathered across the back of the
head. )

iRl The bouquet of white orchids’ withy
many loops of gauze ribbon and val-
ley lilies was provided with the usual
pendants of ribbon and sprays of

1 bave no. horse
“I was thinking." pursued the ma-

for, “bf the coming tourcament.”
“Tournament

could hold a tdllow-dip to | coming!
He began to walk up and down the

floor, teasing pricks of restlessness

As her hand lay|in his, @ strange
fancy stirred in hiln: in that wood-
meeting she seemed - something

ations that often arrive at the stage
of fussiness and shapelessness the
gowns of Miss Wilson's trousseau

Valiant's lips now found utterance.. “I | 8days
saw you look at the portrait there,” | the! .
he sald to the major. “Which of my [ “You refer, no doubt.

said the wuc-

i tor with sarcasm, “to our frlend Devil- | urging him, He opened the door and | witchlike. the wilful spirit of the pas- | were simple lw design and yet con: .
The doctor cut In. “A-ridiculous | ancestors.le 1;(,( up apd stood before [ Jobn and his ideal treatment of his | passed into’the unlighted dining-room. | sionate spring herself, mixed of her | trived to strike the notos of the mode. ::;;:: O:h:h.h’:‘::: lng So"thet
m‘;:*:“:;"::l“ :,“:‘”: :‘lj'l""n"_‘l““-‘)_"::‘ﬁ the mnme,,m”e in a Napoleonic attl- | Wife!™ ) | On the sideboard set a silver loving- | aerial essences and jungle wilder- | Kursman, to whom the daughters of The gown may b taken ag s r
: \ thelr colts before a lot 'tude. “That,” he taid, fixing his eye-| “No. 8ah.” replied the major warm-| cup that had ariived the day before | nesses: in this scented iim-it close she | multtmfllionaires appear to tars with & ol Jord

&ery and prauce their colts before a lot glasses, “is your greatgrandfather,|ly. “I'm not referring to DevilJohn. |in a huge box with his books and | was graveeyed, subdued, a p one accord when they go a-trousseau. | tYPe of the regulation bridal dress
of potticoat Deeloote Valtent® *| There were exceptions, ng doubt, but | knick-knacks. He had won it at polo. | sive woman of under .ulf g 1ng, undertook the pleasant task of | With a concession to the present mode
“Its an ‘"“‘"” affair,” explained the | PGB T ‘(.c,md his host. “Yes, | for the most part they treated their | He lifted It fingering its carved han- | neescs and baunting maods. With ber | outfitiing the White House bride, and | I the hanging of the ‘skirt and they

- For | eard the namer women folk as I believe their Maker | dies. He remembered that when that | angwer, however, this ravity seenpd | accomplished it in a manner to won. | 0PN, uncovered throat. The sleeves

many V““ by the way, It has been | T IOtr @ gaffawed. “He earned | made them to be treated| The man | particular score had been made, Kath. | to slip from her like a garment. She | der at. were rather full and long. It is &
";g." On 8 part of this estate—perhaps | | 1L 0 8 ver realized what a | Who falled in his courtesy there, sah, | arine Fargo had sat In one of the | lsughed lightls | Here 1s a picture of the bride, pho- | *Plendid achievement, and the rare
To vatsca® o, Opleclion 0 I8 Use | i iter expression that missing optic |¥as called to account for Jt. He was | drags it the sideline love to prowl myself. I think | tographed in her wedding gown. The | !ace that adorns it ought to outlast

this season’—and at night there is a
dance at the Country Club, By the
way, you must let me introduce you
there—tomorrow. I've taken the liberty
already of putting your name up.”

“Good lord!" growled the doctor,
aside. “He counts himself young! It
I'd reached your age, Bristow—"

gives the old ruffian. There was a
skirmish during the war on the hill-
side yonder and a bullet cut it out.

mighty apt to find himself|standing in
the cool dawn at the buttend of a—"

He broke off and coughed. There
was an awkward pause ip which he
set down his glass noisily and rose
gnd stood before the opep bookcase
“I envy you this, sah said with

| But the memory evoked no thrill
| tmstead, the’thought of her palely-cold,
paesionless beauty called up another
| mobile thoroughbred face instinct with
quick flashings of mirth and hauteur.
| Again he felt the
fingers. as they fought with

flerce clutch of small
is In that

Sometimes 1 like the night better than

gown is of ivory white satin, made
with a long train, and the lines of the
\skirt unbroken except by a flat appli-
eation of magnificent point lace. The
bodice {s draped in the quaint and
fascinating surplice fashion at one
slde with a sash of lace drawn over

generations of brides. It looka as If
it might have been chosen with the
idea of treasuring some memento of
the gown, which adorned the brides
upon the great day in her lfe.

This, and others of the trousseau.
are worthy the study of women who

A somewhat of haste. “A flne old col- | struggle for his life. Each line of h der at ite side. Tha | refuse to follow exaggerations in style.
poYou have,” sald the major, nettled lection. Bless my soul, what a curious | that face stood before him—the arch :mz::::;.c, T. ‘:: ::r;:,, 01.14 I ir| The gowas are those of a woman °t
Four years ago!—As I was saying, volume!” ing brows, the cameo-delicacy of pro. regular plaits and fastened with a| exquisite taste and a keen “sense of
Mr. Valiant, they ride for & prize. It's As he spoke, his hand jérked out a | file, the magnolia skin and hair like a small brooch at the point of the *V* | elothes.”
a very anclent thing—I've seen refer- heavy-looking leather-back. Vallant, | brown-gold cloud across the sun
tose :yrl; lll:b:“t;ol:lnl‘:'ul:nnulcrkl who had risen and stood beside him,| He stepped down to the graveled
- pver. No saw instantly that what he had drawn | drive and followed it to the gate, then, H

doudt it's come down directly from from the sh(’-xr was the mgrocco case | bareheaded, took the Red Road. Rea"y CIever Bathmg caps
the old jousts.” that held the rusted dueling-pistol! In | Along this highway he had rattled In ) L

“You don’t mean to say,” cried his the ‘major's hands the Nroken box | Uncle Jefferson’s crazy hack—with

hearer in genuine astonishment, “that
Virginia has a lineal descendant of the
tourney

The major nodded. “Yes. Certaln
sections of Kentucky used to have it,
too, but it has died out there. It
exists now only in this state. It's
a curious thing that the old knightly
meetings of the middle ages should
survive today only on American soll
and in a 8orner of Virginia.”

Doctor Southall, meanwhile, had set
his gaze on the litter of pamph’ets. He
turned with an' appreciative eye.
“You're beginning in earnest. The
Agricultural Department. And the
Congressional frank.”

“I'm afraid I'm a sad sketch as;a
sclentist,” laughed Valiant. “My
point of view has to be a somewhat
practical one. I must be self-support-

. Damory Court is a big estate.
It has grain lands and forest as well.
It my ancestors lived from it, I can.
It's not only that,” he went on more
slowly, “I want to make the most of
the place for its own sake, too. Not
only .ot its possibilities for earning,
but of its natural beauties, I lack the
resources I once had, but I can give
it thought and work, ‘and if they can
bring Damory Court back to anything
#ven remotely resembling what it once

transient roval.  “1 belleve

exclalmed the former. and
let me say, sah, that.the neighbor-
mummmoem npl-mlld

The Other Got Up and Stood Before
the Mantel-Piece in a Rapoleonic
Attitud,

When we were bon we used to call
him ‘Old One-Eye.’

“It interests me enormously,”
Valiant spoke explosively.

“The stories of Devil-John would fill
a mighty big book,” sald the major.
“By all accounts he ought to have
lived in the middle ages.” Crossing
the library, he looked Into the dining-
room. “I thought I remembered. The
portrait over the console ther%ll his

Jopn

wife, your great-grandmotherg> They
say he bet that when he brought his
hrld. home, she should walk info Da-
mory” Court between rows of candle-
sticks worth twenty-thousand dollars.
He made the wager good, too, for
when she came up those steps out
there, there was a row of ten candles
burning on either side of the doorway,
each held by a young slave worth a
thousand dollars in the market.
“Some say he grew jealous of his
wil beauty. There were any num-
ber of storles told of his cruelties to
her that aren’t worth repeating. She
died early—poor lady —and your

. the present Tack of which you -mk.
Valiant put out his hand wij
little gesture of deprecation, but
disregarded it. “Confound

lL
uuvuwhumox.‘

Vv,

‘was the only issue, Devil-
John himself lived to be past seventy,
and at that age, when most men were
stacking their sins and groaning with
the gout, he was dicing and fox-hunt:
ing with the youngest of them. He

opened. A sudden startled Jook darted
across his leonine face. With smoth-
ered exclamation he thrust it back
between the books and closed the |
glass door. .

Valiant had paled. His previous |
finding of the weapon had escaped his |
mind. Now he read, as clearly as if |
it ‘had been printed in blackletter |
across the sunny wall, the significance
of the major's confusion. That weap
on had been in his father's hand when
he faced his opponent in that fatal
duel! It flashed across his mind as
the doctor lunged for his hat and stick
and got to his feet.

“Come, Bristow,” sald the latter irri.
tably. “Your feet will grow fast to
the floor presently. We mustn’t talk a
new neighbor to death. I've got to see
a patlent at six.”

CHAPTER XVII,

John Vallant Asks a Question.

Valtant went with them to the
outer door. A painful thought was
flooding his mind. 1t hampered his
speech and it was only by a violent
effort that he found volce:

“One moment! There is
I would like to ask.”

Both gentlemen had turned upon the
steps and as they faced him he
thought a swift glance passed between
them. They waited courteously, the-
doctor -with his habitual frown, the
major's hand fumbling for the black
ribbon on his walstcoat.

“Since 1 came here, I have heard”
—his tone was uneven—"of a duel in
which my father was a principal.
There was such a meeting?""

question

the slightest pause of surprise.
you known nothing of it?

her red rose In his hand. The musky
scent of the pressed leaves In the book
in his pocket seemed to be all about
him.

The odor of living roses, In fact, was
in the air. It came on the scarce-
felt breeze, a heavy calling perfume.
He walked on, keeping the road by the
misty infiltrating shimmer of the
stars, with a sensation rather of glid
ing than of walking. It occurred to
him that if, as scientists say, colors
emit sound-tones, scents also should
posgess a music of their own: the
honeysuckle fragrance, maybe—soft
mellow fluting as of diminutive wind
instruments; the farfaint sickly odor
of lilies—the upper register of faery
this spicy breath of roses—
blending, throbbing chords like elfin
echoes of an Itallan harp. The fancy
pleased him; he could Imagine the
perfume now In the air carried with
it an under-music, like a ghostly harp-

| Ing.

It came to him at the same instant
that this was no mere fancy. Some-
wherein the languorous night a harp
was being played. He paused and lis-
tened Intently, then went on toward
the sound. The rose scent had grown
stronger; It was almost in that heavy
air, as if he were breasting an etherial
sea of attar. He felt as if he were
treading on a path of roseleaves,
down which the increasing melody
flowed crimsonly to him, calling, call-
ing.

He stopped stock-still. He had been
skirting a close-cropped hedge of box.
This had ended abruptly and he was
lodking etraight up a bar of green-
vellpw radiance from a double door-
way. The latter opened on a porch
and the light, flung across this,
drenched an arbor of climbing roses,
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Boston Inatitution That ed m
X 000 in .lrl. |-nm0 II'A.:‘W“
m’l‘f

hllrﬁhllllhcﬂq.

usuu-u«.mmpdmoy
on real estate; personal property and
imperishable -lnludb., thann 1t
l“nltln issuing
M‘tunnﬂunatmomy
Dhueolnny After a_few years Bos-
discontin,

3 ‘III was started in
after the first

tutions found it as tmpossible to cont-
pete with the “bills of credit” issued
by nearly every colony as it would bo
today-to rival the government in mint.
ing money. All this paper money rap-
ldly depreciated in value, owing to the
constant and heavy expenditure for
military movements of offense and de-
fense against the Canadian French
and thelr Indian allies. .

In 1782, during the revolution, the
Bank of North America of Philadel-
phia received a charter from congress,
andits operations in the Bay State In-

In Boston. The new
and tssued

| Oxfordshire, England, was

nolt, a well known and distinguished
Greek scholar. Aeschylus himself su-
perintended the representation of this
play in the famous theater of Syra-
cuse 2,400 years ago.

After much negotiations the marquis
has obtained the permit to open the
theater next spring. In Cicero's day
the theater seated 40,000. It is cut in
the rock a little way above the town
and the various tlers are wonderfully
well preserved.

Fire Stopped Church Service.
The sermon was stopped| when the |
Rev. C. J. Whitehead, vicat of South |
Newington, five miles from Hanbury,
informed
that the vicarage was on firg. He pro-
nounced the benediction, apd, accom-
panied by most of the congregation,
hurrfed to the house to remove furni-
ture, books and valuables. News of
the firé was sent to Bloxham, where

HER RIGHTS IN THE HOME

Woman Contends That Wife's Services

Are Worth More Than Food and

Raimept—Her Remedy.

Is a woman's life worth -oply her
food and clothing? In every position
on earth, except that of a wife, a per-
son Is entitled to wages. A wife gen.
erally does all that a servant would do,
and a great deal more, works more
bours a day than a man and goes
through ordeals that are almost beyond
buman qudurance, yet many wives do
endure this for half a century with
only enough to eat and keep them
warm, never having an extra dollar to
spend. They cven have to ask for
money to buy postage stamps

1'think & woman should have abso-
lute control of all household affairs.
She should watch corners and know
how to deal wisely. She should be al

a fire engine is station: d as most | lowed to manage her house in what
‘of the members of the brigafle were at | €ver way seems best to her. She
church, the service there was suspend- | should have enough of an allowance to

ed also, the entire congregalion troop-
ing out, despite an appeal from the

vicar to remaln.

cover mecessary expenses, and a spel
clal allowance for her individual needs,
and should never have to ask for —

What He Had Drawn From the Shelf
Was the Morocco Case That Held
the Rusted Dueling-Pistol!

the day. I belleve in one of my in-
carnations I must have been a pan-

They both laughed, “I'm growing
superstitious about flowers,” he said.
“You know a rose figured in our first
meeting. And in our last—"

She shragk momentarily. “The cape
]n'anlminelj 1 shall always think of
that when I see the;

“Ah, forgive me!

“ he begged. “But

when I remember what you did—for
me! Oh, I know! But {of you, | must
have died.”

“But for me you wouldn't have
been bitten. But don't let’s talk of it.”
She shivered suddenly.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Not There for Experiment.

Edith and Flora were passiug their
summer vacation in the country,

“Do you know,” sald Edith, “that
young farmer tried to kiss me. He told
me that he had never kisseq any girl
before.’

“What did you tell

him?" asked
Flora.
“Why,” replied Edith, “I told him I

was no agricultural experiment sta-
tion.” —Harper's Bazaar.

A A A A~
Extract from a letter written by a
woman on the subject of a wife's ex-
penditures, in Farm and Fireside.

Enamel Chips in Sausages.

M. Martel, chief of the veterinary
department of the Paris board of |
bealth, has just made a report on |
sausage manufacturing  which con-
|taing some interesting revelations.
|He was specifically interested in as-
|ceraining to what extent chips of |
the enamel coating of the meat grind-
ers got Into the ‘finished sausages.

ey

lines, are
caps of rnbbaﬂled cloth made all ex-
actly alike and|without any reference
to becomingnesy. The new caps are
of silk and many of them intended to
be worn over cloge-fitting rubber caps
which provide iy real protection to
the hair.

1s mmduu to note that b
designed aloug eatirely new
& the place of simpler

A pretty and urmntly original

model s pictured here, made of taf-
feta silk, which is
tory as any mates
bathing caps and sults. Women un-
derstand now that g
actual sswimming an

bout as satisfac-
to be had for

ting down to
managing to
ook well when emerging from the wa:

ter are two entirely compatible tAings.
But the cap and the siit worn are
matter that demands

rious atten-

0.
People who have leisure\and money

are golng tn for athletics,\ more and
g0

more. A town without at least one
swimming pool for women is about as
much behind the times as a house
ithout a bath tub.. No woman should
iss the benefits and pleasures of the
simplest and pleasantest of summer
spirts; and one does not need to be-
lonk to the leisure class to eujoy the
'll\r It happens that water Is &
ity . possessed by every com-'
mun! l

The)cap fllustrated 1§ tade of &
plece of silk folded over and stitched

His microscope showed him in a large
number of sausages minute particles
of enamel with sharp points, capable
|of producing erosiéns- of the intes-
t/nes.

Doctor Martel foynd few
machines in perfect condition, - and |
llearned that after very briet use the
lenamel of such grinders aimost al-
|ways chips off. He has asked the
prefect of the Seine to forbid the use
of enameled machises. Some manu-
|facturers-had discovered this defect
|themselves and had plready put in ma-
chines in which nothing but polished

sausage

steel comes In coutact with the meat

spread of chintz, or else one of hepvy
homespun lin

It when one attempts to stasd
one’s digity.

$pread of Chintz.
With old-fashioned mabogayy furni-

ture, the bed covering should\be old-

An easy feat—to put one’

foot,

gant person.
chrysanthemum¥”

“Chrysanthemum!
That's a lavender
one.




