4]

RIVES |

 ILLUSTRATIONS gz LAUREN STO!

3 ’..‘
o |

A rieh

| John Valiant,
14

He

Hm. Knowln,
Shirley suc
ave

or's

e good
when_she
Valia

foudal timos, is heil at Damory court.
the last moment Vallant Ya t

of one of the knlght

mters the lists. fle

a_ form
Virgini:
cou

dismay of Katyerine Hargo.
N eeethonsy, Cwho iy vhitlbe Tn
The tournament bail amory
draws the elite of the countryside, .

fey 13 crowned by
Beauty. “Vallant tels
nd o e
"o 1o etve

allaf Qi
Shirley of hia lo
omd Kather:
Botermining
t without a st

1ey how terrible it would be for the wom-
an who caused the-duel o meet
Who looks #o much like hiy father.

CHAPTER XXVII.—Continued.

“Young mars' feel 'way up,in de
day,” he said to Aunt
‘He wake up oz glad ez

elouds di
~ Daphne.
of he done ‘feesed ‘ligipn las’ night.
Well, all de folkses cert'i’y ‘joyed
deyselves. Ol' Mistah Fargo done eat
*bout forty uh dem jumbles.  Ah heah
him talkin’ ter Mars’ John. ‘Reck'n yo'
mus’ hab er crackahjack cook down
eah,’ he say. Ejyuh, hyuh!"

“G'way wid - yo'
sniffed Aunt Daphne, delighted.

o

need ter come eroun’ honey-caffuddlin’

She drew her hands from the suds
and looked at bim anxiously. “Jeff'son,
¥9' reck’n Mars' John gwineter fotch
dat Yankee ‘ocoman heah ter Dam'ry

Co'ot, ter be ouah mistls?"
“Humph!" scofted. her spouse. “Dat
highfalutin’ gal whut done swaller de
ramrod? No subreelob-talll De
oldah ‘yo' gits; de mo’ foolishah yo'
citations 1s! * Don' yo' tek no mo'
trouble on yo' back den yo' kin keek
off'n yo' heels! She ain'/gwineter run
dis place, er o' DevilJohn tubn’ ovah
n he grave!™ . b .
‘Sunset found Valiant sitting in the
musicroom before the.ald square pi-
©. ano. Id the ehadowy chamber the
" kays of motherof-pearl gleamed with
dull colors under his fingers. He
struck at first only broken chords, that
became finally tho haunting barcarole
of “Tales of Hoftmann.”| It was the
alr that had drifted acrods the garden
when he| had stood with Shirley by
the sun-dial, In the moment of their
first. kiss, : yed
it, improvising dreamy vartations, till
the tender melody seemed the dear
ghost of that embrace. At length he
went {nto the;library and in the crim-
®oning light sat .down at the desk,
and began to write:
“Dear Bluebird of Mine: .
71 can’t wait any longer to talk to
yop. Less than a day has .passed

wince we were together, but it might
ve been eons, if one measured time
‘What have you-been
1 have

by bgart-beats,

doing and thinking, I wonder?

=pent those cons in
. ‘wandering about, d

“How have 1 deserved 'this thing
that- bas -come to me?—sad bungler
that I have been! Sometimes it seems

“too glad and sweet, and I am suddenly

+|then that it began—nor that dreadful
loty favorite,
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the color of your lips!) No, It was not

hour wheén you fought with me to saye
my life—nor the morning you sat your
horse in the box-roWws in that yew-
green habit that made your hair look
like molten copper. No, it began the
first afternoon, when I sat in my mo-
tor with your rose fn my hand! It
has never left me since, by day or'by
night. And yet- there are people in
this age of airships and honking high-
ways and typewriters who think lave-
atfirst-sight is as out-of-date as our
little grandmothers’ hoops rusting’ in
the garret. Ah, sweetheart, one,
know better!

“Supposé 1 had not' come. to Vir-

ing
him?
laugh. Nothing to ‘her!

welghing each phrase.

dial!  Sho had loved him the;

ocably apart?

jumps when 1 think of it. It makes
one belleve in fate. Here at the Court
I found an old* leaf-calendar—it sits
at my elbow now, Just as [ came on it
The date it shows s May 14th, ‘and
its motto 1s: ery mah’ carries his
fate upon a riband about his neck.’
I like that.

“That first Sunday .at St. Andrew's,
[ thought of & day—may it be soon!—
when you and I mightestand before
that ailtar, with your people (my
peaple, too, now) sround us, and I
shall hear you say: ‘I, Shicley, take

drive to the rcad,
plunged breathlessly.

clouds like faded orchids,

his hurried feet

moving  shapes

should now be raging along
road at nightfall to find
that so horribly hurt them both.

‘But all men perceive that they have
riches, and that thelr faces shino as
the faces of angels.’ I think I shall
#0 about heuceforth with my face
shining, so that all men will see that

1 have riches—your love for me, dear. | the square ivy-grown

phrases; it was an abrupt dismiseal.
The staggering’ contretemps struck
the color from his face and left every
nerve raw and quivering, To bp “s
her, as she could be nothing to
He felt a ghastly inelination to

Presently, his brows frowniug heav-
1y, he epread out the crumpled paper
and reread it with bitter slowness,
“Something
which she had learned since she last
saw him, which lay between them.”
She had not known it, then, last night,
Wwhen they had kissed beside the sun-
What
could there be that thrust theny irrev-

Without stopping to think_of the |
darkness or that the friendly doors of | torted Cozy scornfully
the edifice would be closed, he caught
up his hat and went swiftly down the | him.
along  which

The blue star-
spaugled sky was now streaked with |
and
“badows on the uneven ground -under
made ‘him - giddy.
Through the din and hurly-burly of his
thoughts he was conscious of dimly- |ta
across fences,
sweet breath of cows, and a negro pe-
destrian who greeted him i passing.

a country
something

It was almost dark—save for the
starlight—when he saw the shadow of
spire rearing

and degree was

‘noth- | Napoleonic instinct of I
Wwas more honored in the biesch than

fn the observance. |

low ladyslippers over her cars. I
“wish we could play here always.”

“I asked him "
‘Oh, he will,” responded Cozy gloom-

“but he’
somebody who'll

“Everybody doesn’t get married,”
said one of the Byloe twins,. with mas-
| culine assurance. “Maybe he won't”
“Much a boy knows about it!” re-
Women have
|to. and some one of' them will make
eenville - Female Seminary

ey.

he
again

Gres
| tittered.
|said. “Ah heah huh say de yuddah
day et wuz er moughty good. feelin’
0 ter baid Mistis en git up Mars-

I'll slap you!)"
e rolled over on the grass and

h
the | “Well” said Cozy, tossing her head
| till the flower earrings dancad, “I'm
| olng to get married if the man hasn't

thee, John—' And-to think it ts really |He was stricken suddenly - with .the | €0t anything but a character and a
to come true! Do you reinember the |thought that Shirley was suffering, | red mustache. Married women don’t
text the minister preached from? It was [too. It seemed incredible that hu‘h.\'e to prove they could have got

a husband if they had wanted to.”
“Let's play something,” proposed
Rosebud Meredith, on whom the dis-
cussion palled. “Let's play King,
King Katiko."
“It's Sunday!"—this from her small-

& matter of couvea-
tional probibition; but since,.the ad-
vent of Rickey, in -nﬁnj lay a
D, this

“My! Aln't It scrumptions here
now!™ sald Cozy Cabell, hanging yel-

r. Valiant ‘will let us,” said Rick-

prapably go anfl marry
e mean alout it.”

| Simms, it you slap that littla nigger

Miss Mattie Sue didn’.” she

blackyardin’!—" { ki

stark from “its huddle of
agalnst the blurred background.
pushed open the gate and went slowly

“T am 80 happy I can hardly see the
words—or perl{aps It 1s that the bun
has set. ‘1 am sending this over by
Uncle Jefferson. Send me back'j
a word by him, sweetheart, to say'I
may come to you tonight. And add
the three short words I am so thirsty
to hear over and over—one verb be-
tw

iron-bound and hooded door.
the larches on either hand the outlines
of the gravestones loomed pallidly,

stood looking about him. What could
he learn here? He read no answer to

He raifed his head, a little flushed
and with eyes brilliant, lighted
candle, sealed the letter with the ring
he wore and dispatched it.

Thereatter he sat looking into the
growing ‘dusk, watching the pale
lamps of the constellations deepen to
green gllt against the lapis-lazull of
the sky, and listening to the insect
noises dulling into the woven chorus
of evening. Uncle Jefferson was long
in returning, and he grew impatient
finally and began to prow! through the
dusty corridors like a leopard, then
to the frort porck and finally to the
driveway, listening at every turn for
the familiar slouching’ step.

* When at length the old negro ap-
peared, Vallant took the note he
b t, his heart .beating rapidly.
and carried it hastily in to the candle-
light, He did not open it at once, but
sat for a full minute pressing It be-

path something showed snow-like on
the ground, and he went toward it.
Nearer, he saw that it was a mass of

seml-obscurity from within an fron
railing. He bent over, suddenly noting
the'scent; it was cape jessamine.

With the curlous sensation of almost
prescience plucking at him, he took a
box of vestas from his pocket and
struck one. It"flared up illuminating
a flat granite slab In which was cut
a name and inscription:

EDWARD SASSOON.
“Forgive us our trespasses.”

The silence seemed to crash to earth
like a great looking-glass and shiver
into a million pieces. The wax dropped
from his fingers and in the sugerven-
iug darkness a numb fright gripped
him by the throat. Shirley had laid
these there, on the grave of the man

mines she had wanted that day, for
her mother! He understood.
L

It came to him.at last that there
was a chill mist groping among the
trees and that he was very- cold.

He went back along the Red Road
stumblingly. Was this to be the end
of the dream, which he had fancled
would last forever? Could it be that
she was not for him? Was It no hoary
lie that the sins of the fathers were
¥isited upon the third and fourth gen-
eration? )

When he re-entered the library the
candle was guttering in the burned
wings of a nightmoth. The place
looked all at once gaunt and desolate
and despofled. What could Virginia,
what could Damory Court, be to him
without her? The wrinkled note lay
on the desk and he bent suddenly with
a sharp catching breath and kissed it.
There welled over him a wave of
rebellious longing. The candle spread
to a hazy yellow blur. The walls fell
away. He etoodgunder the moonlight.
with his arms about her, his lips on
hers and his heart beating to the
sound of the violins behind them.

He laughed—a harsh wild laugh that
rang through the gloomy room. Then
he threw himself on the coych and
buried his face in his hands. He was
still lying there when the misty rain-
wet dawn came through the shutters.

For an Instant He Stared Unbeliev- |
Ingly. -

tween.bis palms as though to extract
from-the delicate paper the beloved
thrill ,of her touch. His hand shook
slightly as he dréw the folded leaves
from the envelope. How would it be-
gin? “My Knight of the Crimson
Rose ! or “Dear Glrdener?"‘l(shn had
called him Gardener the day they had
set out the roses) or perhaps even
“Sweetheart?™ It would not be long,
only a mere “Yes” or “Come to me,”
perhaps; yet even the shortest missive
had its beginning and its ending. -
He opened and. o,

For an instant he stared unbeliev-
ingly. Then the paper erackled to g
ball in his clutched Band, and he made | ered her minjone—a dozen children
a sound which was half cry,)from the nearby houses with the
then sat perfectly still, his whole face jusual sprinkling of lttle blacks from
shuddering. What he crushed in his ' the kitchens. There were parents, of
band was no note of tender love: course, to whom this mingling of color

CHAPTER XXIX.

The Coming.of Greef King.
It was Sunday afternon, and under
the hemlocks, Rickey Snyder had gath-

foliage
He

up the worn path toward the great
Under

and from the bell tower came the faint
inquiring cry of a small owl. Valiant

a | the riddle. A little to one side of the

flowers, staring up whitely from the

er and more righteous sister. “We're
forbidden to play anything but Bible
games on Sunday, and If Rosebud
does, I'll tell.”

“Jay-bird tattletale!” sang Rosebud
derisively. “Don't care if you do!”

“Well,” decreed Rickey. “Wa'll play
Sunday school then. It would take a
eaint to object to that. I'm superin-
tendent and this stymp’s my desk. All
you children sit down under that tree.”

They ranged themselves In two
rows, the white children, In clean Sab-
bath * pinafores and go-to-meeting
knickerbockers, in front and the col-
ored ones, In ginghams and cotton-
prints, fn the rear—the habitual ex-
pression of a differing social station.
“Oh!" shricked Miss Cabell, “and I'll
be Mrs. Merryweather Masop and
teach the infants’ class.”
There isn’'t any Infant class,” sald
Rickey. “How could there be when
there aren’t any {nfants? The lesson
is over and I've just rung the hell for
silence. Children, this is Misslonary
Sunday, and I'm glad to see so many
happy faces here today. Cozy,” she
sald relenting, “you can be the organ-

his father had killed—the cape jessa-

ist i you want to.”

“I won't,” safd Cozy sullenly. “If |
can't be tablecioth I won't bq dish-
rag.

“All right, you needn't” ratorted

Rickey freezigly. “Sit up, Greenie.

| People don’t lie on their backs In
| Sunday-school.”

Greenle yawned dismally, and| right-

ed herself with injured slowness, “Ah
diffuses ter. ‘cep’ yo' insult, }‘lck-y
Snydah,” she said. “Ah'd ruthah lose

| mah ‘ligion dan mah lazness. En Ah

'spises yo' spissable dissisition!"
“Leét us all rise,” continued Rickey,
unmoved, “and sing ‘Kingdom Com-
ing’" And she struck up lustily,
beating time on the stump with a
stick, and the rows of children joined
in with unction, the colored contingent
coming out strong on the chorug:

De yerf shall be full ob de wunduhtul
stor;
As watahs dat covah de sea!

The clear voices in the quiet afr
tled the fluttering birds and sent
a squirrel to the tiptop of an oak,
from which he looked down, flirting
his brush. They roused a man, too,
who had lain in a sodden sleep under
a bush at a little distance. He was
ragged and solled and his heavy bru-
tal facd, covered with a dark stubble
of some days' growth, had an ugly
scar elanting back from cheek ta halr.
Withdut getting up, he rolled over to
command & better view, and set his
eyes, blinking from their slumber, on
the children.

“We will now také up the collec-
tion,” sald Rickey. (“You can do it,
June. Use a fiat plece of bark.)

Re-
member that what we give today
for the poor heathen In—in Alabama.”

The barkslab made its rounds, re-
celving leaves, acorns, and an occa-
slonal pin. Midway, however, there
arose a sbrill shriek from the bearer
and the collection was scattered broad-
cast. “Rosebud Meredith,” sald Rick-
ey witheringly, “it would serve you
right for putting that toad in the plate
if your hand would get all over warts!

: this afte
noon has amounted to a hundred dok

lars and peven cents. And now, chil
drefl, we will skip the catechism and

T will téll you a story.

Her auditors hunched themselves
nearer, a double row of attentive white
and black faces, as Rickey with a pre-
liminary bass cough, began in a drawl-
ing tone whose mimicry called forth

giggley of esctasy,
“There were once two little sisters

who went to Sunday-school and loved

their teacher ve-eery wmuch. They
were always good and attentive—not

like that little nigger over there! The
one with his thumb in his mouth! One

was little Mary and the other was
little Susy. They had a mighty rich
uncle who lived In Richmond, and

once he came to see them and gave |

them each a dollar. And they were
veeery glad. It wasn't a mean old

paper dollar, all dirt and creases; nor
a battered whitey silver dollar; but

it was a bright round gold dollar, right
out of the mint. Little Mary and little

Susy could hardly sleep that night for

thinking of what they could' buy with
those gold dollars.

“Early next morning they went
down-town, hand in hand, to the store,
and little Susy bought a bag of goober-
peas, and sticks and sticks of striped
candy, and a limber jack, and a gold
ring, and a wax doll with a silk dres:
on that could open and shut its eyes—

“Huh!” sald the captious Cozy.
“You can’t buy a wax doll for a dollar.
My littlest, littlest one cost three, and
she didn't have a stitch to her back!"

“Shut up” sald Rickey briefly.
“Dolls were cheaper then.” She looked
at the row of little negroes, goggle-
eyed at the vision of such largess.
“What do you think little Mary did
with her gold dollar? She loved dolls
and candy, too, but she had heard
about the poo-oo-r heathen. There was
a tear In her eye, but she took the dol-
lar home, and next day when she went
to Sundal-school, she dropped it in
the missionary-box.

“Little children, what do you reckon
became of that dollar? It bought a
big satchelful of tracts for a mission-
ary. He bad been a poor man with
six children and a wife with a bone-
felon on her right.hand—not a child
old enough to wash dishes and all of
them young enough to fall in the fire—
€0 he had to go and be a missionary.
He was going to Alabam—to a cannl-
bal island, and he took the tracts and
sailed away in a ship that landed him
on the shore. And when the heathen
cannibals saw him they were ve-c-ery
glad, for there hadn't been any ship-
wrecked sallors for a long time, and
they were ve-c-ery hungry. So they
tied up the missionary and gathered
a lot,of wood to make a fire and cook
him

“But s had rained and rained and
rained for o long that the wood was
all wet, and it wouldn’t burn, and they
all cried because they were $o hungry.
And then they happened to find the

He Bent Over, Suddenly Noting the
Scent; It Was Cape Jessamine.

satchelful of tracts, and the tracts
were veeery dry. They took them
and etuck th¢m under the wet wood,
and the tracts burned and the wood
caught fire and they cooked the mis-
sionary and ate him.

“Now, little children, which do you
think did the mgst good with her dol-
lar—little Susy or little Mary?" .

The front row sniggered, and a sigh
came from the colored ranks. “Dem
ar’ can'bals,” gasped a dusky iafant
breathlessly. “—dey done eat up all
dat candy and dem goober-peus,’ too?™

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

manglings and abbreviations.” Dis-
turb'd,” “rebuk’d,” are among the
words he finds especially. unpleasant
Swift was further.annoy:

cent and bebavior, read your heart
and earnestness, your thought anid
will, which he cannot buy at any price
in_any village or city, and which he
may well travel fitty miles and dine
sparely and sleep hard-in order to
behold. (Certainly, let the ‘board be
spread and let the bed be dressed for
the traveler: but let not the emphasis
of hospitality lie in these things
Honor to the house where they are
simple to the verge of bardship, so
that there the intellect 1a awake and
| reads the laws of. the universe.—
Emerson.

—_—
When the 8hoe Pinched.

Washington's Return Home,

On December 4, 1783, Washington
bade farewell to hid officers in New
York and rowed across the Hudson to
New Jersey, thence procegding to
Philadelphia. There he handed to the
proper officers a statement of the
money he had spent out of his own
pocket after he took command of the
afmy more than eight years befgre in
Cambridge. The amount was $64,315.
For his services during that time he
refused any pay. When he reached
Annapolis, where congress was sit-
ting, he resigned as commander in
chief of the army, and proceeded
Mt Vernon, where he bad been but
once during the eight years and a half.
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Horse Is Still King.
“When it became a recognized fact

The
| that the automoblle was a practical
cor | thing, the was freely made
that the horse would pass away, but
mare

we find today that there -are

horses In the United States thap ever
before,” remarked. Alfred Watkins, an
old sea captaln of Norfolk, at the

'uhm'.n.-d'.-‘l-n-

the streets of our big cities, but there
are plenty of them In the country, and
the farmer thinks just as much of a
good  horse now as he did in the old
days. 'So, 00, I have observed that
our men of wealth, who for a time
took to the motor car, are coming
back to the fast trotter and roadster.
There s nothing like rea! }ife whe

an (nanimate thing.
Post.
Historie Lopdon Building.
The Inns of Court hotel, London,

| which is to become the télephone ex

change for Holborn, began life as the
Blye Boar tavern in Plantagenet times,
taking its name from the crest of the
De Veres, who owned the land . there-
abouts. When fts neighbor+and rival,
the George inn, was demolished

on t king's execution.

I'm sure 1 hope it will® She rescued
fallen

| prepared much ear)
| without lemons, 1t/ you prefer; allow-
Jlng four pounds,

pounds of the frylt

| rive. hoavy grapetruit, wash them and

| sible.

| 18 botling.
| meats.

| lain-lined kettle with just enough wa-

and segye.

«cold’ lamb, chicken or veal, one cup

and pepper, return
Send to table in a pud

To clean a dirty . matting: First
shake it well to remove all dust, then
wash it with salt and water. It must
not ‘be made very wet, and should be
well dried after being rubbed with a
coarse cloth, then hung over a rall in
the sun. If there are any stains

This
while the fruit is at its
prices redsonable. Pieplant:

fruit -preserves is

in who loves
jam” finds
kscination of
it ‘comes to
br.a confec-

Grape Fruit Marmalade.—It is not
oo late to make a fittle jof this deli-
cious marmalade, though it should be
It hay be made

of sugar to four
pulp. | When com-
bined with lemogs, proceed in the fol-
lowing manner] Take half a. dozeh

cut in thin sliges. Remove the seeds
and as much ¢f the white skin as pos-
Cover/ with water and stand
over night. Cook slowly for two hours,
then add the sugar and let it simmer
until thick. / Fill glasses, s¢al and keep
in a cobl place. |
Rhubarh’ Marmalade. — Wash and
chop enoygh rhubarb to make a gal-
lon; then'steep it quite To each
pint of the rbubarb allow a pound of
granulaged sugar, & pound of seeded
bunch Talsins and a rips pineapple
minced fine. Boll and stir untll
smooth and thick. Fill glasses and
seal and keep in a cool place.
Gopaeberry Jelly.—Remoye stem and
blossom from the berries, ;nd to each
pint of berries add ome and one-half
cupfuls of water. Simmer untll the
berries are broken, then turn them
into a jelly bag and drain over night
Measure the juice and boll quickly
for 15 minutes; then stir {n an equal
measure of sugar and boll steadily for
half an hour, It should be ready to
pour into the glasses, but It is safest
to try it first, same as other jelly. Be
sure to remove all the scum while it
Nice to eat with cold

Cherry Preserve.—Seed the cherries,
washing them quickly in cold water to
prevent the strong taste so often
noticeable In cherry preserves. To
every pint of cherries use one pound
of sugar. Put the sugar in a porce

ter to dissolve it. Bring to a boil, add
the fruit and boil to consistency de-
sired

‘ Cherry Jam—Wash and seed the
cherries and mash through a colander
If they are a sweet variety, add half as
much sugar as cherries; if sour kind,
use from three-q to even quanti-
ty. Cook moderafely fast In a large
preserving kettle and stir almost con-
stantly toward the last. Cook until
quite thick.

Cucumbers Espagnole.

WOULD HAVE SUNDAYS DULL

British Member of Parllament

“T think Sunday ought to remain
Wwhat some people call ‘dull,
Ramsay MacDonald, M. P.," speaking
9t Leicester.
lastitutions to see that Sunday is not
secularized. People talked a lot of
nonsense about the Scottish Sabbath,
and did not know: what they were
talking ‘about. It .they were only
trained to appréciate the Scottish Sab-

bath—it would take some' amgunt of
tralning—they | would not be sorry it
they had it.

10t a day of reereation was humbug

and dangerous

they were bey ing at the wrong end

of the stick. They should not saeri-
1 o

menagerie in Cj
committed sulq

s
ing Bob climby
rocky ledge in/
and deliberatel
whrd to the as|

distance of 20
neck and died

Take young, firm
and cut lengthwise in thick slices.
Dip ®ach slice In flour which has been
highly seasoned with salt and pepper
and quickly fry to a rich brown In a
little hot fat. Lift, drain and arrange
in a shallow saucepan. In|the mean-
time cook slowly one tablespoonful
of minced onfon in one 'of butter.
When changing color add one. table-
spoontul of finely chopped ham or ba'
con and two scant tablespoontuls of
flour.” Stir until well colored, then
add two-thirds cupful of thin strained
tomato and one cup of beet gravy;
stir untll smoothly thickened; season
with salt and pepper.

“0l
“Be

Creole Salad.

Cut off the tips of eight medium-
sized sweet bell peppers, saving the
top with the stem attached; remove
all the seeds and white portion with-
out breaking the pepper, then throw

girl, caught the
and pulled it impatienty.

‘nage
Khedive. It wil
cation, provide
and publish a

Little Clarene
‘thundering.—Christian

and chicken, four hard-bolled eggs
and a bunch of celery, chopped, and
« spanish onlon. Molsten with dress
ing, fill the shells, replace the tops

A Baked Mince.
Mix together two cupfuls of minced

[ 3

chopped ham anll ome cup of
Motsten

:
H

:
g
H
y
i .
E;gg
FERes

to
hites

bake until the

To Clean Matting.
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