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CHAPTER XX!|—Continued.
General  Carden  applauded
ously and demanded an encore, The
trio sangz several and the old
soldier lay back in his arm-chair and
let his mind drift back to the hours
when the cne of whom Jessio was the
image lifted her sweet volee in the
ballads he loved hear, At his re-
quest they sang “Douglas, Tender and
True,” “Robin  Adair,” *“The Blue
iells of Scotland,” *“Annie Laurie,”
and scveral old war songs.

Then Jessie nroposed a rubber of
whist., and in the cut she became the
partner of James Blake.
plaved well and they defeated
zeneral and Bdith.

“¥ou don't know what a victory we
have won!" declared Jessle, her eyes
sparkilng with
Edith - think

vignr-

SOnEs

to

the

pleasure.
themselves invincible,
and this is their first defeat. Let's
£0 1o the conservatory. [ want to
show Mr. Blake those lovely bulbs 1
sent von from Holland,” and leaving
IEdith and the general to follow, she
¢scaorted Blake to the great
house, with its arched roof and wilder-
of palms, and flowers.

“I know this is not muech of a treat
to yon,” ventured Jessie, “I had for-
goiten that you have spent all of your
life in California™

‘But I have not
lite in California,”

Nness ferns

all of my
said. *I

spent
Blake

lived in California only seven or eight |

vears and had little chance to study
flowers. What little knowledge [ have
of flowers dates back to my boyhood
days in New England.”

“New England? What part of New
England, Mr. Blake?"
“Massachusetts,"”
proudaly. I was born
than half a mile from where the tea
was thrown overbpard. My mother’s
iame was Smith, so I'm a Yankee all

he answered
in Boston, less

PTTE QLD

time the deceit was his own and not
a sacrifice for another.

“Of course [ knew John Burt,” sald
Blake reflectively. “Dear old John; I
owe him thirty-five dollars. When I
ran away from home he gave me
every dollar he Lad, and I've not seen
him since. Did von say he had gone
to California? [Is that so? No, 1
never saw im there. And you knew
Him? Really, Miss Carden, 1 almost
feel as if we were old acquaintances.
Ah, here comes Mr. and Mrs. Bishop!

Jessia |

“Papa and |

glass | yjaw what had happened,

I had no idea it was so late.”

My, Thomas Bishop was introduced,
and after a brief conversation, in
which Jessie acquainted her uncle
with the fact that their guest was
formerly from Rocky Waoods, Blake
excused himself. He accepted an in-
vitation to call again.

“Then we will continue our recol-
leetions of Rocky Woods, Miss Car-
den,” he said on leaving.

Instructing his coachman to drive
to his apartments, James Blake closed
his eyes and attempted to ecalmly re-
He found
it impossible. One emotion held mas-
tery over him—he was in love, madly
and defiantly in love with Jessie Car-
den. He thought of Arthur Morris

and hated him. He thought of John
Burt and pitied him. Neither should
stand in his way.

Could she he engaged to Arthur
Morris? Now that he had met Jessie
Carden he found himself unconscious-
ly repeating John Burt's indignant
declaration: “It is a lie; an infamous
lie!” If an engagement did exist, it
should be as a barrier of mist to his
ardent progress. But she did not,
she could not love Arthur Morris.

Did John Burt love her? Did
love John Burt?

These were the stinging, burning
questions which seared his brain, but

she

the elamor of his conscience was
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v, many times. [I'm

: [tdith, though

man
Hancock as

admit it. Don't

Hingham.
land life

memaory clus

o
i nat

most vivid in my et

ronnd the old farm in Roeky Woods." |

“Did vou live in Rocky Woads?”

‘he dark opened
1

looked wondering!y into Blake's

eves wide and
Sip
[ace

“Why,

vears.

[ lived there for

mean to tell

ves,

Do you me that

yoit ever heard of that desolate patch |

ot rocks. pines. stone fences, huckle-
swamps and
marshes?”

“Certainly 1

berry

have.

the summers there

been there.

and spends
I have often

tion,
nosw.
that out-of-the-way
was

familiar with
Where

are
country?

farm?”
“It was then known as the old Leon-

ard farm. Do you know where Peter
Burt lived—Peter Burt. the old crazy

man who used to pray at night from |

the top of the big rock?”
“Yes,” said Jessie softly, with a lit-

tle catech at her breath as the biood |

mounted to her cheeks.

James Blake watched
tently. Both were think®®g
Burt, but with what different

tions!

her face in-
of John

emo-

James Blake.

And Jessie Carden?
felt that James Blake knew Jonn
Burt. In flash it occurred to her
that Blake's business with her Tather
was a subterfuge. Was he the bear-
er of tidings from John Burt?
haps John was dead? If alive,
did ke not come himself?

“And yon knew John Burt! I re
member now that he cften spoke of
vou. He always called you “Jim ' and
.raroi}' mentioned vour last name. And
vou ran away from Did you
;:‘.‘ﬁ:‘ meet John Burt in California,
Mr Blake?”

James Blake was
tae careless tone in which she asked
With grim joy he re-
flected that Jcha's injunction for se
crecy was still in foree. He must
either mlslead Jesszie Carden or prove
false to his friend; but for the first

a

why

WHmMe,
home.

not

this guestion.

as |

cranberry |

Uncle Tom— |
AMr. Bishop—lived there for a genera- |

your father's |

Since the sun had set, a gulf |
had opened between John Burt and |

Intuitively she |

Poar- |

| made

deceived by |

in the louder din of his pas-
10t yet reached a point
ith calm selfishness he could
the brutal aphorism moral
! desperadoes: “All s
ir in love and war.”” He was eagor
lear himself of self-accused dis-

to John Burt, and he cluteched

any defense which wonld serve as
possible justification or extenuation.
John Burt was his friend, the found-
er of his fortunes; the loyal, trustful

phivsical

| comrade to whom he owed all he was

could hope to be.
vet, with the

Blake knew this,
truth confronting

or

and

y | himm and pleading for justice, the so-
JOS- |

phistic arguments and evasions of a
vanlting passion came readily to his

| lips.
several |

*How do I know John loves her?”
he pleaded. “He has not told me so.
He has sent her no word, He could
have done so easy enough. She does
not know if he be dead or alive. Is
that the way for a lover to act? If
John has lost her it is his own fault.
Perhaps he gave her up long ago.

© | Honestly, I believe his hate for Mor-
: Isn’t | ris is more to him than his affection
it strange, Mr. Blake, that both of us |

for Jessie Carden.”
Thus quibbled James Blake. Awak-
ered love loosens a million elpgquent

| tongues to plead for self, and palsies

the voice which should speak for oth-
ers. The love of a man for a woman
is the sublimation of his egoism; his
unconsecions exaltation of desire,

CHAPTER XXIIL

Unreasoning Passion.

In all the vast world only two per-
sons knew that such a man as John
Burt lived—James Blake and Peter
purt.

John Burt owned stock in thou-
sands of miles of raiiroads. He was
an investor in other great enterprises
and activities. An army of men
worked under his direction, and the
stork market rose and fell at the pres-
sure of his unseen hand. For years
he had rebelled at the fate which had
him a recluse, which denied
him the fellowshin and confidence of
nis peers. He felt a keen joy aver
the knowledge that the day was ap-

| nproachinz when he could assume his

true place in the world of vast affairs.

But earth’s countless millions
there was one above all others to
whom he wished to tell his secret.
He impatiently awaited the time when
he could look into Jessie Carden's
race and read the verdict in her eyes.
Were years of patient waiting and
working te be rewarded or unrequit
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Blake arrived at his ¢ffice at an un
usually early hour on the morning
following his introduction to Jessie
Carden., He had spent a miserable
night. No sleep came to his blood-
shot eyes, and for hours he restlessly
paced the floor.

“1 love lier; my God, [ love
her, but I also love John!" he ex-
claimod again and again, as the night
hours crawled slowly away., “What
shall T do: what can I do? [ cannot
give her up. By God, I'll not give her
up for any man; not even for John
Bert! Would John surrender the
woman he loved for me? What am [
to do? I must decide before 1 see
him, If 1 tell John she is in New
York he will see her inside of twenty-
four honrs. That will be the end of
my hopes. She shall love me! She
must love me! [ eannot live without
her! Oh, why did T ever see her!”

In this unequal contest hetween
loyalty and passion in a weak and
celf-indulgent nature, passion won the
battle, but at a frightful sacrifice.
His judgment warned him that he
was doomed to defeat, but with the
frenzied desperation of a gambler he
staked everything—honor, friendship,
loyalty, his business career—all on
the turn of a card, and dared to meet
John Burt with treachery in his heart
and a lie on his lips.

Blake knew that John Burt was in
his private office, but for the first
time in his life he hesitated to enter
it. Prosperity had erected no wall
of formality between these two.
From the day they fought their boy-
ish battle, on the edge of the fishing
pool, they had called each other
“John" and “Jim.” In tacitly accept-
ing John Buri's leadership, Blake ree-
ognized in his companion those traits
whieh attract allegiance, and which
hold it by unseen but powerful bands.
By a display of tact which amounted
to genius, John Burt had aided James
piake without patronizing him, and
had forgiven his repeated mistakes
without offending him.

Blake strolled slowly through the
connecting offices and entered the
large room reserved for customers.
Those who knew the famous oper-
ator bowed respectfully. Blake gazed
absent-mindedly at a bulletin board
containing the early London and Paris
quotations. He read them, but they
had no meaning. He was thoroughly,
abjectly miserable,

“Who is that gentleman?” asked a
smooth-cheeked and dapper young
man, who had embarked on his first
specplative venture by ris%¥ing. the
major part of his quarterly allow-
ance.

“Why, don't vou know?" exclaimed
his companion. *“! should have intro
duced you. That's James Blake—ihe
famous ond only James Blake. Five
vears azo he didn’'t have a dollar
Twenty millions in five vears is his
record?  And it hasn't enlarzed his
hat in least. He tells a zood
story, sings a zood song, and no man
in the club ecan drink him under the

table.”

how

the

be continued.)

NEVER SEE HEARSE AT NIGHT.

{(To

New York Undertaker Explains Why
They Are Not Sent Out.
“Nobody gives us fellows eredit for
having a larze bump of sensitiveness,”
said a west side undertaker, “bnt the
fact is, we 2o to a good deal of trou-
ble to safveuard the feelings of the
: ral pnilillic. For one thing, we try
i0 keep our hearses in the street
after dark.
“Of course. in the cace of afterncor
can-
cetting home late, but, even
maka it o point to get under
aon as possible arfter night-
And we do that absolutely out
ideration for the public. By
nine peocnle out of ten the sight of a
hearse on the streect at night is taken

s a sure sign

and loenz distances we

Cover
fall.

ni‘

i e

consirl

disaster.

“Even in the davtime a hearse is a
gloomy affair, but to run un against
one at ni: is pretty sure to give the
most jovial fellow alive a depressing
turn. I know how it is myself. Aec-
customed az I am to handling hearses,
I don't like to bump into one unex-
pectedly at a dark corner.

“Most mien in the business feel the
same way. therefore we strive to be
considerate. That we succeed re-
markably well is apparent to anybody
who will take the trouble to count
the hearses he has seen out at night.
These are so few that I'll wager the
most confirmed gadabout cannot re-
call more than three or four of them."”
—New York Times.

John Wesiey's ldeas on “Ailing.”

It is pretty generally known that
John Wesley, during his unparalleled
apostolate of half a century, traveled
250,000 miles and preached 40,000 ser-
mons, but comparatively few are
aware of the prodigious amount of lit-
erary work he managed to accomplish.

His most curious and eccentric book
was entitled “Primitive Physic: or, An
Easy and Natural Method of Curing
Most Diseases.” It was published in
London by Barr & Co. in the year
1743.

The preface is characteristic of the
suthor. “When man came first out of
the hands of the Creator there was
no place for physic or the art of heal-
ing. But when man rebelled against
the Sovereign of heaven and earth the
incorruptible frame put on corruption,
and the immortal put on immortality.”

Turks Tax the Greeks.

The Porte having issued orders for
the collection of license taxes from
Greeks in the Turkish dominions. it is
foared at Athens that there will he
fresh trouble. especially at Smyrna.

Irish Parliamentary Fund.
The Irish parliamentary fund for
the year 1905 amounted to $63,045.

of impending death and |

Girl's Susnender Costume.

That the simpler the frock the
more smartly the child is dressed
has beeome an estabiished fact, bul
called forth is
this
spencer waist.
made of
with
the

its recognition has
more attractive than
model worn with a
Asg illnstrated the dress
checked linen, blue and white,
trimming of cotton braid and

15

but there
materials equally
suitable. For play time washable
tabrics are best all. but for occa-
sions of danger to the dress
pongee, challie and the like are much
used.

The eostume consisis of waist and
dress. The waist is made with front
and backs and simply tull with

cufils embroidered by hand,

ares many other

Ol

less

15

The dress eom-
with
at-

wide bizshop sleeves.
hines a straight gathered skirt
snaped suspenders being
tached to a shaped belt.

The quantity of material
for the medium size (10 years)
vards 21 inches wide, 2% yards
inches wide or 173 vards 44 inches
wide, with 17§ yards inches wide
for guimpe and 16 yaras of braid
trim as illustrated.

both

required
is 3
miy
LY

oy
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The Up-to-Dzte Bathing Costume.

The bathing has in these
davs of extravagance achieved rare
attractiveness. It is no longer the un-
sightly garment of heavy blue flannel
with severul white braid as
only trimming i

H
is almost as

cosinme

I'ows oi
1
)

its il fashioned

from mohair that lustrous
and fine as
cheviot. Even
af silk or satin is no longer a
These silky bathi
trimmings

| color,

% M * H - (Lol Ll - v i1
silic, or of fine serge and

costume

ne
noveity.

confrasting

are very attracltive, and poinis

no one of the mauy charming designs |

suspender |

| sailor shape, with flat brim and round

| with
vaist of white batiste, the eallar and |

= \\.l".:I llr..E‘] P I"ixj

tume, or for
oSOWns a

with white linen
red tie is run and

fastened in a biz bow in the front,

wear
black or

Shirtwaist Hats.
A favorite millinery shape for shirt-
wilist wear still big (-ir:'l.llru'i
hat, somewhat on exaggerated

the

the

is

crown of averagze heleht. For wear!
the shirtwaist suit of taffeta a
hat of this shape in fine white chip |
braid, with a broad ruche or box plait-|
‘ing of taffeta match the gown
around the crown, is distinetly um‘i-‘
ish. Indeod, matter what the |
dress, a pleated ruche of its fabric|
makes the smartest adornment just|
now tor the shirtwaist hat.
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Fashionak!e Collars.

The very newest turn-over collar
shows the tenendey of all things in
dress to be dainty and feminine this
In place of a linen turnover
the bewitching summer girl wears a
turn-over collar of accordion-plaited
white mull edged with a narrow band
of butter-color lace. Narrow accord-
ton-plaited cuffs of the same material
give the finishing tounch to the
sleeves of her froek, The frills turn
back over the sleeve, not falling over
the hand.—July Woman’s Home Com-
panion.

Seas0n.

soft

Coffee lce Cream.

A novel coffee cream is much enjoy-
ed by those who like the flavor. To
make [t, scald one cup of strong cof-
fee with one and one-half cups of
sugar. Add the beaten yolks of four
and when slightly thickened,
remove from the fire and Add
one pint of cream, one-kalf teaspocn-
fal of vanilla, and freeze. Serve with
an orange syrup for a sauce, with can-
orange peel shredded in it. The
OTange SYrup  mis procured at a|
soda fountain.
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Fried Cucumbers.

Peel three cucnmbers,

slice them half an inch thick and lay

an hour, then

rood-sizel

in celd salted water far
remove and dry on a towel Placs
a larze frying pan containing lard
drippings hall an inch deep over the
fire. When the fat begins
put in the ecucumber
enounzh of them to eover the bottom ol
the W pepper and fry
quickly on both Serve when

The

fo smolks

slices—just

ith

guite hot. S delicious with

toast.

Meodifying Electric Light Glare.

The old objection ta el s

cLrie 11Nl
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injory
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reaiily | In

chio quickly.

choje

white or a col
inzg shoes and
mateching the ¢ol

i
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|
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1
h
|
|
|
|
f in the oulfit, and the

bricht-hued

ineluded oil
| eap, with its co
silk, or
only an attractive

practical one as

even a cotton b

conceii,
cugily
an articie on Outing
Delineator,

Effective White Costume.

Nothing after all Icoks so
and fresh on a 3 air]
frack. even though white is not favor-
by DPame Fashion for grown-ups.
White belongs to youth and sets it off

no color can.

The simple little frock in our sketch
is of dotted Swiss, trimmed with Val-
enciennes insertion and lace. A deep
flounce with a heading an inch and a
half deep finishes skirt,
similar rufle enecircles the
waist. forming a bertha.

Alternate rows of zathering and in-
certion fit the shoulders snugly, giving
the long shouldered efiect much
used nowadays.

Figured lawn is prettilyv made up
into a gown for the little girl of 5 or 6
vears. Hemstitched white linea is
used for the deep collar, cuffs and
belt.

as a white
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My Lady's China.

In Holland the good old ¢xustom still
ohtains among housewives of wash-
ing the china and silver after break-
fast and tea with their own fair hands.
This they do in the presence of the
family and any guests who may be
there, and the fashicn has lately been
in some American
hecause it zives a
homely simplicity and
a lady’s gentle handlinz i3 ne
the delicate china and glass are to
preserved for any of time.

New Pigque and Linen Collar.

revived
touch
partly becanse

1y
partiy

length

fects even in summer will be pleased
with some new pigue 2nd linen turn-

and a |

pri try |

|
|
|
|
1
J
!
|
r
|
i
I
|
|
i
|

houses, |

of | f

| over collars iresh from English shops. |

| They are as deep as the erdinary lin-
en collar and in front.
| tervals, around the entire collar

about midway between its two edges,
elets, ff
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open At

are slits or broad ey
| buttonhole stitching.

slits a Windscr ti
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Shirt Waist

1

Shirt waist sleeves

son to season as do those of we
and

i cdate

s Ol
elaboriate sorts, often, il
made up the r*n-:
tire waist seems new and fresh. These
the two
the bishep

and the
shirt Both

are |
with etraight cuffs anid

1=
11z

nmaore

they can be

very excelient models include
favorite ones of the season.

wrists
in style.

plain one

finished both |

| don’t be-hic-

Refugsed to Listen.
“Pardon me, sir,” began
nine vietim of hard luck,
forced to sollelt alms, as
proached the old
degk, “but [ a poor lone

feml.
who wag
she ap
bachelor'q
wldow,

the

crusty
m a
and——

“You may as well break It off right
there,” interrupted the heartless o, b,
“I can’'t use any leap-year proposals
in my business™

No, He Wasn't Henpecked.

—Maria, I—I—

Mrs. Scrapper—Take that, von
brute, and let me ever hear you
say that you are henpecked again.—
Philadelphia Telegraph.

Mr. Scrapper

lon't

A Different Kind.

Johnny — What conscience
mean?

Teacher
you that
done wrong.

Johnny—Ma said 1 didn't have no
conscience. Bat I knew I had. Only,
when [ felt that way the other day,
doctor said it was green
Brooklyn Life.

does

-1t

tells

is something inside of
you when you have

apples.—

One Man's Grief.

Smithkins—I met Enpeck down-
town to-day. He told me his wife had
left him last week.

Mrs, Smithkins—Poor man!
pose he's all broke up
he?

Smithkins- When I con-
gratulaied him he insisted on opening
a small Dottle.

I sup-
over It, isn't

I eness so,

Cause and Effect.

Wife—John, do you know that vou
swore in youd sleep last night?

Husbhand—Did [I? it must
been when [ had that horrid dream.

Wilfe—What did

Husband—I dreamt |
one of you
my birthday.

hava
you (ream?
was smoking

thaose gave me on

iIgala

His Method.
“Don't von know that it
comd  to apply abus

to a political opponent.’

doesn't do

the least ive
epithets
“Of ecourse,’

hum, “it

d Senator Se
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Mr. Kroox (3 a.

m.jJ—My

ross. I've had a hard tu

_ of it.

| be a hard tu

l
|

sleeves are opened at the back.
Each made in one piece
gathered both

opening in

is i X er
5. al upprer

The

cach
eises.

- vy | ue
Py

if |

The girl who clings to tailored ef- | wide

ng Sccrched Preserves.
housckeeper who has

of almost

can

» vietim in

of accident

kappen

&
B

Mrs x--I should think
 to carry the lo:
got.
Too Sanguine.
Edna—And after our marriace
going to ]

rppn 3 OOk
{eep a CO0K,

Practice NMakes Perfect.

Clark—I'm afraij




