e — —
ARE NOT FOR SALE

NEW ENGLAND FARMS HELD FOR

v 1 Ings. sacred (o the ancestral founder
¥ of the house of Burt, l
B | In the long summer days Jeossle's

JOHN BURT || Criam aoams [B | 50" sl oo Senuve oo gy o]
AMS knees, Nearly five score years have p b
A A passed over his head, His shoulders | . P
Author of “"The Kidnapped Milllonaires o OW-M. Dectrine,* Ble. are bent, and the volee falters at Did own.n u“' 'M

Sites for Children Who Went Away
—One Man's Pathetic Reason for
Keeping His Land.

times, but his eyes preserve the spark

of thelr wonted fires,

Watched and cared for by those
who love him, he calmly awalts the
coming of the reaper, Into whose gar

ner long since have been gathered the
atoms of his generation, !
A few miles away another manslon
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“All the farms in New England are
not in the market,” sald a man whose
business tends to specilation In farm
property. “Bome are belng held by

extonding his hand, “but any friend
of my grandson's is welcome to such
hospltality as a Burt can offer.

CHAPTER XXXIll—=Continued.
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His volee died with a whisper, and,
with a long-drawn sigh, he closed his
even,

“He's dying!
clalmed Jessie, fear and pity chasing

for anle at any price. [ suggested aa
diplomatically as | could that he
would not need the place much longer,
and that with the money 1 proposed
to pay him he could pass the remalin-

he grasped the patriareh’s hand. “You
dropped me off the Segregansett in
the right place and at the right time.
Destiny orders all these things, and

much worn durlng the coming season
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women, Thiv one I8 pecullarly desir-
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have something to tell you—Miss Car-
den., J

“You promiged not to talk,” Inter
rupted John Burt, with a look at
Blake which had all the effect of a
command,

“Let me say just a word!” he ex-
claimed., "To see you two together,
and to hold your hands in mine af-
ter all that has happened, gives me
new courage and renewed ambition.”

The subdued sound of conversation

Pt

came from the adjoining room. All
of Blake's faculties scemed abnors
mally acute,

“Is not that Edith's volee?" he

asked.
“She is in the other room,” sald
Jeasle.
“Let her come in,” pleaded Blake.
John made a gesture of disapproval.
"I should like to see her, but you
know best, I suppose, John," he sald.
Dr. Harkness entered the room and
sgignaled to John that the intorview

Never had the great oaken table up-
held sueh a dioner. Mrs. Jasper was
temporarily supplanted by & chef from
Boston. Rare old plate came, for the
first time in John's recollection, from
mysterions chests stored away in the
attie. Those who surronnded the
board never will forget the Invoeation
offerad by Peter Burt when he blessed
the food. The shadows which dark-
ened his life had all been lifted, and
the austere cloud passed from his
teatures as fog before a quickening
gale.

L] L] L] L] L ]

Glistening In a new coat of paint,
the Standish bobbed at the landing
when John helped Jessle on board.
They had accepted Sam Round's in-
vitation to a clambake at Churchill’'s
Grove, and Sam asked all his old
friends and neighbors., For the first

time in the memory of the living gen-
eratlon Peter Burt attended an ont-

Under the glant pines he sat

ing.

“John!"

L.

“Jesoat™

must end. Blake gallantly raised
Jesale's hand to his lips.

“Good-bye, until I'm better,” he sald,

almost gally. “You and John have
saved my life."”
John escorted Jessle to the door,

whispered a few words and returned
to Blake's slde.

“You're a god, John!" said Blake,
in a low tone. “You are the only
man Iin the world worthy the love of
such a woman."

It is merciful to draw the curtain
over the two hours which followed,
At last & moment come when the
grave face of Dr. Harkness was
touched with a smile of professional
pride, as he drew from am Incision a
flattened, jagged piece of iead. The
patient glanced at it with pain-dis.
torted eyes, and then sank Into a
sleep, the awakening from which
meant 8o much in declding for life
or death.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

The End.

Peter Burt stood by the gateway
and shaded hls eyes with his hand
as he gazed down the road. Two
weeks before that day he had re-
celved his first letter from John. It
briefly and modestly recited the story
of his struggles and of his success,
and ended with an account of the
tragedy which resulted In the dcath
of Arthur Morria and the wounding
of Blake,

The old-fashioned clock had sound-
ed the midday hour, and Peter Burt
looked beyond the turn of the road,
whera the yellow-brown of dust had
dulled the green of follage. Respond-
ing to the touch of a whip a spirited
team of horses dashed ahead as they
reached the summit of the hill.

S8am Rounds was driving, and a
atranger to Peter Burt was beside
him. John Burt and Jessle were in
the rear seat.

"God Is very good to us, John," said
Peter Burt, as he took his grandson's
hand and looked, through glad tears,
fnto his face. His stern old face grew
tonder ag he turned to Jessie Carden,

YAn old man's blessing on your
prefty head,” he sald, gently touching
1 folds of her hair with his huge
P “You are very beauntiful, my
daughter, and it Is God's will that you
shall be happy. | am glad to see
you ugain, Samuel."

Ha looked searchingly at the silent
man In the front seat.

“l do nol know you, sir,” he sald.

with John Hawkins and told and Iis-
tened to tales of the sea,

The Standish polnted her bow out
ftowards Minor's Light, and picked her
way between threatening rocks. Un-
der the shadow of Black Reef John
dropped the anchor and watched the
line until it became taut as the incom-
Ing tide swept them near the rocks.
Above his head he could see the spot
where he had knelt as a boy and
listened to Peter Burt while he prayed
to the God who ruled the storm. For
some minutes no words were spoken,

“Do you remember the last time we
were here, Jessle?' he asked.

“Yes, John,” without ralsing her
eyes.

“Do you remember what [ sald to
vou that day, Jessle?"

“I=1 think I do, John,” It may
have been the reflection of the sun,
but a touch of erimson came to her
cheeks, “It was a long time ago,
John, and perhaps I've forgotten Just
what you sald. Can you repeat it?"

An arm reached out and the lttle
hand was firmly eclasped,

"I told you that I laved you, Jesgle,"
he said. The Imprisoned hand made
no attempt to escape. “l told you
that that love was my Inspiration:
that no woman on earth should share
it; that no matter whatever befell
You—sunshine or raln, happiness or
sorrow-—that my ambition was to see
you showercd with all the blessings
God can grant to a good woman; |
sald that if a day came when I had
@ right to ask your love In return that
I should do so, making no claim on
our old friendship, And then you
sald something, Jessle—do you re-
member what you sald, darling?"

“I sald that | wanted you to love
me, but not to speak of it again—
until I sald you could,” said Jessie,
lifting her laughing eyes. “You can
say it again—Iif you wish to, John,"

Two soft arms were around his
neck and two aweet lips met his.

“You knew I would walt for you,
John, dida't you?"

John Burt's modest mansion stands
on the crest of the hill which slopes
down to the old farmhouse. [t com-
mands & superb view of the crescent
#weep of ocean beach, and also of the
more quiet beauties of Hingham bay.
Verdant terraces and winding paths
and roads come to the edge of the
yard surrounding the old homestead,
but »o gurdener's hand has been per

mitted to touch the quaint sturround-

ing wife that the highest place In the
gift of the people shall some day
crown his carcoer.

There are frequent reunions in the
old farmhouse or on the spaclons
lawns surrounding John Burt’'s resi
dence. Once a year Sam Rounds su
perintends a clambake, and John
Hawking always manages to be pres
ent. To the latter's inguiries con
cerning the future Mrs. Rounds, Sam
turns a grinning, untroubled face,

“No man in Rocky Woods I8 a bach
elor until he is wa¥ past sixty,” Sam
declares, “an' I'm spry yvot as a coll
in clover. Sometimes Ma Rounds Is

chances, but [ has hopes: 1 still has
hoper, Edith, may [ help you to some
more of them clams? Jessle, please
pass young Master Burt's plate; it's
Empty alréady. How that boy grows!
He's coming up like sparrowgrass af
ter a rain,”

Mrs. Rounds bustles
oyes bright with
busy,

the joy of belng

mands Sam in a hopeless tone. “You
set right down and let us young folks
wait on the table. 1 can't break her
of workin’, John; I swan, I just can’l
do nothin® with her, Well," raising
a glass of sparkling cider, “here's God
bless all.good people, an' happy days
tew all of ye!"
(The End.)

HARD WORK TO KILL BEAR.

North Carolina Men Evidently No!

Some of the citizens of the Ashland
section had a novel experience in
killlng a big black bear recently. Ha

hottoms of the Bushnell plantatior
about noen, by Alfred Jones, a color
ed tenant on the place, who notified
all the" farmers In the nelghborhood.,
A number of men came with thelr
dogs and thelr guns and proceeded
to locate the heast.

The dogs soon struck the track

close range at ? o'clock.

Firing continued for several hours
with slight effect, and several flerce

effort to attack any of the huntsmen

climbed & large tree.
were fired at him from below, and
he went out on a limb which was se
small it broke under his welght,

Harrill was at very close range and

Mr. Summers, who sent for

esL scales and found that he welghea
267 pounds.—Charlotie Observer.

Scientific English Farming.

At Faringdon, Berkshire, farming
has been ralsed to a sclence. Mr,
George Adams, of the royal prize farm,
Wadley house, farms some 4,000 Leren,

pasture. He employs from 200 (o 250
Iaborers, milks 500 cows daily, keeps
about forty Shire brood MmMAres, a score
of breeding sows, and from 3,000 to
4.000 laying hens, grows about 1,000
acres of graln, besides attending to
other multifarious items in the ordl
nary course of farm practice. About
1,000 acres of meadow hay are har
vested annually. All the work, cut-
ting, carrylng and ricking, is done by
plecework.—Tid-Bits.

Lind Resembles Lincoln,
Representative John Lind of Minne
sota, who has twice been governor of
that state and has been nominated
for justice of the Bupreme Court, is
sald to bear a marked resemblance
to Lincoln. In fact, he geems a per.
fect double of the martyred Presl
dent; even the expression of his face
Is slmilar, as well as Its contour. He
Is extremely tall cnd gaunt and has
& shambling gait,

The Woman of It.
Bhe—I had a splendid half hour's
:-hat with young Simpkins last even.
ng.
He—Indeed! Why, everybody says
he Is stupid and never says anything.
She—True; but he's an excellent

listener,

a bit donbtiul erbout my rmurlmm'llllI

aronnd, hei'

“Yon set down, Ma Rounds.” com |

the Marksmen Their Fathers Warol

was discoverad passing across the!

fights between the dogs and the hear!
occurred, but he apparently made ng|

Late In the afternoon, after consid |
erable dodging In a thick swamp, he!
Several shots|

When he fell to the Eround Mr, 12d|

got & good alm at a point just below |

+

the heart, which ended the conflict, |

his|
wagon, carried the bear to the near. |

of which about half is arable and half |

rosettes, and then again a bit further

lown.—September Woman's  Home

Companion
Midget Furniture. :

For the nursery there is mbdget fur-
aitnre, of a Kind that delights the
hearts of the children, not doll farnl
ture, bul farniture of just the right
sort for the use of children; comfort
able easy chairs abont onethird the
sie of those fn mother's roomw. cov-
¢inl with pretty cretonne; a small
-
so'n aud a little box couch, covered
1@ mateh, says the Orlo State Journal.
The little tollet table Is draped with
the cretonne, amd there are hangings
of | al the door, A small white writ-

ing desk and table, with a white chalr I

of corresponding size, have a place In
one corper of the room and on the

| deal, arce slate and pencll and an al-

pharet  game. The coretonve  box

couch makes gp cxcellent receptacle
AL L L :

for oys when they are not ln use.

Excellent Pear Dessert.

Cook one-halt cup of rlee twenty
amutes in plenty of boiling salted
wates Draln and put In the double
boiles, with a half cup of riech milk,
Cook until the riee I8 soft and the
milk absorbed. Sweeten lightly and
seasol with a few drops of vanilia,
two (iaspooniuls of preserved ginger
Juice ind a few drops of lemon julce,
Turn Into a mold to cool, Drain a
quart of stewed pears free from juice,
fill thair centers with preserved gin-
ger chopped fine and moistencd with
a teaspoonful of orange Julee, Turn
the rice Into a low glass dish, arrange
the peirs about it, and garnlsh with
ginger and whipped eream.

— - :_._.—_._:.-_. o i
For Afternoon Wu:.‘m'

Full walsts made with deep polnt-
ed yoles are exceedingly becoming
to girliah fgures and are much liked
for the walsts of afternoon wear, This
one Is made ol rose-colored wool ba-
tiste, tle yoke being of finely tucked
sllk, with a design of blas banding
forming loops in which medallions

-

end several of the hunters Mt within| of lace are set, and round the lower

Five on six|
loads were fired into him before’ hol
had apparently noticed any onslaught,! stitched and trimmed with an em-
" broldered dand, To make the waist

edge of the yoke
matches the walst

is a frill which
and which s

Deslgdd by May Manton
for a girl of 14 years of age wlll be

required 5 Mrds of material 21, 4
yards 27 or :L yards 44 Inches wlde,
with 1 yard & yoking material,

Gnpe Catsup.

To make pe catsup get seven
pounds of grags. Plck them off the
slems, wash Hhem, put them Ia a
stone jar andlset (he Jar over the
fire In a deepipot of bolling water.
Let the grapesicook In this siannes
for an hour {worder to foosen the
seeds.  Hemovd from the fire and
strain through & sieve, being careful
that all the puly goes through. Then
add a pint of il clder videgar,
three and @ lalfpounds of stugar and
a teaspoonful egl of vintdgmon and
cloves. Heturn the fire amd ¢onk
untll thiek. !

Fish Pudding.

Ingredients—Ome-half pound ecoked
fish, 4 pound coked potato, 1 ounce
butter, 1 egg, ) nblespaonful milk, 1
teaspoonful ehoped parsley, pepper
and salt, i

Method-—Remow the fat and skin
from the fish, andibreak the fish Into
small tnkes; rubihe potato through
& wire sleve; mit it with the fish,
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Is designed for wear over any gown,

The coat Is made with loose fronts
and back, the latter being confined at
the waist line by means of a belt
eut In two portions that are lapped
one over the other and held by but
tons, The sleeves are wide and am:
ple, finished with rollover flare cuffs,

The quantity of material required
for the medium size Is 4% yards 27
I Inches wide, 2% yards 44 Inches wide
Vor 2% yards 62 Inches wide,

- -t 4

- Jellied Balmon. g

Those who are most Interested In
the more substantial courses at the
tehle will be glad {o try the fellied
falmon, which makes a most appetiz:
Ing as well as a tasleful luncheon
tigh, or one to be served at a Sunday
evening supper. It Ia easlly made.
Boak one tablespoonful of gelatine
as usual, and mix it with a can of
salmon and threequarters of a cup
of salad dressing. Set It away to
harden. This is but one of many
similar dishes which any skilful cooV
may devise, .

Fancy Covert Coats.

Lest the covert coat approach mo
notony a variety of finlshings Is in.
troduced Into Iis making. Full sleeves
have been Introduced, and now some
of the short jackets have full backs
held In at the walst with a short
Strap.  Others have wide sti‘ched
buMe curved around over the ghoul-
ders fiid!l way to the back, forming
a cape efte?t.  Blot seams, bLralding,
applignes and vuflings are all intro-
duced, lending th® erstwhile simple
covert Jacket a most festive .h'-"'(:"

‘:I‘

New Form of Entertainment,

At a luncheon a short time REO A
new form of entertalnment was pro-
vided by the guests themselves, The
hostess asked eachh one to come In
some way representing her fad; then
the guests were supplied with pencils
and cards and the one who guessed
the greatest number of hobbies BUg-
gested recelved a prize. One girl,
who wished to show that she was
fond of music, had fastened to her
dress a pleture of a cerying kitten wit)
u bandaged head-—mieu-siek,

Pineapple and Orange.
Cut the top from a pineapple and
carefully remove the Inside, so that
the shell may not be broken. Cut the
pulp Into bits, mix it with the pulp
of three ripe oranges, also cut very
small, and liberally sweeten the mix-
ture. Smooth off the bottom of the
pineapple shell so that it wil stand
upright, reflll with the frult pulp, and
set In the lee for three hours.
Mixed Catchup,

Take equal quantities of green to
matoes, white oulons and cabbage;
grind in a sausage mlill. Sprinkle
with salt, turn Into & bag and hung
up to drain ail night. Put 1n 4 jar
with one ounce each of white s
tard seed, powderad mace, ground
¢loves and allspice; chop two pods
ot red pepper and add. Cover with
stfomg, cold vinegar,

Ah

Whole Canned Tomatoes,
fovmerse the tomatoes |n bolling
water and ellp off the skins. Iato ]
lurge kettle of bolling water put jus¢
enough tomatoes  All & jar. Coyey
and steam for :Jxm minutes, thep

pack Into a hot Jar, All to overflowing
with tha bolling vater and seal,

make the (rade. He shook his head
the more determinedly,
““That's the reason,' he sald, ‘that
I don't want to sell. I‘l It was not fo?
that boy 1 might be tempted to let
the old place go, But it's this way:
"*‘He was born here. He went to
school not more than three miles from
hore. He knows every path in the
woods. He bas played all over this
groynd s far as your eyes oan see, |
i ‘Il:lunl RCTross {'h« ﬂufd’ over t'l;'o'rt
fs the famlly burying ground. His
mother and brother and sister are all
there, side by side. 1 guess 73“'1‘.':
right when %0“ 48y be will not want
to coms back. Fe's gol {3 be quite a
city man, and ] never expect to see
him come back here to live. Per-
haps ‘taln’t natural that he should.
'l aln’t never asked him to come
back, and 1 don't think that [ ever
shall. Bul some of these days when
he gots along where [ am now, maybe
he'll get tired. Of course, he'll have
nlf own home In the city by that time,
where

Te i Nl gown and take la
ecasy. 1| hope so. &

" ‘But after that it may be some oon*
solation to him to know that he will
be sent back here. That's why the
farm aln’t for sale.’

“And his refusal to sell is the re
fusal of many others in the old state.
They are holding on thelr places for
the sake of their children who have
gone away, but who, they are sure,
wliil be sent back If they do not come
of thelr own Tolition. That Is why
the o'd farms In New Eogland are not

%6r dale."—NoW York Bum. « ',,w

Idyll of the Ballroom.
she dropped this rosebud lLalf an hour

ngo

While gtldlr;‘: through that witching
walts of Hirauss; .

I saved it from destruction dire below

The pou us feet of Phillips d his
BosikT g L
Tell M¥ sweet rose, before your petals

[} J
Does m[y love know 1 love her best ot
ull? 4_3'
g W
Another waltz! And, as 1 feared, agal
That ch::tlorln; noodle, Briggs, her vis-
n=vis,
He's rich, though rather posse, and Its

plain
He loves her—that the very blind could

nee.
How graciously she listens to his drawl!
All, can she know 1 love her best of all?

I never told her how her winsome face '
Comes to my thoughts unbld the whole
dny through;
I never askod her If thero In a place
In her young heart where I'm remem-
bered, too,
Yeot, watching her, 1 lean against the

will
And tell my soul I love her best of all.

Now halts the music for a Hitle grace;
And seated, seo, she gathers daintily
Her um;m‘u gray folds aslde to make a

place—

A plaes for Briggs! By Jove, she bock-
Ons;
[Hy queen, I come! Now, let what may
I bafall me!

-

1 Apow she knows ! love her best of all,

The softsNEUI dawn steals up the whiten-
1

The Ilr;}u-u ure M the music dumb and

Honeath the stars tn.\.-l‘rm:. he and 1,
An hour ago—what was it

wWe s
Btrunge glﬁ ness thrills my heutt .i
ecl
Her uhhtg.ernd words: *'l love you 2%
it

—8an Franclsco a\r.onuul.‘ o

Passing of the Pen.

“The typewriter has destroyed the
golden future that we foresaw for our
business,” sald a manufacturer of
pens. “If the typewriter's field of use-
fulness kgeps on enlarging there will
scardely be any need for pens Gfty
years hence," " 1}

The man sighed. %m""-*

"When 1 entered the pen trade fn
my boyhood It seemed,” he sald, "that
this, above all trades, was the one des-
tined to spread. In my dreams | saw
the whole world, educated at last,
writing with pens of my make, Then
the typewriter came. I suneered at it
in the begioning. 1 called it a toy
But today it will do everything 4
pen will do. It will make out bilis and
checks, address envelopes of every
shape, make entries In all sorts of
books. We penmakers are beginniog
to suffer from the typewriter's advent.
We are shutting down. We are laying
off hands, It is easy to mee that the
day will come when penss will only
be used for polite correspondence and
for the slgnature.”—Baltimore Heral

German Empress ls Btudi
One of the most studious q
Europe I8 the German emj

cares very little indeed for poy
ceremony. Her majesty’s Jave
study s medicine, and sh AR SE
structed herself so well Iy ML
healing that she Is regagfs S8 -
an eficlent adviser In /M9 0F ordl.
oary illness A ) .
fi.\-ﬂ "'!_r"'
_u..'" e,




