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BYNOPSIS.

Bnoch Wentworth, journallst, and An-
drew Merry, actor, play & hand at poker,
the stakea absolute control of the future

the loser. Wantworth wins, They de-
to keep the matter mecret, lmri'-ui

nowing from her brother, Enoch, o

‘s shorteomings, tries to arouse his
ambition. Andrew outlines the plot of a
he has had in mind and she ur
to go to work on ft. When the play
i completed Morry reads it to Went-
worth, whose life ambition Ia_to write A
sucoessful piny, Tie demands Merry's
play am a forfelt of the bond won In the
poker game, Preparations for staging the
rllr are begun, hut Morry, who I8 Lo take
he leading part, s missing. Dlorens
n muccess In the lending femnle
rt at rehoarsnls. Bhe quarrels with her
ther for tuking credit for a piay she
nows to belong to Merry, Dorcas finda

erry among the down-and-outs in n

road line and persundes him to take his
part In the piay. The producer suggests
certaln changes In the 1plmr, which Went-
worth tries to Induce Merry to make. The
actor refuses, hut finally confents on ron-
ditlon that Wentworth cease hin siten-
tions to Zilla Paget. the heavy woman in
the play, wha has & bad reputation. The
play proves a great success. [orceas nce
cuses her brother of theft. « Tha blind
chilfd of Zilin Pagst appears and 1 heart-
tesply repudinted by the mother.

CHAPTER XVIL
- The Green Turquolses.

“Then,” continued Dorcas, "Guleesh
lifted the lady to the horse’s back and
leaped up before her. She put her
arms about his walst and clung to
him tightly. ‘Rise, horse, rise,’ he
orled. The horse and all the hun-
dreds of horses behind him spread out
their wings and rose In the alr. They
went flying swiftly across the sea."

“Miss Dorcas,” interrupted Robin in-
creduously, "I didn't know that horaes
could fily. 1 thought they trotted on
the streets ltke this." The boy slipped
down from his chalr and kicked with
his heels upon the floor.

“Guleesh’'s horse had wings—all
fairy horses have wings,” Dorcas
laughed.

“Did you ever see a falry horse?”

“I'm afrald I never did."

“Then how do you know that It's
true?”

“Fairy storles tell us so."

“Oh.” The child's brown eyes turned
to her eagerly. They were Interrupt-
ed by a knock at the library door.
Jason entered.

“] reckon yo'se awful busy dis arter-
noon, Missy?"

“Not if there 1s anything 1 can do
for you, Jason."

“Emiline's downstairs. You know
who Emiline 187" He paused and
glanced at Robin.

Dorcas nodded.

“If 't wan't be inconvenlencin’ she'd
like to mee yo'.”

“Why does she want to see me,
Jason ™"’

“1 can't tell, Missy. Bhe's des kep'
apleadin’ en a-pleadin’ fo' yo' to see
her, so I tol' her, I'd ask yo'."

“I'll see her. And, Robin, suppose
you go with Jason for a little while.
He keeps a doughnut jar in the pan-
try. Make Jason tell you a story, Fly-
ing horses are nothing to the wonder-
ful things he has seen.”

Emillne entered timidly and stood
y alting untll Dorcas pointed to a
obalr. Bhe was a neat-looking yellow
girl, but there was a worried look on
her good-natured face.

“Anything wrong, Emliline?’ asked
Doroas.

“Wrong! Eberyt'ing's wrong, Mis'
Wentworth. ['se lef’ Miss Paget fo'
good en all. Lawd, what a whack she
hit me when I tol' her somet'ings 1
thought!"

“She struck you? Dorcas stared
at the girl in astonishment.

*'Deed, Mis' Wentworth, she struck
me hard, stralght 'cross my mouf wid
her han’. I could take de law to her,
1 reckon, en git damages, but 1 ain't
a-goin’ to. I'se scared to death ob
bavin' anyt'ing to do wid her” The
girl's face seemed to whiten, and she
clasped her hands In an agony of ters
ror. “l wouldn't wuk fo’ her nohow—
I'd ruther go on de streets. Mig' Went-
worth, her tugquolses am a-turnin’
green!”

“What do you mean?”

Emiline spoke in a frightened whis-

“Her tugquoises am a-turnin’ green,
1 ‘clar’ fo' Gawd, dey 1a!"

Dorcas lsughed. The octoroon's
statement was so Irrelevant it was al-
moat funny.

“Lawdy, Mis' Wentworth, don' go to
laughin'. I reckon yo' don't know what
an awful t'ing dat is to happen. 1
nebber heard tell ob hit but once, Hit
don' happen exceptin’ when a woman's
es wicked es de ol’ serpint herself!”

“Emiline, what on earth are you
talking about?” {

“My granny once worked fo' a wick-
ed lady—was back in slave days. 1
‘member hearin' her tell ‘bout it when
I was a little gal. Her Misses was
an army lady, rich en beautiful ez
could be, but she done hated her hus-
band en der was anodder man she
was sho’ sot arter, Her husband, de
fine ol' army man, he died sudden one
night. She had er necklace on, de
bluest tugquoises yo' ebber see, en de
next day dey turped green. Den dey
found out she'd polsoned him. Dey
would have hung her, but she drowned
herself. De tugquofses was on her
neck when dey pullad her out ob de
ribber—dey was green a8 grass.”
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Dorcas shivered. "“Emiline, what
has this to do with Miss Paget?”

The girl's eyes grew round with ter
ror.

“She had er necklace ob~de swellest
tuqquoises gib her a month ago by &
gemman. Bhe's always gittin' pres-
ents fr'm gemmen. Dey was ez pale
blue ez de sky when she got dem. 8he
wears dem all de time, day and night.
You sea dem on her when she was
netin'?”

Doreas nodded. L
“She nebber takea dem off, One
day I tol' her dey wa'n’t near ez blue
ez dey used to be. Bhe took dem to
a jeweler man en hed dem cleaned. Hit
didn’t do dem a mite ob good. Dis
mornin’,” Emiline. paused as in terror
of repeating it, “dis mornin', Mlis'
Wentworth, ez sho' ez Gawd made me,
dem tuqquoises was turned green!"
Doreas sat staring at her.

“1 screamed when 1 sot my eyes on
dem." The girl's teeth chattered. “She
asked what was de matter, en I tol’

The Girl's Eyes Grew Round With
Terror.

her de story ob de ol' Colonel's Misses.
Dat's when she whaled me 'cross de
mouf.”

“But,” queried Dorcas with a pus-
tled frown, "“what does it all mean?"

“Lawdy, dem tugquoises would have
stayed eky-blue on o', Mis' Went-
worth, er on any lady dat wa'n't doin’
all dem kind ob wicked t''ngs."”

“Rubblsh!"

“1 swar to de Lawd hit's true,” cried
Emillne appealingly. “I've heard my
granny tell hit many a time.”

Dorcas laughed. Although the story
was absurd, her skin had grown chlilly
while Emiline talked.

“I'll tell yo'." The girl's volce grew
intense. "Don' yo' 'member she had
dem tugguolses on las' night when yo'
come in wid de little blind boy? Lawd,
1 could er choked her dead wid my
own han's! Bhe was de ol' debll his-
self, en der's a judgment a-comin’ on
her, When yo' was gone, de tinge
she done may was curdlin’ to de
blood!"

“Miss Paget {8 not a good woman 1
know, but——"

“Good!" interrupted Emiline, "“She
dldn’t murder nobody den, en I reck-
on she ain't since, but dar was murder
in her heart! En den, dls mornin'—
'fore she woun' out 'bout de tugquoises
—somet'ing queer happened, somet'ing
terrible queer!”

“What?"

*S8he come upstairs wid er bunch ob
letters in her hand, right arter lunch
time. Bhe lald dem down; but befo'
she done took off her t'ings she took
anodder one out er her muff. 'Fo’ she
took her hat off she opened it en
read it. She dropped de envelope on
de floor. 1 saw It. Hit wa'n't ad-
dressed to her, hit was somebody
else’s letter.! The negro girl paused
{rresolutely for a moment.

“Well? queried Dorcas.

“Hit was fo' ‘Mrs, Allce V. Bourne,
Gotham Theater.'"

“‘Allce V, Bourne'!" Dorcas jumped
to her feet,

“Yessum.,” Emiline's tongue ran on
excltedly. “Miss Paget, she was took
wid de queerest fit yo' ebber sce arter
gshe done read it. She lay back en
screeched en laughed. Bhe got clear
hystericky. Den, all of er sudden, she
started to Are questions at me 'bout
little Julle Bourne en Mrs, Bourne, en
where dey llved en where dey come
fr'm. 1 didn't know nuffin' but where
dey llved. 1 went up once to Harlem
wid Mrs, Bourne to help her bring
some stuff ob Misa Julie's to er.”

“Where did she get the letter?™
asked Doreas.

“Yo' kin search me,"” answered Emi-
line brigkly. "“Dat ‘oman ‘ould steal
er murder er any ol' ting."”

There was a long sllence. Emliline

M

“Mis' Wentworth,” she asked hest-
tatingly, “ef yo' hear ob er good place,
would yo' send fo' me? Jason, he
knows where to fin' me anytime.” Bhe
pausad Irresolutely. “You don' want
a nurse fo' de little blind boy, I rpck-
on. [I'se er born nurse. | like It!™

“1 don’t know yet, Emiline, what
plans 1 can make, or what will be done
with Robln; but I'll try to find some
work for you."

CHAPTER XVIII.
The Irony of Fate.

Wentworth locked himself In the li-
brary one Saturday morning. Oswald,
with quiet Insistence, had continued
the demand that he break away, go
home, and begin work on another play.

“Business can be carried along with-
out you,” was his dally assurance.
““The House of Esterbrook' is good
for another season, perhaps for more
than one, and we ought to look ahead.
1 am asked every day if you are writ-
ing another play. You ought to strike
while the iron is hot. The luck we
are having should be an inspiration to
,0“-"

The Waverly Place house was per-
fectly still. Enoch seated himself be-
fore the desk, cleared off the blotter,
laid out a heap of copy paper, fllled
the Ink-well, and udiusted & new pen.
He leaned his hen1 upon hls hand
for a few minutes, and his listless
eyes fell upon a calendar. He dis-
covered that It bore the dates of
March instead of April. He tore off
the record of weeks which had passed
and dropped it into the waste basket.
The pen rested listlessly between his
fingers, When he tried to write with
it the Ink had dried. He did not dip
it in the bottle again. A érall of sleep-
lean days and nights lay behind him
—he felt as if his brain had drowsed
at its post.

He picked up a rubber band, twisted
It about his fingers, then pulled 1t
thin till it suddenly snapped In Wwo.
He shook himself as If a strenuous
effort to wake up. For days he had
been evolving what seemed llke a
virlle plot for a play. He tramped the
streets to do his thinking and planned
the scenario from beginning to end.
The night before he had locked him-
self in his office at the Gotham and
In a frenzy of haste shaped out each
scene on his typewriter.

The manuscript lay at his elbow.
He read it through. Suddenly he re-
nlized that the stuff fell short, of
what he could not decide. It lacked
reality, He compared it with Merry's
drama. The story in that rose up out
of the paper, each character a living,
breathing man or woman. This story
was dead, absolutely dead. He lifted
the sheets and deliberately tore them
acroes, gritting his teeth while the
paper zipped, as a man does when he
is in pain. "

He picked up a letter which lay be-
side him on the desk. It was ad-
dressed in Merry's irregular writing.
There was nothing Inside the envelope
but a check for an amount in five
figures, Wentworth glanced at it, then
tore it across. He had sent the check
to the actor without a word; it repre-
sented the entire royaltiea on the
“House of KEsterbrook.” The mall
brought it back to him as it had gone,
A small clock ticked out the time on
top of the desk. #He remembered it
was & Christmas gift from Merry. The
ceaseless round of its second-hand fas-
cinated him.

"It would be great If one could work
a8 that ridiculous needle does,” he
thought. “It s such a lifelike thing.
It goes on with a regularity that
feazes & man, never pausing day or
night, never dropping out or balking
88 we humans do when the brain goes
numb. I wonder,” Enoch loafed back
in his chair, "1 wonder If it 18 too lata
to come back. It doea not seem pos-
sible that a man could undergo a phy-
sical change in a few months while he
Is still hale and hearty. They say such
& thing does come, though—quick as
scat, when your arteries harden, or
something of that sort happens. I'm
forty-two® A man isn't old at forty-
two, and yet—I feel old today. 1 sup-
pose,” he stared steadily at the face
of the little clock as If it were a hu-
man countenance, "] suppose this 1s
part of the scheme they call retribu-
tion."”

He uttered the last word in an un-
dertone as if sqme one were within
hearing. There had been moments—
especially in the dead of night—when
he had longed to lay bare his soul to
a father confessor. The conscience
which had elept for months awoke
and was raging at him like & demon.
He sat silent, golng over his life step
by step from the day when he was
confronted by temptation and fell.
Dorcas had branded him as a thief.
Still she had kept her word and never
sgain questioned the authorship of the
play. Her accusation left a welt in
his soul like a stroke from the thin
end of a whip. It was a welt which
had not healed. He knew she had
spoken the truth. He dropped his
head upon his arms., It was years
slnce he had sald a prayer. He had
forgotten the form that prayer takes

“God,” he murmured, “if there, s
any way for me to come back—and
begin again—show me that way.”

He did not raise his head; In an
apathy he was listening curlously to
a commotion In the lower part of the
house, From a wrangle of volces in
the hall rose the clear tones of a
woman. He jumped to hig feet with
consternation in his eyes and Hung

the door open, While he stood mo-
tionless lstening his forehead wrink
led in perplexity. A cabman was car-
rving a trunk upstairs, It was so large
that it blocked the stairway. A few
stops below Jason tried In valn to
pass.

“Yo' aln't got no right to tote dat

rose to go.

trunk up dar without Marse Went:

worth’'s say #0.” erled the old negro.
“I'm gwine tell him ‘bout hit"

When a woman's volce from the low-
er hall answered, Enoch’s face went
pallid white.

“You dippy old black fool, [ know
my business. Cabby, take up that
trunk as 1 tell you to.”

Wentworth could hear Jason expos-
tulate agaln, “Marse Enoch don' know
you're comin’. Missy Dorcas am out
en she ain't gib me no orders 'bout
company.”

“Missy Dorcas!” repeated the wom-
an with a contemptuous laugh. “Get
this out of your noddle straight away:
I'm not company Miss Dorcas Is ex-
pecting. And here’s a bit of advice,—
lose your doddering old jaw, then an-
Rounce me to your master."

Enoch, with a few quick steps,
reached the top of the stalr and leaned
over the balusters. The cabman
glanced at his stern face, then drop-
ped the trunk from his shoulder and
steadled It on thé edge of a step.

“Stay right where you are,"” ordered
Wentworth abruptly,

He turned to the woman, who stood
on the stalr. She lifted her face and
greeted him with a derisive Jaugh.

“Will you be good enough, Mliss
Paget, to tell me what this Intrusion
means?"’

The Englishwoman laughed again.
It was a peculiar laugh, a sweet, shrill
ripple, without a ghost of merriment
in it. It had a thrill as of something
demoniac, She did not answer his
question, but turned to the cabman.

“Take that trunk up and eet it on
the landing. 1 can't pass while you
block the stalr. Then go down and
walt until 1 call you."

The man obeyed. The actress
paused on the top step and looked
down at Jason. “As for you,” she
looked at him with a sneering smile,
“mind your own business now. 1 have
anpounced myself to your master.”

Wentworth stood with his hand
upon the railing of the stailr. His face
was stern and there were hard lines
about his mouth. He held the door
of the library open.

“Come in here,” he sald. There was
no cordiality in his welcome,

The actress brushed past him with
a short, unpleasant laugh. Her man-
ner was full of seif-confidence. Went-
worth realized that he had never seen
her look more beautiful; still his
pulses did not quicken by a beat. She
wore a gown of strangely lurid blue
which few women would have dared
to affect. The harmony between the
dead gold of her halr and a willowy
blue plume that swept down from her
hat was almost startling. Her attl-
tude was aggressive and a certaln
sense of power lay behind her the-
atrical entrance, Enoch's face settled
into a frown, although his eyes were
full of scowling perplexity. He rapped
the door shut and turned the key in
the lock.

“Now,” he demanded sharply, “be
good enough to tell me what this
means."

“Aren't you going to ask me to sit
down?" The woman spoke with an
enticing smile.

“No. I have no intention of asking
you to stay so long."

Zilla Paget laughed and sank lan-
guldly into a chair beside the fireplace,

“1 would suggest that you sit down,"”
she sald suavely.

Enoch shook his head,

“You may get tired before 1 am
through tafking. It will take some
time to discuss this affair.”

“What affalr? Wentworth turned
“Don't be

on her with gquiet scorn.

“Tell Me What This Maans,” He De-
manded _!hnrply.

foolish enough to try blackmail, Any-
thing like,” he paused for a moment
as If trylng to find a suitable word,
“like sentiment for instance—or call
it what you wish—died a natural
death one afternoon when I tried to
explain things to you. The minute a
woman lets herself go and shows the
devil in her makeup at white heat,
sentiment can die—dle a very sudden
death. Hesldes, I have nothing on my
consclence. 1 treated you as gener-
ously as any man would have done
under the circumstances.”

Miss Paget threw back her bead and
lanughed. “Sit down,” she advised.
“This 18 & different affair entirely.
Do not flatter yourself; there is not
a ghost of sentiment in this."

Enoch walked to the mantel, leaned
his elbow upon it, and stared down
at her. “I'll give you exactly ten min-
utes to explain what you want, If it
s about your child, 1 am quite as anx-

fous to get him out of my; house as
you are.”

“My child! 1 will relleve your mind
on that point immediately. It ia not
my child 1 want. If your sister wauts
to play foster-mother, she ia quite
welcome to him. When I think of 1t”
she began slowly to draw off L
glovea, “Miss Wentworth has really
done me a great favor.”

“Oblige me then,” Enoch’s voice was
full of cold indifference, “by getting
down to business as quickly as pos-
sible. You must be gone before my
sister comes in.”

“Indeed.”: The actress looked up Into
his face with an insolent smile. “Why
should we hurry? 1 want to ask you
a few guestions, [ understand you are
writing a new play.” B8he turned to
glance at the litter of manuscript on
his desk. “Is there a part In it for
me?”

“l have not begun to place parts
yet.”

“Ah!" Bhe watched him with calm
serutiny. “How I8 it eoming along!?
Will it be as big a go as "The House'
has been?"

“Is It any of your businesa?”

“Probably not; still, I am interested.
I have been wondering,” she spoke
slowly, as If thinking aloud, “if it can
posgibly come up to the expectations
of the public. A second play Is often
such a—rotter.”

“What in thunder are you driving
at?" asked Enoch flercely.

She sprang to her feet and faced
him. There was a malevolent sneer
in her face.

“My opinion i{s that anything you
could do woull be a rotter.”

“Why?"

Zilla Paget drew one hand from her
muff and pulled out a few sheets of
crumpled paper. She lald them on
the table, smoothimg them carefully
with the blank side up., Suddenly she
turned them over and placed both her
hands firmly on the paper.

Enoch took a few steps forward and
peered down through his glasses, His
galt grew unsteady and his fAngers
gripped at the edge of the table. A
purplish flush swept over his cheeks,
then he became ghastly pale. His very
lips grew white, There were gray
hollows about his eyes like the shad-
ows which creep into a face after
death. His mouth moved, but he did
not utter a word, because his tongue
touched dry lips.

“l knew you would understand,”
murmured the woman.

Wentworth's hands sprang at her
wrists like the grip of a wild beast
snatching at its prey.

“Don't,"” entreated the actress. “You
hurt terribly. You do not know how
strong you are. Besides—you are fool
ish, horribly foolish. If you should
tear this, it i nothing but Exhibit A.
There are hundreds of sheets where
it came from. And let me tell you—
they are where you won't find them."”

Wentworth unclasped her wriits,
but his eyes were blazing with mur
derous fury. He turned with & quick
gesture to the wall behind him.
Against a rug of Oriental matting
hung a collection of savage weapons.
The woman watched him with cool
unconcern. He seemed to be search-
ing rapidly with his eyes for some-
thing. He laild his hand upon a long
thin dagger. Here and there its blade
had rusted te blackness, but its edge
was deadly keen. He jabbed the point
of it Into his blotting pad. It curled
over lithely, as a Ferrara does. Then
he glanced at the woman beslde the
table. Hls eyes were glittering with
the bloodthirsty passions of the primi-
tive man. -

Zilla Paget lifted a lorgnette which
hung at her wrist by a jeweled chain.
She clicked It open, raised it to her
eyes—and laughed.

“] wonder,” she murmured, “if you
realize how ridiculous you look. You
are too whitelivered to do such a
thing as that. Besldes,” she glanced
about the sunlit room, “where could
you hide the body 1"

Enoch tossed the blade upon his
desk and began to walk up and down
the floor. He rolled his handkerchief
into a hard ball and dabbed with it
continuall, at his molst forehead. ‘The
woman sat perfectly still. Bhe turned
to fold the sheets of paper, then she
laid one hand upon them and lay back
gracefully in her chair. . .

Wentworth turned on her with a
sudden question, “How much do you
want for—Exhibit A and the rest of
the evidence?"

She shrugged her shoulders. "1 have
no intention of selling It

“Then what's your price?' Enoch's
question snapped like a pistol shot,

She looked up at him with a de.
rislve amile.

“My price s ridiculously small,
much less than It is worth. I am,
merely coming here—to live."

“You are coming here—to llve?
Here—Iin the house—with my sister?"

“Here—in the house—with your sis-
ter,” she repeated mockingly. “'Hxaet-
Iy. 1 have taken a fancy to this part
of the city. It is rather attractive for
New York. I think I shall enjoy the
soclety of your—sister. You will not
find me a troublesome guest. 1 can
fit In happlly to your home circle.
Part of my luggage is there In the
hall, you know. The rest is down:
stairs.”

(TO, BE CONTINUED.)

Seemed Probable.

Henry Cabot Lodge of Massachu-
setts and & fellow senator sat at
lunch In the senate restaurant one
day, and Lodge confided in his asso-
clate that he hoped to die in office.
The other senator noted that Lodge
was eating green apple ple, with lots
of eream on it, and French sardines—
Lodge's favorite mnoonday repast.
“Well,” he observed, “if you keep on
ealing combinations llke that maybe
you'll soon get your wish."

| Comfortable

SICK?
TIRED?
WEAK?

If this describes
your present con-
dition you should
immediately get
a bottle of

HOSTETTER'S

STCMACH
BITTERS

It will help WNature
overcome all Stomach,
Liver and Bowel 1lls, re=
stors the appetite, pro-
mote health and vigor,

AWOKE THE HUNTER INSTINCT

Alert Traveler Evidently Imagined
Providence Had Thown “Game"
Within His Reach.

Gllbert Parker, the English suthor,
tells of an English gentleman, who re-
cently came to this country to visit
some friends in Californla. "In com-
mon with most travelers he supposed
game was plentiful everywhere in that
state, 8o he carrlied with him the nee-
essary guns and ammunition.

“As his train neared San Bernard.
Ino—just before making the moun-
taln climb—there was a delay. Bev-
eral hours passed, and still the traln
remalned stationary; and our traveler
friend grew restive, and sought the
porter of the Pullman car to ascertain
the cause of the delay.

“It seems that In mounting the
grade a freight train had broken apart,
the rear portion having descended the
grade and blocked the track. The por
ter Informed him of the accldent to
the frelght train, and said, "‘There I8 a
caboose on the track.

“Immediately the ‘hunter’ Instinet
was awakened; hastening to his berth,
he procured his gun and started for
the door saying:

**Show it to me! Bhow It to me!""™

Oh, That Way!

“It'e such "a silly superstition to be
always picking up pina!”

“You may call it a superstition it
you wish, but I know a chap who
makes about $8 a week by doing It."

“How can a fellow gather that
many "

“He works in a bowling alley."—
Judge.

No Kick Coming From Mule.

“Is that your mule,” asked the man
going fishing.

“Yasslr,” sald the colored man, who
was sitting on a log by the road.

“Doeas he kick?'

* 'Deed, mistuh, he ain’t got no cause
to kick. He's gittin' his own way
right along. I'm de one dat's havin'
de worry an' dificulty.”

An Apposite Cholce.

Bishop Evans Tyree at a dinner Ir
Nashville was nsked If he had any
idea of preaching on the new fashlona
—the backless evening gown, slashed
skirt and so forth.

“No,"” sald the bishop; “such an idea
has not occurred to me. If, however, 1
should preach on the new fashions |
would assuredly choose my text from
Revelation.”

Up to Date.
He—A husband must be obeyed.
She—Oh, cut out your must-y phllce
ophy!

Keep Cool

and

\

Don't spend so much of
your time cooking during hot
weather; and your family will
be healthier without the heavy
cooked foods.

Post
Toasties

They're light and easily
digested and yet nourishing
and satisfying. No bother in
preparation—just pour from
the package and add cream
and sugar—or they're mighty
good with fresh berries or
fruit.
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