f 1 wail. triond.*
1
| A sense of desolation settled down| “You do pnot know him, Miss Gray-
E u upon her when she realized that Moll fson, ¥e fs not a man who anyone
il ¢ L -8 waa gone away, yol she was at peace! trusts.™
about it. At least she need not alweys | S e | : ¥t
= B 7 fearing lest her relatives should| A8 FOR GWR0 O Rt know Lim,
Ee i In (d ;ng 0 unpleasant to him, or that emn- | Captain Hawthorne. 1 know him »et-
barrassing circumstances might Ll-.:':-\t_'if.lfl" than you, and 1 trust him entir:ly.
where she would be obliged to ¢hoose | During our Lerrible experience togeth-

Fetween her sense of loyalty to herfer at the time of the wreck I had
lever and her sense of loyalty to her ample opportuity to test Mr. Holt,
relatives in whose Lome she was &jand I found him a gentleman and a
{guest. But for a little time she pLl!irue friend in every trying situation.”
| away thess thonghts and let her hanDY| And now indeed Jean's tone was
L hoart 4 =il on wee fact taa* he h:ltl:unmistnkabla, and the alarmed cap-

Jasper Holt

trrace Livingston Hill Lute

Author of "Marcia Schuyler”, “Phoebe Deane®, |
“The Obsesaion of Victoria Gracen”, etc.

'gent these glorious roses with tbeir;lain. who had congratulated himself
| secret message; ad finally she 1aY  that he was making pretty good head-
{down for a rest and slept, with one|way with the fair lady, made hasty

e o —— e

wondering eyes, and his patermal
frown grey.
his thrilling story spoiled by being
told it was not true, but then, his new
aunt had pretty eyes and a smile that
was good. Besides, she had promised
X8 to tell him a story, so, with mental
i reservations, he said:

: “Aw right, I won't!" and sighed to
| relinguigh this -ehoice bit of gossip,
even during the period of his auut's
! stay.

! It was a relief to Jean that her sis-
' ter came just then and sent the chil
dren off (o play, sitting down for a
real visit about home and their dear
ones.

Finally thexe eame a puuss in their
econversation akout home and the two
gisters looked at each other content-
edly, glad to be together again alter
the long separation.

“Jean, dear,” said Eleanor eagerly,
“] hope you're going to have a lovely
time while you're here. I've told ev-
ery man in the region about you and
they are dying to call on you. I don't
know how many hav tried to hribe me
i to let them be Rirst. There are no

' end of charming young fellows here,
The Post being so near brings some
14 of them, you know, and they love to
come over to our house and get a real
home meal and a glimpse of something
like what they are used to. There's
Charlie Evans, you'll like him [ know.
He's quite serious—thought of study-
ing for the ministry at one time, but
1 understand he begarn to be rather
gkeptical and gave It up. You'll be
just the ome to do a little missionary
work on him. You have great talents
in that direction 1 remember. Mother
has been telling me what wonders

!
|

|
Jamie looked at her with round,

He did not like to have

0
topic Lo another as people will do v\:ho
have been leng separated. Three dis-
tinet time did Mrs. Harrington essay
to give an extended dissertation on the |
evil deeds and ) putation of Jasper
Holt, and cach t..2e the subject was
as pummarily closed, and quietly set
aside by Jean as if she had no inter-
est whatever in the young man. It
gave the woman almost an uncanny
feeling, and actually disturbed her
seriously, so that she was threatened
with one of her nervous headaches;
and after lunch, having had to confess
to her husband that she had made
no headway in doing his bidding about
enlightening her sister with regard to
his enemy, she retired to her dark-
ened room to sleep. Jean, glad to es-
cape to quiet, fled to her roses.

Broodingly, as a mother would touch
her little child while it sleeps, Jean |
hovered over those flowers. The door
was locked safe from intrusion, and
the children sent to a weighbor's that
the house might be qulet. She drew
the little table near the great window
chair, and placed the bowl of roses
upon it.

They filled the bowl, lying heavy
headed iIn great sheaves over its rim
on their cool, luscious leaves, those
leaves of that peculiar green touched
with burnt sienna on tips and veins,
that speak of a high state of cultiva-
tion, and rare stock. She lald her
cheek against the cool yellow of the
flowers, then her lips, then her closed
eyelids, while she let her thoughts rove
back to the yesterday and the time
when their giver had been at her side;
the words he had spoken, the way he
had looked, the soi 11 of his voice, awl
the firm clasp of his hand. It all|
rushed over her in a tumult of joy and |

|far as falety was

great yellow bud nestled against her
cheek,

CHAPTER IIL

The days which followed fulfilled
all Mrs. Harrington’s prophecies 80
concerned., One
round of pleasure succeeded another.
The days were filled with pienics and
rides and the evenings with mery mak-
ings of all descriptions at all the
houses in the region rcpnd about Hawk
valley. There were not wanting many
young officers and others who were
eager to teach the sweet young strang:
er from the east to ride. orses espe-
cially trained and gentled for her use
were brought as offerings at her
shrine, and fuowers from near and war
were sent to her. The Harrington chil-
dren were in danger of becoming

' chronic dyspeptics on the surplus of

the confections with which she was
constantly supplied; and there wat no
opportuityq for her to become lonely
or morbid as the summer days sped
by in a rcund of pleasure.

Yet through it all Jean moved, lovely
and serene as a summer morning.

“She acts as if sho had been in
gociely for years,” compiained E Elgg_ugf
to her husband, “Nothing moves her
out of Ler quiet lignity. She doesn't
gush or tecoms enth wiastic at aoy
body. The sky and flowers and the
children please her more than all the
adulation she receives. One would al-
most judge her engaged or married al-
ready. 1 wonder if !¢ can be there is
a sweetheart t home we don't know
about. I must write and ask mamma.
1 can't make it out. - I thought Cap-
tain Hawthorne would surely make an
impression, ho has such charming man-
ner, and is so deferential 10 women;
but she looked at him today with that
aweet far away expression. exactly as

sorrow. This was the man she knew,
g0 kind, so tender, so strong, so true;
and that other was the one they
thought he was! She could never feel

you've worked in your Sunday school
class at the mission. And there's
Freeman Thorne, he's grave and seri-

ous enough to suit your solemnest
mood; and there are scores of others.
You'll have flowers and invitations,
more than you can attend to, pretty

soon, We've lots of plans made already
to Liely you have a good timefl But 1|
want to give you a little warning
dear.” A kind of constraint came |
her voice. *“Don’t speak about Jas
pey Holt unless you have to, and then
the very briefest word, He isn't in
,good repute at all, indeed, he isn!t I
understand how grateful you feel, of
course; yom weren’t in.a position to
judge what kind of a fellow he was. 1
don't suppose one's manuers would
rhow up very badly in the woods when
two, people had been drowning arl
barely escaped with their lives. Peo-
A ple don’t think of manners at such a
time——"

[ »'Eleanor, he was u perfect gentlo-
mao,’” put in Jean indignantly, Thera
were lots of ehavces to : “ow unre-
finement, and he was a perfect gentle-
man every time. You don't understanid,
I Eleanor,”

“Well, now dear, you'll have to trust
me a ltle. T kmow just what he is,
a badl man—a really bad young man!
Papa wouldn't have your name mixad
up with his for anything in the world!
1 know you can't be convinced, just
now, becamse you 1 come through an
unusnal experier  together, and I'm
sure I'm glad if 1.: was half descent-—
it wasn’t to be expected—though it's
what I've always claimed, that a really
nice girl always has the upper hand
of & man, even a bad man and he dare
not he rude to her. Then, of course, it
was quite thoaghtful of him to leave

away without any message.
him cradit for that, But it was most
v lortanate that he should have been
thic one to save you! Tape would not
at all approve of your having anything
. mare to do with him whatever,”

] “That is just what he said!™ said
: Jean gquietly.

{ “\What he said!" exclaimed her sis-
i ter, “Really! Then he does realize a
little what people think of him! Wall,
that is a commendable attitude, of
gourse, and if you think it necessary,

these rosem the way he did and 80|
I'll give |

that way about him no matter what
people told"her, for she had seen what
they had not. If they had been there
in her place and he had been that
gtrong companion and friend they!
might have understood. She would,

" course, respect their wishes, and
.ot do anything to trouble those who
loved her; but she would trust him al-
ways. :
And now there stirred in her mtud'f
the remembrance of that paper, the |
disposition of which she must decide !
at once. How should she get it to|
him? It would not do to send for |
him. He could not, probably would
not, come if she had. HEven a letter
which did not explain too much would
be a difficult thing to manage, at least
until she knew the way to the post
office and could mail it herself. If it
were carried by a servant or a member
of the family it might be subject to in-
spection. Yet the paper ought to go to
him at once. 8till, of course, in her
keeping it waas at least out of his ene-
mies' hands, if enemies they were,
these dear people of her swn family.
Oh, why were things at once so hitter |
and so sweet in this hard, brlght:
world? She buried her face in the|
roses again and lec their sweetness|

it close again she heard it once more.
Curious, with a fleating hop2 fleating |
through her brain, she sat up ond be- |
gan to touch the buds and blossoms |
softly, eagerly, searchingly with her
fingers. Yes, there it was, that sound
of crac!d!ns paper!

largest bud, and there, lald deaftiy in |
like another flower leal, she found a
tiny bit of folded paper. Eagerly she |
took it out and opened it, for it wnz/|
very thin and folded close, and there
was writing, small and fine, but boudly,
distinctly clear:

“I have to go away. For how long|
1 do not know. I shall not forget my
promise. You may trust me. I hope
yo uhave a happy time.”

The tears were in her eyes as she

you might write a formal little note,
very brief, and thank Vm for bring
fig you Buses, but make hivy un’
stand that he is not to presmuc—-o1,

you prefer, I might do it for you. On |

. setond thought 1 think mamma would

i profer that F—

i "1t _is mob_ jn the least necessary
' Eleanor; k-have thanked bir. Holt al-
| ready,and he undersiand perfectly

- that it would mot be agreeable to you
! to have bim come heré. You said you
. had sewing to do, don’t you want me
| to hélp you with something? I'd love
i to.".= :

. -Therp was a dignily in the sat of the
; hgaﬂu‘ﬁsﬁmmveoflip that
- made . Mrs.. Hlarrington suivey her

yo sinter - wonder and silence

. ey arese ard weni towird the

o+ The way ean had sl aside
of young Holt was masterly,

g. Harrington bhad not said vearly
she mean o =ay on tha subject

1t 8 she did not soe the way

“ldrups fell upon the roses and swoa |

read the brief message over and over
jagain, and laid her lips upon it. Bright |

1lke dew drops.

| She aearched the other b lossoms
carefully, but there were no more mes-
tmgas, and she had known there would
not be. He would not think it “square”
to write more of the things that were
in his heart, and she loved him the
more for his sense of honor toward
her.

Then she remembered the water
contraet.

Now, what should she do with the
paper? She could not give it to him
while he was away. 1t might await
his return and be lost if she trusted it
to the mail. She must wait for a few
days and see if-he came back; and
meantime she would listen and watch
as far as lay In her power, that no
harm came near his rights. If worst
came to worst she would contide in her
father. He was wise; and he would
understand. He would feel as sha did
about this matter if he kuevw all. The
difficulty would be to make him know
'all through the medium of u mere. lot-

;she might have looked at her grand-
| fathev, ©Of course it made him desper-
[ately deteimined to get aar attontion
{ but she never seemed to kKnow or care.
One w.oll aimost think it wus a
gtudied posa to get as many at ner
feet a8 peasible, if one didn't Enow
Jean Lottor.”

“pid you ever thing <tast perhaps
her thoughts vie fith thai seoundvei
Holt?' her nusband asked
wonder where the deuc? he Is. 'I'H bo

“Nonsense!” said his wifa sharply.
“She never mentions him. She has for-
gotten all about him. I think she was
extremely annoyed at our making so
much of his bringing her home."”

“Well, don’t you be too sure. I won-
der where the deuce he is. I'll he will-
ing to bet he's up to sume mischief.”
“Don't worry,” said his wife, “I'm
only too glad he's taken himself away.
I hope he'll keep hidden until Jean is
safely home againfi so we won't be
annoyed.”

“1 hope he'll come back and let us
see what he's up to," growled her hus-
band as she left the room.

And at last one dy shortly before
Jean was to return to her father's
house, Helt came back.

With him appeard 3cathlin, rlding
aty town daily, slde by side ki=a the
younged man, on one of Holt's horses;
looking older, with a sheepinsh ex-
pression and a shift eye that failed to
meet men's gaze. It was rumored

rush over her. As she di? so a slight | ;. polt had found him with & brok-
rus.tllnx sound startled her, ind when | en led, nursed him into strength again |
ghe lifted up her face and thon pressed | ., 4 prought him home. Those Who we entertained a number of English Tom-

knew Satchlin felt that Holt's power
over him was more than that of grati-

It havpened that Jean was riding
with the Captain one morning when
they came down to the post office to-
gether, and the glad smile with which

frightened expression as she Tecog
nizod Scathlin. Her escort was 5O as-
tonished at having to lift his hat to
Holt that he failsl to notice her star-
tled glance,

Nu one could have told Ly Holt's
one of all the eac*h to him. % iy th

.1 In his eves to'd of his joy In
seelng her once more, 2ud reasured
the girl as she glanced from Scathlin
back to his own tace. It was Captain
Hawthorne's annoyed drawl that re-
called her to the present of the
whi¥l of joy that tié .ot of H-I
brought.

“Where in the world did you ever
meet that scoundrel that ke should
presume to speax to you?"

A fiusn of indignation rose to her
cheeks, her chin tilted just the slight-
est bit hapghtily and her ewes hLeld
a dangerous light in them,

“Excuse me, Captain Hawtrone, Mr.
Holt is my friend. He did me the
greatest service ohe can do for an-
other. He saved my life.”
| “f beg your pardon, Miss Grayson, I

the case of course. One is always

erous, sometimes, but have a care!
You do not know Holt! It's the ¢ .y
1good thing I ever heard of him,
he saved your life.
been my privilege instead of his.”

stand me.

grave Low that he was saeeting the,
8

dldn’'t mean to offend you. That alters '

grateful for one’s life, and may thank
even a dog. “~You can afford to be gen-

I womd it had

“Thank you, Captain Hawthorne,”
Jen spoke frigidly, “but you misunder-
1 am not speaking to Mr.
Hoilt becuse I am grateful or gensrous,
ane [ter.  But for the prément she wa ald | but becaunse [ honor and trust him as a

| apologies,

“I beg your pardon, of course,” heo
said humbly., “I'm sure I'm glad to
hear that he behaved decently. To
Itell you the truth I don't know much
personally about Holt. I've only taken
| what others say; and I've always
thought his reckless appearance bore
out their insinuations. Forgive me it
I have annoyed you, and try to forget
what I've said. This day is perfect
and the road is particuiarly fine. Shall
we try a gallop?"”

Jean was glad of the relief from
conversation, and kept her horse on a
wild gait the most ot the way; for
her mind was in a tumult. How was
she to ge that paper to Holt and what
should she pay in explanation of its
being in her possession? The guestion
had been much in her mind during
Holt's absence, and she had been un-
able to decide just what she should
do when he returned, but now it mast
be decided at once, for there ought to
be no delay about the paper. The sin-
iister look in the faded blue eye of
Scathlin as he looked at her n:nde her
fer to keep it in her possession any
longer, .

The ride at last was ended. It had
nos been a very great succeas from tha
Saplaln's poin E%"view and he weént
away dejected, while Jean hurried to
lier room and tried to plan what to do.
The sight of Scathlin worried her, If
the old man knew what papers the
wallet had contained he probably knew
the significance of each. The conver-
sation she had overheard scemed to
includ him in the plot, if plot there
was, against Holt. Of course, since
he had returned. he would s<ek out
the other two men and explain why he
had sent the wallet; and perhaps he’
had the other missing paper himself,
the one that contained valuable infor-
mation abogt the location of ore. It
was even possible that he knéw al-
ready that she, his unwilllnug messen-
ger, had the water contract. He 1nust
have known it was in the wallet when
he gave it to her and it would be en-
tirely natural for him to think she l-ad
taken it out. Something in the gleam
of his eye as he looked at her had
made her tremble; and she long to
fly straight to Holt and give him the

paper . =kly and openly, but 1t was a
matter could not be handied open-
ly, ancd was not a diplomat, there-
fore sk. .anbled.

Final after eareful thought, and

much wi .ing and tearing up of what
she had written she framed a brief
note to Holt.

(Continued Next Week.)

Behaif of Sonsinlaw.
From Judge.

“Aftar all, despite everything that has
beon said against him, a soninlaw has uls
admirable side,” admitted Farmer Grimm.
“If you free your mind in full to the hircd
man and tell him what you think of him
and liken him to what he is, he wlil purf
up and demand his pay and quit. If you
bose and bully your son too systematic-
ally, he will run away. But, just as long
aa you feed your soninlaw and do not
actually beat and maul him, you can ®ay
what you please to him, and he will re-
main faithful."

Would See It Through,
From the S8an Francisco Argonaut.
Representative Julius Kahn sald at a
dinner: *What we call a ‘desert’ the Eng-
lish call a 'sweet.’ Offer an FEnglishman
a decgert and he wouldn't understand you.
I remeatar & dinner last yvear at which

mies. At the end of the 1ith course the
waiter approached one of themn with a
| huge digh of apple pudding. ‘Dessert,
| gir?” he asked. ‘Desert? Not me! Not
| when I get a feed lke this for nothing*' "

His Choice.
From the Dallas News.
\ Ragged Rogers—If yer had to work for

Sha folded back the petals of ihelghe grected Holt was followed bY &  jjvin' what would yer do?

| Tired Tim—1'd look fer a job makin'
spectacles fer eye Lleeth.
I Three First Aeronauts.
| From the Christian Science Monitor,
Reviewing tue story of aeronautica,
< mebody has raised a rather absurd ques-
. r. and at the same time givern honor
where honor is due, to the three first
. aeronauts. The absurd question 13 wheth-
| eér the modern aviator is as brave as were
| Pllatre de Rozler and the Marquis
| 4'Arlandes when they ascended at Parls,
| November 21, 173, in Montfolfier's
“fliimay bag fllled with hot air from a
straw fire' One may answer the ques-
tion without much hesitation: conditlons
have changed, but the men inveolved werc
| are equaliy brave. Hastorlcally, mora=-
| over, Pilatre de Rosler and the Marquis
d'Arlendes were not, In & sense, the
original aeronauts. These were the sheep,
the rooster, and the duck which had
1a5{-.ended earlier, the king and queen of
. France and a great multitude of their sub-
jects breathlessly watching, and descend-
ed two miles away in the wood of Vau-
;("I"eﬁ.':ﬂl'l. The rooater, =ays history, began
|to erow, and the sheep to graze; but
i what the duck did is apparently lost to
| human knowledge.

The Belgi 1 government his decided to
be officiclly cepresented on the mission
whi it will go to america In September
coripirising men prominent in commerce
'and industry In varlous of the European
allled natlone.

" The American battleship

Idaho,
ing ident-elect P of

Pr ¥ Brasil
from New York to Rio Janeire, stobped
| yesterday off the coast of the state of

hit  IParahyba, while Lr. Pessoa spent the

‘ay at Cabedelo, hiz birth place.

Adenvids are handicapping more than
10 per cent of the A lcan chilren in
attalning normal, heaithful development
{  marhood, accor to a recont exten-
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In po tlon centers con-
fhe, United States publig health,
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Such tender bits of fine meat—such careful season-
ing! Onetaste of Libby’s Vienna Sausage, served
piping hot, will tell you it was prepared by master
chefs! Ask your grocer for a package today.

Contents will serve two,
Libby, MSNeill & Libby, Chicago

T
She Hes tated.
“And so you proposed to Ethel last
night?” asked the young man’s sister.
“Yes, I did,” replied her brother,

Stamps for Fiume,
The Hungarian stamps which the
Italian forces seized in Flume and
overprinted with the word Fiume

sadly. apparently were In use oniy a

_ “And did she give you any encour- | short time; for now we learn

agement?” the Italians have Issued special ad-
“Oh, yes!” heslves for this oecupled Hungarian

“Then have I to congratulate you?"

‘No: she refused me!”

“But I thought you said she gave
you some encouragement?”’

“Well,” sald the youth reluctantly,
“she looked at me three tlmes before
she refused me!”

port. . These Fiume stamps of Ital-
fan z)rlptlng bear eaeh a scene from
a street In the eclty, with what is
apparently the Itallan flag flying from

one of Fiume's publie buildings.

Some fellows seem satisfied to be
to the world what tartar is to a
horse's teeth.

Its Class.
“Do you belleve In metempsycho-
8is?" “Never heard of it, Is It a new
mind cured”

Wise 13 the married man who keepa
private affairs to himseif,

| Delicate Mechanism

CArry- .

| Despite its scope Swift &
1 Company is a business of in-
finite details, requiring infinite il
attention.

Experienced men must know il
livestock buying with a knowl-
edge of weight, price, the amount

and quality of meat the live
animals will yield.

i . Eachmanufacturing operation must
" be done with expert skill and scientific

i precision. A highly perishable product
It - must be handled with speed and care
i .to avoid loss.

Chemists, engineers, accountants,
and other specialists are required to
take care of our intricate problems.

Alert wisdom and judgment must
i be used in getting stocks of goods into
it the open channels of demand through
il ous four hundred branch houses.
Branch house organizations must
show activity and energy to sell at the
market in the face of acute competi-
tion from other large packers, and
hundreds of small ones.

All these requirements ofintelligence,
loyalty, devotion to the task, are met
in the personnel of Swift & Company.
Yet the profit is only a fraction of a cent
per pound with costs at minimum.

How can the workings of this deli-
cate human mechanism be improved
upon?

Do you believe that Government
direction would add to our efficiency
or improve the service rendered the
producer an: consumer ?

Let us send you a Swift “Dollar”.
It will interest you.
Address Swift & Company,
Unfun Stock Yards, Chicago, 11,

swift & Company, U.S. A. ‘;[r"

THIS SHOWS

* WIHAT BECOMES OF
THE AVERAGE DOLLAR
RECEIVED BY

A

SWIET, & COMPANY

RS c I:"‘IPS.IY‘ mﬂ‘l:%f:‘"!
E ANIMAL

Q¥ CENTS REMAINS
wWITH

e,

N




