of rigid if just.pi 'z&gxesﬁ id pass- |
ed him by wﬂm ) e, refus-
ing to recognize’a man whom others
would have acknowledged as a
hero. S
Geoffrey smiled bitterly, not un-
grepared for this slight; indeed,
is own face had been set and
hard enough.
-This was one of the few men who
had been present at that card party
at which someone had.cl ated—a
suspicion formulating at last into a
direct_sccusation againsé Harding,
to be ‘received by~hmm in silence,
without any attem defence.

3 'j)rb'ﬂ_o.- a8 it was turned towards
Harding. Then he remembered. A
famous star of song, visiting the
city, ‘had declared her intention of
singing in the square for the bene-
fit of ‘those too poor to pay “for
phcea' in the opera house.

. {1i - All the street trafic had been
suspended, for this woman, young

——— 7 |but already famous, had captured

“fhey “call your expeditionary|every music-loving city of Europe.
force ® legion of lost souls. Let me| ‘A small band of stringed instru-
‘make one of them. Only before you | ments, grouped behind her, was to
aoccept me as a recruit you must|accompany her, and now a hush,

. know one thing.”’ : 3 an expectant silence, fell over that

done. And you must be proud,
Geoffrey, for the world is ringing
with your deeds and the courage of
your little band of heroes.”

He sprang from his chair, col-
oring and confused, a picture of
absolute embarrassment.

“Oh, it wasn’t anything very
much, after all,”’ he expostulated.
““There’s been a lot of fuss—and for
m{ part I am tired of it. That was
what made me clear out of Eng-
land. I'm going away again—
soon.”’ e
““Again?’ Was it a treacherous

TESTED RECIPES.

‘Ths young man- had spoken in
~- hard, even tones, but now, a8
" ‘paused on those last words, ‘there
... was & slight break in his voice, &
- ‘touch “of_ .~ almost uncontrollable

“emotion that was, however, in-
stantly repressed. e

' The man upon whom he
most forced his :

"“thoughtful frown casting a shados
.over his worn, sun-b

ures = :

v nzioi s man 3

mahd. The other obeyed.

. e

‘waiting crowd."
he | -Harding bent eagerly

¢ | she had & wonderful voice? -

fancy, or did there sound in that
voice some touch of regret. ‘‘You
have not yet told me what it was
made you leave England in the first
instance ¥’

He frowned unconsciously.

““A roving disposition,’”’ he
turned, evasively.

‘I understand,’”’ she replied,

little hardly. ‘‘After all, you were
only a boy,

longing for adventure
in unknown lamgsl.13 7

Was it pique that gave such an
edge of ice to her tome, or real
contempt ?

“By the way,’”’ she went on, ‘I
wonder if it .will interest you to
know that I am going to be mar-

; € forward,
his eyes staring, his breathing hur-
ried, his soul shaken by a wave of
.. Was he mad or dreaming, or was
this woman, this dazzling figure in
the forefront of fame, one he had

gsionately loved five years ago,
‘a girl then, but unknown
her own little world, albeit

re-

a

beyond

Tt mrst ‘be she—he could not be
m n.. He would have known
‘her by the beat of his heart had
she  passed-a shadowy form in a
darkened place, he could have pick-
ed her out from the brightest of
8

The scandal had not been widely
circulated at the time—he was too
unimportant a young man for it to
create a sensation—but now that
prominence had been, in 8 measure,
forced upon him, it was always pos-
sible that it would find it way into
some of the baser gossip journals—
rags that trade in scurrility.

'ﬂrning towards home one night,
almost upon the eve of departure,
he passed outside a big restaurant,
attracted by a small crowd. In the
centre of them, with flushed face
and defiant attitude, stood” King,
addressing ‘them in foolish,” hector-
ing tones. e

In a moment Harding was at his

_ Haricot beans and Spanish on-
ions served with baked bacon will
make an excellent and economical
dinner.

Vegetable Shape.—Take boiled
potatoes, carrots, and cabbage in
equal proportions. Mash - these
together with butter, salt, and pep-
per. Press all into a mould and

bake in a cool even for an hour.

Stewed Cheese.—Take four oun-
ces of dry cheese which has become
too dry and hard for table purpos-
es. Set this in a stewpan with a
gill of milk and half an ounce of
butter, and stew the whole very
gently till dissplved. When nearly

very tasty if cooked as follows: Cuf
the kidney into. thin slices, - flous
these and fry & nice brown in.d:
ping. When cooked, make a .
gravy in the pan. putting in & su
piece of butter, a quarter.of &
of boiling water, pepper ‘andisalé,
and a tablespoonful of mushreom
ketchup. Let the gravy beil up,
stir well, addthedmefhén&‘
simmer gently for ten minutes, &
serve on a thick round of
Stewed Knuckle of Vi
four pounds of the veal
on to simmer, let it ¢
hours in two quarfs of
with salt and pepper.

cut up an onion wash fo

heaven’s angels.

“But tow, instead of an obscure

girl, she was a star of song—a wo-

e ~ | man with a matchless gift, he had

ss glanee ] ?:en tol_nh this v;og,a.ln known to
Y T , : me as Margaret Delvaln.

ute upon that sullen, reckless face, “She began to sing, the notes fall-

o St an et foe al e boyishages g%, Wi S haukd cadonces,

of rice, and when the veal I
mered for one hour ad

it. Take care that all

ly, adding at the last

tul of chopped parsl

ried ?"’ ; . g ]
- Harding was silent, an and side, holding his arm 1n. a close | cold, 7
perplexed with himself ohszzcount -g:;l;d Ig.a‘fle;etitt:;n.yomds,_ and -the| piedish and brown in the oven.
of an overwhelming semse of dis-|  mp. sioht of him seemed to sober | A Plain Batter Pudding. — For
may that had come over him. Kim -b‘gt- s siislicsonts Sprile a quart basin take twelve table-
‘.‘W_ho—who is it?’ He asked the glint«o e faoe“‘b’&s hemobeyn A the spoonfuls of ﬂ?ur, a good .pmch of
question quietly, after & pause. | othor and passively entered & taxi salt, and by dégrees mix with three
“‘Barton King,’”’ she murmured.| ;. ;’a ﬁ,pa he'lidn st beaten eggs. Finally, beat all
“You know him "’ W“‘{t,_ g F‘?y'ht‘“ 0 he thoroughly. with onme pint and a
His face lighted. d “,B“tlr_’ll’ﬁ t i'vz hadurll:l’ow o half of milk. Let stand for an
“Yes; we were friends in the fi:, 1w b2 n e between Margar- hanr. Then beat up again, pour
past.” Barton King, who knew et);. ¥} !: aal? o s into & well-greased mould, and boil
what the world did not know—what usnhe hi: “n ow up P’ For all one hour and a quarter. iR
only the dead man, Horace Stone, |, . it ::s - ssibﬂsf Geof Brown = Scones.—Take half a
had divifed—his own innocence in | L5 C2re 1t SR8 DO eice the won. | pound of wholemeal flour and half
-that ugly*eposode. ‘‘I—I am glad,” ar }; 1 (;aepftliln;! ..,"{:- eﬁmf Kin'— a pound of white flour, add a tea-
he said. - ‘‘Barton King had all the de:eut.e:ie llte ’-ﬁt'" l‘Q ﬁ;a’-'{m wi!;g .spoonful of baking-powder and
gifts, all the chances, and he will i ] o some salt. Mix her thret
: a sneer, that ugly expression deep- ; together three
gval'xl:n ;gztbz‘;ﬁecingii thea} :31 ening. 3 i ol\::oes each of lard and butter, and
8 e. orus- “ . 3} ¢ 1
e ik e was singled out fo | i it Eor"eron f Shanity |55 Sam with & HAl Ik, and Witk
;‘ “ ?gn career. Has he achieved | g fﬁnf“%ﬂe v:%s,aio o llf‘er, man | it ?akz_hall ixlxlt:okayso{t .d:ughl; Roll
- in the background © Yife.”’ out rather thick, cut into shapes;
sogzs uv;(;;(:’i!n :so;med to cause her : ”Wh;:d d% yo mean 1’1; ?ﬁoffrey br'us‘l:dove:"e with milk, and bake in
““Not yet,’”’ she said. «“He—he e‘x?ém the qug:tlonhar y. q aénte :nr:d cg:?. ke
has not been altogether fortunate.| . i(ton'm P’%}ﬁ, Im y 1‘? WOUSHY o - . 'f;hel WY« NS B>
But thes'is ime—is there nott? | SN0 S J. . o ere oot | frosh butter and g
There was & trace of doubt in the l;_mx%q how_ i 1 ;d 1;:’) ’ ak °°w’ resh bufter and one cl.lpful of cas-
voh}ple tlg: gsl(ed t(.)l:led g&lesﬁon’ and, 1;?1(;9 ioetllxse awéi'lrtlil her a.:;uZioﬁt- g:z::g;:i]fgfd gzo e;gls,,fge a :f‘l;:
whilst Geoffrey n reassuring- . 8 : : A oak it in
ly, his heart misgave him. He sud-- qnc!eldarrx:ll :ﬁvu%e}x:t gi;ﬁcl;:}rlxenb.wlslgz ful of milk. Work well together 8::: :ha:e rb::rz:;:l%ér;?.t u;t ﬁ%: :
denly .remembered certain failings speL 8 db?; "i"OS er:fime 9!1;: . and flavor with any essenpe.deslred. blood.. . While it is soaking
of = Barton’s—failingsthat , wered " - gy The b Rl W teaspoonful of baking-pow-{. ¢ ;“;jt“ as tor venl Tal
kel o handicsp & man in hie's| 2,0 S, Thef, 2 nesth ) don w0g R ead i the miture: | hoact iy 36 with o clesd cloth
. : @ 1) gty : : ’ ) 1 ) - a?? ame ;
He took his leave soon after, con- Ntc; !'!ll){ll’re!The Harding’s d:‘”?e Stesm for one hout and a half in|off the ““deat ﬂ::r; ‘Bd
scious still of that sense of desola- i’f’g st ei. o t‘l':’ : ”-81 mu:d :hu;- a greased basin. Turn out and sift full. Sew up i ith st e
tion which he had felt at her. an- bls ;y oy tlg - ‘%l::c t :d caster sugar over. % s : 1t.-m .ﬂlQ pot with two ounces
nounoensent. Al bhewas leaving the [T ung: SORGIE: ¥ oog Haricot beans cooked as follows|dripping, over
he are excellent. Boil one pint of

a V‘iv.r,’ft»‘lp?; ﬁm;
hotel he came upon the very man in when she let you a‘%ff” Og'ghl her. thi baste it frequently and turn occa-
his thoughts—Barton King. is pure and true.. 1i she loves WISy ,.;..¢ heans in cold water till you

can rub them into meal between

tonally. Cook for one hour and -
The latter started violently at| >3 _why should she not beconre :,u:;::alrzer. Sgrve "vli'-hast)ﬁa‘ﬂﬁl&E b
the sight Of Geoffrey, and his face hl?rgg fgt.,her shrugged his shoulders | YOur finger and thumb (the beans jelly.. mé‘ ;
kent a greyish hue. He seemed un- must previously soak twelve hours).
Strain off the water, add pepper

gravy and red-currant jelly. ihe.
llenl heart should be cut in thin slices,
certain whether to advance or're- su“SIllxey.woﬁl BEEL e i saniun : : .
treat. But Geoffrey would not let & s and salt and one ounce of clarified
dripping. Shake up well over the

ab table. $
‘““The differ n&a!";J F?me, ’fﬁr he 1lmd rciad thf. ]f;ralt him pass by. a:.ioeltli ?gy%@d admitting that she lafg?::gceb?!:ctﬁ:ggngt:ﬁf%
Farding. . “What-swhe]| 100 A warm letter trom i s ¥ ’ tend | cared for him.” . . . ok it be e St ;
Gooftrey g ot Tt "you]ain, zecalling an old ftiendship, _ “Come, man; you can't protend | “ifiq" your donbts’ deserve sny|fire, and eerve hot with chopped| Sl and lok it cotge o Mhe BOR. .
do you memmt Hare e hencath | ¥hen he unknown girl had been|  lower voice, "t you were ope.af | SPIANAL e L cl s i e S B Rt h the hands, half a pou
~ that steady gaze, coloring and con-  five years younger than the famous|those who didn’t know, I should But the other h wahigem:cfgklilg?r i
Beef kidney is inexpensive and’

ocold, add-a beaten egg. Put in a

mﬁg%ga

color the gravy, a
meat. : :
A Good Beef Btew.-
pound and a half of beef
into neat pieces, free from
each in seasoned flour, usi
ty of flour. ~Melt ome
dripping, and brown the
Take up the meat, add
to the fat, and stir till
gradually stir in one pint
add one onion, sprinkle wit
add one’ teupoon!ul of vine ',
pepper and salt to taste. Plage =
the meat in this, set the -pan ab
the side of the fire and let it cook
very gently for three hours. SBerve
on a hot dish garnished with sip-
pets of toast. o e
A calP’s heart makes a nice roast,
and can be cooked i a stewpam,

ated.|

so that no oven need be hei

£ ‘ PR Wﬁe& :g}‘of,ectu anpremedit-

ek t was it, sonnie P’ ‘His | ® as skylark's song, ut every
: A B note considered, every phrase
voice had altered; the iron. had shaped by art B o Bavlens: gois

goue fron nt.bospokomtlnqsgg,q" o T .
- “doards. They said T oabtbd?1 l?hadthe wonderful quality, too,
g . 3 Fon’ de.ny that only the few great _singers

. S f i) S P"'mh&-ﬂirrﬁlﬁsgxﬁhinthehung
T oo g . .= o{sn heart. that heard it strange
““That's a big blot, sonnie, on & mingled emotions of sadness and

: {o career.- It will cling to yonx’- SR
or life.””’ Frises ' -4 : ‘
Y g 1t aont] e et
- re.”’ TE gk ey R PR E 1t .3 N e
& B¢ pes & 5 = egs @Y hoe”-“h 1 *ﬁnéd 'i'&h a8 WO“‘
i}ﬁé &‘gg to",::m:",?. youtg. But, ;%:nmre&ah‘ﬂ habituted andience,
£ “it, sir, don’t moral ' sweet notes, full, rich an
o !’O,h, Tl;‘:wi ?:ice "f ﬁﬁl&-} clear, & web of entrancing sound,

¢“Will you accept me upon yous ex-4 seemed holding them in Invisible

- Y s § L 992 Fme&es. AT

A paggx: !;o‘:: 'rex.liz!y: :h:ogngers the|. When it was all over, and th®
77 deprivations?’ PREE™ % T 1ast song had been sung, they fol-
st VR e dangns Bollihe T Gant.v|lomed Ber in trinnph 8 for tokel.
e iakiined. he hre® Vit ﬁqugﬁtﬂanﬁng joined in the
Tha  at Aok ddukn’ ng .18 ‘eyes shining like stars.
ut when he approached the hotel
the old look of - stern self-repres-
sion_came back into his face, and
abruptly turning on his heel he

went off in a fresh direction.
It was all an old dream that was
pever anything more,.even in the
past, why had it come back to mock
with. reviving memories that

yes—I welcomé you
. ~among-my ~ little. flock of black
.;c~ Sheep. ‘But—wait & moment. You
ssms=have been frank with me; I shall
‘now be the same with you.  ¥You
. - mnust know's ing of your lead-
~er.. I, too, was kicked out of-club-
ago; @?&.m thing. Only, 1y ng‘_tp‘._be er- sleeping in the grave
lad” —the deep-set, eyes grew: som- gf;;uh& A .
" _tragic, so intense was. its regret— ‘quarters, it was to find there a lét-
" tghe difference between us is this— ter awaiting him. He broke the
1 was guilty.” ‘ ;< |seal withian exclamation of sur-
stanfmered

to fade, -
"“!hﬂn',

e e -

'(

suet, a teaspoonful of baking-pow-,
der, and then add sufficient water
to make a stiff paste. Roll oub
abou half an inch thick and spread;
the fruit over the paste. Roll it
up and wet the edges. Dip a pud-
ding cloth in boiling water, ‘wring
it out, and flour it, turn the paste
on to .cloth and tie it up tightly,'
allowing room for the pudding to
swell. Plunge the pudding into
the fast-boiling water and cook it

at a gallop for two hours and a
between | half. Sty oL
another , ;

THINGS WORTH KNOWING.

Buy articles of the best quality
They are cheapest in the end.

Cold water, a little ammonia, ano
soap will take out machine grease
. When wanted to use as a disin-
fectant carbolic acid will mix read-
ily with water, if the latter it
boiled.

‘Ground ginger used for-plasters
instead of mustard is just as good
to ‘“draw’” and never blisters.

Cream is an excellent substitute
for cod liver oil, and can be taken

pd' i,':e.lapsed into it with the hands, half a pound of
fused. - woman of to-day. fancy you wanted to cut me.”’. sutky s

_No moré was said, but the two|. It ‘sent the blood leaping through| The other gave a little gasp, a
men, the hardened captain of peril-| Bis velns. His stern, grey eyes|sigh as of relief. Confidence came
.enterpriset, !-this"iufnber of the glowed with sudden tenderness. To | back into his face.

s, and the lad with the stigma be in her presence again, to speak| <My dear old chap—welcome.”
Y his name, clasped with her—this woman who had been | He extended a hand, which Hard-
- enp—mhxs;.‘thoughts during all the |ing grasped. ‘‘You—you have seen

~ "|perils of those adventurous five|Margaret—you know ¢’
Geoffrey nodded.

years.
Ten minutes later he entered her{ <Come, let’s have a drink, and
a talk over old times.”’

private suite of rooms. She had
more about her of the remembered| The two men returned to where
Geoffrey was staying, and Barton

girl than the brilliant opera singer,
now that he saw her, dressed sim-|King, after a stiffish whisky, began
to talk, bewailing his ill-luck, de-

ply 'in clinging robes that fell in
claring that he was born under ad-

supple lines about her slim, tall
figure, no longer hidden beneath|yerge stars, whilst Geoffrey listen-
ed with growing but concealed ir-

velvets and furs. Sl
hands, | ritation.

She gave him both her
and eagerness showed in every feat-| The other’s exeuses for his fail-
ure. 1t was a welcome that would | ;r¢ to make his mark sounded so
L have flattered a king. The cold-| yeak and paltry to the man of ac-
ness that Harding showed to the|iion and he also strongly suspected
world fell away from him. For|that the greatest cause of them was

to be found in an unmistakable

once he lent himself to the intoxi-
cation of the moment. = predilection for alcohol that Barton
betrayed.

With animated voice she told him
Heavens! what a fate for Mar-

her history—how she had been
heard singing at some small con-|g,pet to be wedded to a man who
might soon become a moral wreck,

xy silefice, and refused to speak
again. < choid ooy agin

Geoffrey-at last  desisted, ard,
after seeing him safely to his own
home, returned te .his apartments.

He ‘was lingering over a some-
what belated breakfast—for he had
sat long into the night, anxious and
wide-awake—when . an unexpected
visitor- followed closé upon the an-
nouncement of his name.

Harding glanced at him with
steely eyes ; this was the man who
had ‘‘cut” him'a féw days before.

““I forced myself upon you, fear-
ing that you would refuse to see
me,”’” his visitor _be!an when the
door was shut.” “Harding, will
you forgive me and others for ever
doubting your honor? We should
have known better, . . In my name
and ~ theirs, .will you take my
hand ?’ :

Geoffrey looked at him bewilder-
ed ; but a sudden burden seemed to
be slipping away from his should-
ers—a burden he had carried pa-
tiently for years. |

“We know you innocent,”” the
other continued, unbending in mar-

cleared, through you, if I dared—if
there was any hope—I would tell
you that all this love, useless
though it was, has meant to me.
But as it.is—well, I know ‘there is
some other man.’’

She started nervously and looked
at him with widened eyes.

‘““You—you have seen . Barton
King? He has told you?”’

‘“Yes—that all is over
you two, that there is
man.’’

. “Yes, a man whom I pity and
love.”’

““Then, alas, there is indeed mno
hope for me.”’

““‘Wait !’ A strange and wonder-
ful smile came into her face. I
will tell you what I dare not con-
fide in him—a secret, my secret.
Geoffrey, this man whom I visit—
it is my own father—the man you
shielded.”’ .

“«But—but he is dead! He was
killed in that railway disaster!”’

““Supposed to have been; and

*
The scene came back to one of
them with vivid distinctness as he
“-sat on the balcony of his hotel
. watching with absent eyes the
: . twinkling lights of the gay Contin-
v “ental city stretched out before him.
# . 7 ‘Geoffrey Harding had accompan-
“edod ‘that € ition its rawest re-
. eruit. He had returned from it as
- captain. The man in whose service
bhe had volunteered they had bur-
ied beneath African suns, in alien
ground. ) . ;
First in every exploit where dan-
ger threatened life, vigilant, cour-
ageous,“daring, the younger man
had soon risen to be second in eom-1
mand, for military rule prevailed
amongst that little band,
Upon the death of their leader
Harding had been chosen. to- fill

* *
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cert-by a travelling impresario,

his position—a firm captain, though
the youngest there, a man of mas-
terful purpose, whose eyes, whose
voice, whose very mien carried
command.

They had done wonderful things
in Africa, wringing important con-
cessions from reluctant
penetrating inio previously unex-

chiefs, |

who had been struck by her then
untrained voice, and had offered
inducive terms.

“Terms 1 was thankful to ac-
cept,”’ she admitted; ‘‘for with the
loss of my father I was practically

nniless.”’

A grim line or two came
Harding’s face.

“‘He was killed in the accident to

with shatteresl nerves and broken
will. ;

Yet he was the man who, K must
have won her from a crowd of suit-
ors that a woman so lovely as her-
self was certain to have attract-
ed, apart from her glorious gift of

song.
The following day Hé:'ding re-
turned to England. He would not

into

vellous fashion. ‘The proofs are
in our hands. The true cheat was
Roger Dale. His daughter, the
famous diva, Margaret Delvain,
came to us herself only last even-
ing. It was her own dead father
whom you shielded. She only dis-
covered the truth itself yesterday,
only then knew that you had ever
been accused. ‘An old diary, found

thus he has been saved prosecution,
for exposure at last would have
been inevitable. He was injured,
not killed, in that accident, struck
upon the head by a.piece of wreck-
age, and ever since then he has
dwelt in mental twilight, his reason
hopelessly afflicted. Geoffrey, this
is the man in the background of my
life—this is the only man I love—

by many who cannot digest the
oil. '

To boil ham and cavbage with-

out odor, throw red peppsr pods
or a few bits of charcoal iato the
pan they are cooking in.
For seasoning soups always use.
the whole spices and peppers, put-
ting them in after it has boiled up,
and been skimmed.

plored g&rts,‘ and, although fur-

nished by private expenditure, all

the advantages they had reaped
_had been placed at their country’s
disposal—a gift that the Govern-
ment had gladly accepted.
. They would have feted Geoffrey
Hard%ng, flung laurel crowns  at
him, -dnly such things as these were
distasteful to ‘him, for many reas-
ons, and he had been glad to es-
cape from London.

Suddenly he started forward in
his wicker chair, glancing with a
e ‘ newly-awakened interest across
4 3 the wide public square upon which
his baloony looked, wondering at
the sudden animation it displayed.
Within the last few moments, as
he had been idly dreaming there,
absorbed in past reflections, it had
filled with a concourse of people.
Far and wide they stretched, fresh
arrivals swelling the human tide at
every second. A sea of human faces
upturned toward a cectain point—a
platform at the base of a column,
on which & yoman was -standing.

A huge arolamp shone down up-
on her ,uo_e,‘qi' riy revealing ber

except’’—her tone softened into
one of trembling surrender—‘‘ex-

amongst forgotten papers, betrayed
her father’s guilt. Harding, there
isn’t a club house in the whole of [ cept yourself, who so well deserve
London that wouldn’t be proud to|a woman’s love—my love.”’
throw opel[\l its doors to you. Let * ™ * * * ®
mine be the pleasant task™to assist| « 5
i ik te{,habﬂitdti'onﬁ.’f Kinvgv?l’l?t made you accept Barton
Weeks passed by, empl_oyed by * * o -, .
Geoffrey Harding in making pre-| ‘“Why did you do this?”’ The wo-
parations for departure once more. | man’s voice was tremulous with
People were at last beginning to|emotion, her eyes were misty.
leave him alone; his peace was un-| ‘‘Margaret, it was because I lov-
disturbed, and the showers of in-|ed you”' the man answered sunply
vitation cards had qlmost. ceased. “Your father begged me to take
_One thought persisted in troub-|the responsibinty of his—folly. He
ling him—that of a woman who | would have lost his appointment
n'llght be maklng the mlStake 0{ her had discovery been made; worse
life. than that, investigation once begun
Yet, what could he do to save her | other matters would have been
from a self-chosen fate? In how- | brought to light—the use he had
ever delicate a fashion, how was it | made of money belonging to others,
possible for him to hint at an-|lost in rash specula%ions_. It would
other man’s weaknesses, he -whose | have meant prison for him and a
mgc : L. jovn character was irrevocably | wrecked life for you, his child. But
ly and sat back in his chair. Then | plackened. I—I was alone—it only hurt my-
she added, _with that ear_nest“note Only that day the past had been | self, no one else.” il
coming again into her voice, And | hronght very rudely home to him,| ¢But what a price you paid to
you would have good cause to beiphad he ever permitted himselt to|gave us both!” i
vain. I have read all that you have forger i, A former friend, a man! ¢Margavet, now that my honor A

the Scottish express, was he mnot,
soon after I went away—one of the
unfortunate victims pinned beneath
the wreck and burnt in the subse-
quent fire ?”’

She nodded silently, her head
lowered. Neither spoke for a few
momeénts ; then (— :

“Why—why did you go away,”’
she asked, ‘‘in such & sudden, sec-
ret manner, without a word of fare-
well? It—it left a certain blank.”

«“Margaret’’—he bent forward,
his strong voice vibrating with
emotion— ‘was—was I missed !’

She had spoken in a tone of ming-
led tenderness and reproach, but
now she gave an evasive little
laugh.

¢Oh, I mustn’t answer that ques-
tion in the affirmative, or it may
make you vain,”’ she said lightly,
breaking the temsion of the mom-
ent. Harding laughed constrained-

remain there to risk another meet-
ing with Margaret. He possessed
the courage of a strong man who
can run away from danger that he
fears.

Add a handful of chopped wal-
nuts to your cranberry sauce be-
fore taking off the stove; it gives
the sauce a delicious flavor.

When cooking onions, set a tia
cup of vinegar on the/stove, and
let it botl, and no disagreeable
odor wjll be noticed ip the z:as—sf,
Do 1o} salt stocx THtil you hav
done skimming it, as the salt pre-
vents the scum fro mrising. Add a
very little at a time.

When baby is troubled with cold
hands fill a small sized water. bag
with warm water and let baby play
with it. It amuses as it warms the
little hands. :
Stains and discolorations on
iinware can be removed by dipping

* * * » * ®

“Can’t ycu gugss? was pets
sistent, ¥ ’ivaﬂ{ing sha%gw through l
Europe, and he had a supposed
claim upon my gratitude, for he
lied tome, as helied to you, Geoff,
when he said that it was he who
broke off the engagement.’”’

“He told me that he was the man
who had accepted my father’s guilt
in a card scandal. And this, he de-
clared. was the secret cause that
kept him down. Men looked ask-
ance at one whom they thought to AT
be an acknowledged card cheat, and | 2 damp cloth in common soda and
an a(‘_vancement waS.bat ed 0 'm‘ i rubbmg br.lskLV- Then Wash thOf‘
I believed him, until fﬁai ocked | oughly and wipe dry. 3

diary, hidden for years in a secret Many people  complain that
drawer, was discovered by myself, drinking milk always upsets their
and the paltry meanness that had digestion. The reason is not that
been played upon my pity revealed, | the milk 1.ts_elf is not wholesome,
together with your silent heroism.” | but that it has been tskes toq
—London Tit-Bits. quickly. &
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