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CHAPTER II1.

'HE

The Colonel sat dozing before the
fading embers of a fire. His
wooden leg with its neatly fitting
shoe was propped up on a carpet-
covered ottoman. The table beside
himh held a motley array of riding
crops, bridles, dog collars, sporting
journals, and a cigar box nearly
empty ; and the floor was littered
with newspapers and muddy rid
ing boots.

Jetty walked
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noisily into the
room. She had long ago learned
the safest way to wake the Colonel.
Hedid not want to ac knowledge that
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Tom Brent is my friend,” said
Colonel. ** He lost his entire
fortune. You don’t understand
business matters, Betty, and neither
do I. But if Tom Brent was to
start another bank tomorrow, I
would deposit all T had.”’

“Not if I could help it,” added
his daughter. “‘I'm tired of
being poor I don’t know what to do.
My only party dress is ¢ If
we could only establish our claim to
the Fielc lm;: oil we 1m b
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Richard looked
degree of interest.
outstretched on the
fore the fire, as he had so often
done when a lm\ The dogs had
grouped themselves about him, and
he \\ as mml)nm' their pli m?
bacl s the fire brightened, the
“uuuhl n1 the became more
apparent, and seemed to augment
the hopelessness of his task.
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1 reckon you're right, " agreed
the Colonel in a strangely softened
mood. ‘‘I reckon the recording
angel doesn’t take any stock in oil
wells. A little too inflammable~
seem to belong to the other party !”’
He laughed at his own pleasantry
He was experiencing a great ser
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‘ The Fieldings must have been
born lucky,” said Richard. *' Strik
ing oil in these days is like finding
a gold mine.”
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hiring people to scare off the squat
ters. After \Hmmmw I wanted
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racing-stock Then along
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‘1 knowed you would come,’’ she

said. ‘‘ You always favored youl
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she was bound to be thar.”

“ Dinah I’ the Colonel said
again. He had patience with
anvthing that savored of familiar
ity with servants. Old Giles, who
had accompanied him to the war
as a body servant, had had
natural volubility suppress
during his long ye .n\ul service that
he had .uqnnwl a habit of silence
equal to a Trappist’s.

Now Aunt Dinah shut
resignedly, and stood at
right hand waiting to
plates ; the meal was a
but skillfully prepared. Hash, an
artful combination of left-overs
was served on a silver platter with
a well-seasoned gravy, the biscuits
were baked to anappetizing brown,
the tea was weak, but the dessert
of peaches, canned last season, was
delicious, and the thick eream that
Betty poured over them made
Richard forget for the moment that
the days of plenty were passed.

After supper Betty retired to the
pantry to plan thv meals for the
MOrrow. lhe last few days had
taxed Aunt Dinah’s intelligence at
contriving, and Richard’s appetite
had made the problem more com
plex. The Colonel returned to the
library, and, taking a black bottle
from the shelf of the corner cup-
board, he promptly began his
nightly potations.

Richard sat down
swinging lamp, and idly picked up
one of the sporting journals. It
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no elear idea of
of him. He was
wondering  what  topie would
interest the Colonel ; how he could
keep this tippling from developing
into a spree,
‘1 saw a friend of your

he began hopefully. Y
ber Jgb Jackson 7"’
“No friend of mine,”” snapped
the Colonel, holding his glass up to
the light with the approving eyes
of a connoisse ur,

He's a great admirer of yours.”

‘He's an old idiot,”’ said the
Colonel,
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She examined the beads critically.
‘ How funny!”

‘Funny ?”’ he repeated tolerantly.
‘““1 don’t think so. Don't you want
me to teach you how them,
lum Betty dear ?”

‘Indeed 1 don’t,” she
N .mnl [ wish you wouldn’t.

‘Wouldn't ? Why ?’

‘T don't like praying men
seem s0—so0—"

‘ What ?”

“ Unnatural.”

“ But, Betty,
save,”’

‘ Most
them.”

* Why shouldn’t they ?”

‘1 don’t know.”

His face looked
in the moonlight.

“ Neither do I,”” he

o \ lease don’t be serious,” she
pleaded, *“ and please don’t pray on
beads any more. I don’t like them.
As she spoke she Hllll)‘ the rosary
over the railing of the porch into
the tangled bushes.

He was angry and he showed it,
but the next moment he had gained
control of himself. ‘‘I'll find it in
| the morning,” he said quietly, and
\ turning he went into the house.
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ANTIQUE SILVER

Richard wa

accustomed to rising
early, but the

birds twittering on
his window gill roused him at dawn
on that first morning. As
he was up he looked for water
Bathing was a bodily necessity to
which he had never been indifferent,
but the old blue pitecher on the
wash-stand was empty. There were
no tows There had been no blan
ket on his bed, and he remembered
that he had been half-conscious of
the cold all night. Betty had said
she was not ‘‘dependable '’ — this
first day seemed to prove it
Slipping on an old
dressing -gown that he found hang
ing in the big wardrobe, he went
down « stairs and brought water
from the well, using one of
starched pillow casges for a towel
I'he room,
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Run when ever)
machine ogged with rust-
when labor was reduced to one pail
of unskilled hands. It would seem
easier to start at the beginning and
build afresh, than to accept the
ruin that the deserting servants
had wrought ; to decide what things
were usable, what were entirely
worthle to know where to begin,
what work was most essential. He
knew that it was time to plan for a
kitchen garden té supply their daily
needs, but the plow-handles were
broken ; the horse half-fed. There
were no seeds, even if the plowing
had been done.
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“Sell Spangles !’ Betty’'s cup
fell from her hand, and was shat-
tered against the edge of the table.
‘ Why, Dick Matte he would
rather sell you or me.

‘I'm sure he would rather sell
me,”’ said Richard with a resigned
smile, *“ but since I am not saleable,
and since we must sell something,
perhaps we could mortgage the
house.”’
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house ! It's already mort-
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Then let's sell the silver.”’

That belongs to you,”
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representative of the name
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['ll advertige it in
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ome years ago whose mother kept
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ities made him frown that
should come into his thoughts
now. Mary was a girl whom
had known in the country, who
lately had come to the city t« I
her living. Lively and bright, she
had seemed to be drifting apart
from him of late. He wasbusy and
had seen little of her, but he loved
her, and believed that she still
loved him. Strange rumors of her
frivolity had come to him, which he
had answered by the strength of his
two fists. But still the tattlers
were less disturbed by such force
than he by their tales, because,
although he did not express it in
Shakespearian language he was
feeling ‘‘ the ugly treason of mis-
trust.”
As he wound his way
strollers he seemed to
face in that of
There were young
yvoung !—and women
making merry
panions. Some were
trying to find partners. ['he club
was fast losing all semblance of
respectability.  Presently Chris
stood in a dark, vine-covered nool
looking towards his car over the
moonlit space. A hand touched him
gently on the arm. he glanced
down at it, his eyes moved slowly
up the sheer angel sleeve to the
of the owner.
features first.
hn\nlul into
fore him.
“Are you lonely? Don’t you
care to dance?’ The voice was
| soft, even though it came from lips
; heavily rouged.
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Ml-«] as though pleased at
thou 3 then added : ‘Plea
drive around to the church and
meet you there.

Chris did

directed l”Hw
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Father
young priest was a
slender aid apparently delicate
man, but he had a way and a smile
that made him a ‘‘ regular fellow,
even if he was a saint,” thought
Chris. His conclusic howed that
he did not know much ut saints
When l‘.lthwr Ramon reappea
there was a slight change
manner. He nodded to Chris

him an address, with
half-smile got into the tax
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chauffeur at first felt great
little sensation of the

weight and
precious Burden he was carrying.
Vet there was a ‘‘something.” At
may have been Father Ramon’s
manner. But probably the Sacred
Heart of His Burden was calling
out to him, Personally, Chris
thought he was ‘‘ getting religion.”
There truly was a omething.”
During their first stop, a little
friend of his came up to the taxi.
“Hello, Chris, what
thinking about 7"’
Chris started.
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