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Queen before I knowed it. Axn’ I
wasn’t the only one, either.”

“Red Pine ain’t noted for timid-
ity,”” Steve said, meditatively,,
‘“an’ once she was just ‘Fairy’ to
every man in it.”

He sat downi on an upturned
bucket and began to fill a pipe.
Josh watched him in silence for
some moments, and then said, sud-
denly :—

‘‘S8he ain’t come alone.”

The match Steve had just struck
burned out unheeded in his fingers.
His face whitened under the tan,
for there was something in the
speaker’s tone which told him mare
than the words implied. He did not
speak, but Josh needed no spur
now.
~“A yaller-faced chap, with black
hair an” eyes; looks like ‘a hali-
breed ‘greaser,’’’ he said. ‘Wears
a biled shirt, store clothes, and
flashes his joolery considerable.”” .

- ““An’ does <Fairy—that is Miss
MecQueen’’—he corrected himself

vity land bowed ironically towards the

bushes—‘‘think anything of this—
this—thing 7’

h| The bushes swayed -and rustled

5 | slightly as though in - acknowledg.
- ment of his courtesy, and Josh

Fvey-| flung a lump of clay into them.
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est fortune, was put ferward as his tumbled into the arms of Irish ?&i
: : and another miner.

‘“Mebbe there’s richer claims ‘“Thought Jou were at home,

elsewhere, as you say,”” Stebb ar-[Pat,’”’ he sald, familiarly. ‘“‘Baw

gued, ‘‘but there’s plenty wor'e.[you go into your shanty two min-|

We're doin’ well, -and iz, say, five|utes age.”
years—"’ Pat wasted no time in qucstions.
“Five years !’ broke :n Steve im- | but ran for his ‘hut and dashed op-
patiently. ‘I can’t wait five years. | €D the door just as Bteve wus re-
What’s the good of moaey to me|Placing the stole,n gold.
when’’—he stopped sho’t, and fin- | P¥ the Irishman’s revolver, Ftave
ished lamely—‘‘when I'm  an old|realized how he had been trapped,
man P’ 4 o,nd1 that 1;xp].«a.na.’olu'n:ns ;vo;uu ke
: < .1 juseless. e now learned, for the
The concluslox?,was obyious!y ab- first time, that sevecal similar
surd, but Josh 'accepted it. He thefts had S duri
knew what the real trouble was, $ s ‘; occurred during ths past
just as he knew why Steve—whose| " 9a¥s.
visits to the settlements used tobe| * * - * ~» B
rare events—now went every night,| At the hour fixed for the trial,
and spent more money at the sal-|the saloon—where sl imofbane
oon than he could well afford. Steve{events took place—was erowdad.
himself did not realize why he1 MeQueen was elected judge, —and
went; he was simply conscious that | the selection of a jury was but g
he could not stay away. Certainly | matter, of moments. =3 %
Nora gave him no ‘encouragement,| The prifoner, his hands. Yound
for her manner to him was even|behind him, and gusrded by a pair
distant at times, and a disinterest-|{of - stalwart, armed miners—sur-
ed spectator would have neticed|veyed the ﬁrooeedin;g's with calm
that she was kindest to Mendez|gravity. He knew. his "ecase was
when Steve was thers to see it. hopeless, and his only comforting
The young miner knew it, and|thought was that Nora, visiting a
drew his own inferences.: - Never-| Deighboring camp, would not be
theless, when, after a few weeks,|back till it was all cver. -
his rival openly boasted that  the{ One by one the. viet
girl would soon be his, and produc-|Previous robberies '
-ed *a photograph’ of ‘herself which |
he.-said she had given him, Steve|
sertion by a blow

| dea.mlling

r his absence.” .- |
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FAVORITE REGIPES o s,

Dominoes.—Have g _pla.:ini cake

baked in thin sheets and cut ‘m

small oblong pieces the size

shape of & domino, a trifle larger ;2!

frost. the tops and sides; when the
frosting is cold, draw the black:
lines ‘and make the dots, with a
small brush dipped in melted:
colate. These are . nice for
dren’s parties. : :

Fricassee of Chicken—When tired

of everything else try this: Rabbit
or squirtel cooked 1n the same mar
ner “is delicious. ‘Take -
:hbout -on:o yéqz_:-‘old;«-ﬁ%r if toé’

€y 80 to pieces. Wash, disjoint,
and put in iron kebtle (iron with
round bottom is best). Let coms -
a boil and skim. Then add but
size of a walnut,. one-fon

T ‘Turn out the fire and

© ‘Was. CO; feel-| be tumbled headiong, "&fﬂ nert
riumph. . This ‘man | ™ass, . fe s e
cQueen thought so'much of| “T'm sorry,” the judge said, re-

o p

-|—this Spanish grandee:with.estates|8retfully; “‘I'd rather have hang-

3 , my boy?

: Adree to-night, you
in-honor of my girl’s home-
. Then, loweriug his
added: “What d’ye think
».eh ! -You were agin ber go-
said it would spoil her. What's

dea now 1’
Steve did not answer, and the old
man chuckled in gleeful triumph.

of ‘“It’s cost money,”’ he eontinned,
“‘but I reckon it’s worth it, and
|8y, see who’s talkin’ to' her now 1’

“Deane did see, and his teeth met
a8 he watched her eyes light up,

“| and the other men fall back at the

approach of the stranger. As Josh
had said, he looked like a half-bred
Mexican; with lank black hair, sal-

t- | low face, and shifty eyes. His

nghter of Mr.
was" the - richest
ne, ‘and she win't

.| Queen confided:

dng gloves on, of course,”

- Bteve, with a glance at his

one 100 cleanly digits.

‘after yon,” continued

er, and, as the sneer on

186 ‘grew more pronourg-

added, “She wasp Ttice, ye

t there was a difference.’”’
‘nogdded in silence.

dteve,’’ -Stebb . explain-

‘way down I reckoned I

tatioa, Fairy, ye're

e vel but ssmehow

s N her Mg Me-

youth, flashy attire, and evident in-
‘titnacy with McQueen’s - beautiful
daughter clearly impressed the sim-
ple—in some ways—miners of Red
Pine.

““He’s & kind of distaat relation
she unearthed in Noo York,” Me-|
‘“Jest rollin’ in
money—estates in Spain, ye know
-—and though I don’t cotton to fur-
riners ez a rule, Norrie might do
worse.’’

Bteve did not stay long. He had
to make the acquaintance of the
stranger, Paul Mendez, and with
their hands their eyes met in one
keen flash, and each knew the other
for an enemy.

For the next few wecks Josh
found his partner a burden. No-
thing pleased bim. A spirit of un-
rest seemed to have taken posses-
sion of him, and he spoke seriously
of quitting Red Pine altogether.

; The claim, from which they were

surely, if slowly, amassirg a mod-!

I

common thief, caught red-handed!be helped.” Now, boys, I'put it to
stealing the gold he spent so lavish- | You that counsel for the defenes
ly in sustaining his reputation»And|bas proved her case, an’ that_the
his man had stolen the girl he|Prisoner leaves the court without)s
loved. - But it was his turn pow.- - |5tain on his eharacter.’”” -
- “Reep your hands up and walk| A burst of cheering ratified the
ahead,” he said, ~grimly. “Don’t|Verdict; and ‘the prisoner found
drop thatbag, if you want to live|himself the hub of an enthusiastic
another minute.” crowd, which, after meeting to de-
““Goin’. to give me up ¥’ queried | P¥ive him of his life, now unanim-
the.captive:_“Why not.go halves ?’ | ously expressed a wish to drink his
“You've guessed it,”’ said Steve|800d health. :
and added, fiercely, “And if T had-| Whéirat length he managed - to
n’t been I would now, you dog.|escape, a desire for-schtude took
Step out.” him to the little clearing. Fling-
The other drew hard on the cig-|ing himself down on the pine-need-
arette which quivered between his|les he tried to think things out. He
lips, but he made another attempt. had not been there long when the
‘“And the lady,” he sneered. busheg rustled, and he looked up
““How pleased she will be !”’ impatiently, fancying Josh ' had
Steve paused; the words went come 1n search of him. - But it was
home, shivering his dream of tri-|® 8irl who appeared—a girl in a
umph to atoms. Thief or no, this|Shabby frock, with golden hair
man was the man Nora loved—the hangl_ng iIn a plait behind—and at
man she was to wed ; and though to | the sight of her he started up.
give him to justice would save her k2 “P.‘a"'),’ " he cried.” And again,
from that, there would be the| ‘Fairy!”’
shame, the blow to her pride. He| ‘‘I've come to answer your let-
made his decision quickly, ter,”” she said. I got it this morn-
“‘You'll have urgent business in|iDB—sent on from New York—it
New York to-morrow,”” he said, | Was in a mail robbery, and they’ve
And you’ll not come back. You only just found it. I waited and
understand ?”’ w_alted for it, and then, when vou
“Sure,”’ said Mendez, didn’t even come to welsome me
"‘Then drop that bag and clear|home, I thought you didn “—care.”’
out,” Steve said, sharply. The blue.eyes were. downcast new,
The thief obeyed with alacrity. A|but a smile trembled on her lips as
few yards away he turned his head, | she added, ‘‘But if you had come
and saw Steve pick up the gold and | her ladyship would ‘have con.ies.
re-enter the hut. His hand stole|cended to remember you, Steve.’’
to his pistol as he paused irresol-| ,‘You heard that?’ he cried.
utely. ° Then a fiendish grin dis-| ‘‘‘Durn that blue-jay
torted “his face as the murmur of yours,””’ she said, mimicking Josh,
approaching voices reached: him.|and flinging an imaginary piece . of
He hurried forward, and almost clay at the bushes. ‘“Yes, I heard
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stir your eggs. This

made in smatler quaabitiss by vs-|
ing ome-half the recipe. - |

|- Chieken Loaf.-—~When

sends an old hen/and it'
to obtain anyth.ag else

A in Bpain—was nothing more than ﬂf'ed the mean skunk, but.it W“Mu,t{ ‘from bones, fat a8 well; put

meat: ; .
through a meat prinder; add one
cup- ground stale - bread cmm_bs,'!-
one egg, salt, and pepper ; mix well ; |
make into loaf and bake one hour
and a half. Boil bones with giz-
zard, heart, and liver  for cream
gravy. Pour gravr over loaf and.
serve. - 2. Blice loaf and serve cold.

- HAM DiSHES.

Ham Scallop.—Twes  cupfuls of
cold boiled ham ground fine, six:
hard boiled eggs. W2 =n cold sep- .

"~ |must be warm enough to soften, bu'

wm : ks
'exal

rémeve all of dish

things' sel
treatment. - U utte
gether before mixing
warm  the bowl by P
boiling water. L T
minutes, then pour out s [
not melt the buttér. ~ - -

The soiling of walls cansed by jer
sons leaning their heads agains
the wall may be almost entirely

arate whites from yolks and chop | Moved by laying & sheet of bl

fine. Make Bhick crea:n saucs of |
two tablespoonfuls of butter and
four of flour. Cook until smeoth,
then add pint of sweet miik, When
thick season with .alt and pepper. '
Butter baking dish, putting in layer

paper on.the gpot and i ;

over with a hot :“xron‘.“"‘f“,’rg'g;“’
In baking meat pies and fn

tarts they often bail over. To, pre.:

vent this stand them in a baking

tin with some water in the tin. This

of sauce first, then add in succes-|¥ill prevent the juice and gravy )

sion ham, yolks  of eggs, whites,
and top layer of sauee, dusted overl
with fine cracker -rumbs and small
pieces of butter. Bake until brown,
about half an hour. This is delic-
ious for a luncheon and its cheap-
ness commends itself, for seraps of
ham or pieces clinging to the bone
that cannot be served <liced can be

boiling out) in the least, as the

steam from the baking tin keeps if
in. : .
_'_*;_-.‘7-_-"
BROTHERLY SYMPATHY.
Mike, a lusty, good-natured Irish
man, was one of a number of work
men employed in erecting a nev
building. Thé owner of the build
ing, who knew him, said to him on

all, and that’s what made me act|day:

so~mean to you, Steve; I wanted to
pretend I didn’t care, either.”
‘“‘Pretend "’ Steve repecated, and
then—well, the blue-jay is not one
of those little birds that tell tales.
‘““And you are sure they haven’t
quite spoilt me, Steve?’ she teas-

pal o0’ |ed

‘.‘Quite sure,””  he
“but’”’—and his eyes laughed—‘‘I
expect I shall.’”’--London Tit-Bits.

‘“Mike, didn’t you tell me ono
that a brother of yours is 4
bishop ?’’ ]

‘“Yis, sor.”’ j

‘““And you are a hod-carriez? Th
good things of this life are not equ
ally divided, are they, my man?

“No, sor,”’ rejeined Miks, shoul

answered ; dering his hod, and starting up th

ladder with it. ‘‘Poot Tereace !'
couldn’t do this to save br loile




