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The Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.

CHAPTER XVII.

The resuits of Lady Damer's picale
have been many and varied ; and my
lady, in tidaking them over, with
knitted brow and perturbed minud,
is fain to confess to hersell
that Je Jjeu ne vaut pasia chan-
delle She &z brought about
greater Intimacy betwean her nephew
and Gillian, but at the cost of =
broken arm to Gillian, and the risk
of a much greater intimaecy with
George Archer, since the young heir-
ess I8 actually his guest. -

“But I thinx I have decidedly placed
A barrier to any presumption on that
score,” her ladythip says, with her
cruel smile,

Thin red lips with pointed corners
can so easily smile cruelly.

And her ladyship
truth. For she has banished the
master of Darragh Castle from his
Jtome, forbi:llen him approach there-

to in fact, with one brief phrase—a |

favorite one of hers,

* Boclety”’—pronounced as if with a
capital 8—"society does not permit
it.”

' ‘Society” therefore—since the hour
of the accident—obliges George to
quit hls huge, roomy old castellated

abode, and take up his residence at :
Murphy's public house and ** general °

shop” in the village, to his great
inconvenience and discomfort. | My
lady's imvitation
though given with
condescension, George absolutely de-
clines. :
“ Bociety” has brought Mrs. Lynch
and Miss Deane’s maid to take
up their abode in the castle, to
the tribulation of poor old Nellie
Hagarty, George's housekeeper,
whose work is doubled and her anxi-
etles quadrupled. “Society” estab-
lishes daily visits from my lady her-

self and Captain Lacy, with a drop-*

piag fire of notes, parcels and ser-
vants from Mount Cssory at ali times
and seasons. “*Society” has chosen
Lady Damer for its mouthpiece, and
therefore, with that gracious conde-
scenslon of hers, she has told Mr.
Archer that it is an utter impossi-
bility that Miss Deane can remain in a
hachelor’s house unless the master of
the house takes his departure.

Her ladyship says that it is not to
be thoucht of that Mr. Archer ean
even enter his house to inquire for
his guégt except at the regulation
visiting hours.

And having found George most am-
ehable to the Draconlan laws of “‘so-

cicty.” and mowt patient beneath the ,

araclous kindness that instraetis his
rustic Ignorance—indead, he has been
far more deferential, patient and
auiet than sh~ has ever before knowh
him to be—she takes the advantage
that a woman of Lady Jeannette
Damer's character always takes of
an enemy whom she finds placable
and forglving.

She slanders and misrepresents him
bohind his back.

She i# drinking afternoon tea now
in George's sitting-room, with Lyuch
In attendance; and Gillian, very
frall and white, but fair as a little
cloistered rose in her pale pink tea-
gown and downy white shawl, is
Iying on the sofa.

“It is fuch an extraordinary thing
that Mr. Archer does not semetimes
call to see how you are, Gillian dear-
est I her ladyship rays, in tones of
keen reronchfulness.  “H» has nsk-
ed Mr. Damer once or twice how you
are—only think ! Amd I said to him,
‘Ol course yon will come in of an
afterroon  when I am taking tea
with Miss Deane’ An1 I understood
him to say he certainly shoull! Well,
it is odd, to say the least. One wonld
think he was afraid of being eaten !
her ladyship says, with a despair-
Ing rort of shrill laugh. “Men al-

¥s do get bearlsh by living alone.

Archer was quiet—qgulte—nice

gentlemanly, you know,” with
N Gublous cough, “when he flrst
came here.”

Gillian says nothing now.
first mention of his name on
day after her accident, Lady Da-
mer’s steel-colored koen eyes had
detected certain ominous signs of
silent  emotln, the changing of
color, the nervous quiver of lips,
nnd drooping eyelids.

But that was four days since. Gii-
lian has been nearly a week in Dar-
ragh Castle, and it will be days yvet
+ere che is well enough to z0  baek
to Mount Ossory.

A sort of low fever has supervened,
and whilst Dr. Coghlan em-
phaticaly declares that Miss
Deane is not able to bo
moveil with~ut danger, Miss Deane
hersell profess~s her perfect  wil-
I'ngness to remain, and wo, for the
present Lady Damer is obliged to
submit.

Not for long, though. She does hot
wish to endanger Gillain ~ Dopne’s
health, but not one hour beyond the
t.m~ it is absolutelv necessary for
her to remain shall Gillian Deane stay
beneath George Archer’s roof. She
can effect Gilllan’s  departure as
easily as George’s banishment, and
by the same potent means—the fiat
of “society.” She paves the way
for it, however,
speeches.

Lt the
the

“What exceedingly good tea tlml'

poor old soul, Mr. Archer’s house-
keeper . makes!” she exclaimed, sip-
png it with great satisfaction, ani
breaking morsels of th- rich, hot
“wlim-cake” which it is poor old
Nelly Hagarty’s daily anxiety to

provide for her ladyship’s :1rta’rnonnl'

visit.
“She tries to do all she cam, poor
old woman, to make things comfort-
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speaks but the !

to Mount Ossory, '
much gracious ;

in deprecating littls

Iy commendatory; “but it must be
difficult for her to do anything in
that awful kitchen. Fancy, the poor
old soul roasts your chickens in a
little tin affair before an enormous
. turf fire. And Lynch actually saw
hier trying to cook a custard pudding
, far you, Gillian, darling, in a thing
| she calls‘a bastable,” a eort of round

iron pot with a Nd! Didn’t you,
. Lynch 2"
|- “Yes, my lady,” Lynch says, glane-
| ing a little uncomfortably irom her
| mi:tress to Miss Deane, whose pale
cheeks have grown as pink as  her
. BOWHR in a troublad flush ; “Mrs, Hag-
larty would do anything for Miss
' Deans, my lady; she never thinks
i 't a bit of trouble, she says.”

“I am sure she doesn't, poor, good
old scul I” her ladyship says enthu-
| siastically ; “but we must give her
I awlul trouble, nevertheless. She is
working hersell to death, I suppose,
lo do honor to her master's hospi-
tality. I am sure, Lynch, you do
try to make it easier for her ?”

‘I'm sure I try, my lady,” Lynch
says dryly, having an instinctive feel-
ing t)at her mistress is making a
tale-bearer of her, and that Miss
Deane is displeased.

“Can’t Mrs, Hagarty get some per-
fon to assist her ?” Gilinn asks cold-
Iy. ‘It is not quite a pleasant re-
fleetion that a perron is being ‘work-
ed to death’ on one's behalf.”

“My dear child,” her ladyship says,
; With a hopeless shake of the head,
“‘do you suppose 1 did not suggest
that, and urge her to have the
kitchen-mald, or have anybody else
she chose ? But it was not the least
use—she wouldn’'t hear of it; she
would ‘rather be left to hersell,’ she
sail: ciin’t the, Lynch 2"

“Yes, my lady,” Lynch says, hur.
riedly: “but I do ail I can in the
way of helping her with a sauce or
an omelet, or a thing lik» that, and
she always says she is much obliged
to me.”

i “I dare say, poor soul,” Lady Da-

mer says, with her thin, sharp lit-
tle laugh. “You will have glven her
; quite a stock of new ileas for Mr.
"Archer’s cogkery. H» coes seem to
have lived in a highly primitive style,
poor man.”

An1 ler ladyship’s goll-rimm-~d ye-
glasses prrehind astride of the high,
bony ridge of her ladyship’'s aristo-
cratic nose, take a sweeping survey
of every th'ng in th> dingy old par-
lor, with its heavy lumbering furni-
ture and its bare oak floor.

It locks muzh worse now than it
hal ever lonkad during George's oc-
cupation. It locks very cilfer>nt to
the orderly, cleanly, peacefu’-lock ng
ollroom that Gilian halsn 01 that
flirst evening of her entrance into
Darragh castle, with the solid old
chairs and tables of dark Spanish
mahogany reflecting th> firc light
rom cvery sh'ning ruag anl mnld-
Ing.

With

' able,” Lady Damer pursues, gracions-

Goorge's  booka showlug
streaks and spots of gold in the fit-
ful flame, and George’s neat writ-
Ing-table, and Georg~'s dead favor-
ite—a Dbig, rough, black an1 white
dox splendidly stulfed, and with
bright brown eyes, Iving on
the cushicned pedesta), keeping guard
by his marter’s chair, as ho had done
12 life,

Now, whnt with
shawls and cushions.
bask-ts. nnl novels, and papers, and
Dir i . ‘il Lady Damer'’s ideas of
“maklng the place habitable,” as she
declares—which consists in  pushing
all the heavy furniture huddled into
one. corner, and covering the bare
floor with 2 blue-nn l-rad Turkey rug.
amnd a luvurious reeking-chair, uphol-
stered in red satin—the old sitting-
room looks thoroughly disorganized
anl disordered,

She has wreought the sam” improve-
ments, as she termas them, in the ad-
Jjoining room. wlhich i3 crammed with
artieles of superfluous luxury  from
Mount Ossory, in spite  of Gillain’s
protest,

“It is Mr. Archer's room.” she says,
with the swift gir'ish blush she tries
to hide with the swift giriish frown.
It 1s altering nil his arrangements
to ehange everything in this man-
nep,”

Poor George's severely-plain bache-

lqr apartments haye been transmog-
rifled with si’k afd muslin curtains,
embroldered toilet covers, dress-bas-
kets. and dre sslng-case, 2 chair-bed
for the nurse, amd an invalid-lounge
for the patient, until it is rather like
it pantechnicon of ill-assorted furni-
ture.
. But: Lady Damer terms this “mak-
inz the place habitable.” and worries
her sepvants, annoys and distresses
Gillinn, and drives poor Nelly Hag-
arty to the borders of distraction, in
her vain endeavor to keep anything
like order or neatness in the over-
crowded, littered rooms.

But on this partienlar  afternoon
my Iady Damer has st been o Httle
too Iar-seeing and adroit. Her over-
actueness of perception has prevent-
el her from seeing what is within
CO8N range of vision.

Her e mdescending pity and sneer-
ing kKindness have been woven so fine
a8 to be quite transparent.

Anld Gillian —passionately loyal as a
true woman ever is—resents far more
deeply than a personal affront the
covert Insults  which. indirectly
through her. have been showered on
Darrazh Castle. its master, and its
belonginsrs,
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Lady Damer's
and  earringe-

By and by, in the, cool of the even-
ing, her ladyship is gone in her pony-
carriage with Lynch. whose eun‘lgs
it is to return to Mount Ossory,
when Anne O'Nell comes to take her
place.;

And then Gilllan makes
and rings the bell. .

“‘Preston,” she says to her mald,
‘‘please tell Mr. Archer's housekeeper,
Mrs. Hagarty, that I should like to
see her,” 3

“She looks for all the world like
one of those pale, rosy, fragile littie
bigssoms of the cuckoo-sorrel that
grow in the nooks amongst the
granite bowlders,” George thinks,
contemplating her. “The idea of her
belng a great hciress and a fash-
ionable Loncon belle, I suppose, - by
and by.”

And then, when he has gazed until
his heart has ached with hot, impa-
tient mlaeri. he is under the impres-
sion that he has been anbout five
minutes in the room and that it will
soon be time for him to take his de-
partare.

For, in the quarter of an hour,
they have not spoken half a dozen
sentences to each other. h

She has said, coldly, with an indif-
ferent upraising of the delicate hazel
browy, “I did not know you ever came
up to the Castle to inquire for me.”

And he has sald, “Oh. yes,” in the
briefest way, but, looking down and
nervously drawing pzncil marks ow
the table cloth.

Then Gillan says, In a woman- of-
the-world tone:

“I confess I rather wondered, but
I assure you I had never been told
of your visits.”

“Oh, it was of nc consequence. My
visits were only pail to Nelly Hag-
arty, my housekecpor,” George says,
emiling confuse’ly and unczonsciously
imitating Mr. Toots.

“Indeed? Thank yon,” Gillian
Bays, with the coldest little sarcastic
tone her gentle voice can utter.

And George looks un from his pen-
ciling with a sudden flash in his eyes
and a frown.

“Yon know I don’t mecan that I
wouldn't have called every day to see
You, Miss Deane, if T thought I
should not have been intruding,” he
says, in a slightly unsteady voice
and with an accession of color which
he is glad the twilight hides.

But the twilight does not hide
from Gillian a certain alteration in
his manner, a certain deferential
humility, and at the same time a
certain impatience and reproachful-
ness in tone and bearing, which dawn-
ing, womanly instincts are quick to
detect and interpret.

And as she interprets them, she
grows more imperious and George
more submissive.

“You wonld not have b2en intrud-
ing,” she says, curtly.

“Excuse me, I should,” George re-
torts, more curtly, and there ensues
2 long silenc>, and George is telling
himsell silently, “five minutes more,
four minutes, three minutes more,
and I must go,” when Gillian speaks.

“Was it Laay Damer who told you
You would intrude ?”

“Lady Damer only told m> what
was right and according to the rules
of society,” Georga says, very form-
ally.

“Oh ! Gilllan says again, sarcas-
tically, “the rules of soclety appear
to suit Lady Damer.”

“How do you mean ?” George asks
in a very low; tone.

“The rules of soziety have turned
Yyou out of your own house tie minuto
I entered it, have altered all Your
arrangements and put you togreat
inconvenience,” Gillian says excelt-
edly, sitting up very straight and
speaking very clearly and haughtily.
“I am the immediato cause of it all,
and I have been prevented, by Lady
Damer’s rules of society, from offer-
Ing you a word of thanks or apoiogy!”

“Noae are ueeded, I assure you,
Miss Deane,” George says, earnest-
IV and gravely. “L,am only tog happy
that my poor house and éterything.in
it is at your service.”

“You are exceedingly kind to ray
80, but I ‘feel the deep oblization I
am under to you quite the same, es-
peclally since I have been prevented
from making you even the poor return
of a word of thanks,” Gillian answers,
in the cold, decisive, woman of the
world ione and manner, which this
fair, gentle little girl of nineteen as-
sumes as she might an elderly mat-
ron’s cap and gown, and with
about the same success as a disguise.

Her sweet, dark eves are full of
light, and dark with passionate,
womanly fecling : her fresh, sweet
sympathetle young volee Is iremul-
ous with suppressed agitation.

“I assure you the obligation, if
there b» one, is quite canceled by
Your kindness in thanking me, so
warmly, for what Iittls I have done,”
George says, rather huskily, and
lolding his head down.

“I have no right tab: here.” he is
saying to himself. I must go away
out of her sight—foraver! I must do
it, though 1d gladly risk my lif> to
stay.™
~“You dida greatdsal for me!” Gil-
lian sayws, hastily and reproachfully.
“Do you think T do not know? I
might have died through the cold and
wet and exposure that night of the
accident only for the eare You took!"

And ere the words are spoken, Gil-

liann reeollects tha care he took of
her, and how he had shiclded her in
his armes, close to his heart, from the
cold night air» and the cold wet
ground, and Ras muech ado to keep
from coming to n full stop in her
hasty little speech of gratitude.
And George recollects also, only too
well, and there is another silence.
It is o VEery warm evening,” Gil-
lian says, presently, apropos of noth-
ing, but rushing at some subj2ct of
conversation. “The room is very
warm, doa’t yon think 80 ? Lady Da-
mer woull have sueh a large fire
made up ! .

“She coisidors Yo are
flower, Idare say,”
coldly.

“I am nothing of the sort I Gil-
lian says, Indignantly. “Lady Damer
takes a great many things for
granted !”

And to exhibit.

up her mind

an exotic
Georgoe says

her independence,
she rises from the sofa and walks
across the room to the window,
where she is fain to lean against
the old-fashioned shutters. She is
very weak and trembling from her
four days’ illness and confinement to
two overheated rooms, but she stands
her ground bravely, and smiles will-
fully at George as ho turns around
;,rom the writing table and looks at
er.

And he meets the wiliful smile, and
she meets the ardent light of hiy
blue eyes, bent on her with a look
ke that she had seen the night her
face lay on his breast, and rho
Adooked up at him in the starlight.

‘mad wud m~ for lavin’ the dure

go t‘.'ml the furious beating of her
head to foot ae he hall 8 aw
on his eh:?:. i hiccsclpde 4
“I must wvay, Al
knave as v'elol l:':{o,ol."'h
she-had stayed

de-matoty. “I wigh
on sofa. I wish.-I had not come
here to-night. I wish I had never

been borm I” S
better allow me

“I' think you had
to bring over the easy-chair to the
dow,” he

And Preston, who is as
young lady as ever wore a
tish cap and a
eiloug‘:lh by her mistress' manuer I:o
give e message as re tlally
spoken as she has received l!.

And presently Mrs., Nelle ‘Hagarty,
2 comely, pink-cheeked, gray-haired
dame of sixty, with a ‘broad; ‘bosom
and comfortable hips, with her
bright piaid wocllen shawl pinned
2eross her breast, her clean . blue-
check apron, and Sowy cap, © with
its “ tallied” borders of well-stargh-

lace, appears at the door with
a deferential courtesy. i

“Come in, Mrs. Hagarty, please; I
have something to say to you,” Gil-
lian eays, smiling and coloring softly
In her timid fashion. Her little
heart, indeed, 1s beating fast at her
own resolution., “I have glven you
a great deal of trouble since I have
bern here,” she commencer, hurriedly,
plunging 1ato her subject; “and
I want to thank you for It as well
a I can,”

““Lawkies, now, miss, my dear,
sure! I beg your pardon, miss, I
mane ; but it isn’t the laste manuer
0’ thrubble!” Mrs. Nelly says, very
flurried, and bathfully beginning to
plait the hem of her apron. “It on'y,
You know, miss, that I haven't the
way o’ ccokin' them tort o' dishes
that you're accustomed to, an Mas-
ther George he likes everything as
plain as can be.”,

“So do I, Mrs Hagarty,” Gillian
says, her roft volce softening, her
e€yes grow.ng radiant—the simple
littl> poul is full of delight at discov-
ering a taste in common. It brings
her a little nearer to him, she thinks,
timidly, surely a little nearer, since
the is in his house and thus pleas-
antly discussing matters with his
old servant in this pleasant domes-
tic way.

“I like everything very plain and
simple,” she continues, so confiden-
tially apd smiling so brightly that
Nelly edges a little nearer, regarding
the fair, young, slender form with
eyes of broadest admiration.

“Those delicious dishes You send in
—those roast and boiled chickens,
those gooseberry tarts and cream
anil custards you make,—are good
enough for any one, Mrs. Hagarty,”
Gillian says, very decidedly “and quite
good enough for me. Only that Lady
Damer will give herself such un-
necessary trouble im  bringing and
sending quantities of things
Mount Ossory which I do not
for in the least.”

“I am very borry,too”--theye is a de-
cided frown on the smooth, gentle
brow—“ that Lady Damer hascrowd-
ed up these rooms in such a manner
with extra furniture. I liked them
much better as they were the first
eveningy ihat i came here, Mrs.
Hagarty; they looked beautifully
neat and clean and orderly then,”
says Gilian, glancing around, , and
frowning and flushing.

“They look like a rag-shop now,
awl 1 am quite ashamed to th nk how
everything has been upset and al-
tered on my account. It will only be
for a day or two longer, however,
and them: I hope to come by and by
and see your rooms looking nice pnce
iore. And I may not have another
opportunity”—Gillian i blushing and
looking as nervous as if she Is mak-
ing up her mind to commit burglary—
“and I wanteld to give You a little
present, Mrs. Hagarty, to repay you
in some degree for all the trouble and
annoyaps2 you have had; so please
take thls, ani buy yoursaIf fomething
agi o gift from me.”

‘Ani she gently pushes a Bank of
Ireland note into astourded Nelly's
reluctant hand,

“Oh! Law Dbless me, wiss, I
coudn’t ™’ she gusps, “It’s five pound,
miss ! Oh, law, miss! what ’'ud the
naybors be saying if I took nigh half
& vear's wages for doin' nothin’ at all
out o’ the common !”

She attempts to push the note back
lnt> Gillian’s hand with trembling
fingers, but Gilllan, with a gay, ex-
cited little laugh, glides back against
the wall, ’

‘You can’t put it into my other
hanid, at all events,” she says mer-
rily, glancing at the poor little,
mummied arm, in ite s'ing of a soft,
white, #i k square. “You'll have to
keep it. Mrs. Hagarty !”

Anlat this moment, as she is oppo-
site the sitting-room door, which
is ajJar, she sees in the hall beyond a
man s fignre standing by onc of th:
narrow slit casements.

Tha golden light through th> aper-
ture pours through in a stream of
faint radiance, but his back is to-
ward the light, his face In deep
shadow is looking toward the sit-
ting room door.

But the gleam of yellow light in
the cull, shadowy hall, reveals to her
a glimpss of a tall figure, a fair,
close-cropped head, and big, broad
shoulders; Teaning rather wearily
against the wall.

“Who is that standing waiting in
the hall ?” Gilllan asks, sharply, her
face cr'msoring ani paling, and her
heart leaping wildly.

Poor Nelly colors a little, too, and
fidgets and smiles deprecatiogly.

“It’s only the masther I expect,
miss,” ¢he says, confuse iy ; “h> come
up a while ago—he com~s to ax how
You are of an' even'n’, miss; but he
sell I wasn’t to say. He sod he'd come
an’ pay you a visit when you were
better, miss, but ho comes up to
spake a word to me about his linen,
or the gardin, or some little thing
or another, an’ he axes me how
you're getting on, miss. He'll b raal
open,
but faix I cidn't see eighth or lighth
of him in the hall.”

“Oh,” Gilliah says, very calmly
and coldly, though the little hypo-
crite 18 trembiing like an aspen-leaf
in passionata thrills of gladness, hope
fear, and the hni, sweet anger of
wounded love. *“Would you give my
compliments to Mp. Archer, piease,
and say that. unless he prefers the
hall to the sitting-room, I should like
to se¢ him in here.?” g

Nelly does not know what to make
of this speech : but she opens the door
wide :tnd !locks toward her master

pert a
coquet-
ron, Is impressed

wish
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with a nervous smile, and much per-

turbed twisting of her apron.

 “Misther George,” she says, “the

young lady ses would ]

walk In, sir 2
CHAPTER: XVIIL

George has been sitting a guarter
of an hour in the twilight shadows of
the 0id parlor, looking at Gillian nes-
tle amongst her soft white shawls on
the mofa, just where the last [lush
of light falle from the west, reveal-
ing' the fair form and face like a
flower In her dellcate pink and white
draperles, the big, starry eyes, the
®#oft, red lips, and, more than
above all, the pure, zvlnh;l. emotional
beauty of her youth, her maldenly
innocence and woman'y tendérness.

**Oh, must you?’ Gillian says,
averting her head quickly,
speaking in a frigid tone. * 0, thank
you, I hate easy chairs; at least,
sometimes,” and she perseveringly
gazes out Into the gathering shadows
of the old-fashioned garden with its
close-clipped box-hedge beyond.

“Yes, I must be off,” George re-
peats, In a careless tone, hesitatingly,
moving a few inches nearer. * And
—can 1do anything for you in Dublin,
Miss Deane? I am going up to-mor-
row morning on business,”

" Are you ?” Glllian asks, quickly,
half turning around. * Indeed ! Going
to stay there a few days ?”

*Oh, no,” George says, rather
slowly, and drawing his moustache
through his finger. “I am coming
back from Dublin either to-morrow
night or the following afternoon, but
I am thinking of taking a longer
Journey than that.” .

(To be continued.)
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White Cocanut Pie.

One cup oi miik, two tablespooms
sugar, one rounded tablespoon starch,
two or three ounces grated cocoa-
nut, pinch of salt. Boil the milk alone.
Mix the starch and sugar together
dry and stir them in, then the but-
ter and cocoanut. Bat it away to get
cold. Whip the whites (that were
left from making hollandaisc) to a
firm froth and mix them with the
pie mixture.: Bake in thin crusts of
puff paste. Makes two small pies. 3
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To Keep Your Halr Waved.

First {a n your hair with
alcohol and a fow it to dry thorough-
ly. 'Then take it, a plece at a time,

Your brush in any good scent—
eau de cologne for preference—and
brush the strand to curled with
the damp brush. While still damp
apply heated curling iroas or wavers
and hold the hair ia place with thens
till it is yuite dry—probably a min-
ute. Then take the next strand
and treat it in the same way till
all are curled. Done in this way the
waving will last for several days
unless the weather happens to be
very damp.

Snubbing and Nagging.
Snubbing children is very nearly

as wicked as nagging men, and I
hold that the latter habit is an un-
speakable vice. The ultra fastidious -
person, seeing little Sally hold her
fork or n awkwardly, cannot let
the child eat her dinner in peace.
She sees before her a tremendous
vista of dinners in days to come,
when the grown up Sally wiil hold
her spoon as the Infant does, and she .
elmply cannot let lher alone. To
this day, a gray-haired woman ro-
calls and resents the reproof of a
lady who sald, “You should not say
You love strawberries; you love
your mother; you only like straw-
berries.” It was not true; she stilt
loves strawberries, and always has,
and it was mean to nag her.
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HALLOWE’EN SPORTS
NIGHT OF MIRTH NEAR.

(New York Sun,)
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Hallowe'en is regaining lost popu-
larity ap a festive occasion, and the
direct cause of the iucreasing favor
i® the growing taste for country life,
It ie no town festival, It ealls for
great barns full of shadows, and awe-
Some garrets and sepulchral cellars,
awl kale patches,

The big kitch>n of an old country
house Is an ideal place for Hallowe'en
merry making, and a country barn is
a4 Hallowe'en happy hunting ground,
if the weather is not too cold, A big
bonfire must be kindled in front of
the barn, and there all the peering
into the future that needs fire may
be dons. As n matter of fact no Hal-
lowe'en party, wherever held, is the
real thing unless it includes a bonlire.
In the old days every Scot bullt a
benfire in front of his dwelling house
on Hhllowe’en, and the Scottish hill-
sides were abiaze with flaming bea-
cons as goon as night fell, In many
part® of hoth Secotland and Ireland
they went further and built two fires
in observance of the old Celtic bel-
tane custom.

Apples and nuts play an important
pat in Hallowe’en frolics. Apple bob-
bing calls for a complexion and front
hair that will stand water, and the
successgful apple bobber may be con-
sidered to be devold of self-consclous-
ness and vanity, If a girl goes in en-
thusiastically for apple bobbing, it
might be wisgoe for, o, man to lead her
aside and propose to her at onee,
without waliting for any supernat-
ural information or advice. The
chances are th> would make a sen-
sible wife.

8ix applos is the usual allowance
for the tub of water, One or two
may have had cubes cut out and tiny
souvenirs Inserted, the cube thew
being replaced. The pers>n kneels
beside the tub, his hands behind his
back, and tries to lift the apple brom
the water with his teeth. Or he may
liold a fork with his teeth and iry
to spear an apple witly it and then
take apple, fork and all from the tub
with his teeth. .

A less messy, but much more dif-
ficult apple game has ‘the apples sus-
pended from the celling or door
frame, and the asplrant, ‘with hands
tled behind him, must get a pite
fromy one of the swinging apples. Fate
apples hanging from a wsmdll tree
may contain, in places of cores, mes-
sages of prophecy and :advice.

An apple paring thrown over the
head will take the shape of the
Initial of the future ‘wife or husband.

The maid who will go to a room
alone and «it' before a mirror by
candlelight, combing her halir and
eallng an apple at ‘the same time,
will see the facé of her true love
looking over ner shoulder Into the
mirror.

With the nuts, the I‘n\‘orite‘e.\'-
periment s to place two nuts on' a
sliovel or on the (hearth near the
blazing fire, and namo ‘them. If the
two kindle and burn quietly together
the pair should marry and will be
happy. If one pops and cracks and
Jumps, that nut’s namesake :is un-
falthful. If one burns Quietly, it is
a sigh of faithful devotion.

Kaling was one of the most import-
ant features of a Scotch Halloweeou
celebration, and if a modern hostess
I3 not lucky enoughi to have a cab-
bage pateh in her ‘garden, she may,
if ghe lives out of town, have some
cabbage stumps planted a day or
two before her party and firmly
pressed into the soil. The knowledge
seckers must hie themselves forth to
the kale pateh. They may go singly
or hand In hand, and they may go
blindfolded or walk backward, but
they must not see ‘the kale. Each
person must pull the first kale stump
he can find by groping. If the stump
comes out of the ground easily, the
sweetheart will be easy ‘o win ; if
‘the reverse, hard to wwin. %

The shape of the Stump wlll ‘hifit
at the.figure of 1he prospective wife
or husband. Its length avill suggest
age. If mueh soll clings to it, the
Iife partner will be rich ; if not, poor.
Finally, if the stump is carried home
and hung over the door, the first
person outslde the family who passes
uvler it will bear & name whose in-
itial is the same @s that of the
sweetheart. -

The white of an egg dropped into
water is supposed to tell the profes-
sion of the future husband. It taken
on queer shapes, out of which imag-
ination may conjure all orts of ob-
Jects, ‘

The “auld Scots® luggies” must nev-
er be passed by, for they are a tradi-
tion as ancient and honorable as the
kale. Three basins are to be placed
bzfore the hearth. One is filled with
clear water, one with muddy water,
and one i® empty. A mallora man,
blindfolded, ie lgd to the basins and
puts a hand gropingly into one. If
the fingers touch. clear water, the
mate will ba young and handsowe.
Il the muddy water is chosen, an
ill-favored widow or widower will be
the mate, and if the empty bowl is
the seign, the questioner will live &
single life.

The window candles, too, are an
old Scots’ custom. A maid may take
A8 ‘many candles as there are mea
whom ehe likes excecdingly well.
She must name all the candles ana
st them| iy a row on tha sill of an
open window. By the order in which
they go out she may know the sin-
cerity of ner admirers, and the one
that burne longest points out the
man to tie to.

Maxuy a north country lassite has
wound her ball of blue yarn with
thumping heart agd bated breath on

alloween. One end of the yarn the
lassi> must hold in her hand, and she
must throw the ball through the
window. of a houes. By rights the
house should be empty, but if an
empty house isn't on hand, a peo-
pled one will do,-only the lass must
b2 alone outside.

She elowly winds the yara repeat-
ing, “I wind, who holds ?” over and
over again, and before the end of
the yarn is reached the face of her
hueband will look at her through the
window, or his name will be whisper-
ed in her ear. .

The girl who goes backward down
cellar stairs with a mirror in one
hand and a candle in the other will
s2e her lover’s face in the mirror,
and if eshe walks around the house
alone and in the dark three times
shie will hear his mame.

Sowing hemp-seed was an old-time
Hallowe’en test. The sower must go
out into the wight. and, sow the seed.
Looking over fer left shoulder she
will, If the apcll works, see her future
hushand gathcring the crop.

Supper for a Hallowe'en party
should be of a homely country sort,
and Scotch dishas are eminently ap-
propriate, though, unluckily, the Am-
erican palate doesn’t take kindly to
haggle and cockaleekie and other
concoctions that sound more delect-
able than they taste. Cold turkey
and chicken, cold ham, cold game pics,
checse, baked apples, baked beans,
doughnute, gingerbread, pumpkin ple,
salt bloaters and herring are all ap-
propriate, and hot Scotch bannocks
toat eakes) and sconeg are things to
conjure with when eaten with clot-
<ed cream and marmalade in Scottish
fashion. '

A pumpkin hollowed out and filled
with fruit makes a charming table
centrepiece, and plate cards afford
scope for Hillowe'en sentiment. They
&hould be done in heavy black and
white, and dceorated with black cats,
witehes, broomsticks, bats, four-
leavel clovers and anything pertain-
ing to sorcery and the black arts 3
while  Shakespeare will furnish
creepy quotations enough for all. Ar
Hallowe’en pie, on the crder of the
Christmas and birthday pios, may be
made, the souvenirs being attached
to blue yarn, and each trinket being
emblematic or prophetic,

Jack o’lanterns should do most of
the lighting of the house, and sheet
anl pillow-case costumes are not a
bad ideas for they add to the weird-
ness of the oecasion, Someone should
be able to tell ghost stofies in n fash-
ion to make his hearers’ hair sit up;
anl, when the evening is over, each
gueat must be sent home with o half
egg shell holding a pineh, of salt. The
salt if eaten will bring true dreom
of the loved onz, even thou
other @igns and porten
falled,




