
"
The Hermitage of course. Ibelieve

you arc still half asleep Well. I was
just in the midst of an elegani game
and having the time of ray life, when
an Irish beauty appeared, and

"Spoiled it all. 1 suppose?"
"Well, yes, at first Iwas cut up about

it; but that was before I had a good
look at her. You ought to see that
girl drive

—
for all the world like a man 1

It was the tirst time Ihad played in a
couple of years, so I pretty well
rattled when I saw her put up such a
stiff £anu\ and used my putter to clear
a bunker and landed right in it. of
course. Hello, hello. 1 say' what's the
mat ter with you?

"

"Nothing. Iwas just laughing at

your ridiculous mistake (I wonder if
I haven't made one myself? At any
rate I'll see this through). Hut how
did you finally meet her' This is
getting interesting.

I never met her at all. Isimply
followed her around the links for an
hour or so, just to watch her tine playing,
you see, picking up my ball when she
wasn't looking my way, and playing it
whenever Iwas close behind her

"(So that's how lie kept so elo.se.
was it?

"
the ijirlmurmured with a low

laugh. "I thought there was some-
thing funny about it) Well, sir"'"

The voice over the wires continued:
"Ithink she got horribly rattle.lafter
awhile, for she drove clear into a brook,
when she wasn't ten feet away

"And of course you came to her
rescuer" (Oh. I'llget even with you,
yet, for that foozle!) or were you too
far off?"

"Too far off? i think my !>eing so
close was what caused the mischief.
Well, to make a long story short. I
found the ball, for which service she
ihanked me graciously, with the sweet-
est voice Iever heard; and alter that
Ilet her keep ahead of me, but not
too far, you understand, until she
reached the last green. In her hurry
to catch a ear. she left her brassie lyinjj
on the ground. Fortunately lor me.it
had her initials on the handle \ stop-
ped to pick it up, and

"And of course you gavt: i< back to
her on the ear 1 (1 certainly am >_,'!ad
it isn't lost, alter all).

"

"1 didn't get a chance l>y my
turning back for the blooming thing 1
got left Now see here. Miss Annie
Lee. 1 know it served me right; !>ut
I didn't e\p -el you to say so At
any rate you know the whole history
ot my morning's experience, so now
ome to my help, like Ihe good friend

you are, and solve the mystery of the
fair unknown I am going to come
around early to-night —"

"(This is ;» little ahead of
roe

—
1 had better shut him off)" the

girl thought rapidly, adding aloud in a
surprised tone "To-night, Mr Harra-
den? 1 am very sorry, !>"t I .ant

possibly see you to-night." - .

A. L P., you say —let me think a minute (Thai's

funny). What does she look like, Mr Harraden'"
"Oh, a perfect beauty! Real Irish type, rather

tall, stunning figure—and such eyes, all over her
face! You must know whom Imean, it you have ever
seen her. Nobody could for.;.! that face

"Then Iam sure 1 have never seen her. for I.ant
think of any jjirl lure answering to that description.
Where did you meet her 5 "

"Ihaven't met her at all; that is—"
Oh. I see, just ;t little flirtation."

"Not a bit of it! She wouldn't have it, although
1 gave her chances enough. I'll tell
you all about it, ll you will promise
not to give me away Iwent out to
the club this morning, to golf. "

'What club?"

"Well, of course you ivill laugh when I tell you;
but there is such an awfully pretty girl in town —a
visitor, Iam sure, and Iwant to find oui who she is
and where she is staying Her initials are A I. p
and

—"

"What is it you want to rememljer? (How does
he know anything about my memory; 1 never
saw him before in my life!) "

"Well, never mind," the voice continued, "Ishall
forgive you this time, if you will d<> me a favor in
return. I want you to help me out >\iih that good
memory of your-.

Martin? Certainly I'm glad Annie Lee didn't invite
him to-night ')

"

WHEN Hindu women are spoken of. the mm.l instinctively jures up a
picture oi beautiful creatures languishing in the seclusion of or-

nately decorated chambers, and breathing an atmosphere of what we regard
as perfumed degradation. But as a matter of fact, whit.- this condition is
not universal throughout India, even among the upper classes the Marathanobles permitting their wives considerable freedom of action the women ofthe masses from the necessity of things suffer no such restraint The smallfarmer, artisan or coolie earn-, far too meager and precarious a livelihood
to support a wife in such confinement as the word wnatta suggests Hislife being an endless struggle for existence, he looks to his wife forassistance, much after the manner of the French peasant. In that lower
stratum of Hindu society, the wife attends tn all the domestic affairs often
keeps the purse, ami not infrequently assists her husband in his ovationIpon occasion too, as necessity may enforce, she will hire herself out toperform various manual tasks, of which an illustration is herewith affordedby a team of Hindu women hauling a roller over mountain matl-repairine
work

The contrast between the men standing by while the women perform suchtoilsome labor docs not necessarily imply thai the former are idle vaga-
bonds One is evidently a water-seller -a trade in itself another an over-seer, and as to the r,-s, their respective castes might prohibit the hauling
ol a roller !hey mighl l.c excellent wood-choppers; but haul a roller?
Certainly not! In this particular instance it is likely that two or threegenerations ol a single family may have been employed so that the d »ilvsum total oi aiinM or cents made;, needful addition' to the family treasuryThat some worthless husband seized all this for his profit or pleasure Is notlikely to have l.een the case, and it will be noticed that each of the womenwears Sll \ll'\11

' "r
"

may be even gold ornaments of one kind or other Suchau- regarded as the family capital, and on no account to be sold or pledged
unless m desperate straits Neither are .he Hindu women of the massessuch docile, shrinking creatures as is so often represented \s the writerhas witnessed, they uill.when stirred to action, give an erring husband a vocalan*l muscular drubbing not to be exeeßed in,vip^r anywhere » the Occ«fen4 .

HmiDU WOMEJ AT WOIFUft

'"What's that? I don't think I rjuite understand
yon. Can't see me to-night? Well, 1 like that!
How about that invitation to dinner to meet

'Invitation to dinner? What an you talking
about, Mr Harraden' You must have mad another
mistake to-day. lam not a dinner to anyone.

"Not giving a dinner 3 Look here Mi Annie
Lee, Iknow Iam not drunk'"

"Really, Mr. Harraden, you musi have mixed i

with somebody else. 'I wondei it Annie Lee has really
invited him?) Why, perhaps you are thinking of Mis.
Annie Lee Walters she is giving a dinner to-night.
\o, this certainly is not Miss Walters ('all up o;

-I am sure that is her number And, Mr Harraden,
just a mon-ut, please Would you 111 in•!giving her
that brassie, to-night? She will keep it for me

"
For whom?

"

"For me," sweetly. "You see, it was a new one,

and 1 should hate so to What is that? o sorry
yon made the mistake? |ust call <>;•. and you 'ai!l
get -left again to .lav.

"
she ended with a merry

laugh, as she pressed her hand firmly on the gong
to inutile its continued furious ringing.

Finally it ceased, and Miss Porter returned to her
comfortable sola, lirst taking the precaution to stuff
her handkerchief in the gong— she wasn't anxious

for Martin Harraden to get Ai
'phone just then Evidently Han
to dinner that evening Strang
not mentioned his

Suddenly Annie I.< • Port* i

and stared at the tin
thai \u25a0'<"' hai 1 I<etn 1 ilk- . \u25a0

\u25a0 ,
take her in to thnnei

'
Won \u25a0 he I» surprised, \u25a0 hen

Irish beauty 'goli
i>;' honor Ilimed
a! the thought of 'he horror his •\u25a0'\u25a0•\u25a0 • j

when hi- disc >.:•\u25a0\u25a0! Ihai he had
\ n >ng person."

Well I think we art square ::\u25a0•- • •

I tease hitn about thai putter? It rid \u25a0<
me to lei him talk on, when I four I
was. but it was such .i good :<k • x

-
•',< I I thought it was a love-sick old »
would make me good and tired. We us >b-
slowly rose to dress, "he certainly was i

'
>okin|>

and he didn't seem a bit conceited. I i . • :
lit- is coming to-night.

"

Dressed in a soft, shimmering, v \u25a0. «
bunch of violets at her breast, M:- I s*.«><i

beside her hostess in tl liantly
lighted drawing-room i then
guests.

Her large, dark-gnu haded
by !"ii^ sweeping ishts,
sparkled. Just behin :
stood a tall, pink-shaded asting
its n>sy glow over her
face, while a vase of 1 iticent
American beauts on 1 • :;\u25a0

their stately head \u25a0\u25a0\u25a0 as
it in homage to the riva

!t formed a beautiful ; .: and
Martin Harraden. entering i <cm
a few minutes late, mun
thing in a low tone to :.•• panion,
and then suddenly pa th an
exclamation of incredulity \!:>»
Porter, turning her tli
looked straight at hi
'big. -ray eyes, all ovei I

His dark. sunburn still
Hushed, and his usually

- . us
manner was slightly ••• ;

Miss Porter, acknowledgii .
introduction, said calmly \u25a0>'.\u25a0\u25a0 Mr
Harraden and I are all \u25a0::••

good friends, particular!} goB
links

••

Miss Walters' face plan I? | n ised
the surprise she felt, .:\u25a0 said
in an aggrieved tone
you :ell me before, Anni< i.\u25a0••\u25a0 that
yon had already met Martis I've a
great mind not to let yn -:•' in
"•• dinner together, aftei

"Pleast don 'l do thai radea
protested, having fulh \u25a0 ! hu
composure; "for then i I he
the •\u25a0in- punished. \u25a0

part} was enjoying herse!
one else.

"

"I don! -\u25a0:;\u25a0:\u25a0•-

ferring to roe as The 'guilty ;
Miss Porter said with a ging
glam-e Annie Lee nevei - i

a chance to find out thai
the one i saw on the In

' \u25a0\u25a0' I
discovered it only l»y accidei

She did Ti«>t seem to think '

sari to explain how or when id
made the discovery, nor •\u25a0

meet the c questioning look h- ?1

gave her, as they passi into I
room and beard Jack Bra: < v

t.« Annie Lee Walters
"What is the mattei

'phone? I tried for nearl)
tins afternoon to get you. ouldn'i -j;et anyone to a:

Then Central couldn*l
'

you connection, Annie Lee ai

"for Miss Porter was in the n<
all the afternoon, and wi

tainlv have heard the bell
'

Miss Porter, rememberinj
mullle<] gong, had the grace to

Annie Lee Walters always
the credit of having made ttft
between he« friend and Martin li
den but the latter declared
Mi---- Porter's dark->;ray eves ha
ready done the mischief, when
had stood together beside the
at the Hermitage Hub as he sui

dered her his heart, along with
tru:mt x*>l* haH
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