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CHAPTER V. 
ONSTKRNATION fell-upon Bp 

plugs when It occurred to Mr. 
Devine, along about 2 o'clock, 
to inform him tSiat guests 

•were expected at supper. 
"Beg pardon, sir, but it Is impossible, 

Sir. We nre not prepared. There's 
only a small filet in the house, sir, and 
not a duck—not a single <luck." 

"Have squab, then." 
"But, sir, we haven't"— 
"Oil, don't go on telling me What you 

haven't got. Hash up anything. Make 
some sandwiches if you can't 'do bet
ter. Only don't come to me with your 
troubles. I'm no clief. But I'm going 
to have some friends here tonight, and 
I shall expect you to feed them. That's 
what you're here for, isn't it?" 

"Ye-e-e-es, sir. At what hour, sir?' 
i; "Eight-thirty, sharp-" 

- "And how—how many plates, sir?" 
"I don't know. Ten or fifteen or 

twenty. Better make it twenty, and 
.thou you can discard." 

;? Til do my best, sir." 
."That's the way to talk, Eppings." 
Having made these offhand prepara

tions, Mr. 1 (ovine sat himself down on 
the veranda. He beard a step and 
looked up to see before him the aris
tocratic figure of the Countess Veccbi's, 
father. Mr. Hewlngton seemed some-

. what agitated. 
"You must pardon me, sir, for a 

seeming Impertinence," he began, "but 
I have Just learned by accident that 
you contemplate giving a party here 
tonight. Is It a fact?" 

Mr. Devlne nodded. "Just a few 
Mends, a dozen or so." 

"AhI Friends of yours?" Mr. Hew-
ingtou gave the words a significant 
emphasis. "Then would it not be—er 
—prudent—perhaps discreet is the bet
ter word—for my daughter to go else
where for the night—to the hotel in 
the village perhaps?" 

There was a twinkle in the Cherub's 
blue eyes as be responded, "Afraid of 
a rough house, are you?" 

"My daughter, sir, l^otexfcCtlyae-
customed to—w-vthe kind of persons 
Who might"— 

"Oh, I see. Well, suit yourself about 
It-suit yourself., But it isn't at all 
necessary. I shall try to keep them 
quiet There are to be only a few 
neighbors—the .Walloways and"— 
"The Walloways!" 

"Yes, and the Wilburs tod the Mil-
ler-Tremways and old Bishop Horton 
and a stray baron or two." 

"Bishop Horton! Is Bishop Horton 
coming? Coming here?" 

"Why, yes. The bishop's a friend of 
mine. Know him, do you?" 

"We were college classmates, Mr. 
Devine," said Mr. Hewlngton. 

"That so! I never went to college 
with the bishop, but I've crossed the 

ocean with him twice, and. once I held 
his hat while be made a speech." 

"Extraordinary!" said Mr. Hewlng
ton. • 

"Think so? It may seem a little 
queer to you, but the bishop doesn't 
appear,to look at it that way. : Come 
down and meet him and the rest of 
the folks, won't you? We're to have 
a little supper about half past & And, 
•ay, bring the countess—that la, unless 

he unique? So charmingly 
whispered Mrs. Mlller-Trem 

"isn't 
naive!" 
way. 

"Perfectly delightful!" assented Mrs. 
Wilbur. "He Says such odd things. 

"So glad you're to be a neighbor of 
ours," the latter assured Mr. Devine. 
"And how do yon like Hewlngton 
Acres?' 

"Oh, it's a good deal like living in 
Central park," obstrved the Cherub; 
"grass looks as if it had bad a shave, 
a hair cut and a shampoo, you know! 
All the place lacks are some benches 
and nurses and baby carriages. I may 
have to bring those up here until I get 
used to it." 

"Is it true. Mr. Devlne," demanded 
Mrs. Walloway, "that you started on 
y 'tir financial career with only a few 
thousand dollars?" 

"Few thousand!" echoed the Cherub. 
"Why, I've seen the time when it 
would have made me dizzy just to 
think of having a whole thousand!" 

"Do tell us about it. Mr. Devlne," 
urged Mrs. Wilbur, adjusting her lor
gnette. 

"Go ahead, Cherub. I want to hear 
that yarn, too," seconded Nick Wallo
way. "That was before you came 
east, wasn't it?" 

"Yes; that was in Chicago." said the 
Cherub. "I began .as office boy and 

•tsure!. fMO tne cneruD. "xnt^re 
all upstairs tn retreat" ' 

"In wjcreat! What da you teean. 
Devlne'.?" 

"It's because of tne, yon know. 
They iflon't approve oIt me. 'Mr. Heyv> 
lngton's writing a book about .qjy 
wiicked ways—gets his material from 
the newspapers, it'll tie a thick book, 
il guess." 

"Now, if that isn't Just like De Cotir-
cey!" exclaimed the bishop. "Splendid 
fellow, though, in his way." 

"So I've heard." 
"If you don't mind. Devlne, I'll ran 

up .and see him for a few minutes be
fore I go." 

"Oh, help yourself. They're Some
where on the top floor behind a barri
cade." 

"I'll bring him out of that." said the 
bishop. But he had not reckoned.- on 
the full strength of Mr. Hewlngton's 
prejudice. 

"It's not on my account, my dear 
bishop," said Mr. Hewlngton, "but 1 
must guard my daughter from such as
sociation." 

"Nonsense, De Courcey! Devine 
lacks polish, perhaps, but at heart he 
is an honest chap. Come down and 
meet him and bring Adele." 

"No, no; I couldn't think of it," firm
ly responded Mr. Hewlngton. "We 
shall remain here until he goes away." 
So the bishop went back alone. 

When it was over, when the last of 
them had gone, Mr. Cherub Devine, 
groping about for some fitting term to 
express the situation, remarked enig
matically: 

"That's what I call playing a four 
flush against a full house. Guess I'll 
take another stack, though." 

Which meunt that the audacious 
soul of Mr. Devine was humbled, but 
not crushed. 

He had tried to demonstrate to Mr. 
Hewlngton that his estimate of Cherub 
Devlne as one of the socially unfit was 
a mistaken Judgment. But evidently 
he had demonstrated nothing of the 
kind. The Hewlngtons had given him 
no chance to show what he could do 
In that line. Well, should he quit 
then? Mr. Devine allowed himself to 
smile grimly. Almost any one In Wall 
street could have told you what that 
meant. 

"IN BETBEATl WHAT DO TOU MEAN 
VJNE T'  

DJ&-

you're afraid of the crowd." 
This lust was a violation of a para-

ftaph In the Cherub's own code of 
tithictf, a paragraph which read, "When 
the other fellow's down and out don't 
rub It In." But the words had escaped 
before he Anew It Fortunately Mr. 
Hewlngton did not seem to notice the 
allusion, for he retired, repeating In an 
Undertone: "The Walloways! ' Bishop 
Horton! The Mlller-Tremwaysl" 

And sure enough, early in the even-
tog the b!g; rooms of the great house 
began-to echo with the lively chatter 
bf many guests. -There was the portly 
Mrs. Walloway, whose dinner dances 
M® alw£j"s such brilliant altalra; there 
were the haughty Wilburs, the hyphen^ 
ated Ofremways and a half dozen oth-
era Without whose nan^f and pie-' 

Stores the Sunday supplements would 
J/be Incomplete. 

^UMwseato 
^SloOk curiously upon Mr.' Oherub tie-

|vtoe Afc.fli^t, butwhen the bishop hat 
patted hljft affectionately on the shouli 
d*r and baron had ettu#iy;ely, em-

IS*: 
wag young Mtv TVkUoway. iPor 

tfcwhlle ha was fitter than ever, and%: 
had j^he air, of one wiw expects «dme-

w cherub Mm uidiaturbed. 

offptw® 
v I x u i n e s f e  < j * w h 6 t h e t  f e e  h a d a o t e d  p u r e -

•natives of" 

drew down the princely salary of $3, 
a week. I was saving to go into busi
ness for myself. There was a pie 
and coffee stand around the comer 
from our office, and I had my eye on 
that. I thought it would be a fine 
thing to sell pie and coffee and be my 
own boss. So I got the fellow's price 
for the outfit. Be wanted $75, and it 
seemed to me as though he'd asked 
for enough to pay off the national debt 
But I saved the seventy-five and a few. 
dollars more for a sinking fund. 

"Then I resigned. I rather expected 
the firm to go under when they got 
that blow. They didn't, though. ; 

"When I went around to the pie and 
coffee man with my seventy-five he 
laughed and told ine "to brush by. His 
sales had Jumped ten pies a dSy; and 
he had put his price, up to an even 
hundred. For. about Ave minutes 
things looked to me as the wash does 
when they get tOA, much bluing in the 
tub. Then I braced tip and: squan
dered 50 cents on the first real feed I'd 
had for a year; 4rl 

"After that it. was sunrise again!®! 
drifted into a' place where they were 
selling dollar options on July wheat 
and the first thing I knew I was plung
ing like o porpoise. Inside of two 
hours I had almost $800 in my pock
et and I kneW how a Rothschild feels. 
1 went back to the stand, shook my 
roll at the .{lie butcher and did. a lot of 
other fool things, all meant to., show 
t h e  f o l k %  t j l i a t  I ^ w a s J t . , *  j , - . . ,  
• "Vfext day ,1 hunted up* a Tegttltnr 
broker, and began to speculate, nice 
and l«op^T on margins, {"hadn't 

thit ^npre than a week before 
1 hit the market right and I've fs<% 
hitting it ever 'since, except when it's 
hit we. Oh, yes, it hits back now and 
then, Juut to show me"— t 

He ended his story abruptly; < 
z/'WhUt's thati Bp^s? Did 
*Ay supper? Good! Come on, folks; 
let's see what thb cook has found ,ta 
the lceboxl*» ' ^ ^ <• ' 

< Probably the V?llbOT« and the Mil-
lef-Tremwaytr be?ver been oumt-
monea^ toiltoe lh juBt that fashion b«-
fore., F^haps , the novelty pleased, 
thn%Jpr they warn ||S 'high good'^>n-
mor.p#lM$. .told eaa> other that Mr. 

*^|;>WB?dei^thtfany. #fein5. U,.. 
. In><pb fea^a it 

good supper, but Mt.'Jterlne took 
no Dote 8«>wa» thlnltlng abont 

It lis 'mwttto Close flSf 4t» af. 
\tmrn ^r. |>e*irie 

ClIAPTEn VI. 
HE big rooms at HewiAgton 

Acres were empty and very 
still long before midnight, but 
the Cherub continued to sit in 

the library, smoking and meditating. 
He had a trick when watching an un
steady market of tearing pieces of pa
per Into small bits and throwing them 
away. He was doing this now, and 
the eastern rug under his feet looked 
as if it had been visited by a stage 
snowstorm. He was aroused by an 
odd noise. It sounded as if some one 
was dragging a heavy object down the 
.stairs: 

Looking out through the door hang
ings, he could see the lower half of the 
Btaircase. For a moment he waited, 
and then there appeared the Countess 
Vecchi, tugging at a dress suit case 
which was evidently well filled. She 
was dressed as if for the street, with 
a light silk dust coat over her black 
gown and a Jaunty straw hat on her 
head. When she saw the Cherub she 
seemed startled and shrank back 
guiltily. 

"Oh," she exclaimed, "I—I did not 
expect to find you here. I am going 
away." 

"Are you? Do you generally start 
alone and in the middle of the night?" 
The Cherub had walked Out inio the 
hall. 
• "I—I don't care to talk to you about 
it, Mr. Devlne. I am going away, I 
teli you." Her brown eyes, looked as 
if they might fill with tears at any 
moment. 

"All right, all right," he said sooth
ingly. "You needn't talk about it." 

The Countess 'Vecchi allowed' the 
suit case to slide to the floor, and then 
she faced him. resolutely. 

"Mr. Devine, J have found out all 
about you." 

"Me!" M' 
water-; 

.. . . 

"Yes. I know why you are hereof 
"Good! You know a blamed sight 

more than I do then." 
''It is'useless for you to try to keep 

up'the deceit any longer, Mr, Devlne. 
My: father bas confessed the Whole, 
wretched story. , He told me at first 
that you were. merely here on some 
law business, but when I heard: that 
you were entertaining your friends 
here, Just as.! -you Would In/your, own 
house, I demanded to be told the truth. 
And now I know.' Oh. I know it all: 
This Is your house. You own It. 
Sopjehow or, other you have tricked 
my poor father out of It and now our 
beau-tl-ful ho-o-ome Is • yours. Dare 
you deny it? Come! Isn'flt so?" 

The Cherub bowed his bead in meek 
submission! 
•, "Then," exclaimed the counter, "you 
are not only a wicked man. bnt you 
are deceitful, cruell despise you! 
You-you are"-

what else he was the astonish
ed Cherub watt never" to know, for at 
that point the denunciation was in
terrupted. The threatening flood sub
merged the broWp ey^, ainl the count
ess, sinking down' on the bottom stair, 
leaned against the carted newel post 
and sobbed tempestuously; into tsii 
ample sleeve of tjh6 silk coat,' •. ' 
" "Oh, say, nowl" he protested, -^See 
here, won't jou? I^^Hdn't maan it 1 

tt ^'ibacfc * do, qpme. 
now: Ust's talk 
•P®. W V4lM3 , SJ\_ 

To the CherttWk' ttr^tf; en^moes 
fhe paid not tM aUg6tes|flM!ed. 'i-'r-
„-She grasped, tte snit' ")iase and 
marched past h&i wlth as much dig
nity wit was ipOBSible to assume wtth 
a heavy weight fragging down ^ 

MiMtf door-she made a detsjfe' 
•ittack 

tugged 
wmmt ijfeSii 

•St 

••You had .better wait, uniui morii-
ing, hadn't you?".he suggested. 

To this she . made no reply, but 
shoved and pulled at the stubborn 
bolts until she was forced to give up. 
Then, Just as he had thought her 
beaten, she went promptly to one of 
the French windows In a front room, 
turned the catc^i and stepped out on 
the veranda. Mr. Devine followed. 

"I do not wish for your company. 
Mr. Devlne." 

"I suppose you don't, but I'm going 
just the same. I'll get my coat and 
hat" 

As he ran back Into the hall he 
heard the countess leave the veranda. 
Snatching up an opera bit and a rain
coat, be hurried out through the win
dow after her. She was easily over
taken. for the suit ease acted as a 
brake. 

"You'd better let me carry your 
bag," he said as he overtook her, but 
the offer was Ignored, and the repulsed 
Cheub fell back a pace. Thus they 
started down the narrow graveled 
path which wound a leisurely course 
In and out among the shrubbery to
ward the main road. 

"See here," he said sternly as he 
stepped forward beside her; "you must 
let me take that bag." 

"I shall not! I don't need your"— 
she began bravely enough, but the 
Cherub had already lifted it from her 
numbed fingers. 

"I know you don't" he said, "but 
I've got the bag." 

A low grumble of distant thunder 
caused the countess to slacken her 
pace. 

"There!" he exclaimed reproachfully. 
"It's going to rain, you see. Did you 
hear that?" 

"Yes, I heard." . 
"But where are you going?" 
The countess stopped abruptly and 

turned to say: "I think I told you, Mr. 
Devine, that 1 did not care to discuss 
my plans with you at all. Will you 
give me my bag?" 

"No," said the Cherub. "I shall lug 
it myself, and I shall follow you until 
I see you safe somewhere." 

With a gesture of impatience the 
countess resumed her way. 

A brisk breeze sprang up somewhere. 
The treetops began to rock and sway 
like drunken men. Several sharp 
crashes of thunder came in quick suc
cession, and the bare highway1 emerg
ed for an instant from indistinct gloom 
as the lightning revealed every detail. 
Then there came a bush. Big drops 
of rain fell with menacing Impact on 
the crown of the Cherub's opera hat. 

"There! I told you It was going to 
rain," he announced. '.'Hold on, now; 
I'm going to put this coat on you." 

The countess hesitated. He had 
dropped the bag and was holding up 
the coat by the collar. Another and 
more vivid flash than any which had 
preceded it revealed.,(hlm with photo-
grspblc dtMSctnefeB/! She ' could not 
help noting that he looked very well 
In evening dress. He did not seem so 
much inclined to stoutness as in a 
business suit. 

"No; you .need the coat yourself. 
You'll be wet through In a moment." 
The big drops struck through her thin 
silk sleeves coldly on her arms. 

Then she allowed him to help her 
Into the raincoat. 

"Come on," he said, picking up the 
bag arid starting ahead. The rain was 
now drumming a roaring tattoo on the 
crown, of his hat i S 

• "You must take my arm' or you'll 
fall," ordered the Cherub. Meekly she 
obeyed, and they went plunging and 
sliding through the Storm. 

"Qh, you're being drenched!" said 
the countess. Apparently be did not 
hear. "You are wet through, aren't 
you?" she shouted In his ear. 

"Not quite," he answered calmly. 
"Come on." 

There ensued a period during which 
they stumbled and slid along In si
lence. At last they discovered several ' 
houses .near the road. 
' "We're getting Into the village," an
nounced the Cherub. "Isn't that where 
we want to go?" f 

"Yes," said the countess. "I suppose 
ao." ... 

"But where? 
village?" 

"The railroad station,?' 

Whereabouts in the 

Ms •The railroad station!" "The Cherub 
i^ehoed this as if he had never, heard 
the words before. .'What do you want 
to go there for?" 

"Because I am going away,": said; 
the countess . wearily. , '.Tn... going 
away." , 0 

ir Five minutes later. When they reach
ed the station, he saw with Joy that 
it was one of tnose Tow, wide roofed' 
affairs, under whose eaves they could 
at least-find shelter from the pelting: 
tain. 
,fThe station was dark, and ail the; 
4oors were locked,, of course, but there' 
was a baggage truefc.. He dropped the 
suit case with a sigh of relief and 
gehtly< helped the countess-to a seat 

&on the, bagcage truck.' •< 
• • "Well,, this is something like, isn't 
It? Great eh?" he demanded. At 

ery step his. shoes made a flushing 
id. . f, *" ' 

^"Yonr feet ihuirt 'be terrltfty. wet" 
-sn&getfted the countess, ,1, , . " 
'a!,4,Wet! Oh. they're not so Very Wet 
"It'felt flntfi after that Walk, don't you?" 

"I—Vp rather tired," j I'.-. -• 
' 1 "Yes, pTobubly Oyou &J*., But now 

can rest- You can rest while we 
ire waiting for the train,' you know;,. 
What time do we get a train anyway f?' 

L "*he*e'» one • at pajrt %pu %L j 
morning!" T r <0 ™ 
^r*Yetf stmt's the tart Una"? 
,«ffhe. Cherub' took out his watcti^and 

'fifed td'^ese the face jo#;it. 4S|ere 
was »ot liglit «uough, 
^rtotfc here" he' said, leaning aoJnst 
m truer**} 
3#mestl;. 
1»re*ii&l 1 
Vl-I don' 

Joo don't mewB 
IfTtetst 7. <to$jj)nTi 

^ttOw," ilaldig^ c| 

3C 

"OH, TOU'RB BEING DEBNOHED!" SAID THE 
OOUNTESS 

but I'm tired now and wet and— OX 
I wish I hadn't come at all; I wish 1 
hadn't." 

"There, there!" said the Cherub, pat
ting her shoulder. "Don't you worry. 
I'll go and rout out some one. I'll get 
a team to take us back." 

"No, no! I don't want to stay here 
alone. Please don't leave me here 
alone, Mr. Devine!" She grasped his 
hand and clung to it tightly. 

"All right, all right! I won't leave 
you. We'll go together and find some 
one. See; It Isn't raining nearly so 
hard as it was. I think the shower 
must be almost over. Shall we start 
now?" 

The countess was quite ready. There 
was a livery stable Just across from 
the station, she said. Fortunately 
they found a night hostler dossing in 
the office. It was with difficulty, how
ever, that he could be induced to har
ness a-pair of horses.. His chief de
sire seemed to be to gaze at the drip
ping clothes of Mr. Devine. 

The drive back to Hewlngton Acres 
was silent and uneventful. As they 
neared the house they saw that it was 
brightly illuminated. Out through the 
open front doors. streamed a broad 
pathway of light across which figures 
were moving. One of these was Mr. 
Hewlngton. 

"Adele!" he exclaimed, with much 
dramatic fervor as he saw the count
ess and stretched out his arms to re
ceive her. She went to him and 
promptly " began, to sob on bis shou!-
der. 

Next appeared the soggily clothed 
Cherub with the suit case. "Whew!" 
he exclaimed, throwing down the bag. 
Then, turning to the gaping butler, 
"Eppings, see if you can find me a 
dry cigar and a match." ' 

"Mr. Devine, what; does this mean, 
sir?" thundered Mr. Hewlngton. "1 
demand an esplanades." , 

"Well, what do you want me to ex
plain—that the rain is wet?" returned 
the Cherub. ; 

"This is no time for levity, sir. 
Adele, please go upstairs." Mr. Hew
lngton strode toward Mr. .-Devlne 
threateningly. 

!'I want you to explain your astound
ing conduct, sir," repeated Mr. Hew
lngton. :, ;.l • • ,4 c ^ 

"Father, father!" pleaded the count
ess. "I'll tell you all about It" 

"Sile'nce, Adele! Go to your room. I 
will deal with this Mr. Devine." 

"Nbw,' don't you be In a hurry", Mr. 
Hewlngton, and We'll cleari'thls little 
mystery in no time," said, the Cherub. 
; "Little mystery, sir!" The tall fig
ure of Mr. Hewlngton stiffened with 
anger. "What do you mean, sir? 1 
Wake up in the middle of the night to 
discover, that my daughter has fled, t 
arouse Eppings to, learn that be left 
you at 11 o'clock' waiting ii>t her in the 
library. - ^ I find the window open. : I 
discover that you are both gone. And 
now, at this hour in the morning, you 
come back in a public carriage. You 
are *a*-wretch, Mr. Devlne, a scheming, 
villainous"— 

v "Stop, father," stop! This is too ab
surd;" The Countess Vecchi bad step
ped between the .two men. "It was all 
my fault., I was ninning*. away, and 
Mr. Devine tried to Btop me, and when 
I wouldn't be stopped be went with 
me and carried the bag. Then it rain- ' 
ed, and he got wet. He is splendid, 
splendid, and he is very wet." 

"Sure, he is wet^'.^ssented Mrs. 
Hmmlns solemnly. ' 

In a dazed manner Mr. hewlngton 
inspected once more the obviously 
damp condition of Mr. Devlne's rai
ment <• » 

"Yes, yes, Adele. I suppose it is ?I1 
right 'but it Is not yet clear In ''my: 
mind." „ \ 

The Cherub was not Inclined, to Con-! 
tlnue the dialogue. "Oh, we'll straight
en 'that all out la the morning, Mr. 
Hewlngton." ( • v 

A .moment "later the «himes of a 
French clock announced the hour of 8. 

**$hree o'clock!" exclaimed 'tW Ch«; 
ub.1"I don't hjgtere Jon'll catchjthit 
7:80 train, will' jro'u, countess?" /I 

She ,'hiid started up the stair£ btrt 
turied to Bmile and shake her 

Ulead. 'tlt'-WM^ friendly smlj^,fs®| ,. 

Th^> conditions exlirttng td the cow. 
•table, eoupled rwtth the care 
He staa^te i«^^kii;the.B|U|e;lk' 

whe|h«^.¥tt»r resulting 
mm l&Atkt «SMptloiut.|B,vllt edged 
*weetra eiSw" or vandd staff, tT 
II bw^atiorf" " ' 
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For Sale 
$1700 —Six room housed \ 

and nice, lot on East Coding- j 
ton • -

$1400 —For a 4 rooms 
house. 'Good lot close m " 
4 blocks from business cen-

$3000 —For seven flroc«a 
house and barn near high 
school. 

$30Q0- For eight roottt 
house. 'Good lot, new barn 
one block from high school. 

$500—For good lot fac
ing east, 50x150, 4 blocks, 
east of high school s 

$1760—Fine new house 
six rooms, cistern and well 
in kitchen. Possession giv
en about May 1. -11̂ 1 

$500- -For nice vacant 
lot on east Codington. 

Call on owner 
J. E. Bird ̂  

' Room 11 Gou Block. 

IB 

KENTUCKY 
WHISKEY 

For Sale by 
Farl, Langdahl & Co.|M 

# S A M "  V-fmP-fb R... :• ' * 

1 A registered Jack former-
y owned by Taecker Bros, 

will stand for the season at 
J. J. McMath's place north 
of Stokes' Mill. 

TERMS: -Season, $12; 
To insure foal $15; guaran
tee a colt for $20. Ail ser
vice bills payable Nov. 1, 
1910. 

Mares traded or not re ̂  
turned will be charged as 
insured mares !;ff, 

.McMath, 
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