~ eustomed to—eér—the kind of persons

~ Jer-Tremways and old Bishop Horton

. With the bishop, but I've crossed the

. “Extraordinary!” said Mr. Hewing-

- queer to you, but the bishop doesn't
" i&ppear to look at it that way. Come

- the folks, won't you? We're to have
‘& little supper about half past 8, 'And,

. #ay, bring the countess—that 1s, unless

you're afrald of the crowd.” = -
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CILAPTER V.,
ONSTERNATION fell upon Ep-

pings when it occurred to Mr.

Devine, along abouwt 2 o'clock,

to informn him that guests

were expected at supper.

“Beg pardon, sir, but it is impossibke,
sir. We are not prepared. There's
only a small filet in the house, sir, and
not a duck—not a single duck.”

“Have squaly, then.”

“Bat, sir, we haven't"—

“0Oh, den't go on telling me what you
haveun't got, IIash up anything. Make
some sandwiches If you can’t @do bet-
ter, Only don’t come to me with your
troubles. I'm no chef. 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 1t?”

“Ye-e-e-es, sir. At what hour, sir?”

“Eight-thirty, sharp.”

“And how—how many plates, sir?”

“I don’t know. Ten or fifteen or
twenty. Better make it twenty, and
then you can discard.”

“I'll do my best, sir.”

“That's the way to talk, Eppings.”

Having made these offhand prepara-
tions, Mr. Devine sat himself down on
the veranda. He heard a step and
looked up to see before him the aris-
tocratic figure of the Countess Vecchi's,
father. Mr. Hewlington 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. 1Is it a fact?”

Mr. Devine nodded.
friends, a dozen or so.”

“Ah! Friends of yours? Mr. Hew-
ington 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 he responded, “Afrald of
& rough house, are you?”

“My daughter, sir; ig;not exactly ac-

“Just a few

who might”—

“Oh, I see. Well, suit yourself about
ft—suit yourself. But it isn't at all
mecessary. 1 shall try to keep them
quiet.. There are to be only a few
Reighbors—the .Walloways and”—

“The Walloways!”

“Yes, and the Wilburs and the Mil-

and a stray baron or two.”

“Bishop Horton! 1s Bishop Horton
eoming?  Coming here?”

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

“We were college classmates, Mr.
Devine,” said Mr. Hewington.

“That 80! [ never went to college

-ocean with him twice, aod once I held
‘his hat while he made a speech.”

ton, e 28
“Think so? ' It may seem a little

down and meet him and the rest of |

Thia last was a violation of a para.

; Wohgmb’lown code ot

lics, & paragraph which read, “When

Btygristhros % down. d.out don’t
1" But the words h sca

“1sn’'t he unigue? So charmingly
naive!" whispered Mrs, Miller-Trem-
way.

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

“So glad you're to be & meighbor of

ours,” the latter assured Mr. Devine,
“And how do you like Hewington
Acres?”

“Oh, it's a good deal like living in
Central park,” observed the Cherub;
“grass looks as If it had had a shave,
a halr cut and a shampoo, you know!
All the place lacks are some benches
and purses and babhy carriages. 1 may
have to bring those up here until I get
used to it

“Is It true, Mr. Devine,” demanded
Mrs. Walloway, “that you started on
your 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. Devine,”
urged Mrs. Wilbur, adjusting her lor-
gnette.

“Go ahead, Cherub. 1 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

aer g

‘“IN RETREAT! WHAT ?po YOU MEAN, DE-

VINE 7"

drew down the princely salary of $3,
a week. 1 was saving to go Into busi-
ness for myself, There was a ple
and coffee stand around the corner
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. 8o I got the fellow's price
for the outfit. He 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 pfe and
coffee man with my seventy-five he
laughed and told me to brush by. = His

de had put his price up to an even

Fortunately Mp, | bundred. For  about . five - minutes

things looked to me as the wash does
when they get too much bluing in the
tub. Then I braced up and squan-

dered G0 cents on the first real feed I'd

‘haqd for a year. foad]

% ,.‘

“After that it was sunrise again. 1
fted into o' place where they were

ingly.

sales had jumped ten pies a diy, and.|

“pure;” A the Cnerub.
all upstalrs in retreat.”

“In reftreat! What do you ‘Wean,
Devine?"

“It's Dbecause of me, you Kknow.
They ‘@on’t approve of me. Mr, Hew-
ington’s writing a book about ,my
wicked ways—gets his material from
the newspapers. [t'll be a thick book,
T ‘guess.” s

“Now, If thatisn’t just like De Cour-
‘cey!” exclaimed the bishop. “Splendid
fellow, though, in his way.”

“So Y’ve heard.”

“If you don't mind, Devine, I'll run
up.and see him for a few minutes be-
fore I go.”

“Ohb, help yourself. They're some-
where on the top floor hehind a barr!-
cade.”

“T'll bring him out of that,” said the
bishop. But he had not reckoned: on
the full strength of Mr. Hewington’s
prejudice,

“It's not on my account, my dear
bishop,” sald Mr. Hewington, “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. Hewington. “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 1 call playing a four
flush against a full house. Guess I'll
take another stack, though.”

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

He had tried to demonstrate to Mr.
Hewlington that his estimate of Cherub
Devine as one of the socially unfit was
a mistaken judgment. But evidently
he had demonstrated nothing of the
kind. The Hewingtons 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 bhave told you what that
meant,

- J.Mg-re

CHAPTER VI.

HE big rooms at Hewington
Acres were empty and very
still long before midnight, but
the Cherub continued to sit in

the library, smoking and meditating.
He bad a trick when watching an un-
steady market of tearing pleces 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
staircase. For a moment he walted,
and then there appeared the Countess
Vecchl, 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
gulltily.

“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 into the
hall.

. “I-I don't care to talk to you about
it, Mr. Devine. I am going away, I
tell you.,” Her brown eyes looked as
if they might fill with tears at any
moment.

*All right, all right,” he said sooth-
“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, 1 haye found out all
about you.” :

"‘Me!" A . )

“Yes. I know why you are here.”
“Good! You know a blamed sight
more than I do then.” :

#1t 18 useless for you to try to keep
up’the deceit any longer, Mr, Devine.

that you' were merely. here ‘on some

My father has confessed the whole |
wretched story,  He told 'me at first |

law business, but when I heard that |
you were ‘entertaining your friends

WATERTOWN, S8OUTH DAKOTA,

“You had better wait until morn-
ing, badn’t you?’ he suggested.

To this she < made no reply. but
gshoved 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 catch and stepped out on
the veranda. Mr. Devine followed.

“l do not wish for your company,
Mr. Devine.”

“l suppose you don’t, but I'm going
Jjust the same. I'll get my coat and
bat."”

As he ran back into the hall he
heard the countess leave the veranda
Snatching up an opera hat and a rain-
coat, he hurried out through the win-
dow after her. She was easily over-
taken, for the sult vase 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.”

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

“l1 know you dorn’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, 1 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 highway emerg-
ed for an instant from indistinct gloom
as the lightning revealed every detail.
Then there came a hush. Big drops
of rain fell with menacing fmpact 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 vp
the coat by the collar. Another and
more vivid flash than any which had

graphic dfstinctness.” 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 and starting ahead. The rain was
now drumming a roaring tattoo on the
crown; of his hat. 3

“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 he 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 sl-
lence. At last they discovered several
houses near the road. S
' “We're getting into the village,” an-
nounced the Cherub,: “Isn’t that where
we want to go?” oy sercEs
. “Yes,"” sald the countess, “I suppose

” b Y ¢

“But where? ' Whereabcuts in the
village?” L

 *The rallroad station,”
“The railroad station!”

Five minutes later,

preceded it revealed him with photo- |:

ed the station, he saw with joy that |
was one of tnose low, wide roofed |

“0H, YOU'RE BEING DRENCHED !" BAID THE
COUNTESS

but I'm tired now and wet and— O},
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! 1 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! 1 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 dozing 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 Hewington 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.
Hewington.

“Adele!” he exclaimed, with much
dramatic fervor as he saw the count-
ess and stretched out his arms to re-
celve her. She went to him and
promptly began, to sob on his, shoul-
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. Hewington. *1
demand an explanaticr.”

“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-
ington strode toward Mr, Devine
threateningly. « :

#1 want you to explain your astound-
ing conduct, sir,” repeated Mr. Hew-
ington. 3 \ ; % \

“Father, father!” pleaded the count-
ess. “T'll tell you all about it.”

“Stlence, Adele!" Go to your room. I
will deal with this Mr, Devine."

“Now, don’t you be in a hurry, Mr.
Hewington, and we'll clear; this little
mystery in no time,” said the Cherub.

. “Little mystery, sir!” The tall fig-

ure of Mr. Hewington stiffened with
anger.  “What do you mean, sir? 1
wake up in the middle of the night to
discover, that my daughter has fled. I
arouse Eppings learn that he left
you at 11 o’clock waiting for 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. Yon
are a“wretch, Mr. Devine, a scheming,
villainous”— ~ e

- “Stop, father. stop! This is too ab-

| surd.”. The Countess Vecchi bad step-
| ped between the two men. “It was all
4‘, my faunlt.. 1 was running. away. and

 Btop me, and when

ped he went with |
e bag. Then it rain-
t. He is splendid. | }

$1700—S8ix room hous
and nice lot on East Codin
ton S

$1400—For a 4 1
house. Good lot clos
4 blocks from business ¢e
ter. ‘

$3000—For seven room
house and barn near high
school. : S

$3000—For eight roonx
house. Good lot, new barn
one block from high school.

$5600—For good lot fac-
ing east, 50x150, 4 blocks.
east of high school

$1760—Fine new house
Six rooms, cistern and well
in kitchen. Possessiongiv-
en about May 1.

$600--For nice vacant
lot on east Codington.

Call on owner

J. E. Bird
Room 11 Goss Block. i

For Saledy

Langdahﬂl': & Co.

Farl,

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. Ajll ser-
vice bills payable Nov. 1,
lapc AN
Mares traded or mnot re-
turned will be chargedas




