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HOME CIRCLE MAGAZINE SECTION
worth haunt the kitchen. None of the
Socialists that 1 met at the Settlement
House were especially interested in
cooking."

"No material for articles, yet," she
added the next evening. "I know Mrs.
Wcntworth longs to be rid of me, but she
can't get a cook. I would leave her if
she could, and go somewhere else. I
must get my facts this week or I won't
get home when I planned. Mr. Farns-wort- h

gets up and builds the kitchen fire.
Wouldn't that make a fine item in an
article on "Why Servant Won't Stay?"
I can't make him stop. Mrs. Wcntworth
is nearly wild, but she doesn't even know
how to boil potatoes. She is a Southern
girl and absolutely helpless. My Domestic
Science lessons comem most conveniently
just now.

"Mrs. Wcntworth had two pretty
girls to dinner," she wrote the next
night. "They are having music in the
drawing-roo- now. I found a book on
Socialism just inside my door when I
came up. I've been looking it over, but
it doesn't explain Mr. Farnsworth's
building the kitchen fire. It hasn't the
appearance of having been much read,
either. A love poem by Heine dropped
out of it."

"I really must go," wrote Juliana a
day or two later, "even if the family
starves to death. I'm not getting any-
thing done, and in suite of all my efforts
and Mrs. Wentworth's, Mr. Farnsworth
continues calmly to spend the greater
part of his time in the kitchen. She
looked positively aghast today when she
found him bringing up the coal. She
will visit, all the intelligence offices to-

morrow, I am sure."
This proved a true prophecy. Kane

Farnsworth sauntered into the kitchen
in the middle of the forenoon to tell her
about it. "She wanted me to go," he
said, "but I compromised by taking the
kid to that aristocratic day nursery he
patronizes. I didn't feel equal to decid-
ing from the looks of a lady whether she
could cook." He sat on the corner of
the table and watched Juliana moving
about in her big blue apron with her
sleeves rolled up and a patch of flour on
her chin. She had not had time to achieve
the pompadour that morning save in a
modified form, and her rather delicate
beauty, which was not, strictly speaking,
beauty at all, hut the charm of a very fair
6kin and expressive eyes, was undis-
guised. She was getting ready to make a
cake, but with his eyes on her she found
herself doing all sorts of irrelevant and
unnecessary things. "You won't need
that, will you?" he inquired helpfully
as she lifted down the potato masher.
"I wish," she said, turning to him, her
eyes very dark and determined, "that

to the station. Juliana got the dinner
ready to the last detail, taking the greatest
pains. At least Mrs. Wcntworth should
realize what a good cook she hail lost.
Then she ran upstairs to dress. She got
out a tailored linen bought for an emer-
gency and did her hair in the broad gold
brown braids that in their simplicity
added piquancy to the dainty charm
of her face. Then she pulled it all down
again and piled it up into the tremendous
pompadour she baa effected since going
out to service, and she put away the
handsome gown and donned one which,
plentifully adorned with lace, had cost
$3.08 ready-mad- She was going to play
fair with Mrs. Wcntworth. Kven then
she parted from her reflection in the new
mirror with a smile. Hut when she ran
noiselessly downstairs intent on the fin-

ishing touches, the carriage had returned.
Mrs. Wentworth's door was ajar. Her
voice came from it, a mingling of horror
and tears. Evidently she was seeking
the first opportunity to pour her woes into
her husband's ears. "And do you know,"
she said, "he actually wants to marry
her. Isn't it too awful? He actually
wants to marry her!"

Very scarlet were Juliana's cheeks
when she reached the kitchen, and very
dark and angry her eyes. "I shall go
immediately after dimner," she said,
"and I'll never sec any of them again,
never, never, never!" She went into
the dining room to see that everything
was in order. The two prof ty girls were
crossing the hall and glanced in at her
indifferently without speaking. They
were beautifully dressed and had flowers
in their hair. They went into the drawing--

room.

"Oh, Mr. Farnsworth, do come and
sing," she heard one of them say.

Redder grew Juliana's cheeks. She
stood a moment. Then she started swift-
ly for the back stairs. There was a
limit to human endurance. No one,
it seemed, was able to read the real worth
under a $3.98 exterior. She reached her
room out of breath but determined. It
was too late to don the linen dress but
there was a simple and ravishingly becom-
ing home gown of soft Indian reel. In an
incredibly short time she was in it. Next
the hair came down and went up again
in .a hurried but artistic mass. Then
Juliana, her eyes as briliant as her
checks, returned noislessly to the kitchen
just in time to hear the peremptory
tinkle of Mrs. Wentworth's table bell.
She seized the platter and with head held
high pushed open the dining room door
and entered.

For an instant she did not see the man
at the foot of the table. For an instant
he did not sec her. Then he looked
up and their eyes met. And into the

you would go away. I am not used to
Feing watched at my work. I could do
better"

"You are doing well enough," he said
soothingly. Never forget that if every-
body devoted four hours "

"Have you done your four hours?"
sharply.

He looked at her a little while before
he answered; in fact he hail rather the
the effect of being too absorbed in looking
at her to speak. Then he said: "No, 1

am going to begin now."
"Then go anil begin."
"Hut that is what I am here for,"

He looked after her as she turned indig-
nantly away. "Why do you try to do
everything at once? he asked. "Now
if you would sit down here a minute and
let me speak to you." He pulled a
chair forward, but Juliana, instead of
taking it, seized the cake board and gazed
at him angrily across it.

"1 shall be greatly obliged to you if
you will go away," Bhc said. " You are
simply hindering me. Your work in the
kitchen doesn't amount to anything and
I don't believe that your socialist doc-
trines prescribe any time spent in trying
to flirt with the cook."

"Oh, Juliana! How crude!" he sighed,
his eyes dancing. Then he added softly,
"I am not trying to flirt with the cook.
The cook has went, you know." He
sat a minute longer watching the flutter-
ing hands and the tip of a little red ear.
Then he went across to where she was
busily pretending to ignore him. "You
think I am not in earnest," he said, "but
1 am. I should like very much to marry
you, Julia, if you would have me."

Juliana dropped her spoon and the
flour sifter and the egg beater, all of which
she was holding without any idea of how
she intended to use them.

"Unless you go away I am going,"
she announced.

He stood looking at her, amusement,
admiration and other things she did not
stop to analyze, in his gaze. "You have
much sweet unreasonableness, Juliana,"
he said; and then with another look he
went away.

"A week tomorrow," wrote Juliana a
few days later, "and I am still here. I
told Mrs. Wcntworth that I must go and
she unbent sufficiently to implore me to
stay until after the dinner party. Mr.
Went worth comes tomorrow. He was de-
layed somewhere on business. Mr. Farns-
worth spent the morning trying to make
me tell where I live, but I was firm. I
intend that they shall never know."

Juliana had her morning undisturbed.
Mrs. Wcntworth succeeded in keeping
her brother employed until she trium-
phantly lauded him in the carriage to
accompany her and his small nephew

soft babble of voices and laughter broke
two cries.

"Juliana Favrille!" cried the master,
delightedly.

"Hilly Wcntworth!" cried the maid,
amazcdly.

As in a dream, Juliana saw the dazed
faces of Mrs. Wcntworth and her guest.
Then Billy took the platter from her,
only to place it on the nearest chair, and
was holding both hands.

"I thought you were in England,
Billy," she said helplessly.

"Just back," said Billy. "Didn't let
any of my friends know. Wanted to
surprise 'em you know. I've been five
years away from this blessed country.
Think of it. Told the firm I couldn't
stand it another minute. Not but what
England is all right, in its place, but
it's got a bit too tense of late. I met
Marion over there, you know. She
was by the way" with a sudden great
increase of astonishment "how on earth
did you and Marion become ac-

quainted.
Juliana dropped her eyes to hide their

shamed hilarity. "We are not exactly
acquaintances, she said. "I am working
ing here."

Mr. Wentworth's happy face fell.
His troubled voice invited confidence.
"My dear, dear, Juliana," he said, "what
has happened?

Mr. Farnsworth arose from his place
and came across where they stood.
"Don't worry, Billy," he said. "Mi63
Favrille has been masquerading. It's
up to you to make her give her reasons."

Juliana avoided a glance in his direction.
Her answer was to Billy. "It was for
articles," she said. "Magazine articles
on the Domestic Science Problem. I
didn't know this was your house, Billy."
But Billy had gone off into happy and
continued laughter.

Mrs. Wentworth spoke, chagrin, re-

sentment and relief she knew who the
Favrillcs were mingling in her voice.

"Bring another chair, Kane," she
said. "If Miss Favrille

"Miss Favrille will serve the rest of
this course," said Mr. Farnsworth. "Dis-
cipline must be maintained. I will help
her." He opened the door and waited
for her to pass out before him.

"Kane insisted she wasn't a servant,"
came from Mrs. Wentworth's aggrieved,
apologetic voice.

"So she's the girl!" exploded Billy's
jolly one. "Why, my dear, I wanted to
marry her myself when she was eighteen."

Kane followed Juliana down the hall
and closed the kitchen door beside them.

"Will you marry me, Juliana? he said.
Juliana succeeded in freeing one hand and

took a step in the direction of the stove.
"Not until after dinner," she said.

The Mystery of the Jade Spear
( Continued from page i)

satisfaction. He beamed through the

him politely, entering at once into a
dissertation upon greasy roads and the
dangers of side-sli- Was there nothing
that would prevent them? He had
heard that there was a patent, consisting
of small chains crossing the tires, that was
excellent.

"It's about the best of them, sir," said
the lad. " Mr. Bulstrode uses it on this
car sometimes."

"So this is Mr. Anstruther Bulstrode's
car?

"Yes, sir. He was the brother of the
poor gentleman inside."

"The roads are fairly dry now," con-
tinued Peace, "but if you had been out
this morning "

"Oh, Mr. Bulstrode had the chains
on this morning," he interrupted. "Idid not go with him, but when he came
back he told me he was glad to have
them, for the roads were very bad."

"And Mr. Bulstrode thought the roads
were dry enough this afternoon to do
without tbem?'?

He
"Yes.

'
He told me to take them off.

"I am glad to see the police interest
themselves m motoring," broke in a,Kigh-pitche- d

voice behind us. "I was under
the impression false as I now observe-t- hat

they were confirmed enemies to thesport.
A yellow husk of a man was Mr

Anstruther Bulstrode, as I knew thisstranger must be. Years under the
Indian sun had sucked the English

blood from his veins and burnt their
own dull color into his cheeks. He
stood on the step of the porch with his
hands behind him and his little eyes
glaring at the inspector like a pair of
black beads. His mouth, twitching vi-

ciously under his straggly mustache,
proved that the poor colonel had not been
the only member of the Bulstrode family
possessed of an evil temper. Over his
shoulder I could see Miss Sherrick's
white face watching us. And now Bhe
stepped forward to explain.

"This is Inspector Peace, uncle,"
she said nervously.

"I know, my dear, I know. Do you
think I can't tell a detective when I
see him. So you have caught your man,
eh, inspector?"

"If you will come into the library,
Mr. Bulstrode, I will answer what ques-
tions I may."

It was now close upon eight o'clock and
the pleasant twilight of the long summer
evening was drawing into heavier shadows.
There was no gas in the old house, but
Miss Sherrick ordered lamps to be brought
in. We all seated ourselves about the
big fireplace save Peace, who stood on
the ticarth-ru- g with his back to the
flowers that filled the empty grate. The
shaded lamp dealt duskily with our faces.
There was a strain, a vague anxiety in
the air that kept me leaning forward in
my chair, nervous and watchful.

Continued on page 9)

into a gray mud that had dried inder the
afternoon sunshine. The surface was
scored into a puzzle of diverging lines by
the wheels of carts and carriages, cycles
and motors. Yet Peace hunted it over
even more closely than he had hunted
the paths in the grounds. He was par-
ticularly anxious to know the position
in which the body had lain, and finally
the sergeant got down in the drying mud
to show him.

Apparently the colonel had walked
about ten yards from the gate when the
spear struck him. He had fallen almost
in the center of the road, which at that
point was broad, with stretches of grass
bordering it on either side. His revolver
had not been fired, though he had been
found with it in his hand.

We walked on down the road, Adding-to- n

Peace leading, his eyes fixed on its
surface, and the sergeant and 1 following
behind. For myself, I had not the re-
motest idea of what he hoped to effect
by this promenade, nor do 1 believe had
the sergeant. We circled the outside of
the gardens, the road finally curving to
the left, and bringing us to the entrance-gate- s.

Here we stopped at a word from
the inspector. The little man himself
walked on, and finally dropped on his
knees close to the hedge. When he joined
us again, it was with an expression of

Kntun at ine oiu eim avenue, tnat rustled
sleepily in the gathering dusk.

"What a pretty place it is," he said.
"Thank heaven that these old houses
still find owners or tenants who dare
to defy the jerry builder and all his
works. Hello, and who may this be?"

He had turned to the toot of the horn.
The motor was close upon us, for a steam-ca- r

moves in silence as compared to the
busy hum of a petrol-drive- n machine.
It stopped, and the chauffeur jumped
down and ran to open the gates. Of
the driver we could sec nothing save a
peaked cap, goggles, and a long white
dust coat.

As it disappeared up the avenue
towards the house I heard a faint bubble
of laughter in my ear. I turned in sur-
prise.

"Why, Peace," I said, "what is the
joke?"

"There is no joke, Mr. Phillips,"
he answered. "It was fate that laughed,
not 1."

There were moments when, to a man
of ordinary curiosity, Inspector Adding-to- n

Peace was extremely irritating.
We walked up the avenue in silence.

The motor was standing at the front
door, the chauffeur, a bright-face-d young-
ster, loitering beside it. Peace greeted
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which I would be dried up precisely at the time

when the need would be greatest. I wish to state, for the benefit of the puWic, that


