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CIAPTER X,
y BELEAT-XA-VRECKEN.

Al day long the blast hed scourged the
porthern scas ‘nto a maelstrom of boll-
Ing surf: the h avens were eciipsed by
feaden clouds which tralled thelr ragged
skirts along tho surface of the waters;
lightnings streamed from the rent skies
liire tire through an open door; thunders
eolird—It was a wi d day, that!

Set tn the midst of this elemental

frenzy; a rock-bound lset giood, black |

and stendfast; its basaltic cilffs were
erowped by an ancient square embat-
tled lower. A tug streamoad from Its
turrets, the broad rose window of its
rhapel glimmered amid the wild wrack of
the storm.

| The breakers roared around the foot |

of the isle—Ilearel upon its rocky walls,
finzing thelr snewy feam up even to
th: cast'e parapet, and fe’l back Ina
thonsand silvery risls, to crouch and leap
agnin in endless, ineffectual fury.

. When the hour of sunsct came, @
wild glare shot from the angry west
neross the seerthing wasts, and along
t at ficry pathway o little ship came
Heelng belore the storm under bare
Jo es

| She was a slight and cdainty craft,
more fit for th: silver reaches ol the
Tham s than for thess ficrce Hebridean
§ ax.  Yet, like some high-couraged,
b autifui animal running for its life, she
piill kept ner raven'ng pursuers, the |
waves, t ehiud her, aud stagger d oa un-
daunt d.

It was Fdzar Arden’s yacht, the Mer-
gauses, whizh had been blown out of her
tourse, and was now running head on
f vrthe iremtound ile as fast as the |
win.l and current could drive her.

. ¥dgar Arden and his stout-heartad
men W e utier s.rangers in these s as;
they | ad madoe a 'ong and gallant fight
for dear life, and hiped even ye. to slip
by the looming rock and find safe sea-
room beyond

. But as that fierce ray lit the seene,
showing distize ly for the first time the
form of the foam-swu bhed rock, a voice
rose from among the little company on
ibe laborivg bark, a volce like the knell
ol doom:

“T'he Sleat na-Vrecken!
Blea -na-Vreecken!”
¢ "The mon, clinging each to his place
that h» mizht not b swept away by the
crowding w.ves, turned with one ac-
;"ord to ga. e at the u.terer of the warn-
ng
| 1t was the ¢n’y man among them who
kroav these waters, an old Highlander
whom they had picked up about Tona
for pilot.

. Ba'n rshine, noeye had ever before
geen old Kenmore moved; his spirit was
bard s his vonntry's granite, and not
ensily dannted, but he was daunted now.
E'evated above them ali and hanging on
to the bare mast, with his long white |
tocks drift nz on the gale, he gazed upon
the approa h.ng isle in pale d.smay.

. Il N eat-na-Vrecken!” echoed Ed-
gar Arden qu'ekly, “where have I henrd
that wild Norse name? Orisit ony a
remlois ence of some old sea Jegend?
Etrange! It rings famiiiar in my ear.
Tut what particnlar peril are we in from
thit b ack rock? Eh, Kenmore.”

. He was a fine fe low, Arden; the beau
tieal o a galant, brave patrician; no
sl epy lamguor or lily fingers with him,
he was all life and fire, yet with that
Joolk In lis flashing eyes which women
love men for

«Pender and true” as “Douglas” of
tho sw ot ballad, was Arden of Inch-
capo; and if he had not yet discovered
the lad; who was destined to win his
loyal heart, it was through wno coldness
of temperament or predominance of
go'f-concelt
. Fdgar Arden had not been very long
yromoted to the acknowledged helrship
of a noble English house; he was the or-
phan son of the nearestof kin to the Earl
of Incheape; and when that nobleman
jost his beautiful young wife abroad five
vears befors, having no issue save a
caughter by his first wife, he brought

_ his heir-at law home to Inchcape Fosse,
and formally ratitied his rights.
. Edgar was already a gentleman In
character and breeding. and he entered
that desolate house like a blessing to the
ombittered Inchcape, upon whom a
crushing calamity had recently fallen.
He had always heard s> much of Inch-
¢ape’s fine caveer, his philanthropic
pro_ects, his political power, that when
he first came-fo the Fosse and found his
kinsman & broken, brooding mam, with
noble aspirations all forzotten, and
wers unheeded, his srdent young
eart was touched, snd he loved him
with no common love.
. Lord Inchcape gradually awoke to
t{he ecm’orting sweetness of this anex-
pected affcetion.. He marked the youth
and began to thank God that, since he
was den ed a son of his own body, this
irue man was to stand in that relation
to him. Thus it was that Edgarbecame
the teloved of Inchcaps, master and
people. He was denicd nothlng that he
set his heart upon—his will was law,

He craved a yacht; the ear] presented
him witn a nonpareil in yachts—the
Merganser. He wanted a crew; the
due complement o men was cul ed from
the flower of Lord Inchcape's tenantry.
And wetl they loved their gallant young
captain: they wouid have iollowed him
round the world at his bid; nobody was
so great or fo good in their eyes as

..wArden of Inchcape.” 5

Edgar had been alone in the world
sinee his infancy, when he lost both his
parents, A guardian had then taken

Eeware the

ci1d eare of him ac to the letter
of his 1nsuueﬁm him to &
first-class academy, and then to Faton;
but small was the home happlness until
Lord Incheape took him home to the

Fosse.

Edgar had enjoyed his usoal luck in
his trip in the Huﬂ:uur until he took
Xenmora aboard Ifke a second Joush.

" He had pever shown tho least de

vobion
o layous capiei 2 bad. beey gl

: o

§

a~d forma! in what brief Intercourge Lo
bad deigned to hold with him, and a
stern and silent man among his mates on

board the Mergauser.

He was a man of glant stature,
straight and massive a3 a tower, with
snow white locks and pale-blue, piercing
northern eyes. An expression of bauteur
redeomed his rough-hewn features from
vulgarity, and he had well-earnéd the
respect of master and mates by his nautl-
cal ekill and the scrupulous fulfiliment

of his dutles.

As Edgar Arden demanded the nature
of the peril which threatened thom, the |

old man answered sternly:

“Many a brave ship has lald her bones
at the foot of yon black rock: There's a
current that runs like a mill race to the
rock—It has got & grip. of our keal by
now, and we're but a leaf in the storm.”

Tha boding words struck heavily on
the hearts of the men; eye sought eye
and faint

blankly; they were weary
from the toil of the day.

But Arden's cheery voice rang out

again.

«While thero's life there's hope,” cried
“My stout men know no fear,
I see a0
fnhabited fort on the rock, and if our
ship must go to pleces the people will
doubtless ba on the lookout for the poor

he,
and we're all brave swimmera.

castaways. "

The half-drowned sallors burst out
with a rousing hurrah! Hopo returned
when Arden epoke, his gallant spirit in-

fusad itself into avery breast.

But Kenmore turnod away with a look
of chill unbelief, and fixed his eyes upon
the isle, which was swiftly looming near- |

er,

emution.

raven,” Edgar heard him muttering:
«|'ve seen the curse fall upon you, but
T'll never see it lifted. Farewell, fair
injured lady! yo will tarry long for leal |
Kenmore, as ye've tarried for deliver-
ance; they will not come! Farewsli to
you, proud Oolavs, child of sorrow! In
valn do your starry e'en shine o'er the
| lonely maln, till s strong hand opens
your cage ye canna win out! And what-
e'er comes to lady and child, I shanna
be thore to see; for old Kenmoro will

come again no more! no moral”

Arden listened to this- weird outburst
with indescribable amaze, & strange look
It was not only that he

on his faca,
was astonished at the revelation of

passionately loyal nature in this unbend-
ing old salt, or at the pure and poetical

langusge which he used, enhanced as

was by that plaintive, musical Intona- |
be heard morth of |

tion which is only to
Inverness.

He listened to the wild lament, and
watched the ecant and bitter tears of
old _age that started %o the old man’s
| eyes; and in spite of the pekril of the
moment, & sudden fiery curiosity pos-
sessed him;: he felt as if he could not die
until he had fathomed this amazing

mystery.

When Kenmore had ceased to epeak
and was sinking Into mournful reverie,

Edgar abruptly addressed him,

«\What do yon know of Bleat-na-

Vrecken?”

Kenmore started and met his eyes

sternly.

«] was born npon Sleat-na-Vrecken— s
ay, and it looks as if I wad e’en die at

its foot!” replizd he.

“Than you know all about it?” said
“you know
whether the tower npon its summit is

tha young captain, eageriy;

not called ‘Dunraven Tower,' eh?”

Kenmore's stern face grew fierce, his
beetling brows met over his flashing

cyes in a sudden black scowl.

«Who spake of Dunraven?” growled

he

“Ah! I remember now!* eried Edgar
in great agitation; “my lord’s chart of
fslet in the
porthern seas, I saw it in print, butI
never heard it pronounced betore, and the
His
| hurrying thoughts went on In silence;
an incredible revelation was opening to
him: he was stunned by it. He had
conned over the great chartof Inch-
cape's possessions witn the earl for in-4
structor; and there he had seen the tiny
islot Sleat-na-Vrecken crowned by Dun-

his domalns—the little

name of the town was Dunraven!”

raven Tower

«A wild place that!® he had eald,
laughingly; “how do you pronounce ir?®
And my lord had moodily passed it by
unpronounced, and his voice had sounded
upnatural when next he spoke, upon &

far different subject.

And now this Kenmore was lamenting
the fates of an injured lady who would
look in vain for her Jeal Kenmore, and
of proud Oolava, & child of sorrow,
whose eage door would never be opened
to set her free until some strong hand
And “Arden of Inch-
cape® thought of the beautiful bride
abroad five years ago,
to the utter spolling of his kinsman’s
Lord Inchcape’s falr
daughter who was supposed to be still
at her educatlon on the Continent; and
it struck him like the lightning’s flash
that he had found them—that they were

came from afur!
who had died
of

life; ana

in vonder Power of Dunraven!

“Tell me,” he sald, imperiously, laying
his hand upon the pilot’s shoulder, “who

dwells in Dunrayen Tower?”

Kenmore was mute; he gazed in the
young man's face with fleree curiosity.
«] gee the flag fiying from the turret,”
erled Edgar, “so I know that a member
of the family 1s there. Who fs It, man?

I command you to tell me—I have
right to know.” .

Kenmore looked at the imperious young
geaeman from head to foot, and his

smi’e was grim as death.

“Maybe it's the lord himself,” he

vouchsafed to say at last.

“No! no! You know
claimed Edgar.
to deceive me?”

«Honored sir,” quoth Kenmore, dryly.
wad excuse the freedom I wad
submit that ye had better be saying your
‘gin we 2’ gang to the boitom,
than peering into matters that concern

“if ye
prayers,

ye not!®

“That's all you know!
deep interest in
your stubborn mouth,
want to hear."

«May my tongue rot in my stubborn
mouth befored spesk the words!" ox-

claimed the old man fiercely.

«Phare’s some strange mystery here.”
falling back from before the
hate that shot from those
“Well, wal!, it is searcely
v ife

ay just be ending. Yol who can say?
el be carried within those
the day is done, dead

said Edgar,
wile bla e of

pale-blue eyes:
the time to pursue a clew when my 1

Perhaps | may.
tewer walls before
or alive.”

Bhie he muttered to himself, but Ken-
listening closely, retorted

more, who was

pitterly:
«Foul fall the day that

these waves your

wad 1 see
Bleat-na-

sheet sod the foot of

it fs not.” ex-
“Why should you like

I may have a
this matter. Come, open
and tell mewhat 1

':‘u - falso
Lowland face enter yonder walis! Rather
s winding
‘Vrecken

'“‘m'f:‘ ime to axpross his 88
o 1 B,y o

present danger.

could be distinctly seen,

drownod by the waves;
upon 1t

bell began to clang; the
| seen, and the people of
signaling her.

Arden cheered his

after the vessel strock.
an Intelligent young man

message of farewell for

he, with & rueful laugh.

saying heartily:
Englishman, but then y
are & loyal fellow and

other, if die we must.”

a look of utter aversion.

men with
hopes of rescue, and gave them careful
fnstructlons how to fight for thelr lives |

in case of ais own death
did my best to preserve his heir,” said |

me, and it doesn’t matter now.

forat this moment a loud cry from the
saflors recalled his attemtion to their
The island was now o
near that the very seaweed on the rocks
as it rose from |
time to time cut of the boiling surf.

A landing stage ran out from the base
| of the cliff, but it was half the time

no soul stood

Suddenly @ blaze streamed up from
the top of the tower, and a deep-toned

Mergauser was
the tower were

new

He then spoke

a few quiet, heartfelt words to his mate,

who was much

attached to him; he was giving him a

Lord Incheape
“Tell hiim I

He then turned to Kenmore, who was
once more wrapped in hisown thoughts,

“You don’t like me because I'm an

ou don't know
You
I honor you.

There, let us die at peace with one an-

He extended

hia hand to the old Highlander, but
even then Kenmore shook his head with

“Lithe and mellow was the tonguo
that brought ruin,K upon Dunraven!”
muttered he, “and that tongue was Eng-
Gradually his stern features soft- | jieh, I canna forget!
ened, and his keen eye filled with gentle

canna forget!”

Edgar tarned from him more in won-

AGY der than anger; a strange impatience
Farewell ! farewell I unhappy Dun-| came upon him, it teomed hard that ho

the isle—entering Its
rounded by its breakers,

that clung to the face of

a wave of the hand—was
Arden could see her as

a

acht.
it x
more in ecstasy. “Saw

“So that is *Oolava,’

daughter!”
He could see the Jett

with a shivering shock,

the pursuing waves cau

pretty toy, which went
stantly.
2

any in Holyrood.

to fall upon his face.
held in the hand of a

and in his right mind,

he heard.
What o strange, sad,

he felt a shock almost as
& spirit.

suming fire of an ever liv

graceful,
fined sentiment and ele

sion.

if she had been a vision;

over him with anxious so

a | man’s lost wife.

rowful, pining as under
ever present affiction.
Engelonde Inchecape,

tions inbrooding solitade
of his days.

stantly, pressed down by
of weakness and
white and panting, with
fastened upon her.

“Are you in pain? I
said she sweetly.
you?*

glad 1o
herself by his pillow,

abount the heartof ber un
with & strapge power.

fractares &
worst; but they are all

Dloand are nalesp ia

hair and the panting of her breast.
et her deep, dark, flashing eyes; they
pierced him to the very heart; when,

with a soft plumy scented fan,
still in low, friendly tones that stole

might die just when his foot was upon
the verge of this undreamed of mystery.
And now the Mergauser was under

shadow—sur-

Suddenly & man appearod upon the
landing stage—another and another—a
swarm of rescners covered the wave-
washed platform; and the small figure

the cliff above

them, assigning to each his place with

& WOoman.
distinctly as if

she stood beside him, adarkly beauntiful
creature, in the earliest bloom of youth,
clad in dark blue, with a glimmer of gold
at forehead ana throat, and a wild, white,
inspired face turned toward the doomed

“It 18 Colava herself!” shouted Ken-

you ever her

peer smong your whimpering dames?”

that fiery sea

princess!” thought Edgar, with a leap
of the heart, “that is Lord Dunraven's

y curves of her
He

the Mergauser

struck—remained wedged as if in a visa;

ght up at last,

lifted themselves up llke s mountain,
and descended with a crash upon the

to pieces in-

' CHAPTER IL
“pO THE DEAD AND THE LOST COME 'BAI“.K?.“

Edgar Arden had gone down in the
sesthing depths at the foot of grim Sleat-
na-Vrecken; when he pextlooked up the
scene had mightily changed.

He lay in & noble apartment, simply
and delieately furnished with pearly
hues sparingly fecked with dead gold;
lofty walls with dark polished panels
finely carved; tall narrow windows heav-
{ly draped with gray velvets threaded
with tarnished gold; an ancient room as

The bed he lay on was canopied and
draped ‘in antique fashion,
had been swept apart at the foot, to al-
low the elear soft light of a waxen taper
This taper was

its curtains

lady who was

watching him with rapt attention; for &
fow moments he gazed full in her face
before she seemed to believe him awale

The pleasant crackle of a fire in & dis-
tant part of the room was &'l the sound

brooding face

hers was! So wan, so transparent, that

if he had seen

1t was very evident that she
had a history; storms had passed over
that face, her eyes burned with the con-

ing pain.

She had been very beautiful, of o
spirituelle type, with the re-

gant graces of

gentle birth; but the glory of her day
was past; her noble form was wasted, &
deep melancholy darkened her expres-

Her dress was severely simple, no
faintest attempt at decoration relieved
it, and yet she wore it with such a grace;
the lines of her form were so flowing,
that she lent a majesty to the dress
which no splendor could have given.

As his fainting faculties returned to
him. Edgar contemplated

this woman as
but the spell

was broken when she moved to bend

licitude.

Full recollection returned to Edgar,
and with it the darting conscionsmess
that here stood Lady Inchcape, his kins-

Lovely as he had heard her called, sor-
a crushing and

Sorely this was

for whose fake
Lord Incheape had renounced the world,
and buried his noble powers and ambi-

in the meridian

In sedden overpowering excitement
Edgar sprang up, strotched ¢
to the lady aitd made & gas
to utter her name, but he

out his bands
ing aitempt
ell back in-
the heavy hapd

pain and could only lie

a yearning look

Startled by his abrupt movement, the
lady flew to his side and took his hand
in her own small, burning ones.

am s6 sorry,”

“What can I do for

He litted  her hand to his lips and
kissed it fervently, and still he could not
command bis voice tg speal.

“You are very weak, and must not ex-
ert yourse 1,” said she, soothingly. “You
bave boen dreadfully hurt, though not
motally, avd no bones are broken.
have such good
you.® She smiled gently, and seating
began to fan him

Iam
news to tell
talking

known kinsman
aYou want to

. | hear the Tate of your crew; be at peace,
they we.e «il saved, every one.
nd contustons, that 18 the

A few

made comforta-

the cotaof ihe

Highland fishermen down by the shore.
Does that relieve you?”

He nodded mute assent; his mind was
in such confusion that he cou'd do
nothing but lie and regard her with his
soal in his eyes.

Sweet lady, 1s this your fate? Chained
to fhis sterile rock in the midst of the
seas, consigned to your gnawing grief
unhelped and uncomforted, while your
bright beauty wastes in its summer
prime. -

Alas! beautiful Engelonde Incheape,
what had you done to deserve this?

“You are trylng to recall whether you
have ever seen me before,” said she,
shrinking uneasly under his uncon-
sclous gaze. “No, no; wa are utter
strangers to each other. You are in
Dunraven Tower, and my simple High-
land folk call me their lady, because 1
am the wife of their absentchief. How
shonld you have met & recluse llke me?
No, no, po; our paths In life lie far.
apart® Her volce died away, she
| brooded mournfully over the thoughts
suggested by her own words.

dgzar shook oft the preoccupation
which had hitharto held him dumb; he
had resolved upon his course.

11 he had indeed found Lord Inch-
cape's vanished wife and daughter in
this seclusion, he had by ¢hance stum-
bled upon a secret which the oarl had
never chosen to confide to him. It was
“clear that as yet Lady Inchcape did not
suspect that he was her husband's heir,
nor had he any right to compli‘ate the
situation by en!ightening her. He
might not long be obliged to intrude
here—he determined to make an effort
to maintain his incognito; at least un-
til he had confessed his involuntary in-
trusion to Lord Incheape.

Therefore he answered Lady Inch-
cape's last words by the statement,
meant to reassure her evident anxiety
lest he might have recognized her fact:

“No, madam, I am sure 1 have never
met you anywhere before, far as I have
traveled. I should never have forgotten
"you Andnow that I owe my life to
your goodness, I trust the day may come
when I may prove my gratitude. Allow
me to give you my name—Edgar; 1 am
an Englishman.”

He could not look at her, or speak to
her in the {mpersonal conventiongl
fashion warranted by their brief ac-
guaintance, with all that he knew of her
in his heart; and she felt the pecular
magnetism of his manner; sha was at-
tracted strangely, ecery word he spoke
entered her heart as genuine.

4] make you welcome to my lonely
home, Mr. Edgar,” said she with her
pensive smile; “although your visit was
involuntary and we have the tempest to
thank for our Intreduction to eachother.
None enter here from the outer world
save the wretched and the losi”— the
pathetic voice pavsed hers and she
seemed to follow the thought suggested
by her last words a littie way, her two
brilllant eyes fixed on vacancy, bat soon-
<he roused herself and went on: “so that
we have little to tempt us to watch the
ocean, and we had almost let yon perish
tefore your yacht was discovered in the
blinding drift. We have life-saving ap
paratus in readiness, and the fishermen
are accomplished surfmen: but in thie
absence of their leader Kenmore {your
pilot) they were not so vigilant pcrhaps
as usual, and no one observed the little
vessel in distress until my Lright-eved
danghter saw it from the turcef, where
she was enjoying the storm. £he it was
who Ht the beacon-fire and rang the
alarm: and she who tew te the rhore In
time to organize the men, and thus save
every life. She Is her father’s child, my
brave Ulval®

Lady Ulva Incheape, only daughter of
the earl, when the world supposed
abroad in some pension at her education!
The Oolavaof the old Kenaore's lament
the Child of Sorrow!

Strange, sad fate for one so young, if
this ®bleak rock was all her word and
the gray seas her horizon!

«)hon I and my faithful crew owe our
Jives to your stepdaughter!” cried Edzar,
with sparkling eyes. -

«How can you guess that ghe is only
my stepdaughter?” in3 niredshe, looking
earnestly at him.  “I could not have
sald that—1 never call her that: she is
too dear to me”— she broke off in agi
tation, her eyes searching his piteous-
ly. *“I’erhaps Kenmere has been talking
about this family?” asked she, a burning
flush gradually mantling her pure, pale
face, and her eyes sinking before his in
deep and painful embarrassmoent..

His heart bled for hor. Sheshrank in
anguished shame from the very idea of
being recognized; yet he eould have
staked hig life upon her innecence of
tho faintest wrong. Kenmore had
called her an “injured lady”—yes, she
was that, Edgar was convineed of it

«Dear Lady Dunraven, Kenmore dis-
tinctively refused to utter one word con-
cerning the isie which we expected to
gond us to the bottom,” §aid he, lightly:
«] think he held me as deliterately
gullty of being born an Englishman,
and wonld not waste good language upon
me or mine. May I tell you how I knew
that Lady Ulva was not your own chitd?
I saw her standing on the cliff just
before we went down."

«But you were in the very jaws of
death: how could you notice what she
was like?” asked Lady Dupraven with a
faint smile, and a keener look at him

(v BE CONTINUED.)

1 hreads ¢f Thought.

To know one's self is to distrust
ape's self.

Each life
greatness.

To be misunderstood by-thoso we
love is bitterest of all.

Find a disinterested friend and you
heve found a jewel. %

The greatest study of all is that of
the changes of the mind.

Success has sometimes to be paid
for, after having been fairly earned.

One is led to think that thereis but
jittle that is constant nowsadays save
mutability. - .

The philosopher takes his fortune
much &g he does his health—enjoya it
when it is good, endures it when bad,
and seeks exireme remedies only at
the most urgent-need. .

——

may havé a potentiality of

A Fussy incident oceurred while
some blasting operations were in prog-
ress lately at Hull, Quebec. An un-
usnally heavy charge was about fo be

and every
away. Alittle immediately jogged
over to the edge of the pit where the
explosion was aboutto take lace.
The canine stood wagging its uif the
onlookers at a distance, of course,
thioking it was indulging in & final
bark. ith & lond report the rock
| below was rent asunder, the men ran
| over, and to their astonishment found
| the Jittle dog uninjured snd barking
with a1l its might at the
middle of # cloud of smcke

-~

;_had been warned

STOP THE WASTAGE.

An Expert Tells How Agriculiural Re
sources May Be Incressed.

The wonderful loss to farmer:
brought abount by the neglect fo prop-
erly utilize the resources and to em-
ploy knowledge that is considered in-
dispensable in other kinds of busi
ness is one of the causes of depression
in agriculture. This is more particu-
larly the case in the South than else-
whera, although mueh has been done
within the past few years to check this
loss, The Southern people are just
beginning to appreciste the advan-
tages of employing their other re-
sources than those of cotton produc-
tion, In the pastthe South has been
too largely dependent upon the colored
man and the mule, The resuli has
been, and will continue to be, so leng
as they practice s one-crop system,
that they will be. subject to periods of
discouraging depression, In other
words, where the farmer put all of his
eggs in one basket and meets with
gome accident he is confronted by the
loss ol his entirs source of support
until nature has fime to produce an-
other crop.  Should it fail a second
and third time the poor farmer is left
in a desperate way. In the Souththe
wonderful resources for feeding the
North upon early vegetables have not
been utilized as they can be, There
has been snd will continue to be a
large wastage of products upon tha
farm, most particularly in the failure
to properly utilize cotton seed and its
produets.

Where favorable terms with the
eotton seed oil mills can be made if is
well enough to sell the excess of col-
ton seed and either exchange it or buy.
cotton seed meal. The intelligent
farmer, with the aid of the experiment
station or the officers of the agricul-
tural collega of his State, can readily

re out whether it is more profita-
ble to sell and buy or to keep and
feed or use as a fertilizer, If the far-
mer keeps his cotton seed he should
at onece provide for feeding it to
stock. Chenp sheds ean be con-
gtructed to properly protect the cattla
from the cold rains which are so try-
ing on stock in the winter, and the
manure carefully preserved in a shed
will give the farmer a double profit.
In fact, I might say a treble profit.
For in this way, by preserving his
manure in the form of a compost heap
and mixing with it from time to time
goma potash and a moderate supply of
phosphate, he would save the profit
charged by dealers in fertilizers and
gecurs to himself the profit of the cot-
ton seed as & fertilizer and ns a feed
stuff. Besides this he would be able
to ntilize the hay which is produced
in grest quantities nupon the Southern
farms and only needs to be harvested
and fed in order to make it profitable.

The use of kainit in a compost heap
eannot be too highly recommended, as
it preserves to the farmer his valuable
nitrogen and serves as a preventive of
waste upon the farm, The addition
of the acid phosphate makes a com-
plete manure that is highly satisfac-
tory for all kinds of crops and on
almost all kinds of soil. We advise
overy farmer to do some close figuring
and see if he can afford to sell his cot-
ton seed at ten dollars a ton or ex-
change it for 725 ponnds of cotton seed
meal, It will be one of the most pro-
fitable rainy days’ work he ever did it
he will caleulate all of profits and losses
and carefully study how he could save
sevetal dollars per ton by feedingstock
and preparing his fertilizers at home,
He may find that heis selling his birth,
right for a mess of pottage when he
parts with his cotton seed ab pravail-
ing rates. He may find that he can
save lugelihy producing more fertili-
gers upon the farm and by buying sim-
ply the potash salts and the acid phos-
phiate necessary to properly utilize his
present wastes.

Stop the wastes upon the farm. Uti-
lize its products in an economic man-
ner, Prevent loss to live stock and
fortilizers by exposure to fhe weather
and cold drenching rains. Aveid in-
judicious sales of valuable farm pro-
ducts and the purchase of fertilizers
that shonld be saved upon the farm.
Where fertilizets are bought let them
be supplemented to those produced
upon the farm, and purchase those in-
gredients necessary to perfect the fer-
tilizer products of the farm. Avoid
wastage of labor by cultivating un-
profitable lands and see that all culti-
vated land is well fertilized.

Dr Joun A, Myess,
Ex-Director West Virginia Experimeni
Btation. . i

rie whe recklessly injures his Health
does not thus prove his unselfishness—
be simply curtsdls his powers of doing
good; and he who Injures his character
by welcoming evil infiuences s thereby
inflicting a still greater evil upon the
community.
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YWhite Bull, the warlike o
Mn-thuhewudmkmm
¥ the white settier and precipitated
trouble. White Bull ought to bave
‘known that it would be dangerous’ for
bim to have more than twe horne at a

tion in all libel suits. . If that bill be
romes a law henceforth it will be prae-
Heally impossible to libel any Keystone,
politician.. s

“ywHat kind of language was that
you were talking to baby just now,
mamma?" asked little Ethel. “That's
baby talk, my dear,” replied the moth-
that,

er. “And 414 I once v
mamma?'—Yonkers Statesman.
* Prof. Hinton of Princeton has invent.

#d & caanon to be used In the pitcher's
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cal with Dis young wile ocon {

ctnie 254 sinek thelr “ack Ses 4ot
snd looked defiance st everybody.
Women came in with their children
and pessed end repassed, and found

THE GEORGLA HUMORIST

A TRIBUTE TO His OLD FRIEND, CON-

DUCTOR BILL. no seat. The old groom had long,
i i reddish - gray =~ whiskers and  the
Thoe Vailous Kinds of Manners—-Phileso- | bride of twenty-five had her

black hair bobbed short in an ag-
gravating style and leaned her bead
:t‘ponhis shoulder while she affected
eep. By and by & countryman with.
a little girl in his arms came in and af-
ter walking up and down & few times,
stopped and sarveyed the oouple fora
minute. Still there was no sign, At
last he said, with some femper, I
reckon maybe perhaps if you ones
would lift your feet offen that seat I
could find some place to set down with
this child. I've toted her sbout amile
a'ready.” Thay lifted them withalaci-
ty and.tried *to furn the seat, and
found it locked. **That don’t matter,”
he said, as he put down the-child,
*T'm not gwine to hurt ye.” "Ween-
joﬁd that immensely.
i wonder what makes so many of
these ' youngish girls (youngish isa
E:Od word) marry tlmee old men.
rery since General Lon ‘seb
the e:mﬂe every old widower in the
bunting for a girl wife.
The w have been thrust out of
the market. ‘That is all right, maybe,
if the girl is poor and the widower rich
and he will seftle a good estate upon
her nnd die in a.reasonable time, What
transactions such things some-

pher Hurries From Florida and Goes
¥est on Another One of His Lecturing
Tours. :

Good, gentle old Hanford Bell, the
faithful veteran of the bell cord, is
dead. He was the oldest conductor
in the state—perhaps the oldest in
long and continuous service in ‘the.
United States, and maybe in the
world. He wa#€ not a great man, but

he was a true-man, honest and faith-
tul, and every traveler respected him.
I bave known him and traveled with
him for forty years and always loved
him, for he was patient and kind. He
was firm and did his duty, bat without
 anger or rudeness. I never saw him
out of good temper or nnduly excited,
but duty was his watchword. No
wonder he was kept in office from ad-
ministration to administration, for
railroad officials appreciate such men,
and even when he became too inflrm
to swing around the curves, Mr.
Thomas, that prince of railroad kings,
gave him sn easier berth, and saved
money by it. for who could settle dis-
putes over killed and damaged stock
like Sanford.  The people all along
the line respacted him and in most
cases left the adjustment to his sole
jndgment. Small lawyers ceased to
fatten on small litigation. *‘Sanford
Bell says so,” was the law and the ver-
dict. 'What arecord for an unpretend-
ing man, My regard for these trne
and patient men inereases with my
years—these tried conduetors, these
engineers who day and night stand aé
the throttle and realize the responsi-
bility that is upon them. Like the
pilots on the great steamships, they
are ever on the lookout for danger.
Their eyes seem to have grown nesrer
together and more searching from the
strain of constant use in looking down
the ever changing track. I feel like
tipping my hat to them all and ssying
God bless you and protect yan, for my

life is in your hands when travel. | Plant on the spacious property s mile
If danger or disaster comef® fhey re- | below, at Bellair is on » -
ceive the firstshock,and oftépifmes the d scale. Its drives and walke and
last to them, How thoughtless snd | lakes and gatdens; its grand hotel
unconcerned we travelers ride, with | that overlooks the green watera of the
never a thought about the engineer in | gulf; its ornamental shrubbery and -
whose hands weare, Sometimes weread | long lines of stately palms; ita coli-
of & wreck and the telegram says: “En- | seum and boulevards and gasworks and
gineer and fireman killed; passengers | waterworks all astonished and charm-
all escaped.” Tomy mind there is | ed us, for it seen as though Alad-
something grandly heroic in the eall- | din had been there with his won- °
ings of these men who move the wheels | derful lamp and done it sll—not in &
and stop them; these engineers and night, but within a year, for it has not -
brakesmen who bave no choice of time | been much longer since I was there
or weather. In the blesk and wintry | and drove through that chaparral of
pight they must bresst the storm. scrub palmetto and saw nothing to
“Goodby wife, goodby mother, my | attract me save the view of the distant.
time is-out.” He kisses the children | islands and the fo.ﬁlm:eﬁwl of
and is off. Not long ago I heard a | the gulf L An half mil-
poor, fond mother say: ‘‘My Tom ja | lion will ma e the place a paradise,but
running on the railroad now and helps | after sll Bellsir is artific the handi-
us with bis pay. He isa brakeman on | work of man and money, while Clear
a freight train, and if is a pretty hard Water 18 the work of nature and of
place in bad weather, but you know | Ged. The one is an embryo city of
there are no easy places now.” magnificent distances; the other a
There are many kinds of manners— | cozy village nestled on a bluff among
manners at the table and the fireside | evergreen osk and s and ms
and in the church and in stores, on | and ocedars and elim vines, sl

both sides of the counter, and thers
are railroad manners, both of the offi-
cials and the travelers. Not long age
I boarded the Alabama Great Southern,
of the Southern, at Chattanoega, and
pefore the train moved out an official
came through the car and in a quiet,
polite manner asked every one of us

where we were going. He found one tully curled

man who was going to Atlanta and From among the dark elma:that a cottage
quickly hurried him off and on to the - was near, .

Atlanta train, I liked thet; it was | And Isaid to myself, it thers iz peaco in
good railroad manners and wae new to this world, = -
me. Railroad officials can hardly real- | The heart that is humble might look for it
jze how bewildered strangers feel in here;” :

a large union depot and how grate-
ful they are for information, especially

T hind ;
when it is'kindly voiunwd{o h—;ﬁ-

timid women unace
ing are so afraid they will make a
mistake, I came from Florida last
Monday and was impressed with the
kindness and attention of a eonductor,
a Mr. Seabring, who runs from Tampa
to Wayeross. No woman was too
humble or poorly clad to r-eeive his
considerate care. He assisted them
in and out and took their babies in his
arms and provided them comfortable
seats and had his vorter to take water
to their little ones. He not only ans-
wered guestions willingly and politely,
but gave more information than was

1 said to my friend, Mrs. Aunspaugh,
who has been living there twelve
years, ‘has suybody died since I was
here?” “Nobody,” she replied. *‘Have
you found the graveyard yet?” ‘T have -
not,” she said. *“There has not been
a burial in it since we have lived here
and the way to it is all choked up with
saw palmetto.”—Biuy Asp, in Atlanta
Constitution. s
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The population of Sweden {ncludea’

ILLINOIS CENTRAL

&

n.sk?i f;r. Most ﬂ;un:nhdmtors are | RAILROAD,

civil and eourteous, some answer

you in a perfunctory manner and pass THE GMT TBm m
on. Mr. Seabring’s face seemed to Botween tha

invite yon to ask for something, 8o
that he might oblige you. He did not
know me nor that I was observiig
him, but I canndt refrain from um
he is the model condnetor. -

to Tifton we were not calm

North andSouth

for |.
until we got toTifton and changed | 47 FE :
o o
Tevined G'Thmmmmhm mm%.g?ml Louis and Chicago
And there is & greater difference in | tions p first-class ligen to all pointa
travelers, Some will politely offer to | The grost steel bridge spsuning the
share the seat with you, e others MMI‘%M‘MM all
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