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All day long the blasthad scourged the shil
northern seas into a maelstrom of boll- dou

ing surf: the h avens were eclipsed by cast
leaden clouds which trailed their ragged T

skirts along the surface of the waters;
lightnings streamed from the rent skies whi
like fire through an open door; thunders
rol erd-it was a wi d day, that!

Set in the midst of this elemental of c
frenzy• a rock-bound is:et good, black the
and steadfast; its basaltic c;lffs were er.
crownol by an ancient square embat- ene
Nled tows r. A fag streamed from its oem
turrets, thec broad rose window of its
chapel glimmered amid the wild wrack of ra
the storm.

The breakers roared around the foot I'll
of the is:o-leareo. upon its rocky walls, inj
tin-ling their snowy foam up even to
the cast!e para[et, and fo:e back in a an
thousand silvety rils, to crouch and leap yt
again in endless, ineffectual fury. l

\When the hour of sunset came, a
wild glare shot from the angry west yet
across the seethin; waste, and along e'e
t. at fiery pathway a little ship came
ltcing before the storm under bare col

ho -s.
bhe was a slight and dainty craft,

more fit for th, . liver reaches of the on
ThaL a tl an for thse, fi.rce Hebridean W5
s as. Yet, like some high-couraged, pa
b autifu, animal running for its life, she Ing
still kept her ravon'ug pursuors, the lam
waves, i ehind her, and stagger d on un- wa
daunt d.

It was Fdgar Ardon's yacht, the Mer- In
gau e., whih had been blown out of her
course, and was now running head on wa
f r the Iron I ound lile as fast as the olc
win.l and current could driveo her. ey

E:dgar Arden and his stout-hearted m<
men w>, e utter s.rangers in these s 'asse
they I al madeo a 'ong and gallant fight un
for dear life, and h sped even ye, to slip m]
by the loon:ing rock and find safe seos-
room beytnd- an
But as that fierce ray lit the scene,

showing distitc ly for the first time the V
form of the foam-swa bed rock, a voice
rose from among the little company on
the laborit:g bark, a voice like the knell st
oldoom:

"The Sleat na.Vrecken! Beware the at
Elea -na-Vrecken!"
Thi men, clinging each to his place

that Ih might not b' swept away by the th
crowd:ng w.ves, turned with one ac-
cord to ga: e at the u.terer of the warn- nc
Ing b
, It was the cn'y man among them who
kico ' these waters, an old Highlander c)

whom they had picked up about Tons he
for pilot.
, a' r shine, no eye had ever before

seen old Kenmore moved; his spirit was
hard as his country's granite, and not hi
easily daunted, but he was daunted now. n
E'evated above them all and hanging on n,
to the bare mast, with his long white n
locks drift n4 on the gale, he gazed upon h
the approsah:ng isl in pale d.smay. h
"Th'l S ea

t- na-Vrecken!" echoed Ed-
gar Arden quekily, "where have I heard cc
that wild Norse name? Or is it on.y a ci
remluis ence of some old sea legend? a
Etrangeo It rings familiar In my ear. Is
Itut w

h at particular peril are we in from rt
that back rock? Eb, Kenmore."

lie was a fine fe low, Arden; the beau le
Ireal o: a gaolant, btave patrician; no
sl epy languor or lily fingers with him, U
he was all life and fire, yet w:th that U
look-l in his flashing eyes which women
love men for.

* Tender and true," as "Douglas" of

the sw ct ballad, was Arden of Inch-. I1

cape; and If he had not yet discovered 0
the lad, who was destined to win his

loyal heart, It was through no coldness
of temperament or predominance of a
so'f conelit.
Fdgar Arden had not been very long

I romoted to the acknowledged heirship
of a noble Engl:sh house; he was the or-

phan son of the nearest of kin to the Earl

of Iuchcapoe; and when that nobleman I
lost his beautiful young wife abroad five

years before, having no issue save a
Caughtor by his first wife, he brought
his heir-at law home to Inchcape Eosse,
and formally rattified his rights

Edgar was already a gentleman in
character and breeding, and he entered
that desolate house like a blessing to the
embittered Inchcape, upon whom a
crushing calamity had recently fallen.
He had always heard s5 much of Inch-

capes fine career, his philanthropic
pro'ects. his political power, that when

e first came-fo the Fosse and found his
kinsman a broken, brooding man, with
noble aspirations all forgotten, and

powers unheeded, his ardent young
heart was touched, and he loved him
with no common love.
: Lord Inchcape gradually awoke to

the comrortintg sweetoes•s of this unex-

pected affection. He marked the youth
and began to thank God that, aince he
was den'ed a son of, his own body, this
true man was to stand in that relation
to hblm. Thus it was that Edgarbelcame
the teloved of Inchchap6, master and

peo~. He was denied nothing that he
Sis heart upon-his will was law.

He craved a yacht; the earl presented
him with a nonparel in yacht-the
Nesganser. He wanted a crew; the
doe comp!ement of ifen was cal.ed from
the flower of Lord Inhcheape'a• tenantry.
And well they loved their gallant young

captain: they would have ioI!ooed him

round the world at his bid; nobody was
so great or to good in their eyes as

.Arden of Incheape. "
Edgar had been alone in the-world

since his Infancy, when be lost both his

cLd care of him acoording to the letter
of his insrutions, sending him to a

frst-class academy, and then to Eaton;
but small was the home s ppieas •ntil
Lord Inchcape took him to he

Edgar had enjo~te his umsu hLek in
his trip in the Merginer uti he took
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a"d formal in what brief intercourse ho for al
had deigned to hold with him, and a sailor
stern and si;ent man among his mates on prese
board the Mergauser. near

He was a man of giant stature, could
straight and massive as a tower, with time
snow wh.te locks and pale-blue, piercing Al
northern eyes. An expression of hauteur of th
redeemed his rough-hewn features from drow
vulgarity, and he had well-earned the upon
respect of master and mates by his nsuti- Sun
cal skill and the scrupulous fulfillment the t
of his duties. bell 1

As Edgar Arden demanded the nature seen,
of the peril which threatened them, the signs
old man answered sternly: Ar

"Many a brave ship has laid her bones hope
at the foot of yon black rock. There's a instr
current that runs like a mill race to the afte.
rock-it has got a grip of our keel by a feo

now, and we're but a leaf in the storm." an it
Th3 boding words struck heavily on atta(

the hearts of the men; eye sought eye mess
blankly; they were weary and faint in ca
from the toil of the day. did

But Arden's cheery voice rang out he, v
again. He

"While there's life there's hope," cried once
he. "My stout men know no fear, sayhl
and we're all brave swimmers. I see an "y
inhabited fort on the rock, and if our Engi
ship must go to pieces the people will me,
doubtless be on the lookout for the poor are
castaways." Thel

The half-drowned sailors burst out othe
with a rousing hurrah! Hope returned his
when Arden spoke, his gallant spirit in- even
fused itself into every breast. a lo(

But Kenmore turned away with a look "Y
of chill unbelief, and fixed his eyes upon that
the isle, which was swiftly looming near- mut
er. Gradually his stern features soft- jsh.

ened, and his keen eye filled with gentle E,
emotion. der

"Farewell ! farewell I- unhappy Dun- cam
raven," Edgar heard him muttering: mig
"I've seen the curse fall upon you, but the
I'll never see it lifted. Farewell, fair A
injured lady! ye will tarry long for leal the
Kenmore, as ye've tarried for deliver- roar
an -e; they will not come! Farewell to S,
you, proud Oolava, child of sorrow! In lane
vain do your starry e'en shine o'er the swa
lonely main, till a strong hand opens was
your cage ye canna win out! And what- thai
e'er comes to lady and child, I shanna thei
be there to see; for old Kenmore will a w
come again no more! no more!" A

Arden listened to this weird outburst she
with indescribable amaze, a strange look crei
on his face. It was not only that he clac
was astonished at the revelation of a at I
passionately loyal nature in this unbend- ins!
ing old salt, or at the pure and poetical yac
language which he used, enhanced as it "
was by that plaintive, musical intona- moi
tion which is only to be heard north of pee
Inverness. "i

He listened to the wild lament, and prii
watched the scant and bitter tears of of
old age that started to the old man's da
eyes; and in spite of the peril of the
moment, a sudden fiery curiosity pos- hal
sessed him; he felt as if he could not die
until he had fathomed this amazing pie
mystery. wit

When Kenmore had ceased to speak str
and was sinking into mournful reverie, the
Edgar abruptly addressed him, lift

"What do you know of Sleat-na a
Vrecken?" pre

Kenmore started and met his eyes sta
sternly.

"I was born upon Sleat-na-Vrecken-
ay, and it looks as if I wad e'en die at
its foot!" replied he.

0 "Than you know all about it?" said I

e the young captain, eagery; "you know see
-whether the tower upon its summit is na
not called 'Dunraven Tower,' eh?" se(

Kenmore's stern face grew fierce, his
beetling brows met over his flashing an
r eyes in a sudden black scowl. hu

"Who spake of Dunraven?" growled lof
he.
e "Ah! I remember now'" cried Edgar ily

in greet agitation; "my lord's chart of wi
)t his domains-the little islet in the an

northern seas, I saw it in print, but I

never heard it pronounced before, and the dr

name of the town was Dunraven!" His ha

n hurrying thoughts went on in silence; lo

an incredible revelation was opening to t
I- him; he was stunned by it He had he

*d conned over the great chart of Inch- wi

a cape's possessions with the earl for in- fe
I? structor; and there he had seen the tiny be
islet Sleat-na-Vrecken crowned by Dun- an
raven Tower.

"A wild place that!" he had said, to

` laughingly; "how do you pronounce it?" he
io And my lord had moodily passed it by

, unpronounced, and his voice had sounded he

t unnatural when next he spoke, upon a ha
far different subject.

And now this Kenmore was lamenting hi
Sthe fates of an injured lady who would th

h-look in vain for her leal Kenmore, and at
ed of proud Oolava, a child of sorrow,
Swhose cage door would never be opened 8
to set her free until some strong hand A
came from afar! And "Arden of Inch- g
cave" thought of the beautiful bride
who had died abroad five years ago, de
to the utter spoiling of his kinsman's
Slife; andl of Lord Inchcape's fair

rl daughter who was supposed to be still ft
Sat her education on the Continent; and it
Sit struck him like the lightning's flash
Sthat he had found them-that they were tl

ht in yonder Tower of Dunravenl
"Tell me," he said, imperiously, laying

Shis hand upon the pilot's shoulder, "who b

in dwells in Dunraven Tower?" II

e Kenmore was mute; he gazed in the
he young man's face with fierce curiosity. o

a "I see the flag flying from the turret,"
n. cried Edgar, "so I know that a member 5

ch- of the family is there. Who is it, man? t
lc I command you to tell me-I have a

ie right to know."
his Kenmore looked at the imperious young I

th geatleman from head to foot, and his
ud smie was grim as death.
ug "Maybe it's the lord himself," he i

im vouchsafed to say at last I
"No! no! You know it is not," ex- 1

to claimed Edgar. "Why should yenou like
ex to deceive me?"
th "Honored sir," quoth Kenmore, dryly.

he "if ye wad excuse the freedom I wad

bis submit that ye hbad better be saying your
ou prayers, 'gin we a' gang to the bottom,
Sthan peering into matters that concern

ad ye notl"
he "That's all you knowl I may have a

deep interest in this matter. Come, open
ted your stubborn mouth, and tell me.what I
the wat to hear."

tbe "May my tongue rot in my stubborn
om mouth before I speak the words!" ex-

ry. claimed the old man fiercely.
ng 'There's some strange mystery here,"
him sold Edgar, falling back from before the
aswile bl: e of hate that shot from those

sas p•a.1-blue eyes: Well, well, it is scarcely
thi s`la e to pu~rsue a clew when my life
eid may just be endlog Yet who can say"

his N•rhapSImBy be cgnded withib tbose~ken bwrer walls efer the day is doss, dead
tier or aliv-" " -

Sa This be mutered to blmeelf, bat Kea-
a morer who was listenlg closelyr, retorted

the "rue halL the day that ees a tie
Lowaud h te esi~roder wlist ' Rathes
akio wad I m these waves yeor witYdt-
took sheet ssd the foot of 81etret-s-ekeS

for at this moment a loud cry from the High
sailors recalled his attention to their Does

present danger. The island was now so He
near that the very seaweed on the rocks in s,
could be distinctly seen, as it rose from nothi
time to time out of the boiling surf. soul 1

A landing stage ran out from the base Sw
of the cliff, but it was half the time to th
drowned by the waves; no soul stood seas,

upon it unhe
Suddenly a blaze streamed up from brigl

the top of the tower, and a deep-toned prim
bell began to clang; the Mergauser was All

seen, and the people of the tower were what
-signaling her. "

Arden cheered his men with new have
hopes of rescue, and gave them careful shrit
instructions how to fight for their lives sciot
after the vessel struck. He then spoke stras
a few quiet, heartfelt words to his mate, Duni
an intelligent young man who was much land
attached to him; he was giving him a am t
message of farewell for Lord Inchcape sho.
in case of his own death. "Tell him I No,
did my best to preserve his heir," said apar

he, with a rueful laugh. broo
He then turned to Kenmore, who was sagl

once more wrapped in his own thoughts,
saying heartily: whk

"You don't like me because I'm an ha
Englishman, but then you don't know
me, and it doesn't matter now. You tape
are a loyal fellow and I honor you. bled
There, let us die at peace with one an-
other, if die we must. He extended nev
his hand to the old Highlander, but clea
even then Kenmore shook his head with sUsp
a look of utter aversion. situr

"Lithe and mellow was the tongue
that brought ruin upon Dunraven!" mig]
muttered he, "and that tongue uwas Eno- here
flih. I canna forget! I canna forgot!" til h

Edgar turned from him more in won- trui
der than anger; a strange impat!ence T
came upon him, it seemed hard that he cap
mighat die Just when his foot was upon Cea
the verge of this undreamed of mystery. lest

And now the Mergauser was under lt
the isle-entering its shadow-sur-
rounded by its breakers.

Suddenly a man appeared upon the tso
landing stage-another and another-a you
swarm of rescuers covered the wave- you
washed platform; and the small figure
that clung to the face of the cliff above me]
them, assigning to each his place with H
a wave of the hand-was a woman. her

Arden could see her as distinctly as if fasi
she stood beside him, adarkly beautiful
creature, in the earliest bloom of youth, iuI
clad in dark blue, with a glimmer of god
at forehead ani throat, and a wild.white, mai

inspired face turned toward the doomed ent
yacht.

"It is Colava herself!" shouted Ken- hot

more in ecstasy. "Saw you ever her pen
peer among your whimpering dames?" in

"So that is 'Oolava,' that fiery sea the
princess!" thought Edgar, with a leap No
of the heart, "that is Lord Dunraven's say
3 daughter!" pal

He could see the jetty curves of her see
hair and the panting of her breast. He by

,met her deep, dark, flashing eyes; they bri
pierced him to the very heart; when, sh(
with a shivering shock, the Mergauser we
r struck-remained wedged as if in a vise; oct

the pursuing waves caught up at last, tel
lifted themselves up like a mountain, bli
and descended with a crash upon the psi
pretty toy, which went to pieces In- are
stantly. ab

- CHAPTER I sl
"00D TB DEAD AND THE LOST COKE BACK?" vel

d Edgar Arden had gone down in the da
w seething depths at the foot of grim Sleat- she

s na-Vrecken; when he next looked up the wt
scene had mightily changed. ali

He lay in a noble apartment, simply tin
g and delicately furnished with pearly ev
hues sparingly flecked with dead gold; br

d lofty walls with dark polished panels
finely carved; tall narrow windows heav- th.

i ily draped with gray velvets threaded ab
)f with tarnished gold; an ancient room as Tl

o any in Holyrood. th
I The bed he lay on was canopied and

1e draped in antique fashion, its curtains th

is had been swept apart at the foot, to al- th
e; low the clear soft light of a waxen taper

to tofall upon his face. This taper was lip
d held in the hand of a lady who was wi
h- watching him with rapt attention; for a

n. few moments he gazed full in her face m
before she seemed to believe him awake ea
.and in his right mind. s

The pleasant crackle of a fire in a dis- to
dtant part of the room was all the. sound ta

" he heard. ly
What a strange, sad, brooding face al

Shers was So wan, so transparent, that flu
a he felt a shock almost as if he had seen ft

a spirit. It was very evident that she d4
had a history; storms had passed over
Id that face, her eyes burned with the con- ai

d suming fire of an ever living pain. b
SShe had been very beautiful, of a si

Sgraceful, spirituelle type, with the re- tl

d lined sentiment and elegant graces of ci

h- gentle birth; but the glory ot her day w
de was past; her noble form was wasted, a

Sdeep melancholy darirened her expres- ti
a sion.

ir Her dress was severely simple, no
ill faintest attempt at decoration relieved

nd it, and yet she wore it with such a grace, S
sh the lines of her form were so flowing, a
re that she lent a majesty to the dress
which no splendor could have given.

ug As his fainting faculties returned to I
ho him. Edgar contemplated this woman as
if she had been a vision; but the spell

he was broken when she moved to bend d

ty. over him with anxious solicitude.
Full recollection returned to Edgar,

ber and with it the darting consciousness
n? that here stood Lady Inchcape, his kins-

i man's lost wife.
Lovely as he had heard her called, sor-

u rowful, pining as under a crushing and

his ever present afliction. Sorely this was
Engelonde Inchcape, for whose sake

he Lord Inchoape had renounced the world, I
and buried his noble powers and ambl-

ex- tions inbreeooding solitude in the meridian
Lke of his days.

In sadden overpowering excitement
ly. Edgar sprang up, stretched out his hands

ad to the lady add made a gaISping attempt
ur to utter her name, but he fell back in-

m, stantly, pressed down by the heavy hand
er of weakness and pain and could only lie

white and panting, with a yearning look
fastened apon her.
p Startled by his abrupt movement, the
at lady flew to his side and took his hand

in her own small, burning ones.
"Are you in rain? I am so sorry,"

Ssaid she sweetly. "What can I do for
you?"

r.He lifted her hand to his lips and

the lkissed it fervently, and still he could not

ose command his voice to speak.
eyV "You are very weak, and must not ex-

'ife ert yoursef," said she, soothingly. "You

sy? have been dreadfully hart, though not

hose motally,and nobones are broken. I am

ad glad to have such good news to tell
y ." She smiled gently, and seating

e.- herself by his pillow, began to fan him

ewith a soft plamy scented fan, talking
still in low, friendly tones that sto.e

e aboat the heartof her unknown kinsman
sth with a strange power. "You want to,

tlg. hear the fate of your crew; be at ppace,
ka they.we.e all saved, every one. A few

fracttres ad contusions, that is the

wa or; w but they sre all made comforta-

yr an 4ad st teooets hqj

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

He nodded mute assent; his mind was An E:
In such confusion that he could do
nothing but lie and regard her with his Th
soul in his eyes.

Sweet lady, is this your fate? Chained rone
to this sterile rock in the midst of the erly
seas, consigned to your gnawing grief ploy ]
unhelped and uncomforted, while your dispe
bright beauty wastes in its summer ness
prime. in ag

Alas! beautiful Engelonde Inchcape, larly
what had you done to deserve this? wheri

"You are trying to recall whether you
have ever seen me before," said she, with
shrinking uneasily under his uncon- loss.
scious gaze. "No, no; we are utter begin
strangers to each other. You are in tages
Dunraven Tower, and my simple High- soue
land folk call me their lady, because I tion
am the wife of their absentchief. How
should you have met a recluse like me?
No, n no, no; our paths in life lie far. man
apart* Her voice died away, she been,
brooded mournfully over the thoughts as tb
suggested by her own words. that

Edgar shook off the preoccupation disco
which had hitharto held him dumb; he word
had resolved upon his course.

If he had indeed found Lord Inch- eggs

cape's vanished wife and daughter in some
this seclusion, he had by chance stum. loss
bled upon a secret which the earl had until
never chosen to confide to him. It was other
'clear that as yet Lady Inchcape did not and 1
suspect that he was her husband's heir, in a
nor had he any right to coinpli'ate the won(
situation by enlightening her. He
might not long be obliged to intrude Nor(
here-he determined to make an effort been
to maintain his Incognito: at least un- has 1
til he had confessed his involuntary in- large
trusion to Lord Inchcape. farm

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

"No. madam, I am sure I have never cott

met you anywhere before, far as I have well
traveled. I should never have forgotten ton

'you. And now that I owe my life to cotc
your goodness, I trust thoe day may come arm
when I may prove my gratitude. Allow
me to give you my name-Edgar; I am
an Englishman."

He could not look at her, or speak to igni
her in the impersonal conventional ble
fashion warranted by their brief ac- feed
quaintance, with all that he knew of her mer
in his heart; and she felt the peculiar at a
magnetism of his manner; she M as at-
tracted strangely, e' ery word he spoke stoc
entered her heart as genuine. str

"I make you a elcome to my lonely fron
home, Mr. Edgar," said she with her ing
r pensive smile; "although your visit was man

involuntary and we have the teml est to
t thank for our Introduction to each other.
2 None enter here from the outer world
save the wretched and the lost"- the For

pathetic voice ra-sed here and she man
r seemed to follow the thought suggested and
e by her last words a little way, her two soa
y brilliant eyes fixed on vacancy, bit soon. pho

she roused herself and went on: "so that oha
r we have little to tempt us to watch the
' ocean, and we had almost let you I.erish sec

Stefore your yacht was discovered in the to
, blinding drift. We have life-saving ap stul

e paratus in readiness, and the fishermen to t
are accomplished surfmen; but in the in j

absence of their leader Kenmore (your far
pilot) they were not so vigilant perhaps and
as usual, and no one observed the little
vessel in distress until my Lright-eyed

o daughter saw it from the turret, where Can
*- she was enjoying the storm. hhe it was it p

te who lit the beacon-fire and rang the nits
alarm; and she who t:ew to the chore in wa!

y time to organize the men, and thus save of 1
,y every life. She is her father's child, my pIe
1; brave Ulval" to

Is Lady Ulva Inchcape, only daughter of
v- the earl, who'n the world supposed
ud abroad in some pension at her education' eve
as The Oolavaof the old Kenun.ore's lament ani

the Chi:d of Sorrow! ton
id Strange, sad fate for one so young, if ohs

is this wbeak rock was all her wor d and me
,1- the gray seas her horizon!

or "lhen I and my faithful crew owe our
as lives to your stepdaughter!" cried Edgar, he

as with sparkling eyes. -

a "How can you guess that she is only set
ce my stepdaughter?" in:!uiredshe, looking an

te earnestly at him. "I could not have He
said that-I never call her that: she is ri-Is- too dear to me-

, she broke off in agi
ad tation, her eyes searching his piteous- pa

ly. "Perhaps Kenmere has bcen talking ifl
ce about this family?" asked she, a burning Ba

at flush gradually mantling her pure, pale se
en face, and her eyes sinking before his in pi;
he deep and painful embarrassment.. p
er His heart bled for her. She shrank in
in- anguished shame from the very idea of

being recognized; yet he could have

a staked his life upon her Innocence of li
re- the faintest wrong. Kenmore had a4

of called her an "injured lady"-yes, she fe

ay was tkat, Edgar was convinced of it. o
a "Dear Lady Dunraven, Kenmore dis-

es- tinct!vely refused to utter one word con- di

cerning the isle which we expected to

so end us to the bottom," tshtd he, lightly;
'ed "I think he hold me as delil•crately

e guilty of being born an Englishman, b
and would not waste good language upon a
Sme or mine. May I tell you how I knew g
that Lady Ulva was not your own child? ti

to I saw her standing on the cliff just
Sbefore we went down.."
as "But you were in the very laws of

d death; how could you notice what she V
was like?" asked Lady Dunraven with a

ar, faint smile, and a keener look at him. !

ass (rO BE CONTIaUsD.)
as- -

Threads of Thought.
ior- To know one's self is to distrust C

and ope's self.
was Each life may have a potentiality of S

rid greatness.
br- To be misunderstood by-thore we I

an love is bitterest of all. c
Find a disinterested friend and you

ent have found a jewel.
nds The greatest study of all is that of

npt the changes of the mind.
in- Success has sometimes to be paid t

and for, after having been fairly earned.
lie One is led to think that there is but t

ook little that is constant nowadays save t

mutability.the The philosopher takes his fortune I

nd much as he does his health-enjoys it

when it is good, endures it when bad,

or and seeks extreme remedies only at
the most urgentsneed..

and A ruar incident occurred while

some blasting operations were in prog-
er- ress lately at Hull, Quebee. An un-
You usually heavy charge was about to be

not fired, and everybodyhad been warned
I am away. A little dog immediately jogged

tell over to the edge of the pit where the
ting explosion was about to take place.

him The canine stood wagging its tail, the
king onlookers at a distance, of course,

stoe thinking it was indalging in a final
uttn bark. With a louand report the reck

a below was rent asander, the men ran
few i over, and to their astonishment found

Ithe the little dog uninjured sad barking
rta- I w ithaas iight at the ~olo ji jIb
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STOP THE WASTAGE. THE
An Expert Tells How Agricultural Es

sources Mayr Increoase. A TRIE

The wonderful loss to farmers
brought about by the neglect to prop-
erly utilize the resources and to em-
ploy knowledge that is considered in. Th Vi

dispensable in other kinds of busi. Pher
ness is one of the causes of depression west

in agriculture. This is more partiou- Toar
larly the case in the South than else.
where, although much has been done Goo
within the Apst few years to check this faithfr
loss. The Southern people are just dead.
beginning to appreciate the advan-
tages of employing their other re- in the

sources than those of cotton produc- long i
tion. In the past the South has been Unite(
too largely dependent upon the colored world
man and the mule. The result has
been, and will continue to be, so long he wa

as they practice a one-crop system, fil, at
that they will be subject to periods of I have

discouraging depression. In other him I

words, where the farmer put all of his him, I

eggs in one basket and meets with was fi

some accident he is confronted by the anger
loss of his entire source of support out of

until nature has time to produce an. but

other crop. Should it fail a second wond'

and third time the poor farmer is left minis

in a desperate way. In the South the railro

wonderuul resources for feeding the and e

North upon early vegetables have not to a'

been utilized as they can be. There Thou

has been and will continue to be a gave

large wastage of products upon the mone

farm, most particularly in the failure putes

to properly utilize cotton seed and its like I

products.
Where favorable terms with the eases

cotton seed oil mills can be made it is judgi
well enough to sell the excess of cot- fatter

ton seed and either exchange it or buy Bell i

cotton seed meal. The intelligent dict.

farmer, with the aid of the experiment. ing n
station or the officers of the agricul- and I
tural college of his State, can readily years

figure out whether it is more profita- engir
ble to sell and buy or to keep and the tl

feed or use as a fertilizer. If the far- bilitj

mer keeps his cotton seed he should pilots

at once provide for feeding it to are e

stock. Cheap sheds can be con- Theis

structed to properly protect the cattle toget

from the cold rains which are so try.- strai

ing on stock in the winter, and the the e

manure carefully preserved in a shed tippi

will give the farmer a double profit. God

In fact, I might say a treble profit. life i

For in this way, by preserving his If da

manure in the form of a compost heap ceive

I and mixing with it from time to time last

some potash and a moderate supply of unce

phosphate, he would save the profit. neve

t charged by dealers in fertilizers and whol

secure to himself the profit of the cot- of a

ton seed as a fertilizer and as a feed gine

stuff. Besides this he would be able al e
to utilize the hay which is produced some

e In great quantities upon the Southern ings

r farms and only needs to be harvested and

S and fed in order to make it profitable. bral

The use of kainit in a compost heap or

cannot be too highly recommended, as nigl

it preservesto the farmer his valuable "Gc
e nitrogen and serves as a preventive of time

r waste upon the farm. The addition and
C of the acid phosphate makes a com- pool

Y plete manure that is highly satisfac- run

f tory for all kinds of crops and on us

d almost all kinds of soil We advise a fr

1 every farmer to do some close figuring plat

t and see if he can afford to sell his cot- thei

ton seed at ten dollars a ton or ex- T

if change it for 725 pounds of cotton seed mai

d meal. It will be one of the most pro- and

fitable rainy days' work he ever did if bot

he will calculate all of profits and losses are
and carefully study how he could save cial

ly several dollars per ton by feeding stock I b
ig and preparing his fertilizers at home. of

e He may find that heis selling his birth. ,ef

I right for a mess of pottage when he can
parts with his cotton seed at prevail- pol

ing rates. He may had that he can wh

save largely by producingmore fertili- ma

ie zers upon the farm and by buying sim- qnu

tn ply the potash salts and the acidphos- At]

phate necessary to properly utilize his goi
n present wastes. me

Stop the wastes upon the farm. Uti- ize

f lize its products in an economic man- a

d ner. Prevent loss to live stock and ful

hi fertilizers by exposure to the weather wl

t. and cold drenching rains. Avoid in timn

a judicious sales of valuable farm pro- in

Sducts and the purchase of fertilizers mi

o that should be saved upon the farm. M
j Where fertilizers are bougt let them ki

n, be supplemented to those produced a

on upon the farm, and purchase those in. to

w gredients necessary to perfect the fer- hr

Id? tilizer products of the farm. Avoid co
t wastage of labor by cultivating un- in

Sprofitable lands and see that all uonlti. ar

be vated land is well fertilized.
Sa D. Jomi A. Mryns,

Ex-Director West Virginia Experiment

Station.

nme wuo recklessly Injures his hesith i

ust does not thus prove his munselflhnem- Y'
he simply curtils his powers of ioina o

of good; and he who injures his characteta
by welcoming evil influence iso thereby

we tnlicting a still. greater evil upon the
eommunity h
yon

White Bunll, the waurlike Olb. S mem '
t of pais that he was drunk wteI LI a

)d the white settler and pmelpilted a
aid trouble. White BAull ou~t to have ti

known tha t would he danfweQ o p
bt him to have more thanu two homr at a a

arve rn.. _

une I Pemey11eeln hbs p&ain nih
a it mxakig the triut a compledte
ld, ion tnall Mbel ttS Itf •t it tlbeo

at omes a law hencefoti t wlli be pm j

jelly inmpossble to libel azq Ksehoes.
bile _olt___an

rog- ,Wat kind of language was that

a you were talkit to baby just now,

edmamma? sked little ]theL "That's

gedbaby talk, my dear," replied the moth-

the er. "And i I once understand that,
lae. mamuar--Yoakes statema.
the Pt. Blatdons c Pretkth aes t,

iad a eamhcl to be ide in the pele '

k box instead of a highr- es twa•te.••
ran It sibosd be srly petetsedM iw.

rend er, that the u r ba a tai u tI us
king tat arbtiery La s own dcieis •

t as .r a g closeb seslOS,
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A TRIBUTE TO HIS OLD FRIEND, CON- Womiand I
DUCTOR BILL. no s

-- reddii

The VariOus Kinds of Ma•sers*..Pheloes bride

pher Hurries From Florida a Goes black

West on Another One of His Leeturinga

Tours. uo

Good, gentle old tSanford Bell, the a itt

faithful veteran of the bell cord, is ttopp
dead. He was the oldest conductor minn

in the state-perhaps the oldest in last b

long and continuous service in the. reko

United States, and maybe in the could

world. He was not a great man, but this c
he was a true man, honest and faith- a'resi
ful, and every traveler respected him. ty a
I have known him and traveled with found
him for forty years and always loved he sa

him, for he was patient and kind. He "I'm
was firm and did his duty, but without joyed

anger or rudeness. I never saw him I 1
out of good temper or unduly excited, these
but duty was his watchword. No good
wonder he was kept in office from ad- Ever
ministration to administration, for the e:
railroad officials appreciate such men, couni

and even when he became too infirm The'
to swing around the curves, Mr. the n
Thomas, that prince of railroad kings, if the
gave him an easier berth, and saved and I
money by it. for who could settle dis- her a
putes over killed and damaged stock curia
like SanTord.' The people all along times
the line respected him and in most a ri
cases left the adjustment to his sole marr
judgment. Small lawyers ceased to loyal
fatten on small litigation. "Sanford was
Bell says so," was the law and the ver- fell
dict. What a record for an unpretend- with
ing man. My regard for these true marr

and patient men increases with my died

years-these tried conductors, these over
engineers who day and night stand at and]
the throttle and realize the responsi- dolls
bility that is upon them. Like the Ot

pilots on the great steamships, they was
are ever on the lookout for danger. go a
Their eyes seem to have grown nearer grie'
together and more searching from the is lo
strain of constant use in looking down swee
the ever changing track. I feel like the

tipping my hat to them all and saying bees
God bless you and protect yqp, for my half
life is in your hands when travel. Plat
If danger or disaster com ey re- bele

ceive the firstshock,and oft es the grad
last to them. How thong s and lake
f unconcerned we travelers ride, with that
t never a thought about the engineer in gall
I whose hands we are. Sometimes weread loni
of a wreck and the telegram says: "En- sent
I gineer and fireman killed;` passengers wat

s all escaped." To my mind there is ed
I something grandly heroic in the call- din

a ings of these men who move the wheels der
ad nd stop them; these engineers and nigl

i. brakesmen who have no choice gf time be:
p or weather. In the bleak and wintry and

night they must breast the storm. son
e "Goodby wife, goodby mother, my attr
if time is out." He kisses the children isls
a and is off. Not long ago I heard a the

t- poor, fond mother say: "My Tom jp lion
running on the railroad now and helps afte

n us with his pay. He is a brakeman on wot

a a freight train, and it is a pretty hard WE
g place in bad weather, but you know GOo

t- there are no easy places now." ma
L- There are many kinds of manners--- cos

d manners at the table and the fireside eve
D- and in the church and in stores, on anc
if both sides of the counter, and there cia
as are railroad manners, both of the offi- be

re cials and the travelers. Not long age loo

k I boarded the Alabama (reat Southern, ant
e. of the Southern, at Chattanooga, and the

bI cefore the train moved out an official fo
he came through the oar and in a quiet, ret

i.- polite manner asked every one of us "A
an where we were going. He found one

ii- man who was going to Atlanta and I
m- quickly hurried him off and on to the
Da- Atlanta train. I liked that; it was An

is good railroad manners and was new to
me. Railroad officials can hardly real-

ti- ize how bewildered strangers feel in
n- a large union depot and how grate-

d ful they are for information, especially w1
ie when it iskindly volunteered. Poor.
In. timid women unaccustomedl to travel- ye

ro- ing are so afraid they will make a he

ra mistake. I came from Florida last yC

'n. Monday and was impressed with the n

m kindness and attention of a conductor, a

ed a Mr. Seabring, who runs from Tampa at

n. to Waycross. No woman was too a

r- humble or poorly clad to r:oeive his C

id considerate care. He assisted them

.a in and out and took their babies in his

ti. arms and provided them comfortable
sats and had his norter to take water
to their little ones. He not only ans-

at wered questions willingly and politely,
but gave more information than was
asked for. Most all conduetors are

t civil and courteous, but some answer
. you in a perfunctory manner and pass
on. Mr. Seabring's face seemed to
te invite you to ask for something, so
that he might oblige you. He did not
know me nor that I was observifg
him, but I canadt refrainlrosn saying
he is the model conduetor, From I

-b Waycross to Tifton we were not eslm
illand serene. The night was cold, verys
ted cold, and the ear was colder, for
ve there was no fire sad the
foa porter did not aseem to

as care whether we froes or anet. We

complained bitterly to the eeadseot
and in man hour or au be a the ertm

Sto make one. He 'state4 a -
Ssickly blase in thea heaterk -d tt .

bIt son went out sad wer nv•sI•.lst ,
A re until we got totanned dh -S .

oS. eonduoters and peter. NIti. WI'er-
ay was as idigasat a. we *heald
nEver stopped his personal superrislem

that until we were theraghtiy warmed and
now, revived. Thebe is a dierea in ela n
at's ductors.
oth. And there is a greater d saeae in
t traveters. lme will politely eftfa to

share the seat irith yon, while others
,* will stretch themselves and lok the
other way to keep from beinlg distub .
ed. They act like they bhav6 the small-

[ pox and don't want you to eateh it,.
i -My danghter and I st behinda bridal

cou ple as we west down, ~dn na•with!
standing the ear ws erwded and pee

al C~ ~SJUoo sln.b9 *eeS bidt14t

asl with his young wife occupied four
seats and stuck their feet upon one
and looked defiance at everybody.
Women came in with their children
and passed end repassed, and found
no seat. The old groom had long,
reddish - gray whiskers and the
bride of twenty-five had her
black hair bobbed short in an ag-
gravating style and leaned her bead
upon his shoulder while she affected
sleep. By and by a countryman with.
a little girl in his arms came in and af-
ter walking up and down a'few times,
stopped and surveyed the oouple fbr a
minute. Still there was no sign. At
last he said, with some temper, "I
reckon maybe perhaps if you ones
would lift your. feet oten that seat I
could find some place to set down with
this child. I've toted her about a mile
a'ready." They lifted them with adaci-
ty and.tried to turn the seat, and
found it looked. "That don't matter,"
he said, as he put down the child,
"Tm not gwine to hurt ye." We en-
joyed that immensely.

I wonder what makes so many of
these youngish girls (youngish is a

good word) marry tlse old men.
Every since General Longstreet set
the example every old widower in the
country is hunting for a girl wife.
The widows have been thrust out of
the market. That is all right, maybe.
if the girl is poor and the widower rich
and he will settle a good estate upon
her and die in areasonable time. What
curious transactiona sano things some-
times bring about. Some years ago
a rich old widower of our county
married a young wife and she was
loyal to him until he died, which
was in a reasonable -time, and she
fell heir to his splendid homestead
with all the land attached, and soon
married again. Not long att& this she
died and her last husband now steps
over the rich man's land as sole owner

and proprietor of that he never gave a
dollar or.

Our brief visit to Floridalast wdek
was on business and I hurried home to.
go west 'on another lecture tour..: It
grieved me to leave Clear Water,which
is lovelier than ever. It is still the
sweetest town that ever grew beside
the shore. Many improvements have

been made since we were there and
half a million has been spent by Mr.
Plant op the sp•aeus property a mile
below. Everything at Bellair is on a
grand scale. Its drives anid walks and
lakes and gardens; its grand hotel
that overlooks the green waters of the
gulf; its ornamnntal shrubbery and
long lines of stately palms; its coli-
seum and-boulevards and gasworks and

waterworks all astonished and charma-
ed us, for it seemed as though Alad-
din had been there with his won-
derful lamp ad done it all-not in a
l night, but within s year, for it has not
been much longer since I was there
and drove threngh that obapa•ral of
scrub palmetto and saw nothing to
attract me save the View of the distant.
islands and the foaming breakers of
I the gulf beyond. Another half mil-

lion will make the place apabdise,buts after all Bellair is artificis, the handi-
1 work of man and moner, while Clear
I Water is the work of nature and of

God. The one is an embryo city of
magnificent distances; the other a

cosy village nestled on a bluff among

a evergreen oak and bays and palms
a and cedars and climbing vines, alle clad in mossy tresses, and where the

beautiful homes, half hidden, over-

" look the plsoid harbor and the setting
I, sun, and where the children play upon
d the beach or wade in the waters at the
dl foot of the hill. Somehow she place
t, reminds me of those beautiful lines-

Ls "And I knew by the smoke that so gaee
is fully curled

d From among the dark elms that a cottage
s -was near,

as And I said to myself, i there s peaeee is
to this world,

l- The heart that is humble might look for it"

in here."

SI said to my friend,Mrs.Aunnpaugh,
ly who has been living there twelve

y: ears, "has anybody died since I was

a here?" "Nobody," shereplied. "Havest you found the graveyard yet?" "I have

he not," she said. "There has not been

a burial in it since we have lived here

p and the way to it is all choked up with
o saw palmetto."-BBIzL Am', in Atlanta

is Constitution.
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