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mnd murdered in
&.road hause near New ork. Mrs. Wran-
“@all fs summoned from the city and iden-

= A’young woman who ac-

_”'_mpa]ﬂﬁﬂﬁ da]lntg.the{mmsub-
" goquently. is

= l'l'rx‘w E& back for New

ted.
York

d-u:!nz ‘a blinding snow stormy
3 young woman in

Hetty by revealing that all
she has beligved Hetty to have
relations with Challis Wran-
he realifes that Hetty Is in-

n proposes to Hefly
etty prepares to leave
“that after what has hap-

ompanies hér t Ilondon_

,_cggﬁsn XI¥—_Continued.
mtnemsht t from Dover to
Calais, slipped ‘Zway from her moor-
* ings that evening, Hatty Castleton and
_herma.idwem on board, with all their
—h%and trunks, and Brandon Booth
“was' _'_'_ pposed to be completely at sea

f‘nkter“ﬁetty sat huddled up in the lea
'*th& deckhouse, sick. at heart and

stoppedd:racﬂyinrrontother. She
‘gtarted in alarm as he reached out his
‘hand-to support himself against the}
ldackhonse. As he leaned forward, he
Bgpghed.

£

: “You were thinking of me, Betty. 3

f.aidﬂ:eman. :
i ¥For'a long timo she stared
iransfixed, and then, with 2 low moan, |
aovmdhereyasmthherhand& 3
t“9s 1t true—-ts it a dream’” she'
mbbei
EHe dmpped dm basida,her a.nd

“¥ou were thinking of me, weren't’
you? And reproaching yourself, and
hating yourself for running away like
7his? I-thought so. Well, you might
just as well try to dodge the smart-
ast detective in the world as to give
xe the slip now, darling.”

“You—jyou spled on me?” she cried,
 muffied tones. She lay very limp in
ais arms.

“ did,” he confessed, without shame.
“Gad,whsnithinko!wbatlmight

1‘doing at this moment if I hadn’t
found you out in tize! Think of me
back: there in London, racing about
Hke 2 madman, searching for you in
avery—"

“Please, please!” sb.a implored.

“But luck was with me. You can’t
get away, Hetty. I shan't let you out
of my sight again. TTI camp in front
of-your door and youll see me wither
and die of sleeplessness, for one or the
other of my eyes will always be open.™

“Oh, I am -so tired, so miserable,”
she murmured.” - -

“Poor little awaetheart."

*I-wish you wonld me.”

“Lis whers yon are, deareat. and—
forget!”

“I£ I only cuuld—-forget"’

“Rest. I will hold ‘you tight and
keep you warm. We're in for a nasty
crossing, but-it is paradise for me. I
ammad with the delight of having you
aere, holding you close to mae, feecling
you fn my arms. The wilder the night
‘he befter, for I am wild with the joy
of itall. Ilove yqu! I love you!” He
strained her closer to him in a sort of
JRroXysIm.

She was quiet for a long time. Then
she breathed into his ear:

“You will never know how much I
vas longing for ‘you, just as you are
10w, Brandon, and in the midst of it
-} you came. It is like & fairy story,
.npd oh, I shall always believe in
‘giries.”

A long tima afterward the throbbing
ceased, beil-buoys whistled and clanged
~bout them; the sea suddenly grew

~alm and Hfeless; they slid over it as
7§t were -2 quavering sheet of ice;
_-16_ nghts sneaked out of the fog and
ppmached with stealthy ewiftness.

3113 rang below and aboye them,

-athuedharinh!ssu-mg ‘eager arms. |

»

'a.thnn.'

b

sailors sprang up from everywhere and
calls were heard below; the rattlingof
chajns and the thumping of heavy lug-
gage took the .place of that , steady,
monotonous beat of the engines. Peo-
ple began to infest the deck, limp and
groaning, harassed but voiceless. A
mighty sigh seemed to env:lop ‘the
whole ship—a sigh of relief. .
Then it was that these two arose
stifiy from their sheltered bench and
gave heed to-the things that were

x| ab8dt them.

The channel was behind them.

CHAPTER XV.

e

Rattling Oid Bones.

They journeyed to Paris by the night
mail. He was walting for her on the
platform when she descended from
‘the wagon Ht.in the Gare du Nord.
Sleepy passengers crowded ‘with them
into the customs - department. She,
‘alone among them all, was smiling
brightly, as if the world could be sweet
at an ‘hour when, by all odds, it ahonld
be sleepiest. -

“I was up and on the lookout for you
at Amiens” he declared, as they¥
walked off together. “You might
got off there, you know,” wi
srin. —

“I ghell not run awaey from you
again, Brandon,” she sald earnestly.

wIy

that | “I promise, on-#y honor.”

“By Jove,” he cried, “that’s a re-
lief!” Tlen be broke into a happy

“¥"shall go to the Rits,” she eaid,
afiter ber effects had been examined
and wers ready for release.

“I thought se¢,” he announced calm-
iy.
London.”

“Really, this is ridic—"

“Don’t frown lke that, Hetty." he
pleaded.  ° >

As they raftled and bounced over
the cobble-stenes in a -taxi-meter on
the way to tbe Place Vendome, he de-
voted the whele of his conversation to
the delicious breakfast they were to
have, expatiating glibly on the won-
dertul berries that would come fArst in
that alwaye-to-beremembered meal.

| She was ravenously hungrz by thas |

tims they reached the hotel, just from
- | listening o his dissertation on chops
and rolls and coffee as they are served
in Paris, to say nothing of waffles and
honey and the marmalade that no Eng-
lishman can do without.

Alone in his room, however, he was
guite anotker person. His calm assur-
ance took flight the instant he“closed

-| the door and moodily began to prepare

for his hath. Resolution was undi-
minished, but the facts in the case
were most desolating. Whatever it
was that stood between them, there
was 'no-gainsaying its power to infiu-
ence their lives. It was no trifie that
caused her to take this second flight,
and the sconer he came to realize the
seriousness of opposition the better.
He made up his mind on one pomnt
in that haif-hour before breakfast; if
‘she asked him again to Iet her go fler
“way in peace, it was only fair to Ber
-and right that he should submit to the
Anavitable. She loved him, he Was
swre of it. - Then there must be a v&y
gnod reason for her perplexing attitwde
toward himg He would make one mdre
attempt to have the truth from har.

She Starsd at Him, Transfixed.

Falling in that, he would. accept the
gituation as hopeless, for the time be-
ing at least. She should know that he
loved her deeply enough for that.

She joined him in the little open-air
cafe, and they sat down at a tablein a
remote corner. There were few peo-
ple breakfasting. In her tender blue
eyes there fvas a look of sadness that
haunted him, even as she smilec! and
called him beloved.

“Hetty, darling,” he said, leaning
forward and laying his hand on hers,
“can’t you tell me what it is?”

She was prepared for the guestion.
In her heart she knew the time had
come when she must be fair with him.
He observed the pallor that stole into
her warm, smooth cheeks as she re-
garded him fixedly for a long time be-
fore replying.

“There is only one person in the
world who can tell you, Brandon. It is
for her to decide. I mean Sara Wran-
dall.”

He felt a queer, sickening sensation
of nneasiness sneak into existence. In

B

ELIEVE PlEGEWORK IS BEST

.,nplo rs of Labor Bring Strong Ar-
s to Bear In Favor of

That System.

The pomt-is ortenmdath&ttht
2do union with its day-rate mini-
,.gm assumes that all of its crafts-
sen are equally eficient and that
{xey should be paid aocordingly. Em-
’mmnotﬁkelytoadmitthisal-
' ‘but sometimes thay act as if

~ g & M ‘lm[

kor pmmim systems, not

se of ary.fear of lador troubles

p W ndiﬁons of electric
-aflway maintepance, but simply oz

e assumption ‘that 20 shopman can

——

be brought about by some form of pre-
minm system. In fact, he has calcu-
lated that the abolition of the day
rate would produce a net saving of
about twenty per cent. in labor cost.
He is also convinced that the plece-
work system would actually result in
better workmanship because the pres-
ent day rates are too low to appeal to
good shopmen.

This has been the result on most
roads where the piecework system has
been introduced. But it seems to take
2 long time to overcoms the prejudics
against a workman earning more than
the ordinary wages of his craft even
when his production is corresponding-
ly greater. After all, the prime con-
cern of an economical management
as related to shop accounts should net
be the wages of individuals but the
total cost of maintenance per car mile.
—Flectric Railway Journal

. Tobasso Fools Bears.
As a safeguard against attacks from

anmbears,avetarantmppermm-

“I wired for rooms’ before I left.
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the back of his mind, & hateful fear
began to shape itself. For z long time
he looked into her somber eres, and
as he looked the fear that was hateful
‘took on something of a definite shape.

“Did you know her husband?” he
asked, and soméhow he knew what the
answer would be,

“Yes,” she replied, arter s moment.
She was startled. Her lips remained
parted.

He watched her closely. “Has this
—this secret anything to do with Chal-
lis Wrandall?”

“It has,” said she, meet.lng his gaze
steadily.

His hands clutched the edge of the
table in a grip that turned the knuckles;
_White.

“Hetty!” he cried, in 2 hoarse whis-
per. “You—can't mean that you—"

“You must go to Sara,” she.cried
hurriedly. “Haven't I told you that she
is the one—"

“Were you in love with that infernal
scoundrel ?” he demanded fiercely.

“Sara Enows everythlng She will
tell you—"

“Were, you m.rrying on an saffair
Jwith him while professing to be the
/friend of his wife? Tell me that! Did
she find you out and—"

“Oh, Brandon, why will you per-
gist?” she cried, her eyes afiame. “I
can tell you no more. Why do you

.

thing on earth? Is this-love? Is this
your ides of greatness? Isn't it enough
for you to ¥now that Sara is my loyal,
devoted friend; that sho—"

“Weit!” he commanded darkly. “Is
it possible that she did@ not discover
vour secret until the day you left her
house so abruptly? Does that explain
your sudden de; i

“I can answer that,” she said quiet-
ly. “She has known everything from
the day I met her. I have not said
anything, Brandon, te lead you to be-
lieve that I was in love with Challis
Wrandall, have IT” >

His eyes softened. “No, you haven't.
I—I hope you will forget what I said.
You see, I knew Wrandall's reputation.
He had no sense of honor. He—"

“Well, I have!” she said levelly.

He flushed. “I am a beast! I'll put
it in this way, then: Was he in love
with you?”

“You are still unfair. I shall not an-
swer.”

He was silent for a long time. “And
Sara’s lips are sealed,” he mused, still
possessed of doubts and fears.

‘*“Until she elects to tell the story,
dearest love, my lips are also sealed. I
love you better than anything else in
all this world. I could willingly offer
up my life for you, but—well, my life
does not belong to me. It is Sara’s.”

“For heaven's sake, Hetty, what is
all this?” he cried in desperation.

“I can say no more. It is useless to
insist, Brandon. If you can wrest the
story from her, 21l well and good. You
will hate me then, dear love. But it
cannot be helped. I am prepared.”

“Tell me this much: When you re-
fused to marry Leslie, was your
course inspired by what @had hap
pened in—in comnection with Cha.llia
Wrandail?”

“You forget that it is you that I
love,” she responded simply.

“But why should Sara urge you to
marry Leslie if there is anything—"

“Hush! There is the waiter. Come
to my sitting-room after breakfast. I
have something to say to you. We
must come to a definite understanding.
This cannot go on.”

‘He was with her for an hour in' that
pinched little gitting-room, and left her
there without & vestige of rancour in
his soul. She would not give an inch
in the stand she had taken, but some-
thing immeasurably great in his make-
up rose to the occasion and he went
forth with the conviction that he had
ne right to demand more of her than
she was ready to give. He was satis-
fied to abide by her decision. The
spell of her wae over him more com-
pletely than ever before.

Two days later he saw her off at the
Gare de Lyons, bound for Interlaken.
There was & complete understanding
between them. She wanted to be quite
alone in the Alpine town; he was not
to follow her there. She had reserved
rooms at the Schweitzerhof, and the
windows of her sitting-room Ilooked
straight up the valley to the snow-cov-
ered crest of the Jungfrau. She re-
membered these rooms; asa young girl
she had occupied them with her father
and mother. By some hook or crook,
Booth arranged by wire for her to have
them again, not an easy matter at that
season of the year. Later she was to
go to Lucerne, and then to Venice.

The slightest shred of hope was left
for Booth. Even though he might ac-
complish the task he had eet unto him-
self—the conquest of Sara in respect
to the untold story—he still had Het-
ty’s dismal prophecy that after he
learned the truth he would come to
gsee why they could not be married.
But he would not despair.

“We’ll see,” was all that he said in
response to her forlorn cry that they
were parting for ever. There was a
grimness in the way he said it that
gave her something to cherish during
the months to come; the hope that he
would come back and take her in spite
of herself.

He sailed from Cherbourg on the
first steamship calling there. Awake,
he thought of her; asleep, he dreamed
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bear struck him in theDit of the stom-.
ach with his head, hurling him into
the underbrush and sinking his teeth
into his thigh. The bear’s testh were
setting deeper, and he had about given
up when the bear suddenly let go, sat
up on his haunches and began to
strangle, much like a dog with a bone
in his throat. He continued the per-
formance for a few seconds, then rose
fo his feet and started up the moun-
tain as fast as he could travel.

The trapper discovered a plug of
chewing tobacco in his pocket had
been ground to a pulp and wet with
the animal’s saliva. The tobacco had
evidently made him so sick that he
was glad to let go.

What He Wanted to See.

Three-year-old Emerson had an idea
all music was produced by a method
similar to that of the talking me-
chine, with which he was familiar.
One time he attended a band concert
and insisted on going up to the band
stand after the band had played a

o T
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glare at me as if I were the meanest ;-

3, 9,
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of Challis Wrandall. There was some-
thing uncanny in the persistence with
which that ruthless despoiler of peace
forced his way into his dreams, to the
abeolute exclusion of all else. The voy-
age home was made horrid by these
nightly reminders of a man he scarce-
ly knew, yvet dreaded. He became
more or less obsessed by the idea that
an evil spell had descended upon him
in the shape of a-ghostly infiuence.
The weeks passed slowly for Hetty.
‘There were no letters from Sara, but
an occasional line or so from Mr. Car-
roll. - She had made Brandon Booth
promise that he would not write to
her, nor was he to expect anything
from her. If her intention was to cut
herself off entirely from her recent

“Hettyl” He Cried, in a Hoarse Whis-
per.

world and its pecople, 25 she might
have done in auother wey by pursuing
the time-honored and rather cowardly
plan .of entering a convent, she was
soon to discover that success in the
undertaking brought a deeper sense of
exile than she could have imagined
herself able to endure at the outset.
She found herself more utterly alone
and friendless than at any time in her
life. The chance companions she
formed at Interlaken—despite a well-
meant regerve—served only to in-
crease her feeling of loneliness and de-
spair. The very natural attentions of
men, young and old, depressed her, in-
stegd of encouraging that essentially
feminine thing called vanity. She
lived as one without an aim, without a
single purpose except to close one day
that she might begin the next.
After a time, she went on to Lu-
cerne. Here the life on the surface
was gayer, and she was roused from
her state of lethargy in spite of her-
self. Once, from her little balcony in

[ the National, she saw two of her old

acquaintances in the chorus at the
Gaiety. They were wearing many
pearls. Aaother time, she met them in
the street. She was rather quietly
dressed. They did not notice her. But
the prosperous Hebraic gentlemen who
attended them were not so careless.

One day a card was brought to her
rooms. For the next two weeks she
kad a true and unavoidable friend in
Lucerne. It would appear that Mrs.
Rowe-Martin had not been apprised of
the rift in the Wrandall lute. She
had no reason to consider the exclu-
sive Miss Castleton as anything but
the most desirable of companions. Mrs.

Rowe-Martin was not long in finding

out (though -how she did it, heaven
knows), that Lord Murgatroyd’s grand-
niece was no longer the intimate of
that impossible person, Sara Gooch.
She couldn’t think of Sara without

thinking of Gooch.

But at last Mrs. Rowe-Martin depart-

ed, much to Hetty's secret relief, but
not before she had increased the girl's
burthens by introducing her into a
cold-nosed cosmopolitan set from
which there were but three ways of es-
cape. She refused to marry ome of

them, denied another the privilege of

making love to her, and declined to
play auction bridge with all of them.
They were not long in dropping her, al-
though it must be said there was real
regret among the men.

From Mrs. Rowe-Martin and others
she heard that Mrs. Redmond Wran-
dall and Vivian were to be in Scotland
in October, for somebody-or-other’s
christening, and that Leslie had been
doing some really wonderful flying at
Peau. ! . :

“I am so glad, my dear,” said Mrs.
Rowe-Martin, “that you refused to
marry Leslie. He is a cad. Besides,
you would have been in a perpetual
state of nerves over his flying.”

Of Sare, there was no news, as might
have been expected. Mrs. Rowe-Mar-$
tin made it very clear that Sara was
a respectable person—but heavens!

'I‘Pe chill days of autumn came and
the crowd began to dwindle. Hetty
made preparations to join in the ex-
odus. As the days grew short and
bleak, she found herself thinking more,
and more of the happy-hearted, wvm-
bolic dicky-bird on a faraway window
ledge. His life was neither a travesty
nor a tragedy; he:rs was both of these!

Something told her too that Brandon

‘Booth had wormed the truth on} of

Sara, and that she would pever see
bim again. It hurt her to think that
while Sara beli®ved in her, the’ man

mw“m

who loved her did not. It is a way

men have.
P

CHAPTER XVL

Vivian Alrs Her Opinions.
Chief among Booth’s virtues was his
undeviating loyalty to a set purpose.
He went back to America with the
firm intention to clear up the mystery

.| surrounding Hetty Castleton, no mat-

ter how irksome the delay in achiev-
ing his aim or how vigorous'the meth-
ods he would have to employ. Sara
Wrandall, to all purposes, held the
key; his object in life now was to in-
duce her to turn it in the lock and,
throw open the door so that he might
enter in and become a sharer in the
secrets beyond.

A certain amount of ontimistic cour-
age attended him in his campaign
against what had been described to
him as the impossible. He could see
no clear reason why she should with-
hold the-secret under the new condi-
tions, when so much in the shape of
happiness was at stake. It was in
this spirit of confidence that he pre-
pared to confront her on his arrival in
New York, and it was the same umn-
bounded faith in the belief that noth-
ing evil could result from a perfectly
" just and honorable motive that gave
him the needed courage.

He stayed over night in New York,
and the next morning saw him on his
way to Southlook. There was some-
thing truly ingenuous in his desire to
get to the bottom of the matter with-
out fear or apprehension. At the very
worst, he maintained, there could be
pothirg more reprehensible than 2
passing infafuation, long since dis-
pelled, or perhaps a2 mildly sinister
episode in which viftue had been tri-
umphant and vice defeated with
pleasant results to at least one per-
son, and that person the husband of
Sara Wrandall

Pat met him at the station and drova
him to the little cottage on the upper
road.

“Ye didn’t stay long,” said he reflect-
ively, after he had put the bag up in
front. He took up the reins.

“Not very,” replied his master.

After a dozer rods or more, Pat
tried again,

“Just siventeen days, I make it.”

“Seems longer.”

“Perhaps you'll be after going back
goon.”

“Why should you think that Pat-
rick?™

“Because ycu don’t seem to be takin’
much interest in your surroundin’s
here,” sald Pat loftily. He delivered
a smart smack on the crupper with
his stubby whip, and pursed his lips
for the companionship to be derived
from whistling.

- “I suppose you know why I went to
Europe,” said Booth, laying his hand
affectionately on thé man's arm.

“Sure I do,” sald Pat, forgetting to
whistle. “And was it bad luck you
‘had, sor?”

“A temporary case of it, I'm afraid.”

“Well,” said the Irishman, looking
up at his employer with the most pro-
found encouragement in his wink, “if
it’s anny help to you, sor, I'll say that
T've never found bad luck to be any-
thing but timporary. And, beliéve me,
I've had plinty of it. Mary was dom
near three years makin’ up her mind
to say yis to me.”

y “And since then you've had no bad
luck?” said Booth, with a smile.

“Plinty of it, begob, but I've had
some one besides meself to blame for
it. There’s & lot in that, Mr. Bran-
dons Whin a man tharries, he simply
divides his luck into two parts, good
and bad, a®d if he’s like most men he
puts the bulk av tLe bad luck on his
av the good for a rainy day. That's
able to meet trouble when it comes.
The beauty av the arrangement is that
“:24 Tuck is only timporary and a wom-
an enjoys talking about it, while good
Iuck is wid us nine-tenths of the time,
whether we know it or not, and we
don't have to talk about it.”

This was fine philosophy, but Booth
discerned the underlying motive.

“Have you been quarreling?”

“I have not,” said Pat wrathfully.
“But I won't say as much for Mary.
The point av me argument is that I
have all the good luck in havin’ mar-

all the bad Inck in marryin’ me. Still,
as I sald before, 'tis but timporary.
The good luck lasts and the bad don't.
She’ll be after tellin’ me so before
sundown. That’s like all women.
You'll find it out for yourself wan o’
these days, Mr. Brandon, and ye'll be
dom proud ye're & man and can enjoy
lyour geod luck when ye get it. The
bad luck’s always fallin' behind- ye,
and ye can always look forward to the
good luck. So don’t be downhearted.
She'll take you, or me name’s not
what it ought to be.” -

Booth was inclined to accept this
unique discourse as a fair-weather
sign.

“Take these bags upstairs, Pat,”
said he on their arrival at the cottage,
“and then come down and drive me
over to Mrs. Wrandall’s.”

“Will ye be after stayin’ for lunch
with her, Mr. Brandon?” inguired Pat,
climbing over the wheel.

“I can’t answer that question now.”

“Hived help both av us if Mary’s
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HAS GEESE WORK FOR HIM

indlan Clam Digger Has Trained
Fowis 8o That, He Claims, They
Do the Work of a Man.

In the far northwest lives an Indian
chief who rejoices in the name of
Prince of Wales. Moreover, he is the
son of the duke of York, a famous old
Hudson Bay chief.

The prince, who has a contract to
supply the local canpery with clams,
has a flock of geese on his ranch on
Scow bay which he has trained to dig
clams. According to report he often
has to get up in the night and go to
the beach for the clams in order to
take advantage of the turn in the tide,

| and on these occasions he iz accom-

panied by his geese.

The prince has graciously permit-
ted them to do this, but has taught
them to pick up the whole clams and
drop them into 2 pail. He reported
that two or three of the geese have
bacoma s0 proﬁcient that they do the

T — -

T

* hears him and gives the signal to the
others, and by the time he has
reached the beach they are all there
ready for work.

Girl's Trap Catches Mouse.

At last a2 new way has been dls-
covered for catching mice. And a
Broadway show girl is the discoverer
of the new device. It happens that
she chanced across the scheme purely
by accident. She purchased a dozen
oysterg in the shell and left them on
the table in the kitchenette of her
apartment while she went to her
poudoir to have a few bouts with the |
rouge box. When she returned te the
kitehenette she found firmly caught
in the shell of one of the oysters a
dead mouse. The oyster had been
dragged fully a foot from the plate
and traces on the table showed there

wife and kapes to himself all he can

what makes him a strong man and |

ried her, and she claims to have had

had been a struggle. Mr. Mouse had |
ventured into the oyster when }'al
opened -his shell to get some air, bead |
first, 2and Mr. Oyster just clamped w-|
gether like a vise and crushed the !

-
=

good luncheon goes to waste,” said Pat
ominously. “That's all I have to say.
She’ll take it out av both av us.”
“Tell her I'll be here fer lunch,”
said Booth, with alacrity. From which

it may be perceived that master and
man were of one mind when it came |

to considering the importance of Mary.

Pat studied his watch for a moment
with a calculating eye.

“It’'s half-past eliven now, sor,” he
annpounced. “D'ye think ye can make |
ltqll

Booth reflected.

said. “I'll have luncheon first” Where. | P27t Of the country,

upon he leaped from the trap and went
in to tell Mary how happy he was t¢ |
be wl\ere he could enjoy home cook.
ing.

At four he was delivered at Sara’s
door by the astute Patrick, announced
by the sedate Watson and interrogated
by the intelligent Murray, who seemed
surprised to hear that he would not
bave anything cool to drink. Sara
sent word that she would be down in
fifteen minutes, but, as a matter of
fact, appeared in less than three,

She came directly to the point.

“Well,” she said, with her mysteri-
ous smile, “she sent you back to me,
Isee.”” He was still clasping her hand.

“Have you heard from her?” he
asked quickly,

“No. But I knew just what would
happen. I told you it would prove
to be a wild-goose chase. Where is
she?”

He sat down beside her on the cool,
white covered couch.

“In Switzerland. I put her on the
train the night before I sailed. Yes,
she did send me back to you. Now
I'm here, I want the whole story, Sara.
What is it that stands bstween us?”’

For an hour he pleaded with her,
all to no purpose. She steadfastly re-
fused to divulge the secret. Not even
his blunt reference to Challis Wran-
dall’s connection with the affair found
a vulnerable spot in her armor.

“] shan't give it up, Sara,” he said,
at the end of his earnest harangue
againgt the palpably unfair stand both
she and Hetty were taking. “I mean
to haress you, if you please, until I
get what I'm after. It is of the.most
vital importance to me. Quite as much
so0, ] am sure, as it appears to be to you
If Hetty will say the word, I'll take
her gladly, just as she is, without
knowing what all -this is about. But,
you see, she won't comsent. There
must be some way to override her.
You both admit there is no legal bar-
rier. You tell me: today that there
is no insanity in her family, and a lot
of other things that I've been able
to bring out by gquesiioning, so I am
more than ever certain that the ob-
stacle is not so serious as you would
have me believe. Therefore, I mean
to pester you until you give in, my
dear Sara.”

“Very well,”, she said resignedly.
“When may I expect a renewal o!
the conflict?”

“Weould tomorrow be convenient?”
he asked guaintly.

She returned his smile. “Come to
Iuncheon.”

“Have I your permission tp start
the portrait?”

“Yes. As soon as you like.”

He left her without feeling that he
had gained an inch along the road te
success. That night, in the gloaming
of his starlit porch, he smoked many

Pat Met Him at the Station.

& pipeful =nd derived therefrom a pro-
found estimate of the value of tact
and discretion as opposed to bold and
impulsive measures in the handling of
a determined woman. He would make
haste slowly, as the saying goes. Many
an unexpected victory is gained by
dilatory tactics, provided the blow is
struck at the psychological moment
of least resistance.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Forged Antigues.
Arabic enameled glassware is prized
ag one of the finest productions of the
glassmaker’'s art. Damascus is the

{

COST OF FATTENING SWINE

Profitable Ration Is Amount of Feed
Required to Produce Unlt of
Increase in Weight.

P. SNYDER.)
One of the ‘chief - problems before

the pork producer is, What is the most
profitable ration to feed? The proper
standard from which to determine the
| most profitable ration is the ameount
of feed of a certain kind required to
| produce a unit at which the increase

“] think not” he |1s made. These are the same in.all

while the cost of
| the various kinds of feeds and there-
|fore the cost of gains from the vari-

| ous feeds will vary in almost every lo-

cality.

The results of extensive and thor-
ough experiments, extending through
2 period of five years, by the Nebraska
experiment station, are here given,
the prices used in calculating the re-

Hogs Fattened on.90 Per éént Corn
and 10 Per Cent Cu alfa.

pounds, $5.90; corn, per bushel, 47
cents; wheat, bushel, 70 cents; bar-
ley, bushel, 40 cents; emmer, bushel,
35 cents; rye, bushel, 56 cents; milo,
bushel, 50 cents; cane, bushel 50
cents; oil meal, ton, $30; tankage, ton,
$49; bonemeal, ton, $30; shorts, tom,
$24; alfalfa meal, ton, $15; chopped
alfalfa, ton, $10; alfalfa hay, ton, $8.
Feed other than alfalfa for con-
venience is termed “grain” in the re-
sults given. Wheras chopped alfzalfa
or alfalfa meal was a part of any
ration in the experiments, 2ll the
grain was ground. ‘The alfalfa meal
was mixed with the grain; the
chopped alfalfa was put in the trough
and grain poured cver it. ‘The feed
was moistened with water after being

weighed separately for each Ilot of
hogs, at each feeding time. In all ex-
periments the hogs were weighed
every ‘second week.

ell times, unless the weather was such
that the water froze. During such
times water was supplied three times
each day or as often as there wasany

Water was supplied in the flelds by
means of 2 gravity water system that

all times.
Results: The feeding of various pro-
portions of alfzifa in a ration of corn,

mezl, indicate that the rations rank as
follows:

1 lﬂﬂpartscom alfalfa hay in a
rack.

2. 90 parts corn, 10 paris chopped
alfaldn.

3. 90 parts corn, 10 parts n.l!a.l!.a
meal.

4. 100 parts corn alone. :

5. 75 parts corn, 25 parts zlfalfa
meal.

6. 75 parts corm, 25 parts chopped
alfalfa. :

7. 50 parts corn, 50 pa.rts chopped
alfalfa.

8. 50 parts ‘corn, 50 parts alfalfa
meal. z

The first three rations stand closely
together.

Of the many rations tried for fat-
tening, none has been found the equal
of corn and a small percentage of
alfalfa.

A summary of results indicates that
the cost of feed to produce a 225
pound market hog was $3.35 per 100
pounds, and that keeping the hog
antil it weighed 325 pounds increased
the cost to $3.57 per 100 pounds. This
includes only the cost of feed and does
not include the cost of labor, equip-
ment, unusual risk, or interest on in-
vegtment.

TdLL OF DEADLY SHEEP TICK |

Animals Infested With Parasites Yield
Poor Wool and Are Difficult
to Fatten.

It is more than futile to worry over
the competition of sheep from South
American pastures if we permit, un-
heeded, competitors to draw the life-
blood" from flocks. Thousands of
flocks in the United States are being
preyed upon by ticks. Since scab has
been eradicated from some states
some men have relaxed their efforts
and ceased to dip their sheep. Sheep
infested with ticks yield poor wool
and are difficult or Iimpossible to
fatten. There is no excuse for ticks
on a sheep farm. Two thorough dip-

principal point for the discovery of | pings at intervals of ten days or two

Arabic antiques, and undoubtedly
much of it was made in that city in
ancient times; but United States Con-
sul John D. Whiting at Jerusalem has
discovered that the business of manu-
facturing forgeries of the genuine
article has assumed large proportions
in Damascus. .

s APt A S Sl N S S S S

Lower Animals That Weep.

Among the creatures that weep mos*
easily are the ruminants. All huntess
know that the stag weeps, and we 4are
aleo assured that the bear sheds <ears
when it sees its last hour approdching.

The giraffe is not less ser=:tive, and
regards with tearful eyeS the hunter
who has wounded it T 988 Weep quite
easily. The same is true of certain
monkeys. As for git® elephant, there |
is abundant evit:}ef:5 of the ease with |
which it weeps. sheds tears when
wounded, or wheg it sees that it can-
not escape; its tefrs roll from its eyes
like those of z fluman being in af-
fliction.

Fulnegs of Life.

Every vear I Jive I am more con-
vincerd that the Wedste of life lies in
the love we hage not given, the pow-
ers we have nof used, the selfish pru-
dence that wi risk nothing and
which, shirkin# pain, misses happi-
ness as weil \0 one ever yet was
t s avis:

ha Tanem—— -

weeks will kill them; afterward it is
only necessary carefully to dip any
sheep that may be bought before it is
put with the flock, and the flock will
remain clean. Many an American

| flock is tickless.

Don’t Crowd Young Hogs.
Young hogs should not be given
cowded quarters. In order to keep
v¢hem in a healthy. growing condition,

individuals possess a certain amount
of power to resist disease, and this
plays no small part in preventing it

Keep Animal Galning.

It is always much easier to keep 2
pound of flesh than to get it back
again; and it is always cheaper to
keep an animal gaining than to let it

_gtand still

Compelled Wife to Work.
Chicago—John E. Denson com-
pelled his wife to work and pay the
household expenses zn” his own per-
sonal debts for ten “years and then
ordered her out off his home, accord-
ing to Mrs. Beaio}ﬁ's divorce bill.

quor Interest.
Pa —Jacob Friday,

Rap at

Pittsburgh, a

wholeszale ligu@r dealer, le!t a will be- |

fmeathine eEAAARA -

sults being as follows: Hogs, per 100

put’ in the trough. 'I'he feed was’

The animals had access to water at.

indication that the hogs cared for it |

kept fresh water in cement troughs a.t_

as alfalfa hay, chopped hay and as

a proper diet should be fed. Healthy |

More, Than to Praise- Cardm, %
The Womar’s Tomc. 5

:"".-

Chillicothe, Ohio.—"1 am anath;eot
the Southland,” says Mrs. Ed. Dayisf"
of this town, “and nothing ‘pleases 1
more than to speak a word’ of praise
for Cardui, the woman’s tonic, for I~
firmly believe that it snatched: me=
from the grave. Although I
need it now, I always® keep a.q
on hand.
I have been married 14- yoa.rs=‘ :
had two children. After the!ybuns&_t 3
was born, I was not able t5 walk, :and =
for four years, I was: “not - s&mx e
enough to stand on my teetﬂve ;nin-'
utes at the time, without somethias
to support me. L
After everything else. had’ faﬂed g TS
wrote to the Ladies’ Advisory Depart—
ment, of the Chattanooga- Medicine
Co., for advice, and they kindly told"
me what I needed. I commeénced tak-
ing the Cardui Home ‘Treatment. I
used only about four bottles of the -
Cardui, but, today, I am well, can'do
my own work,andwalka.afaraa_'
I want to.
1 can never praise Cardui- enonsh. .
and my neighbors cannot get ﬁona-.,- ok
. wondering at the change in me,” Lot
Cardul will surely do as much for
you, as it did for the writer of the -
above letter, if you will only giveita'
trial. - ek
Don’t delay. Begin taking Cardtl!
today. Your druggist sells n.—m

™

_Behmd the Scm

Friend—Say, old man, 'why 'tr
you put a little more mirth lnto that
scene of yours with tl'na new‘ ﬂﬂll-"
brette? .

Comedian—A. little  more mlrl'.h!
Confound it, man, that ‘was my. d |
vorced wife? ‘Tomorrow we play in
Hoboken*-—tuefe.i a man walting at -
the stage door to “SoIve—in™a)
ment on my baggage and Ive
my trousers and lost my sm]!a: but-"3
ton—a little more mirth, ha., ha!

RED, ROUGH HANDS Mmt"
SOFT AND WHITE

For red. roush chspped and. M
ing hands, dry, fissured, itching, burn.
ing palms, and painful’ ﬂnm
with shapeless nails, & ‘one-night Cutl-
cura treatment works wonders. e
rections: Soak the hands, on retin
ing, in hot water and. cmm

‘sweet and gentle emoluents pm
the hands, prevent redness, rougtness
2nd chapping, and impart in a.m;!o
night that velvety softness-and :whnpt_‘" '
ness 0 much desired by m For
those whose occupations 'tend "!Q-’
jure the hands, Cuticura _Soap 1
ticura Ointment are wonderful:

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold
thronghout the world. S&mp!eutemk
free,with 32-p. Skin Book. Address posts
mrd“Cuﬁcurs.DepthBom- -Mv

We are always mpic!m of tlm
person who gives “the same’ ammnt
of laugh ‘to every jeke we be!l.

The chap who keeps erem,suugiy“.
at it accomplishes a lotof th.lnsl that
are not necessarily worﬂi the eﬂom

No Chances for l-llm.
: Adealersemngcloﬂ:.jnssmﬂ‘
town asked an Irishman who was.'
passing if he would bwasuitlengﬁ!.
and added: “You can have 11'. for ten |
bob.” To which Pat repli : “Begob,
gir, if tuppence would buy the makings
of a topeoat for an elephant I coaldn’t
buy the makings otapairoflesging!
for a canary this minute.”

9
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: Young Reasoner.

“Gilbert K. Chesterton has wﬁ:‘.‘ben a-
successful play,” said a member of the'
Players’ club of New York “Youm -
know how fat Chesterton is—fatter
thar Mr. Taft. Well, rn te!l you a,,
story zbout that. .
“A London Httera.teur ha.s a IiftIu
son who sucks his thumb.  The lﬁi- ok
/terateur said to him one day: e
“‘Now, you{must stop sucking you
thumb. If-you don’t ydn’lI swell up
like a balloon and burst. Mind what
I say!”
“The urchin was mach impressed.
He promised to- do his best to break =
himself of his bad habit. ;
“Well, it happened that Chestartan
| dined at the litterateur’s that ever
ning. With the dessert the little chap.
came in. He looked at Chesterton and
started. He turned pale. ~ Then he
sidled up to the mountainous writer
and said in a compassionate and yet
reproachful voice:
“‘You suck your thumb, don:t__
you?” .

o

HAPPY NOW
Family of Twelve Drink Postum. _

“It certainly bas heen a blessing 1A

our home” writes a young lady in re-

d to Postum. :
ga‘I‘.I am one of a family of twelve,
who, before using Postum, would makg
o healthy person uncomfortable by .
their complaining of headache, dizzi.
ness, sour stomach, ete., trum drinklng
coffee.

“For years mother suffered from
palpitation of the heart, sick head- _
ache and bad stomach and abt times
would be taken violently ill. About &
year ago she quit coffee and ‘began
Postum.

“\My brother was troubled: with
headache and dizziness all the time
he drank coffee. All those troubles of
| my mother and brother have disap-

i peared since Postum has taken the
| place of coffee.

“A sister was ill nearly all her life
with headache and heart troudle, and
| about all she cared for was eoffee and
tea. The doetors told her she must

the pla.ce of—-coﬂee untﬂ we induced

her to try Postum. :ow her troubles
are all gone and she 32 happy little 2
womsan  enjoying Iiﬂ as people s

1 " ”
e Co., Bat-

Name given by the P
tle Creek, Mich.
Postum now comes in 38
Regular Postum — &
boiled. 15¢ and 25¢ 2
Instant Postum—Ig
der. A teaspoonf'
in - cup of hot




