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sides. And their minds were CHAPTER XXX—Continued. 
"It seems so frightful to leave her," 

said Christabel, looking sadly at the 
calm, worn face of Mary. "There is 
cne thing at least I must do. I know 
she would wish me to do it; indeed I 
promised her that if she should d!*> 
before a certain time I should do li. 
There are some papers belonging to 
her late father. Sir John, which he 
gave into her charge " 

A strange, long-drawn, dreadful cry, 
which appeared to issue from all sides 
of the house at once, caused her to 
break oft" and gasp u iih a shudder. 

"What is that?" she a^Ued. 
"It is 'Fire!'" answered Aksakoff. 

"The house is on flr'j. That is the 
cry. I pray that we arc not too late." 

"But 1 must get those papers," ex
claimed Christabel. "It was a promise 
to Mary," she said, making a rapid 
examination of the room. "Ah! here 
Is her jewel-case. The papers are in 
11," she cried. 

With another kiss on the dead lips 
Christabel withdrew, and Norman and 
'Aksakoff hurried her downstairs. 

The revolutionists were scurrying 
out of the burning house like rats, 
while a bugle-call, clear and sonorous, 
broke upon their ears. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 
The Lovers' Reunion. 

"The Soldiers! The soldiers!!" cried 
the mob, with scared, frightened 
faces. 

As they streamed out of the house 
most of the revolutionists had carried 
In their hands some trophy, some 
spoil, but in their panic many of the 
articles were thrown away. It was a 
case of each one for himself, of sauve 
Qui peut. Some made for the open 
sandy plain beyond which was a thick 
belt of forest, wfiile others scattered 
in various directions away from the 
sound of the dreaded troops. In two 
or three minutes the mob had disap
peared. 

"We must make for the motor car," 
•aid Aksakoff to Norman and Christa
bel when they issue;l from the burning 
house. "The soldiers are not yet in 
sight, and if we reach the car before 
them we can make good our escape." 

"The trouble is," said Norman, "that 
to gain the car we must go towards 
the soldiers—is it not so?" 

"It would be the quickest way, but 
It is not necessary. We can make a 
detour. Come, I'll show you the way, 
but we must run. Every second is 
precious. Do you think you can run, 
Miss Joyce?" 

"I'll try," replied Christabel, and 
they set off at as fast a trot as Chris
tabel could manage, but she soon 
tired, and they had to walk. Fortu
nately, the wind blew the smoke 
towards them and partially screened 
them from observation; it also, how
ever, concealed the approach of the 

both 
busy. 

Looking back, Chrstabel took a last 
glance at Sulja, now almost lost in 
tmoke, and thought of all that had 
happened to her there. She thought 
cf Katia—what had become of her? 
She had not seen or heard of her for 
weeks. Had she perished in the 
flames? She thought of Dmitri and 
his terrible end, and shuddered and 
grew sick as the scene repeated itself 
to her in which he had died. But she 
thought most of Mary—gentle, yet 
courageous, Mary Sisterson—whose 
funeral pyre- was that vanishing house 
of blood and fire—the house which at 
an earlier period in her life had per
haps been ttoe home to her of some 
tender illusion. Mary was gone, and 
could never suffer more in body or 
in spirit. Perhaps that was best. 

Christabel wondered what was be
fore herself now—whither her fate 
was leading her. What was to be her 
destiny? She was glad, and yet she 
was melancholy too. The Sisterson 
secrets still reared themselves like 
forbidding spectres between herself 
and the man she loved. But she could 
not long think at that time of this or 
of anything else, for a reaction super
vened after all the excitement she had 
gone through, and her mind refused to 
act. She closed her eyes and felt the 
pressure of Norman's band in her's— 
it was reassuringly sweet. She was 
happy, for was not Norman by her 
side? That was enough for the pres
ent. 

The great fact in Norman's mind 
which cast every other thing into the 
shade was that here away from this 
senseless and savage Russia, that he 
was taking her home. He dreamed 
dreams; he made plans; all the po
etry and romance in his nature welled 
up within him; then he lost himself 
in a kind ®f soft, golden haze in which 
ideas and impressions, himself and 
Christabel, their love and their lives, 
and the round world itself all min
gled, separated, and mingled aagin to 
a wonderful melody. And this is love's 
glamour, its magic, its mystery, its 
power. 

Aksakoff sat silent, driving steadily 
confidently, thinking his own thoughts, 
congratulating himself doubtless on 
having added another chapter to that 
Gospel of Terror he and the like of 
him preach and live up to for the sal
vation of Russia. 

"Have you considered what you are 
to do when you have reached Odes
sa?" suddenly asked Aksakoff of Nor
man, when they were within a few 
miles of that city. "You must have 
some sort of story to tell in order to 
account for your speedy return from 
Sulja—and not unaccompanied." And 
he smiled at Christabel. "Have you 
any scheme?" 

"I want to get out of Russia at 
once," replied Norman. "I had not 
thought of the way, but I hoped you 
might be able to help us in that mat
ter too. But we owe so much to you 
already that——" 

"No, thanks," interrupted Aksakoff. 
' It is I who owe you—more than I can soldiers, and they had to move with j t*,V" «*7u ",v"<5 llm" 1 can 

nirrspection and care „Stl"' 1 need n0t t,ouble y0u with the greatest circum 
lest they should inadvertently come 
upon them. However, they passed the 
ruined works in safety, and under 
cover of the bank of the river got 
quite close to the place where the car 
was hidden. 

Leaving Norman and Christabel, Ak
sakoff went forward to reconnoiter, 
end presently returned saying that 
the soldiers were only just coming up; 
they must wait tor a while. During 
the short time of Aksakoffs absence 
the lovers, so strangely united again, 
were too much occupied with them 
selves to notice it, or they must have 
beard the steady tramp of the troops 
cn the march, to which they now 
anxiously listened. It came closer 
and closer, seemed to be upon then: so 
that they held their breath in sheer 
suspense, and then went on lessening 
and lessening. 

"We are safe, I think," whispered 
Aksakoff, looking out from their shel
ter. "I'll go first and get the car 
ready. I'll drive it round this way, 
and do you be ready to jump in. 
Then we must make a rush for it; but 
our chances are excellent," he added, 
turning to Christabel. "You'll be in 
Odessa, Miss Joyce, in two or three 
hours, if we have any luck." And he 
smiled on her cheerily. 

While the lovers were waiting, 
whispering their joy and hope to each 
other with a gladness to which the 
perl of ther situation added a keener 
sest, they were startled by hearing a 
volley ring out at no great distance 
from them. The sound had barely 
died away when the motor car came 
throbbing and drumming towards 
them. Quickly they sprang into It, 
packing tightly into Its single seat; 
then away sped the car in the open 
at its topmost rate, and soon they 
were on a road which took them by 
• circuitous route towards Odessa. 

For the most part it was a silent 
Journey. Both Norman and Christabel 
had much to think about as they sat 
In the car with clasped hands. They 
bad much to tell each other, but could 
not say it la the presence of Aksa-

• kott, whom Norman had warmly 
tbanked as their good angel and pre
server; there was much to explain on 

for jthls Sulja affair. My friends there J"" 
A, ROYAL INVENTOR. will'not betray me, and I do not feer 

any one In Odessa—I mean I have no ^ 
more cause to fear now than I always [ ^ £ 
have. I told you I was a 8aq)ect! Prince Henry ot Prussia, 'the ; kal* 
Some day my time will come, but not *er's brother, Is a';keen automobllist, 
yet," he repeated, with an emphatlo and has taken out a patent for an in-

that. I 
| He pulled out his watch. 
i "It is now nearly 8 o'clock," he said, 

putting the watch into his pocket 
again. "A steamer leaves for Galatz 
to-day at noon, and you must catch it 
at all hazards. By that time news of 
what has happened at Sulja will be 
filtering in to Odessa, but it will noc 
be known positively, and the details 
will be lacking or false. You must 
get away before the news is in the 
mouth of everybody." 

"I can go, but Miss Joyce has no 
clothes—nothing," said Norman, sug
gestively. "I am not going to leave 
without her." 

"I did not imagine anything else," 
replied Aksakoff. "What I propose is 
that I shall leave on the way to the 
Hotel d'Angleterre, Miss Joyce at my 
house with my mother, who will look 
after her and supply her with what is 
necessary—there are plenty of shops, 
for that matter, where she can get a 
small outfit; it must be small, be
cause the time is so short. Then I 
shall take you on to your hotel, drop 
you there, and return to my home. 
You must pack at once, see about your 
passports and tickets, and be at the 
quay by half past eleven, when Miss 
Joyce, my mother and myself will 
meet you." 

"This is very good of you," said 
Christabel gratefully. 

"Not at all," he said, smilingly. 
"And the story I have to tell?" 

asked Norman. 
"You can say that you saw Dmitri 

Anatovitch and transacted your busi
ness sooner than you expected—which 
will be quite true," said Aksakoff, 
grimly, to Norman. "Then you can 
add that you received intelligence 
which compels you to leave at once 
for Galatz. I think that will do. And 
you can account for your appearsbce 
by a slight accident to the motor; 
your face still bears marks of the fall 
you got in the garden at Sulja." 

"And how about yourself, M. Aksa
koff?" inquired Norman. "Will you 
not be in danger?" 

Aksakoff shrugged hs shoulders. 
"Not yet, not yet," he sad. "But 

do not think I»shall suffer in any case 

shake of his head. 
"Why not leave Russia?" said Chris

tabel, softly. 
"Because Russia is everything to 

me," said Aksakoff, with a fine' ring in 
his voice and a light in his eyes. 
"When you arrive to-morrow in Ga-
latz, Miss Joyce, you will be able tq 
get anything you want, anything there 
may not be time to get this morning. 
From Galatz," he said to Norman, 
"you can go by train through Roumv 
nia and Austria ,and so to England." 

The program outlined by Aksakoff 
was carried out faithfully and "without 
hitch. At the appointed time Noraafn 
met Christabel with Aksakoff and his 
mother at the quay of the Galats 
steamer, and went on board. Now thi 
steamers that sail between Odessa and 
Galatz are not exactly, the vessels 
that can accurately be described as 
floating palaces or pleaaure craft, but 
they serve on occasion. The ship, in 
their circumstances, seemed to Chris* 
tabel and Norman as desirable as the 
finest ocean greyhound of them all, 
and it was with bounding hearts that 
they saw her carry them out into the 
Black sea. Up to the moment of cast
ing off the moorings Norman was 
afraid that something untoward would 
happen. 

They waved thetr adieux to Aksa* 
koff and his mother. 

"How kind they have been!" said 
Christabel. "M. Aksakoff was particu
larly nice. How strange to see him 
now, the polished man of the world, 
and to think of him in connection with 
what we have just gone through this 
morning!" 

"Yet he has his own happiness," 
said Norman, thoughtfully; "and now 
I have mine." And he gazed tenderly 
at her, but she kept her eyes fixed 
on the forms of the Russian and his 
mother, now growing small and faint 
as the distance between the ship and 
the quay increased. 

"Were you not here, dearest," said 
Norman to her, once the high houses 
of Odessa had vanished from their 
sight and nothing was about them but 
the steamer and the sea, "all that hap
pened this morning and much that 
went before would appear unreal, as 
if it could not be, as if it had never 
been. Were you not here, I should 
have a feeling such as a man might 
have who wakes from a sleep of trou
bled dreams." A 

"I know," said Christabel. "It all; 
seems so impossible. I often had the 
same feeling when I was shut up in 
that terrble house." 

And then she took his arm and they, 
paced the deck, telling each other all 
the things that had occurred sinca 
Christabel had left England. A long 
time they talked, and then Norman 
asked the inevitable question. 

"Christabel," he said, In a grave, 
earnest, pleading tone, "you told me 
last time I asked you that you loved 
me, but could not marry me because 
of something—you said it was a mat
ter of duty, though try as I -taay I 
cannot understand it—that stood be
tween us. Does that something still 
stand between us, darling?" 

"It does, Norman," she answered, 
in a voice as grave as his own. 

"Will it always stand between us?" 
he asked, with a choke. 

"I do not know, but I'm afraid it 
will," she replied, in tremulous Aones, 

Norman looked at her face and safr 
that it was full of pain; he kept.back 
the words of protest, expostulation, 
entreaty, that were rising to his 
tongue. He spoke after a little pause 
that seemed immensely long. 

< - — -.ct wait. Nearest. I shall wait 
shall never give you up,", he said; 

but he sighed deeply. "After what 
ihrougn you surely are 

mire more than ever. Tell me once 
more, Christabel, that you love me— 
•here will always be that." 

(To Be Continued.) 

IRELAND NEEDS FORESTS. 

Like in 

vention in the interests of chauf
feurs. Two movable bands of rubber 
are placed on each side of the glass 
that protects the driver from wind 
and dust. The two bands can be put 
in motion by turning a handle. They 
pass rapidly over the glass, thus free-

ing it from the inevitable mud after 
a long run. It is expected that in a 
short time German motor cars will 
be provided with "the Henry of Prus
sia" patent. 

INDIAN GRAPE PICKERS. 

United States, She Is Late 
Waking Up to Her Sins. 

Ireland has awakened to the na
tional value of her forests, but so late 
that radical measures will now be 
necessary to make up for past ne
glect. A commission appointed by the 
crown to investigate the condition of 
Ireland's forests and to suggest meas
ures for bettering it has just made 
public its report. 

The commission outlines and vigor
ously urges the adoption of a large 
scheme for the state to plant about 
700,000 acres with forest trees. This, 
with the S00.000 acres of existing for
est, would give Ireland 1,000,000 acres 
of forest land, an area which the com
mission considers essential tor the 
agricultural and industrial require
ments of the country. 

About 20,000 acres of this would bft 
purchased by the state in mountain
ous and rough regions and managed 
as state forest, while 500,000 acres, 
chiefly in small blocks, would be 
planted by the state but managed by-
private owners or by county councils. 

The facts that under the land pur
chase acts much woodland formerly 
held in large blocks is being sold in 
small parcels and lumbered and that 
there is now opportunity for the gov
ernment to acquire woods and land: 
suitable for forests make it specially 
urgent for the state to take Immedi
ate action. 

To show that such a scheme of land 
acquisition and planting Is not* im
practicable the commission cites the 
case of Denmark, an agricultural 
country half the size of Ireland,' 
which since 1$81 has increased her 
forests by 175,000 acres. 

Ccme From Reservations to Help 
Gather Raisins in California. 

With the approach of the grape har
vesting and raisin making season the 
Indians from the reservations In the 
mountains back of San Diego begin to 
f.ock to the valleys where the vine
yards lie. Among these the beautiful 
El Cajyon valley, with its broad acres 
of vines, attracts many of the dusky 
people. 

Down the grades they come, bump
ing over rough places and raising 
clouds of dust in their rickety old 
wagons and carriages. Horseback, 
burro back and on foot they pass by 
in large and small parties. The con
veyances are usually rather dilapi-
ditcd affairs, purchased from tlje rub
bish heap of some rancher or second
hand dealer and patched together with 
baling wire, as is the harness. But 
rometimes a prosperous tribesman, 
the owner of a little place of his own, 
passes by, his wagon new and the 
souaws snd children comfortably, 
though not very gaudily dressed. 

Old carriages which have evidently 
seen better days are met with, the 
head of the family occupying the box 
and the women and children piled to
gether with household effects, feed 
for the team and a few dogs. Fre
quently one sees a family of two, the 
squaw mounted on the only horse 
and hubby "hoofing it" at the other 
end of the leading rope —like the true 
gentleman he is. 

They are a care free, light hearted 
people, and this journeying at harvest 
time is a holiday excursion to them. 
Horse races, peon games and other 
pleasures dear to the Indian's heart 
are to be enjoyed between spells of 
hard but wealth yielding work when 
the destination Is reached and camp 
pitched. Old acquaintances among 
those from other reservations will be 
renewed, and an old feud or two set
tled perhaps. 

On the road from the reservation to 
the valley are many Indian "hotels," 
with excellelnt accommodations for 
man and beaft. To the white man 
these establishments would seem 
mean, but to the Indian they are the 
most ideal of hostelries. They consist 
of a spring of water, some shady 
trees,, a little dry firewood and some 
grass in which to stake their ponies. 
Once in camp at the ranch upon 
which he has been engaged to work 
the same old round of picking, turn
ing, sorting, stacking and the rest of 
the various stages of raisin making 
will be gone through with, and the pay 
resulting therefrom spent on provi
sions for the family, and lost in bet
ting on the races or at the fascinating 
game of peon. 

AT LAST. 

It Took Him Some Time to Take the 
Hint, Though. 

Midnight came, and still the bore 
showed no signs of leaving. 

"Do you like music?" asked the 
beautiful girl, just to break the mo
notony. 

"Passionately fond of it!" replied 
the bore. "In fact, do you know, mu
sic will always carry me away?" 

She dropped onto the piano seat and 
rattled off several popular airs; then, 
suddenly wheeling around, said: 

"You are still here?" 
"Ye-es," yawned the bore. 
"But I thought you said music al

ways carried you away?" 
"So I did--music." 
But he didn't stay much longer. 
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Xa There Any Sow in America Thai Can Beat Thai Record? 

Our Illustration shows an English sow with a wonderful hietory as "a 
producer of bacon. She was born—so her owner informs me—-about March, 
1904, and since then her records rea d as follows: March, 1905, litter of 
13; September, 1905, 17; February, 1906, 16; August, 1906, 17; February, 
1907, 20; August, 1907, 15; February, 1908, 22; August, 1908, 15; total in 
four yeare, 135. 

STABLE AND CARRIAGE HOUSE 
Will Provide Room for Two Cows and Three Horses. 

The accompanying diagram shows 
ground plan for stable and carriage 
house 40x25 feet. The cpws' stall for 
two is six feet wide, and the horse 
stalls are each five feet wide, which is 
the proper width. This will give you 
a carriage house 20x24 feet, and feed 
the stock from the front. A passage 
leads from 'the stable to carriage 

shingles; 22 studs for partitions and 
stalls, 2x4—10 feet; 500 feet inch lln 
ing for stable; 670 feet plank for 
stalls, 2x10—8 feet; 4 stall posts, 6xfl 
—8 feet; 2 pieces stall caps, 2x8—I 
feet; 3 ridge boards, 1x7—14 feet; 1 
ridge boards, 1x6,-14 fdet; 150 feet 
cornice. If foundation' be built of con-
crete it should be at least 2 feet below 
surface, and if set on level, would re 
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Ground Plan. 

Sometimes a woman cries over luv 
inability to find something to l§«|h at 

A number of Jockeys and horses 
had lined up for the start of a steeple
chase, but a delay occurred because 
a tall, rawboned beast obstinately je-
f»£ed to yield to the importunities of 
(he starter. The patience ot the 
worthy was greatly exhausted. "Bring 
no that horse I" he shouted; "bring 
1 im up! You'll get into trouble pretty 

con if you don't!" The rider of the 
turid animal, a youthful Irishman, 

-<l!ed back. "I can't help It! This 
there's been a cab horse, and he won't 
start till the door shuts, an' I ain't 
s;ot no door!" ^ 
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house, so a horse may be harnessed 
and hitched up and left inside till 
ready to go. 

The following is a bill of material: 
Four side sills 8x8—21 feet spliced; 

4 cross sills, 8x8—25 feet; 39 floor 
joists, 2x10—14 feet; 21 ceiling joists, 
2x8—25 feet; 2;000 feet plank, (inch 
measure) for floor; 1,000 feet inch 
lumber for loft; 66 studs, 2x6—13 feet; 
10 plates, 2x6—14 feet; 12 scantlings, 
2x4—12 feet, for gable studs; 1,900 
feet rough siding; 42 rafters, 2x6—16 
feet; 1,350 feet roof sheeting; 25 M. 

Grass in the Poultry Ration.—Grass 
is one of the best foods that we can 
feed the hens. It is cheap because it 
is harvested by the poultry them
selves. This save not only the cost 
of havesting, but also the cost of 
handling it. Grass contains much nu
triment, all of the food elements be
ing represented. Blue grass and clo
ver are rich in protein, and they also 
carry a good proportion of carbon. 
These are the elements needed by 
the fowls in the producing of the ma
terials for growth. The owner of 
poultry on the farm should make care
ful provision for this kind of food, 
especially when it can be fed in a 
green state. The increasing price of 
all grain feeds makes it necessary for 
the farmer to turn to grass as a feed 
to the largest possible extent. 

Producing Pork.—For the most 
economical production of pork good 
hog pastures are necessary, and a 
four-year rotation of grain, clover, corn 
and corn works well. A three-
year rotation of corn, wheat and grass 
Is profitable when sheep are at hand 
to make use of the extra pasture. 

Buy • Separator.—Buy a separator 
If you can take care of it. It will be 
one of the best investments you ever 

quire a wall of 3 feet at least. To 
build such a wall of concrete would re
quire 9 yg barrels cement, 3 yards 
stone fillere, and 11 yards gravel. It 
is admitted that dipping posts in hot 
coal tar will add to their durability. 

\ ii i 
Money Well Spent.—A lew extra 

dollars for a good pure-bred ram Is 
money well spent. No flockmastei 
wUb takes pride in his flock and valuei 
its improvement can afford to save 
money by the- purchase of a cheap 
grade rant 

8a It for Fowls.—Fowls need salt In 
their food as much as other animals. 
The mineral elements in the salt ara 
desired by the fowls and their sys
tems crave them. But the salt must 
be fed with care. It is not safe tq 
give salt to fowls in 'the same man
ner as we give it to other farm stock. 
We can with cows, sheep and horses 
put the salt in a dish and let them 
eat what they desire. This would re
sult in the killing of some of the 
fowls, as they do not know where to 
draw the line on eating it, or, in other 
words, do not know when they have 
gotten enough. Too much salt will 
prove fatal to any animal, and the 
hen is no exception. It is, therefore, 
necessary to feed it in the food ratheg 
than by itself. 

They Will.—The old theory that 
sheep and cattle will not feed on the 
same range is now proven to be fab 
lacious in the extreme. Down Texas 
way they have the finest cattle and the 
finest sheep ot the country, both feed
ing from the same range and both do
ing well. The owners are prosperous 
alike from both these branches of the 
stock-raising industry. 

Not Far Wrong. 
In a Southern state where an educa

tional qualification was required for 
voters, a negro was asked, "What is 
the writ of certiorari?" 

•1 dunno, boss," replied the darkey, 
"but It's sumfin to keep de niggahs 
from v«tln'."—Circle Magaslne. 

£ 

Another Utelese Queetlon. ^ 
Farmer—Somethln' the matter wit* 

the machine? _ 
Voice (from under the auto)—No, I 

Just crawled under here to get out ef 
the sun.—Ijoart Set 

~4 ' m 

Get Rid of Her.—The scrub cow is 
the most expensive thing on the dairy; 
farm. 

Query. 
"Why Is It," remarked the Observer 

of Events and Things, "that the wom
an who alts in a box at the theater 
with no one behind her, invariably 
takes her hat oft, while the- one in the 
audience, with a lot of people behind 
her, never does?"—Yonkera Statesman. 
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Nobody Home. 
Agent—Is the head of the house In. 

sonny? 
Boy—Ne, sir; there's nobody heme 

but me father.—Denver Catholie Reg* 
later. (• 
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