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' CHAPTER V.

‘Whatever had been Grace's vigil dur-
fng the long hours of that slow-passing
day, it had left but little trace, as,
with unfaltering steps she descended
the stairs as Andrew, the butler,
erossed the hall to make the announce-
ment that dinner was served.

“Will you take my arm, Uncle, Ed-
gar, or shall I take yours?” she called,
almost gaily, from the threshold of the
room.

“It is I, my child, who must hence-
forth lean on you,” he said, and laid
his trembling hand upon her arm,
while he dimly wondered if, indeed, his
fear had been misplaced for the blight
upon her life.

At that moment a loud peal of the
bell started them both. It seemed to
sound some new disaster.

Yesterday she would have let him, in
any trouble, be her shield. To-day, in-
stinctively, she gently pushed him
back Into his easy chair, and went out
into the hall as Andrew opened the
Lront door.

In a few moments she returned, and,
vrossing the room knelt down by his
side.

“Uncle,” she said, ‘“there has been a
rallroad accident, and Harry is in-
Jured, but not, I think, seriously. His
—his wife is unhurt. She sent a mess-
menger here from the depot to ask what
she should do, and I have given orders
that they should come here at once. I
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Only last night, at this hour, she had
fancied all was lost, and lo! to-night,
the very goal was reached—the goal
beyond her wildest dreams or hopes.

In the beautiful old house, surround-
ed by its spacious park, which was
pointed out to strangers, not only as
one of the city's most elegant homes,
but as belonging to one of its oldest
and most aristocratic names, she now
stood, mistress alike of house and
name.

To such title she had alrcady decreed
Grace Hawthorne must, sooner or later,
hold only secondary claim. She doubt-
ed not her own diplomacy to effect this
end. And if diplomacy failed—why,
there were other means.

But that the pale child, whose small,
cold, trembling hand had been extend-
ed to her in welcome, could prove, in
any way, an obstacle between her and
the plans of her ambition, was not, for
a moment, to be considered.

Suddenly, the yellow eyes darkened.
the pupils contracted, the smile died,
and a tiny frown puckered the low
brow. A cloud had swept across the
sun upon the horizon of her thought.

She sighed.

A strange look of softness rested en
her face.

“Harvey!” she murmured; “Harvey'
why did you help me do this thing?”

Then, as if impatient of her own
weakness, she recrossed the floor, and,
hesitating but an instant before the
closed door, softly opened it and en-
tered the adjoining room.

Fifteen minutes later, and on the

felt it would be your wish, Uncle Ed-
gar—at least I knew that you would | lounge drawn near his bed, she lay,
forgive me that I so soon claimed for | wrapped in a dreamless slumber, while
Harry the pardon you have promised her young husband, forgetful of his
him. Where else should he come but pain, and welcoming wakefulness, lay
to his father's house?"” | and watched her with eyes of worship-
““That woman here—to-day! My boy . ful fondness. ]
hurt, dying, perhaps! Oh, what mis-, Only last night he had well-nigh
fortune has not this entailed upon us?” | cursed her, and to-night—it seemed to
“Hush, Uncle Edgar! Think how ' him an eternity must be veuchsafed to
#ad an ending this Is to Harry's wea | him for atonement.
ding day. We must think now, not of So he reasoned while she slept—the
ourselves, but of him and of--his wife. | only one of the littls household, except-
Uncle, vou will receive her, not forget- ; ing those who made up its domestic
ting that she is Harry’'s wife and your service, from whose eyes sleep had not
daughter?” , been banished—she who to ethers had
He looked don at the loving, pleas- decreed the banishment of Morpheus,
Ing face upturned to his. ! herself accepted his embrace.
# “Child,” he said, “are you an angel - Alone in his library Edgar Reynolds
of forgiving, pitying love? For your  sat until the'new dawn broke. Strange
sake, and because you ask it, I will rumors had reached him of the carly
try and look upon this woman only as life of the woman. whom fate had
my boy’s wife; but let her beware—let thrown across his son’s path—whom
‘her but sully the atmosphere you fate to-night had brought beneath his
®reathe—let her be one whit less pure, roof, and had made a sharer of the
Jless true than the proud station she has proud oid name—a name sometimes
.sttained will warrant, and—" ! shadowed by the reckless living of its
He did not finish the sentence. Five men, but never hitherto tarnished by
‘Mittle fingers were pressed tightly over the lack of purity and honor of any of
“his mouth. its women,
“Let us not cloud the future with a Yet, she was his son’s wife. Well, he
foreboding, Uncle &Edgar,” spoke 'a would not begin the new life by suspi-
~sweet, low voice in his ear. “We are cion. He would judge her by the fu-
“to welcome Harry and Harry's wife to- ture, not her past. After all,, nothing
day. But they cannot be here for half definite had been said or proven
van hour yet. I will give orders that against her; and what woman, young,
dinner be kept waiting, and see that beautiful and unprotected, can escape
their rooms are in readiness.” | the breath of scandal?

Her voice was strong, but her face
was colorless as marble—even while
she hastened into’ the garden and
robbed the rose bushes of their choic-;
est blooms. i

“Yesterday I thought he loved me,”
she thought, as she arranged them in
bowls and vases. ‘“Yesterday? No, .
only last night; and to-day, to-night,
X am scattering flowers through the
rooms for Harry's bride. Ah!"—as the
sound of wheels on the drive be'ow the
windows reached her ear—“ah! they
are come.” ¢

A moment later the front door was
thrown wide open, and she herse'f
stood on the threshold to meet the
woman, the shadow of whose influencz
already had fallen athwart her young
tife. Could the veil which hid the fu-
ture from her sight have been torn
aside what revelation would have froz-
en on her lips the welcoming smile! |
And was it wrong that no premonition |
warned her? i

A few hours later, and white and
suffering Harry Reynolds lay back
with closed eyes among the pillows of |
his bed. His broken arm had been
eet, his bruises dressed, and the
thought that he was once more in his
old home made even his sufferings wel-
come. Across the pain which racked |
him, like sunbeams threading their !
way through the darkness, came the
memory of his father’s welcome, the
pressure of his hand, the sweet, low
music of Grace’s volice.

They had all left him a't last with his
wife, and he had sent her into the next |
room to lie down and rest—was con-

tent to be alone and dream. But
could he have looked beyond the closed |
door which separated the bed rooms,
he would have seen that already was
her vow of cbedience disregarded.

The bed and lounge were alike un-'
touched. With quick, nervous motion,
the young wife paced up and down the
full length of the floor.

On the thick carpet her footfall was
unheard. She had exchanged her trav-
ellng dress for a loose-fitting robe of
white, which fell in Watteau folds from
her shoulders to the ground.

A flush of triumph was on her cheek
and had kindled its fires in the great,
yellow eyes until they fairly blazed.

She made no sound as she moved.
Bhe seemed to belong to and form a
part of the silence of the room.

But it was a silence such as might
#xist in the heart of Vesuvius, when 1t
®reeds the horrors it later must belch
forth.

Once she paused and held paused and
teld up her left hand to the light. It
was small, and white and beautifully-
shaped; but it was not her vanity had
moved her to its inspection. Neither
did it bear a single jewel.

Only a tiny circlet of gold inclos:d
4ts third finger; but this it was which

. held her gaze—this, to her, of greater
walue than any glittering gem.

A smile parted her lips. She crossed
%0 the window which overlooked the
garden, and stood long, silent and mo-
tionless, looking out into the night.

Through the branches of the trees,
whose leaves rustled in the soft night
wind, she saw gleam beyond the myri-
@d lights of tke city.

ispell-bound beneath their gaze.

But it was broad daylight when he
forced himself to accept this latter
reasoning, and his soul sickened with
instinective dread.

He knew not that in the room above
him another vigil was being kepnt, as
Grace, sitting beside her open window,
as she had sat motionless through the
lonz hours of the night., watched the
first faint herald in the east of the ris-
ing sun.

She had needed the darkness, the si-
lence, the night's sympathy, while she
shivered, all unconsciously to herself,
in the throes which marked the birth
of her woman's soul.

How strange the law in human life!
that birth and suffering are synonv-
mous terms, from the birth of life it-
self to that of all the noble or ignoble
qualities which are to dominate that
life!

She knew not all that these pangs
portended. She only knew that every
nerve was- strained to bear the burden
of her anguish. About her heart was a
sense of suffocating pain.

She held both hands tight pressed
upon it, with a sort of mute contempt
that they were so small, and soft, and
white, and failed so utterly to crush
down the nameless agony which grew
into absolute physical hurt.

“No wonder that he loved her!”
thought the child, in loyal acknowledg-
ment of the marvelous beauty of the
face whese smiling eyes had held “er
“She
is so beautiful, and her voice! T never
heard a voice which held such musie!

. But—but will. her hand be ever ready

to-night, for Harry's needs? Will she
make the long hours less wearisome to
him? Ah, yes, yes! 1 cannot be so
mean and pitiless that already I should

' question her. Oh, God,” her heart cried

out, as she fell upon her knees in the
faint morning light, “teach me to be
true to myself, worthy the love to
which I must henceforth give no
name!

CHAPTER VI

Two weeks had slipped away, when
the Reynolds carriage, with all its ele-
gant appointments, drove slowly up the
broad avenue which led to the open
country in the direction of the Soldiers’
Home. g

Among {ts luxurious cushions re-
clined {its one occupant—a woman,
whose glance wandered restlessly from
beneath her lace-fringed parasol.

Suddenly her face flushed, as, com-
ing toward her, she descried the figure
of a young man in undress uniform.
Leaning forward, she ordered the car-
riage to draw up to the sidewalk.

' “Will you take the s2at beside me?”
she asked, in sweetest tones.

“Mrs. Reynolds honors me too grcat-
1y,"” he replied.

And, accepting the place offered him,
the carriage pursued its way.

For a few moments there was sil:nee:
then he turned and looked long and
steadily in her eyes. !

“At last!” she said, breaking the sl
lence. ‘“Well, Helen, it has worked bet-
ter even than we hoped. DId you man-
age that the train should be wrecked?

“Even of tho;l-rnd;:a of »

invitin

wvou, this afternoon,

fon of my drive?" she interrupted, in
low, mocking tones. “No, I did not
wreck the train, ey Barclay, 1t
was quite suflicient to wreck a life, g
you know, for a moment I was almost
sorry my name was not numtered in

made no real difference to anyone, un-
less that poor boy; and to him ¢
might have proved a mercy In disguige,
‘Why did you do it, Harvey,” she cried,
passionately. Why after getting me
to throw him over, did you afterward
urge our marriage, playing wpon my
ambition, when you knew that all the
heart T had belonged to you?"”

“There was nothing else to do, Hel-
en. I had but my pay; we would both
have quarreled within a month over
that. A rich marriage was necessary
to both of us.”

“To both of us?"’ she echoed, with
pallid lips. “You mean, Harvey, that
you intend to follow my example?”

“Perhaps, ma chere, when I grow
weary of bachelorhood. It depends on
what faver you accord mre, Helen,™
speaking with sudden earnestness,
“You must win me a footing in your
new name. You must overcome your
husband’s prejudice to me. You must
make us friends. You can do what y w
will with him now, and it is the only
way in which we can see each other
without fear of scandal or reproach.”

“You set me a hard task, Harvey—
one which I fear is impossible.’”
“Impossible!” he repeated, with
something like a sneer on his Hand-
some face. ‘I did not suppose your
lexicon contained that word; nor db T
imagines anything impossible to the
woman who to-day is the acknowi-
edged wife of Edgar Reynolds’ son,.
wheo, a month ago—"

“Hush” she interrupted, fiercely.
“What have either of us to do with th»:
past? Let it rest in its merited obliv-
fon, Harvey Barclay, but for you, and

which has made me a tool in your
hands to work yeur will, If you had
married me, Harvey—if we might have:
renounced this ambition, which may
yvet wreck both our lives—I believe we
would Doth have been happier and bat-
ter.”

“Is all this sentiment the effect of
married life?” he answered. “Ah, for-
give me, Helen, but you did not always
talk Iike this'—and you forget that
while you are luxuriating in the inside
warmth, T am shut out in the cold. My
debts are pressing me hard. I have
had bad Twck at all I have touched.
Sometimes T am ready to put a pistol
to my head and blew out my brains.
Why not? It requires far more cour-
age to live than to die, and I miss your
sympathy. My girl, you were always
generous enough with that, and I think
I've stood more in need of it since 1
lost it.”

golden-gleaming eyes, and hung wet
and heavy on the dark lashes.

“Poor hey” she murmured, softly,
and with one small, gloved hand she
made a half-involuntary gesture, as if’
she would lay it upon his arm, but she
checked the impulse with a sad smile.
“Y almost fergot my present grand-
eur,” she said. *“I almost touched you,
as though my touch, like that of King |

into gold. So money still troubles vou,
Harvey? Heow strange it seems to me
to take no further heed of it. Only yes-
terday Harry took my pursz and filled
it with notes. I don’t know how much
there is, but take it, Harvey, if it will
help you any. I will tell him that 2
lost it all.”

“No,”” answered the man, with a het
flush on his face. “I've not sunk to
that yet—though God knows what I
may come_to. I might not have been
better, but I'd have been no worse than
other men, but for this cursed lack of
money. When I reach my werst ex-
tremity, Helen, I'll come to you, my
girl. You needn’t fear; and you may
help me better than by the proff-r of
your purse. I'd rather have control
over your father-in-law’s bank ac-
count. By the way, we're not drifting

R -
, of |

the compan- |

the short list of killed? It would have | forward with a smile,

| Greoffrey,

Tears—genuine tears—were in the |

T

cvlay wish to make her Harry Rey-
nolds’ wife.

Just witkin the door stood Grace.

“Harry fell asleep while I was read-
ing to him, Helen,” she said, coming
“I hope you en-
joyed your drive.”

“Thanks, yes!"” sheanswered.

But the two words cost her an almost
superhuman effort.

In that moment she hated the young,
beautiful girl, as in all her life she had
hated mo living thinmg. For had not
Harvey Barclay questioned her that
day concerning her?

—_—

CHAPTER VII.

The summer came and went, hut it
deepened Harry Reynolds’ love into
passionate worship for his beautiful
wife.

As soon as he had grown strong
encugh they all made their summer
flitting to the meuntains. Her manner
during these months would have dis-
armed the most critical. Stwdy her as
' elosely as he would, Edgar Reynolds
could discover im his son’s wife no
' flaw.
Society evidently did not share Harry
ijolda' prejudice concerning hand-
some young Barcliy,, who so recently
had been ordered to the ecapital. It
found him most charming, most fascin-
ating, with a peculiar frankmess of
manner which, while: detractimg noth-
ing from his manhood, lent him the at-
traction of a bright,. winning boy.

At a garden party;. early in Oetober,

‘e and Grace Hawtlhomne mett.

She was standing léaning against the

‘trunk of an immense treer whem he
‘erossed the lawn toward her, tive hand
‘of" his hostess resting lightly em his
‘arm

the love I have given you—the love |

She was dressed, as usual, i simple
/white, even to the broad sash encir-
cling the slender waist.. She looked a
beautiful child, but altreadw im the
deep, azure eyes had dawned the wo-
man’s soul.

She' smiled as she recognized Mrs.
and wondered a little who
might He this singulartyv handsome
man wie was her escort:

An instant later she bowed' Her head
in recognition of the introduction.

AN, could she have known, could she
Have: looked into the future,. she would
have shuddered, even as Marguerite
might have shuddered had' the true
character of Mephisto been disciosed
to: her.

“T am so happy to meet you, Miss
Hawthorne,” he said, a little later,
when: he had gained a féw moments
with her alone. “Will you not let me
teil’ you something of my- old friend—
Mrs: Reynolds?”

“Helen? You know her? One would
imagine by your serious tone; sfe in-
habited another sphere. It is§ mere ac-

_cident that she is not with me this af-
.ternoon. She is to chaperone me this

winter. Why have you not cailed upon
her: Mr. Barclay, and made your in-
quiries in person? I need not tell you
that any of Mrs. Reynolds' friends are
very welcome to my uncle’s: heus=.”

“You compel my frankness, Miss

Midas, could convert for you all things i yr) wthorne. 1 have not been sure my

visit would be acceptable. T was so
unhappy once as to excite Ier hus-
band’s jealousy—previous to their mar-
riage, of course. It was a pieee of ar-
rant folly on my part, and she will ac-

| quit me and hersclf of any sentiment
| in the matter.

But it has made me
hesitate to present mys=If.™ '

The girl laughed gaily.

“I scarcely think you eould mak:
Harry jealous now '™ she said. *“He is
so deeply in love that T am very sui2
he would not give you ths epportunity.
I think I may venture to promise you
will not find yourself econfronted with
very formidable ogre if you should
present yourself at my unecle’'s door.”

“May I accept your words as a per-
mission te so present myself?” he
asked. “Otherwise I shall feel myselt
excluded from Eden.”

on pleasant topics. Let's change the
discussion. Tell me something about |
your new relations. There’s a girl |
somewhere, isn’t there? What of Fer?”

He strove to speak, indifferently, but
the woman at his side started and
looked with keen intentness into his
impassive face.‘ ;

“yes,” she replied, “there is a girl.
What do you want to know of her?”

“Is she rich?”

“Pretty?”

“She is going to be beautiful.”

“yYou are frank in doing her justice,
at all events—too frank, Helen! I fear
there’s something behind. It does not
sound like you.”

“No?" she answered. “Why should
I not be frank concerning her? It rests
with me whether you shall ever know
her.”

He laughed.

“True,”” he said. “But she might
serve as a pretext for my visiting the
house. I might make her the blind be-
tween us. 1 might so deaden your hus-
band’s jealousy, and be enabled to see
you when I would.”

Again she turned upon him that
eager, questioning gaze.

“Take care, Harvey!” she said. “It
wouldn’t do for you to play me false!"

Again he laughed. :

“You're not jealous of a myth, Helsn,
surely? And I thought you knew your
power too well to be jealous of any liv-
ing woman, if she had the beauty of
Venus and the wisdom of Minerva. My
dear, men don't swerve lightly from
your standard.”

Again her face flushed, and a warm,
tender light shone in her eyes.

“You love me still, Harvey,
whispered.

“Ah, T did not know how well until I
gave you up to another!' he answered,
passionately. “It could not be my
blessing, Helen, and so it proves my
curse!" 3

But, later, when the seat beside her
was vacant, anq she was being driven
homeward, she forgot to be mindful
even of the curfous glances of those
passing; forgot the triumph of her roy-
al progress; forgot the seal which
stamped the realizetion of her ambi-
tion.

The light had died from her eyes; the
smile had faded from her lips. Over
and over in her brain she was turning
a problem, and studying its solution,

* But when the carriage drew up in
front of the superb old mansion which
was her home, and the footman, spring-
ing from the box, obscquiously held

she

“Referring, I presums<, to our spa-
cious garden,” she retorted, lightly, ig-
noring the earnest glance of his dark
eyes, thhough a slight flush rose to her
cheek. “Yes—you may come, Mr. Bar-
clay.”

In long years after Grace wondered
it those simple words of hers had real-
ly opened the doors to all the after-
Lorrors which entered in, or whether
her feebie negative could have served
as a bar against them.

Doubtless fate would have discov-
ered other ways and means, but per-
haps she would have suffered less
keenly had she not beeﬂ so direct amn
instrument.

Harvey Barclay had reasoned well—
that, once obtaining foothold in the
house, he might leave to Helen the
rest.

Before the winter was half gone,
even, Harry began to feel his dislike
had all been jealous prejudice. At first
mention of Barclay’s name he had
openly rebelled against his coming;
but Helen had argued well and wisely,
| with her arms entwined about his neck,
that to confess present jealousy was
to confess distrust.

“It did in the old days, Harry, before
1 was your wife; but it will not do
now. Will you tell your father and
Grace that you are still jealous of a
man who was my friend when I sorely
needed friends? But I have not thought
of him in all these months. He comes
now at Grace’s invitation, not at mine.
let him ceme, Harry. Let me fcel my
husband trusts me so perfectly that he
fears no man.”

And so, at first coldly, and then more
and more warmly, Harry Reynolds
held out the hand of welcome to the
man destined to become his bitterest
foe.

Doubtless he theught he had judged
him wrongly in his jealous view, and
so, generously and almost unconscious
of his own motive, he felt desirous now
of making him amends for that injust-
ice.

Never had Helen been more loving,
more tender, than during these months.
More and more he felt how cruelly he
once had misjudged her. Society, too,
had forgotten those strange, unfound-
ed rumors concerning her early life,
and opened its arms wide to receive
her. The shadow had passed from his
father’'s brow, Grace's laugh rang
through the old halls, and his ear was
not keen enough to detect that its old
merriment was lacking, and that it
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dreamed hat it was but the prelude to

| the tempest.

me see you 7’ one.”

Thcse were. the words written on 2
slip of paper which Harvey Barclay
dextrously pressed into Helen Rey-
nolds” hand as he bade her good-night,
thefr memory the first to recur to her
as she opened her eyes to the new day.

Fortune and her own wft favored
her. She was alome in the MNbrary
when the visitor was ushered fn.

“I am the sole repres:ntative of the
family om duty,” she sald to Aim, in
presence of the servant, by way of
greeting.

Then, as the portiere fell Pehind
Andrew, she motioned Iim to the seat
beside her.

“You wish to see me?” she qwes-
| tioned, ir a Tow tone, laying her white
frand on his sleeve., “Why?" .

He turned te her a face from which

the smiling mask had fallen, and
which looked gray and haggard in the
ditn light.

“Do I not always wish to see you?”
he responded, covering her Band with
his:. “Oh, Helen! such moments as
these are rare moments, when I can
come to you for counsel and sympathy;
but' this afternoon I have come for
more. Do yow remember once 1 told
you that if T ever sank so low as to
appeal' to avwoman for aid, that wo-
man should be yourself? Well, Helen,
that moment of my degradatiom has’
arrived.. T must have $5,000 Before
Thursday, or I shall be a ruined and’
disgraced man!"”

“Five thousand dollars, Harvey?
Stop! ILet me thHink how and where T
can command sucft a sum. Poor boy!
Why is this money so needful to you?”

“I lost' it at play, Helen. You see; )
disguise> from you nething; but I was
sorely pressed for ready means, and'so
tempted’ fortune: Well, I lost it. T
gave my  nofe for the amount, If I'
cannot meet it, T am disgraczd.”

“Oh, Harvey! If it were less I might'
manage it; but now—"

“Now you' cannot?” he cried, spring--
ing to his feet. “I might have known..
I was n féol to suppose that you would
jeopardize® any of your present peace
and security to save a sinking ship, be-
cause once you' Had sailed with it over
pleasant waters: Yow are right—'quite
right. Well, my" erramd is finished,
and I will leave you.™

(To Be Continuwed.)

FAMILY OF LORD ROBERTS.

England’s Great Military Hero's
Devotion to His Wife and Pride for
His Son.

Here is a' new story, fresh from the
other side, which shows to a remarka-
ble degree the picture of England's
greatest military hero in the light of
husband and father. Tt seems that the

most perfect sympathy has existed be-
tween Lord and Lady Roberts since
they were married, forty-one years ago,
and Lady Roberts, herself the daughter
of a soldier, has'always bezn able to as-
sociate herself’ withh the chief interest
in life of her husbamd. Her work in
India, in thHe: cause eof the soldi-rs’
wives, will long bBe remembered by the
English, and among her own sex she is
as much Veloved as Leord Roberts is by
his men. i

The death of their son at Colenso
came all the more severely to Lord and
Lady Roberts, as they were a singular-
ly affectionate amd united family. The
greatest affection existd between the
distinguished father and his promising
son. Lord Roberts was most anxious
that his sop should achieve distinction

experience and sympathy were always
at his son’s serviece.
proud of his son’s prowess in the sad-
dle. At a race meeting, some time ago;
in Ireland, Lieut. Roberts rode clean
away from the field and won by a doz-
en lengths. “My son must not be em-
couraged to ride; a soldier has to ke=p
all his abilities for the servies,” sa‘d
Lord Roberts; and then, with a burst
of paternal pride, “but in all my lifs 1
never saw anyone ride a better race."—
Philadelphia Record.

The Statesman and the Late MMiss
Kingsley.
There is an interesting incident

whieh Ralph B. Benson describes in a
recent number of the London Spectat-
or, in connection with the late Miss
Mary Kingsley. In February last Miss
Kingsley gave a lecture at the Imperial
institute. Among the audience was a
great statesman and administrator,
still happily with us, though long s'ne~
rude, donatus. Not knowing that he
was present, Miss Kingsley has occa-
sion to refer in terms of glowing eulo-
gy to his noble work in a great prov-
ince of the far East. At the cenclusion
of the lecture this gentleman s:nt up
his card, and advanced to speak to
Miss Kingsley.

“Hullo!” she said,
were dead.”

“No,” he replied, “but I thought I
was forgotten.”

“I thought you

Safe Enough,

Dick Whittington—If I go on a yacht
cruise, you and Aunt Abagail will be
worrying about me all the time.

His Sister Ruth—Not at all. Noth-
ing ever happens to a drunken man.—

Life.

Reassnring.

Nervous Lady—Have you killed many
snakes around here this summer?

Farmer Hayse:d—No; I allers leaves
rem for summer boardors to kill. You'll
find plenty of sport, mum.—New York
Weekly.

e e
Caution.

“1f you want him to stop smokinz,”
said the girl in blue. *“who don’t you
tell him that you won't marry him un-
less he does?”

“I'm afraid he might not stop.” rn-
swered the girl in pink.—Chicagd Post.

S S P S
Stage Properties,
T can’t get a cow to use in our new
play. ‘Clovertop Farm."”
«That's too bad. Can’t you run it
with condensed milk ?*—Chicago Rec-

ord.

SR I R TR
Still Unsettled.
«Briggs s an old settler, isn’t he?
«I think so, He hazlowed me §7 fo)
elght years.’=Cleveland Plaln Dealer,

\
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) thought the ¥ : .
it 1ns Solewed the s He vt

“I will call to-morrow at five. Let

in some profession, and his valuable-

“Bobs'’ was very

ing up and putting harness
He had been spraying with keroser~
emulsion, and by chance dropped some
old straps into his spray barrel, where
they remained for some time, asd on
removing them was pleased to see how
easily the dirt and grease came off,
leaving the leather clean and pliable.
While in this conditiom he -applied
some harness ofl and the pliability le-
came permapent. He gives the dae-
tai¥s of his method which he had fol-
lowed ever sinee:

Talke one bar of good strong wash-
ing swap, dissolve in a quart of water
and brimg to boiling. To this add oner
pint off kerosene @il, and stir, beat and
churn ¢ie whole mntil it comlines into
a creamy emulsien Have @ tub of’
warm water, into which mix th emul-
sion, and into this place the Izarness
and let it soak for some time3 then
with a st brush rub and brush the
straps thoroughly amd they willi come
clean very easily. Let it dry a little,
until it seems dry on the outsids;. and
ﬁhen apply’ the harpess oil. I use
| either neatsfoot of fisk oil, and I tiink
pxho fish oil 8 just as gocd. I mix
ia.bout one-fifth kerosene into the oil
jamd then give the leatizer a good. oil-
;m‘. To malle it blaelk, mix a little
ilhmp black up with the kerosene and
/mix it with the oil. Im fixing leather
{earriage tops I find it necessary to
!wva.&h over several times with the:
{emulsion to get.it damp emough to oil;
;then; apply the-oil as im the harness.
L find old straps whici: had becomes
s® brittle as to:crack seriously when.
|Bent: are restored!to their arizinal soft-
'ness> and pliability by the treatment..
1" a. new harness is treated twice a:
|year in this way it will always keep
isoft. and in good order. I have some:
jold: harness which: I. thought almost:
|ruined restored to good: looks and:
iservioce in this way,.and. it sught to be-
;genera.lly known.

Peultry Brlefi.

Whena fowls have the rmm of the
‘farm there is little' danger of over-
feeding; unless it be with corn. The
.corn.crib should not be-left to the free
use: of. the fowls at any tims:

. * -

Pomltry-keeping is especiaily adapted
to> women, for the reasom: that cleanli-
ness- iss of supreme importance, and
that is ane of the strong.points in the
education of women. A pwmultry es-
tablishment kept perfectly clean and a
flock. Kept free from lice:and mites are
almost. gertain to be a:suocess.

L * L

It' is: probably true, as: has been as-
serted Hy some, that when fancy fowls
are sent to market it should be in
clean, bright coops. Old, sezond-hand
affairs. will not do. The buyer is influ-
enced very much by the coandition of
the whale combination: whea it is on
sale:.

- - L

Hvery: person that Keeps poultry
should: have them in yards large
enough: to prevent the ground becom-
ing filthy. Some recommend that this
end be attained by frequently scraping
‘over tlie ground or spading it up. That
may do in a country where lang is so
:high.-gr_"wed that everything has to be
‘done-an. a large scale, but im our great
Western country land.is too cheap to
'make this method advisabie. Give the
'fowls, enough room and nature will
laok. after the cleaning..

-~ - >

A peultry writer says< “Grease the
hens: well, under the wings, breast and
:'ﬂuft feathers as soon. as the .chickens
. are taken off, with aintment made of
i lard and carbolic acid;. one tablespoon-
. ful of lard to ten drops ef acid.” We
| fail to see the need: of using the car-
| bolic acid, as the grease will do all the
f\tﬂrk. We sometimes see 1t advocated
Eto use lard and kerosene, but believe:
even kerosene ta be unnecessarily
barsh on the tender skin of fowls.
This is especially the ease with young
chicks.

Grain Food eof Hogs.

A certain amouat of grain feed is
needed to grow hogs with the greatest
profit, and still more is neeced to fa?-
ten and fit them for market, but it
should be used only to supplement the
feeds which the hogs harvest for them-
selves in the field. Pork can nat be
made economically when ali, or even
a larger proportion, of the feed comes
from the crib or the mill. The hog is
an omnivorous animal and needs
“roughage” and fresh green feed for
his best health and growth and to pro-
duce meat of the best quality. When
young his grain feed should be such
as will furnish material for bone and
muscle, and not such as will produce
an excess a. fat; while, as the animal
approaches maturity, fat-producing
foods should be given mare liberally.
No one kind of grain feed can be used
economically from weaning until the
full-grown animal is slaughtered, and
there should be a gradual change from
the nitrogenous, muscle-making foad
given to the pig to the carbonaceous,
fat-making food, which is more prodt-
able for the last few weeks before
killing. The young animal must have
good bone and muscle before it can
carry the heavy load of fat desirable-
for the butcher or develop the
strength, vigor, and health necessary
in a good breeding animal—S. M.
Tracy.

South Dakota rejoices in the proofs
{h-t this ceason has afforded that good
crops of clover and timothy can be
reised in that state. After land has
been in cultivation a few years 1t uap.
pears to be well adapted to thase
crops.

The human skin i3 perforated with
11,000 holes in every square inch. 5




