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DEAD PAST!

By MRS. LOVETT CAMERON
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CHAPTER XVIIL
Rosamond BEarle had spent one of
those nights of wakeful agony which as-
suredly leave their stamp upon the
health and constitution more certainly
than many a week's Indisposition which
our friends reckon as a legitimate ill-
‘assn.
Bhe knew very well what was before
her, what struggles with her own heart,
what battles to regain her psace of mind,
what frequent and pitiful relapses Into
abject despalr and misery; this In al-
ways the woman's portion whea man
sins against her; and Rosnmond by bitter
axperience understood that It was her
fate.

Worn out and exhausted, mentally and
bodily, by the long hours of agony she
had undergone, she lay upon the stiff
hot sofa with closed eyelids, and face as
leaden-hued as any corpse. Her boxes
lay packed and strapped up In the ad
Joining room. Everything was ready for
departure; but Mrs. Earle did not yet
know where she was going.

“1 muost have peace,” she sald to her-
self hall nloud, “rest and peace.

Poor woman, she had to learn that
there Is no such tranquil spot under the
face of the sun where a heart that ecar-
riea about its own mortal wounds within
Itself ean know either rest or peace.

She was tired of trying to settle where
she was to go. Then some ons came
with a guick step across the room and
knelt down beside her sofa.

“Mrs. Earle! Rosamond! You are
running away from me! Is this treating
me fairly or like a friend? But—whnat
is the matter—surely you must be 11"

“T am Iill," she repeated, In a dnll
volce, striving very hard not to break
down under the: kindness of his volce
and eyes.

He knew Instinetively that this trouble
was of the mind and not of ths body.
Lovers find out these things.

“And you are going away? Where?"

“1 don't know—I don't cdre; some-
where quiet—anywhere. [ can't settle
on any place."

He got up from her side and walked
Impatiently about the room.

“Oh, this will never do!” he cried In
much distress. *I cannoot let you go
away in this state of uncertainty. You
are evidently ill—not fit to be alone; you
want a man to take care of you."

“Men, men!" she repeated, a little
wildly. “What is the good of a man?
Are they not all alike—false and cruel
and treacherons?"

“Dear Rosamond,” he said, holding
her hand with reverent tenderness be-
tween his own. “Is this home-coming
alone so very terrible to you? Pour out
your heart to me, my dear; do not con-
sider me; I shall not be hurt by any-
thing you can say. . Do you miss your
poor husband so very dreadfully? Do
not think of me."

How blind—how almost stupld he
was! She, who was breaking her heart
for the love of her lifa, and he talked to
her about her husband! Bhe could al-
most have laughed.

“0Oh, don't you understand—don't you
see?” she cried, despairingly. *“You think
me good and faithful; you look upon
me as a mode] wife; you imagine that I
am like the typical widow In St. Paul's
eplstle. Bhould T grieve like this—sor-
row so wildly—so desperately—if it were
merely death that had stricken me down?
Ah, death would have been nothing—
pothing at all! Cannot you guess that It
{s not because I am a widow, but be-
canse I have alwnys loved one man—
always—all my life; and I bhave .come
back free—free to love him, to claim his
love—to be happy at last—and I have
found him—married!”

And in the wildness of her sorrow she
flung herself back again face downward
upon the cushions, convulsed by an agony
of sobs and tears

Colonel Trefusis sat still—quite, guite
still. He felt numbed and cold. Fis
fingers, that were loosely locked together
between his knees, did not tighten their
grasp upon each other, neither did they
tremble. His kindly blue eyes did not
contract with paln nor open with dismay,
only they fixed themselves a little blind-
ly upon the pattern of the carpet. For
a minute or two he did not speak.

“You see that I must go,” she cried
despairingly. ‘“‘Oh, help me to get away
~—to go where I cannot see him! Tell me
where to go. Help me, I eatreat you!”

This appeal touched him and went
straight to the earnest, practical nature
of the man,

“Yes, my dear.
answered slmply.
Dunsterton.”

“T'o Dunsterton!
mean?’ she cried.

“Yes. | have a cottuge there, merely
a six-roomed cottage with a tiny garden,
upon the outskirts of a village green. 1
had ap old aunt who lived there, and
who has died lately and left It to me,
furniture and all, just as it stands. 1
should never go there, it Is utterly useless
to me. It will hold you, and your chlld,
and your servant. You shall go there, I
will lend it to you."

“Bat—but " ghe cried, confused
and trembling. *I know it very weil
It is but three mlles from my old home—
from Kepplogton."

Col. Trefusis continued to plead for
his cottage, and Rosamond pondered.
Finally she accepted his offer, on one
condition only; she must pay him rent
for his house, To this he was constrain-
ed to agree. There came back a little
animation to her, when this was at last

I will help you,"” he
“You shall go to

In Yorkshire, do you

settled. It seemed so much better for
her than to go to soms strange place
where she had never been before. me

fow poor people would, she thought, re-
member her,

“You will come down and ses me
sometimes?" she asked him, as they were
tray northward.

“No, I thiok not," he answered, with-
put meetiog her eyes. I will write to

ouj but I will not come yot. After &

th or twe, perhs but not now,
nluonnm’iatro e

Yor where now were John Trefusls'

ho

and dreams of happy SUCosEs-

derstand her [fully,

tender love, to whom her confesslon had
brotl::ht the hopelesaness almost of de-
spair,

CHAPTER XIX.

Now, with respect to these two women,
each doomed to suffer, because Brian
Desmond had committed a thoughtless
and selfish error, while the one wept and
walled, and bemoaned herself with all
the abandon of a strong and passionate
nature, the other had done nothing of
the kind.

Kitten had come In from her bal, to
find her husband sitting up for her, With
one quick glance she had taken In his
haggard, grief-stricken face; the lines
about his mouth, the dark circles round
his miserable-looking eyes. A sickening
gasp of paln had cut through her heart
at the sight, but she had sald nothing.
She went to bed, and all night long she,
too, like Rosamond Barle, had lain
awake. All night long she had faced her
agony In tearless silence, and ashe had
aald to herself over and over again: “He
loves her, he has always loved her; 1
am nothiog to him. What can I do for
him?¥" For it was for him, and not for
herself, that she thought. What could
she do to lighten his burden and to di-
minish his woe? That was her oaly
thought. Her utter unselfishness, and
the very strength and force of her love
made her long to sacrifice herself; so that
in some fashion or other she might bring
back happiness to the man she loved.

Bhe rose In the morning as usual, and
at the ordinary hour Brian and his wife
sat down to breakfast together. The
servant brought In the silver-covered
dishes and the steaming coffee. Brian's
paper lay as usual by his plate. Kitten
mechanically opened the little plle of let-
ters by her side, that were chiefly invi-
tations, written opon dainty tinted and
crested paper; everything to all outward
appearance was exactly the mame, and
still this strange, seif-contained woman
uttered never a word. Just as her hus-
band was rising from the table she look-
ed up from her plate nad uttered his
name:

“Brian?" '

“Yes, Kitten."

“Mrs. Earle Is In London.,”

He flushed darkly red, then turned
pale,

“What do you mean? How did you
hear her name? Why should she not be
in London? Remember, I will not be
dictated to about her,” he stammered half
gulltlly and half angrily.

“Have I dictated to you?' she asked
gently,

“Who told you about her?’ he asked
in a low volce, after a short silence.
Bhe looked up at him with ona of those
rare, shy amiles which, In the days long
ago, he had once thought so sweet and
8o delightful; and instead of answering
his question, she sald to him softly and
dreamily:

“Do you remember the cherry tree In
the old garden, Brian; and how I asked
you to teach me the secret of happlness 7’
« “Oh, Kitten!" he murmured abashed,
covering his eyes for a moment with his
hagd.

“Pope was right,”" she sald with a
grave, sad little nod of the head. *“No
one can teach that, because no one is
happy; only for a little while one fancies
it." And then she stole up behind him
and passed her tiny white hands round
his neck, standing behlnd his chalr, so
that he should not see her face, and lean-
ing her cheek, that was very white and
hollow, against the dark curis of his close
cropped head.

He tried to draw her round so that
he might sea her face, but she kept her
place behind him. And she spoke a lit-
tle brokenly, perhaps, but still very gent-
ly: “I am not very old—or very wise—
but I think I have learned one thing;
to each man and woman there is only one
other soul that ean give content, so that
no other person on earth can bring any
happiness to us, but that one only. And
when & man who loves one, by some sad
mistake, marries another £

“Kitten! Kitten! do not say that!" he
eried, but sha lald her fingers upon his
lips and went on. “Then with that other
he cannot find happiness; oh, never—
never! Do you not think I feel [t? But
then, what Is the meaning of love if It
cannot sacrifice itself?' He did not un-
nor see¢ what she
meant, nor what she wished to imply; but
he saw that somehow his love to Hoaa-
mond was a thing which she had fath-
omed; and protested that she was mis-
taken, that he loved her and always
should love her best.

That Mrs, Barle was but an old friend
of his youth, whom he had met again
and who was nothing to him, oh, noth-
ing at all. Perhaps, indeed he did “pro-
test too much,” for Kitten only smiled
sadly to herself, Of what avall are
empty words to one who knows, as Kit-
ten knew, that he did not love her?
Then at last, he got up, and made as
though he would have tuken her into his
arms and comforted her; for she was al-
weys a child and pnever 1 woman in his
eyes, and It seemed to him that a few
kisses and a few tender words might
make It all right again between them,
and drive away this sospicion which,
surely, some ill-natured mischief maker
must have been ut pains to ereate In her
mind,

“Dear little Kitten, silly little tree-
elf!” he sald half-jestingluy to her.
“What foolish notions have you not tak-
en Into your emall head! Come and kiss
meé, and don't talk nonsense Any more,
tree-elf,” he sald, trylng to take her lnte
his arma.

But Kltten pushed him back with her
small white hands. .
“Go,"” she sald, with an odd little g

In her volce, which he only remembered
long afterward. “Go now—no, we won't
talk any more nonsense, as you say—Iit
was all—all & mistake."

And so he went and left her. Hba
turned back to nod to her before he left
the room. Years and years afterward
he ocould mses agaln the breakfast table,
daintily decked with little ferns In china
pots and bunches of summer flowers, just

Half an hoor later a hansom earrled
up & note to a certaln house In Con-
naught Squars, addressed to Bir Roy

b | Grantley.

“You sald If ever 1 wanted a friend,
you would be one to me. 1 little thought
I should claim your promise &0 ®ooD.
Come to me, Roy. 1 want you

SKITTEN"

It will be imagined that Itoy was not
long in responding to this appeal. Boon
after he was sitting with her In the
shadowy coolness of her pretty drawlog
room, holding her tiny thin hand In ks,
and listening to her in dire dismay.

“leave your home, Kitten? Can you
realizse what you would be dolng? What
will people say of you If you go away
from your husband’s protection?’

“I shall not, Roy. I shall still bs In
his house, only he will not know It"

“] don't wee how It can be managed,”
sald Roy.

“Do you mean that you will not help
me? Oh, then - am sorry indeed that I
sent for you.”

“Now, Kitten, you know that Is un-
just. Would I not dle to serve you?
But I cannot see the use of this strong
step which you are contemplating. What
in there to be gained by it7 After all,
are you not his wife? Wky, If you fear
the Influence of this other woman, why
play Into her hands by deserting your
post? How ecan you better your case by
flinging aslde your own rights and the
securliy of your own posltion?"

“Ah, you do not understand,’ she aaid
impatiently. “You talk about my rights
—my position. W .at are they when 1
have not got my husbund's heart? Will
he not be happier without the perpetual
repronch of my presence? Roy, only
think how awful It must be to have to
pretend to love a person every day of
your life, when you are always hanker-
ing after soma one alse. Think If 1 had
married yon—and loved Brian."

He winced a little and turned away.
Oh, women are very heartless to the
men they do not love. It did not occur
to her that she was causing him any
pain, she was too full of the tragedy
in her own life.

1 could not bear it," she crled; "“and
to see him strive and struggle to simu-
late a love for me that 1 know he does
not feel, that la what 1 will not sit by
and do, 1 want to set him free.”

“You cannot set him free, not really,
Kitten; It is a folly to fancy Iit,” he
sald, almost angrily, for this abnegation
of herself filled him with a blind rage
which he did not dare to give utterance
to.

“Oh, why—why did he marry you?"
he said, with a groan.

“That Is my affair,” said Kitten cold-
ly, and rather loftily. If Roy had dared
to utter ons disparaging word against
Brian, she would have ordered him out
of the house, and Roy knew It. "“We
need not go into that, if yon please, but
you can understand once and for all that
our marringe was entirely my own dolng,
Will you help me? And will you keep
my secret?"

He promised to do anything and every-
thing she told him.

“] don't see how
he sald doubtfully.

Kitten rose and went to her writing
table, and taking a letter out of a draw-
er, gave it to him to read.

It was from Mrs. SBuccurden, the house-
keeper at Keppington, and was address-
ed to Brian. Roy read It through care
fully, then he looked up at her.

“Well?' she said Impatiently,

“] am weorry, Kitten, but I really
don't see——"" he sald hesitatingly.

“0Oh, Roy, you were always a stupid
boy,” she sald, with a half‘impatient
gesture, “Cannot you understand that
the housekeeper writes to ask Brian If
she may have a girl under her, to take
charge of the china and glass; she says
ghe ls getting too old to clean and dust
it all properly herself. And DBrian gave
me the letter to answer, and—and I have
written this morning to say that I am
sending a girl down from London. Here
is my letter, and you must post it for
me,"

But still Roy did not understand, He
looked at her earnestly and fixedly, striv-
ing to make out her meaning.

“Roy, don't you see that I shall be
the girl?"

it is to be managed,"”

(To be continued.)

" Btrawberrtes in Cuba.

United States Minlster H. J, Bqulers,
of Havana, Cubn, according to the
Philadelphia Record, transmits for the
information of persons who may be In-
terested in the cultivation of fruit in
Cuba, & statement made to_hlm by W,
P. Ladd, an Amerean living In Ban-
tlago de las Vegas, showlng what he
has realized in five months from three-
fourths of an acre of land planted in
strawberries. After giving full detalls
of the prellminary operations and the
care of the young plants, he says: “In
January, 1905, they commenced to
bear, but the bearers were mostly na-
tive runnera and the plants In my old
bed, not those 1 tmported from the
United States. They have continued
to bear up to date, which is the fifth
month. During a long dry spell in the
winter they werea carefully watered
and tended and fertilizer appllied as
needed. The expense for them has
been about as follows: Cemmercial
fertilizer, $108; labor, §100; crates and
baskets, $45; expregs on frult, $80; to-
tal, $408. The berrles found a ready
market In Havana, selling for 80 and
40 cents per quart. Tp to date I have
sold $1,000 worth of berrles with a net
profit of $507. This seems to be a falr
return from the amount of money and
labor expended,

1 consider my old bed of greater
value for the coming season than 1t has
been in the past. The older plants are
the better bearers and I have pleked
as many as twenty-four berries from
& single plant

An Exwravagant Dresser.
“So you're in the wholesale clothing
business "’
M'“‘l‘.
“Where is your store?”
“Haven't any."
“Haven't any?” repeated the Inquls-
itive man.
“No,” replied the other in a resigned

yoice “1 simply buy wholesale for my
use."—Detroit MJ
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Hoe Atiachment.
American agricultural mplements
are known the world over as the heat
procurable, especlally for saving time.
This 1s true both s to the large appll-
ances used on farms and the smaller
garden implements. A Texas farmer
is the Inventor of a hoe attachment
applicable to hand weeding or garden
hoes of varlous forms and sizes. The
attnchment consists of a cutting blade,
which I8 deslgned to be used o detnch-
ing clinging vines and runners from
the growing plants. The fmproved de
vice comprises a weeding blade of the

Extending from the shank is a culting
plade, curved away from the handle
und shank,

In using the Implement the cutting
blade Is forced forward or away from
the operator by a pushing motion,
and by Its peculiar form and position
s very convenlent for severing vines,
runners, creepers and simllar plant
lite from the stalks of the growlng and

valunble plants, The implement will
also be found very convenient for
chopping corn, or thioning cotton and

WEEDS.

CUTE DOWN THE

other plants, and will also be found
very useful in working corn and sim-
llar crops, upon which vines and creep-
ers are llable to be found, and whose
removal {8 generally attended with
much labor and annoyance. The cut-
ting blade belng made Integral with
the shank will not be a cumbersome
or objectionable addition to the hoe.

Amatear Mashroom Growling.

The Cornell experiment station has
undertaken to tell amateurs how they
may grow mushrooms for profit In a
small way in old stables, avallable cel-
lara and similar out-of-the-way places.
The fundamental requisite is a dark
room of uniform temperature, that Is,
one that does not go below 65 degrees

or above 65 degrees, Fahrenheit, Con-
slderable success was  obtaloed In
growing mushrooms In boxes under
benches In a greenhouse, and under

benches in a basement of the college
bulldings.

The beds, spawned Nov. 23, and cov-
ered with dirt a week later, produced
the first of the crop Jan. 1, though the
regular pickings did not begin until a
week later. The Dboxes contnined
about ) square feet of surface and
yleld at the rate of 2 pounds of muosh.
rooms for each square foot.

A word of warning I8 Included not
to attempt to grow mushrooms lu the
cellar of a dwelllng, as the odors arls-
Ing from the compost in the beds Is
faure to permente the living apart-
ments, desplte the best efforts to pre-
vent It

Protecting the Harness,

Every farmer appreclates that the
expense for harnesses and for harness
repalrs I8 cooslderable durlng the
year, hence should be plensed at the
suggestion of some plan which will
enable him to keep the harness In good
condition. A harness should always
be hung up. Here Is & slmple plan,
Make three letter T's of strong but
light lumber and especlally making
the cross bar strong. Fasten these to

FOR HANGING THE HARNERS,

A Jolot In a convenlent place wltm
cross bar at the bottom. Slmply use
the arms on which to hang the differ-
ent parts of the barness. If this ar-
rangement Is not easy to put In opera-
tion, then use hooks fastened to the
ends of stout ropes, but arranging
some way 8o that the ropes may be
looped back over a hook or nall during
the time they are not In use, so there
will be no danger of any one belng
injured by them. The illustration
ahows both plans plainly, They are
entirely practical and the use of elther

of them will add greatly to the |
life of the harness,.—Rxchangs, "~

usual form, and connected to the han- |
dle by a shank which curves upward, [

collapse of the bulldlngs,

should be carrled

ture. A revolation In the export tim-
ber trade to tropleal countries s prob-
fble, as In
abound soft wood will be used Instead
of the more expensive viarieties,

soil with such pertinacity am weeds.
It Is probable that the Egyptians are
to-day fighting the same weeds which
they were trylng to exterminate by
the ald of the lsraelites when they
were in bondage.
bear this In mind, that we manure and
cultivate all the weeds we do not de-

stroy. Bternal vigllance is the price
we pay for the extermination of
weeds,

An Tdeal Niall.
When one is financially able to have
the stalls which combine all the con-

| yenlences they are very desirable, but

the average farmer must put up with
much less, The ideal stall has a space
between feed rack and gutter of elght
foot and Is five feet wide. A feed rack
i areanged so that the anlmal may
get at the hay or roughage easily, yet
not waste a great denl of It, At one

end of the feed rack is a feed box |
sufficiently Iarge so that the cOW CAD ncpapgg fn

her horns, The sides of this stall con-
alst of a fence with three wide boards |

and runs up four or five feet high, 8e- |lamy 1ig ot the v
lrrigation. The
ers under irrigation
more Intimate thyy
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community of iny
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tinued waste of
bringing of new Areas
tion and thus restrioty
Dr. Mead's report ( .
calls special Attentlon o i
Ing cont of Water, whiy the
must have whether

cording to the idens of the owner. At
the rear there Ia stapled to the floor
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BTALL AND FEED RACK.

a plece of 2x4 materinl to keep the
bedding in place and the animal from
stopping back Into the gutter, The
fdea of the fencellke sides Is to Insure
ventilation, and If any two anlinals are
Inclined to quarrel they can be separ-
ated by having an empty stall be-
tween or by bullding up higher the
dividing fence. The [llustration shows
the ldea perfectly.

Value and :-T:: Pomaoe,
Hatch experlment station has been
experimenting with apple pomace to
determine Its value for feeding pur-
poses, and the opinfon reached is sum-
marized as follows: Apple pomace Is
a carbohydrate feed slmllar to corn

ullage. It contalus nabout the same
amount of water, rnther less protein
and woody fiber and a larger propor-

tlon of nofd-nitrogenouns matter. Ex-
periments with six sheep have shown
it 1o be about a8 digestible as the best
grades of sllage, Experiments with
dalry anlmals show that twenty to
thirty pounds dally ean be fed to dalry
anlmals with satisfactory results, It
Is not advisable to feed over ten
pounds at first per day, gradually In-
creasing nntll the maximum amount Is
reached. Thus fed, danger of a sud-
den milk shrinkage, or of anlmals get-
ting “off feed” Is avolded. It Is be-
Heved that four pounds of pomace
when fed In what has been termed a
“balanced ratlon”™ Is equivilent to one
pound of good cow hay, and to 33
to 3% pounds of welleared corn
sllage.

A Klmple Saw Clamp.

This simple saw clamp ean be made
by anyone, and does not need any
bolts or acrews. The two clamps are
made of 1-lnch boards, 6 or 6 Inches
wide, beveled on top and then dressed
down to nearly an edge at the bottom.
The saw I8 placed In the clamps in

RIMPLE BAW CLAMP,

your hands, und then lnserted In the
beveled slot, and the hammer makes
It perfectly tirm aod rigld. ‘The frame
can be made to stand on the ground
or Hoor, or ¢an be wade low to place
on work beneh.

Rolled Timber,
A new process has been discovered

for warring sgainst white nauts, the
pests of the tropleal  reglons.  These
termites—ns they nre onllod- destroy
the woodwork of the finest bulldings
within six months, Thelr action I8 lu-
sldlous, says the London Mall, inas-

much a8 the outwnrd appearance of
the wood does not betray the rotten-
ness within, and thelr ravages, If not
digcovered In thne, lead to the total
Some time
fuggested experlments
out by a London

ago It was

wood-process  syndlente Npecimens
were prepared amnd sent out to a num-
ber of tropical countries. After a
fsomewhat protracted trinl news has
been recelved from the Madras presi-
dency that the speclmons sent there

have successfully resisted the attacks
of the white ants, The process |m-
proves, toughens nnd strengthens the
wood, This s fiecomplishied by bolllng
the timber in saccharine solution, and
afterward drying it at a high tempera-

places where tormites

Flghting Weods,
There 18 nothing which hold to the

We must always

e —
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B how to e fhy
aconomically, they wasteg i g
plled enormous quantities,
Juring thelr crops and thelr §
Incldentally that of thelr .
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calities, the wasteful or
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COUNT TOLSTOL

Count Tolstol, the noted it
quite optimistic,
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