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A DEAD PAST

By MRS. LOVETT CAMERON
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CHAPTER 1V,

Mevgaret Grantley sat in the oak-pan-
eled morning room at Frierly Hall, mens-
uring out yards of unbldesched ealico,
The sunlight came glinting through the
diamond-panel oriel window and fell
upon her spare, upright figure cased in
salid black silk, upon her pale, smooth
hunir, where never a tress had been known
to wander forth from its appointed place,
and upon the regular, passionless fea-
tures that told of an upright aud thor-
oughly well-regulated dispositions

“And they do say, ma'am," sild Han-
nnh Dawson, who stood with yard mens
ura and huge seissors in front of her
mistress, ready to begin operations upon
the creamy fabrie; “they do suy that
Poor misguided girl was running wild
over the fields with this fine eity gentle-
man, for thrée whole days and the best
part of three nights, when they were
seen in the moonlight by half the men
and hoys out of the village.”

“Poar glel, it is very sad; we mnst re-
member that she has no mother, and that
her father is worse than nothing,” suid
Miss Grantley,

“Far worse, ma'asm, with hls poor
<racked head always a running upon
them horrible beetles and flies! As to

the mother, poar thing, she was nothing
Lo regret—a villuge girl, 8o Lo speak, oot
a Indy, by any means,” '

“A doctor's daughter, was she not,
Hannah 7"

“Yes, ma'am, but what's a village doe-
tor? You can’t expect much from that
poor child.”

“No; we mnst remember to be charita-
ble, Hannnh,” said her mistress gravely.

“All 1 hope is,” interrupted Hanunh.

“that Mr, Roy may not get tangled up
there. 'm sure master would break his
heart, and it ain’t in no way a suitabla
thing for a young gentleman like him.”

A klight frown cootracted Margaret
Grantley's smooth hrow,

“Ihere, that will do, Hanah,” she
waid quickly; “fifty-six yards, qid you
#ay ! How many xhirts will that cut
Into? 1 think yoit may take it all away

and weasure it oot for me: 1 have some
letters 1 uught to write now.”

She dismissed the old servant whose
tongue was, perhaps, too free at times,
The pale yellow heap st her feet wai
carried away, and the oak-paneled room
was a shude more somber after it had
vanished.

But when she was left nlone Miss
Grantley did not betike herself to her
writing table; she sat quite still with her
cheek upon her hapd and with a cloud
upon her brow. ’

Margaret Grantley had been the mis-

. tress of hier father's house ever since he
had been left a widower, many years
ago. She was the eldest of a once large
family whom denth had mown down one
after the other, until only two were loft
—the eldest and the youngest. Mar-
garet was &4 and Roy was 20, The difs
ference of age between them did but in-
crease the adoration, which was more
that of & mother than a sister, with
which she regarded her young brother.
The Loy was her idol—her whole heart
was fixed upon him, every hope and am-
bitlon of her life was entered in him,

It was impossible for her idolized boy,
the heir to old Frierly Hall and its im-
poverished revenues, and to his father's
old name, which someliow must be raised
from poverty and not dragged further
down by an Imprudent match; Impossi-
ble that he could be allowed to warry
a half-renined, half-educated child who
“had no uame but the reflex of her fath-
er's talent, and no fortune save the very
problematical savings of his life of hard
brain labor. Roy must marry for wealth
and for position; he could not and should
not marry Kitten Laybourne,

Whilst she was pondering over these
things, a shadow darkened the window,
and Roy came In from the garden with-
out. His face looked gloomy, he flung
himself down irritably into an armehair,
and his pleasant, boyish face looked
croas and disappointed.

“Where have you been, Roy?" queried
Margaret, gently.

“*On n wild goose chase," he answered
fiercely.,

“You have been to see Miss Lay-
bourne "

“1 hnve"

“And yon have not seen her?”

“1 have pot."

The unswers seemed to be wrung from
him, they were so savagely growled
forth, The ghost of a smile played about
Miss Grantley's thin lips, she forchore to
ralse her eyes from some trifling object
she had taken from the table ut ber
elbow,

“The young lady, my poor boy, hns
found other friends since you have been
away." .

“Other friends? What friends——""
he started forwnrd excitedly, with a
flushed face and nngey eyes; “she has no
friend but me."

“You poor, silly Roy! Young ladles
nro never constunt.  Your village~hieauty
haa been seen about all day in the woods
for days with a stranger—a handsome
man, I am told. The poor child knows
uo better, of course."

“Who dares say so!” thundered the
hoy furionsly, “It Is oot like you, Mar-
garet, to repeat a wicked slander agninst
a fellow woman; I would not have be-
lieved it of you, that you could be so
cruel, so uncharitable!"

And Margaret, In her stiff prim sllk
gown, cowered and trembled before him
like a shriveled leaf; to hear such words
uttered by the volee one loves best on
earth Is almost worse than a deathblow
to a woman,

“I bave not deserved thls from you,"

.

she gasped, shaken, al Iat once out of
the quiet decorum of years, She cov- |
ered her face with her hands. Oh, that
such cruel words should have been said
to her by her boy, for whose good she
hiad spoken!

And then Roy's heart, which was ns
warmh as his temper, went out to the
sister who had been as a mother to him.
In & moment he was down at her feet
with his arms cast round her waist,

"Oh, Margaret, I dld not mean to hurt
you, but what you said was cruel; yon
do not kaow Kitten, and you cannot
know me, or you would not have said
stich a thing.”

Poor, misgnided Margaret! It was
not in her to take her boy to her heart,
to nestle his fair, curly head in her arms
and to kiss away the anger out of his
honest gray eyes.

“l must not give way," she said to
ierself; *if I let him think me weak he
will never respect me, or look up to me
again; I should lose my influence with
him."  8Bo.all she said was: *“‘Youug
people are always unjust, Roy, but if
yon are sorry for your wild words, 1
will say no more. All I meant was
that it will be better for you to think
less of Miss Laybourne, who s In no
way saitable to be your wife."”

"I cannot think less of her—because
she is all the world to me.”

“Neither your father nor I will ever
hear of it. It is your cousin Felicla
whom you must marry, she is an heir
ess and a woman of talent and educa-
tion. Your uncle ls ready to give her
to you, so that the money and the bar-
onetey may be nnited. Your father de-
slres [t enrnestly: as to me, it is the wish
of my heart. Felicin ix young and hand-
fome and clever; she unites all that can
he wished for in herself—it is to her that
you munt look for a wife,"

“As long as [ live and as Kitten Lay-
bourne lives,"” crled the young man pas-
sionately and wildly, ‘I will have no other
wife but her."

CHAPTER V.

All the flowers were dashed and drag-
gled, Three days of wind and rain storms
hail beaten the henrts out of the roses,
theig petals lny seattered, dank and
ragged upon the sodden earth. The birds
had fgorgotten to sing, the very sunshine,
as it erept out timidly from behind the
rain elouds, looked pale and sickly.

“And a week ago | was happy!” cried
Kitten aloud, as she leant out of her
casement window, "“A week ago the
world was all golden, a good place to
live in, the days were so full and so
short, and now they are empty and, oh,

so long!

“Kitten, Kitten," cried a volce in the
garden below her, “why will you persist
in shutting yourself upstairs? Come
down to me ,Kitten, I want to ses you
#0 much.”

Roy Grantléy stood beneath her on the
wet grass, his falr curls wet with the
rain, his face ruddy with the wind, his
blue eyes shining with delight because
they had caught sight of her at last

“It Is raining," sald Kitten without
moving.

“No, it haa left off; besides you can,
at least, come into the verandah and talk
to me., Oh, Kitten, it Is more than three
weeks since 1 have seen you!"

“Is 1t? It seems like three days.”

She left her window and came down
to him in the verandah, ns he had said.
Oll Kezinh wans a stickler for propriety,
nid would not allow young Mr. Grant-
ley ndmittance into the house whila her
master was awny.

“Why did you shut yourself up all
these days that I have tried to see you?
What were you doing? Who were you
writing to?"

“To nobody. 1 was turning the ‘Hs-
say on Man' into prose."

“I don't belleve that; may I see it?”

“I have torn it up, DBesides, you would
not understund it. DBoys don't eare
about that kind of thing"”

“I wish you wonld not nlways enll me
a boy, Kitten,” he said rather sadly. *I
am twenty—one I8 no longer n child at
my age; [ shall soon be twonty-one, then
L shall be & man, and T shall come and
tell your father that I love you.”

“What would be the good of that?'
said Kitten, ealmly pulling a Cape jes-
samine flower ruthlessly to pieces with
her tiny finger tips,

“You know I do love you," he persist-
ed, bending down to look into her face,

“I have heard it very often,” she an-
swerad, with cold Indifference,

“You are but a child, dear,” he re-
plied, very softly nnd tenderly. *“You
do not understund yet what love means,
but as you grow older you will know and
feel it; and then, Kitten, that cold little
face of yours will light up when it meets
mine, your heart will glow with joy when
it hears my footsteps, will nche when |t
listens [n valn for it, and all the world
will seem desolate to you when I am
not there; that Is what you will feel by
and by, Kitten, when you are older.”

She lald her hand vpon his sleeve,

“Is that what love is like, Roy 7" she
asked him eagerly. *“That eraving for
some one who is not there, that sick long-
ing for the sound of one voice, the sight
of one face, without which nll the sup-
shine seems gone out of the heavens 7"

“Oh, you know It, you koow it]" he
erled, clasping her hand in both his,
“Dear Kitten, yes, that is love, and that
is how you felt for me when I was
away 7"

“Iar you—are you mad, Roy?' She
wrenched away her hand angrily; “I feel
that for youl I long for you?"

Bhe had no pity, she did not evem

guess that she made him suffer, ¥,
looked at her blankly.

“But how, then, do you know jt7 Why
should you have described®those things if
you have not felt them? Burely, surely
you said that because that is what you
thought when 1 was away ¥*

“Al, can nobody be away hut you?"
she cried angrily, and then because she
was but a child after all, the tears rush-
ed In a torrent from bher eyes and she
turned away bhastily from him w hige

-

them, | E

Then Itoy began to understand, Thers
wns some one else!l e remembered his |
gister's words; he had sooffed at them
and disbelieved in them at the time. but
now they came back to his memory, He
turned very white and stood quite still
for a few moments, while the first storm
of the hideous agony called jealousy
swept across his younz hesrt. Then,
presently, he followed Lir; she stood nl|
the other end of the Huwer-blossoming
verandn, stripping the tluy green leaves
off a long spray of Banksin roses.

“Kitten, I have been very dense” he
snid with forced ealmniss, “l was cer-
tainly told of a stranger who had been
staying here while I huve been away— |
a friend of your father, who walked

A Lubor-SBaving Bag.
It 18 not an easy task for the man
who must do all of the work around

about the garden and tie lanes with }-.,ui the farm most of the year to handle

for n few days; but It pever strock me
till now that this chauce acquaintance
conld be more to you—uniore than I—whao
—have known you aud loved—you all
your life—" |

His volee broke a littls over the words,
Kitten turned away her face and was
sllent.

“It seems that I am mistaken,” hel|the barm and must go to

sald wistfully, framing the words that
should have been an
#ciously into a question

No answer. Oh, how
her refute with the indignant” denial of |
nffection the charges which he made
agninst her! Why did sl not turn round
eagerly and ery: *“Oh, Ror, Roy, you
are first and dearest nlwnys!” But she
sald nothing, only stonl with averted

sonw things alone, so that If he Is at
all fngenions he welcomes the devices
which will enable him to do his work
more ensily, Hers is n plan for one
man to handle graing or any other
thing which muy be placed in a bag
which is storsd In the upper part of
the main

floor, Take a bag of strong material,

ssertion uneon- | o seed bug 1s the best, and have it re-
| sewed ko that It will be a trifle smaller
# longed to hear | at the top than In any other part; a

light lron or atrong wire hoop I8 then

wi around the top, so tha he bag
4 kept open and yet the contents are
not casily spllled out, Two rings are

placed in the bottomn of the bag sev-

eyes, stripping the little green branch | ersl inches apart and a ring Is slipped
she held in her fingers; the tiny pointed | over the wire or Iron hoop before it 18

leaves dropped to the ground one hy one, [ #ewidd to the hng.

Just like Roy's own hopes and longings,
lying there prone, ready to die and wir.h-|
er at her feet.

“No one will ever love yon as I do,”

Place n strip of
lumber properly braced over the top
of the door and to It fasten three pul-
leys, the center one fastened so that

he sald nt last, very bitterly; “if he has | it WHl come down some foar Inches

"

told you so

lower than the others, Now fasten one

She turned away from him and went! rope to the ring In the hoop, run |t
back into the house through the half-|through the fivst and the third pulleys
open window that stond behind them. | ) vou buve the pitdsing and lowerlng

Roy went away slowly nnl serrowfully;
he was unhappy, but he wuas young, and
consolntions cowme easily to the mind of
A man who has his life hofore him,

rope.  Then fagten a second rope in

the ring at the bottom of the bag, the

|-1u- firthest away, rin 1t throngh the

Meanwhile, Margaret was not o wom- S7Cond ring and then up through the
an to let the grass grow under her feet. | tlddie pulley and yon have the con-

When her young brother hald made that

passionate speech to her three days ay |

it had seemed to Miss Grantley that the
time had come when something must be
done to put a cheek upon the headstrong
passion of a boy who wans ready to rush
upon self-destruction.

When Roy had left she went straight
Into her father's sitting room. Slr Hugh
Grantley was an old man, and a very
selfish old manm. When his daughter
knocked at his library door, he was
asleep—dozing in his great armehair by
the side of the fire, which even In June
he caused to be lit upon a damp or
sunless day,

He looked up irritably ns she entered.
“Denr me, Margaret, how you startled
me; what do you want?' Her presence
usually betokened someo business of an
annoying nature,

“You were asleep, father? I am sor-
ry. But I came to speak to you about &
serious matter—about Roy, He has ex-
pressed to me a very decided opinion
about that little girl of Mr, Laybourne's
4t the White Cotinge. He says he will
marry her"”

“Bother these children; what a nui-
sance their love affairs are! What s the
good of you, Margaret, If you can't stop
it! Women ought to manage thess mat-
ters,"

“So I ean stop it, if you will let me.
Let me ask Uncle Gregory and Felicia
down here.”

The old man frowned. “Your unecle
would not enjoy himself. Mrs. Knox
can't cook for him. He had a French
cook once, his name was Hyacinth, Grent
heavens! what a cook that man was!
His wmoups were poems, his entress a
dream! His sauces were Incomparable!
Gregory s used to all that, he's a rich
man. I'm a poor one. How can I ask
him down hero to be poisoned by Mother
Knox and her heavy-handed experi-
ments,"

“But Felieln, father! Has not Uncle
Gregory snid that he would eonsent to
her marrying Roy? Think what a fa-
mons thing it would be for him. She
will have so much money, and Roy will
have none, She is handsome and lively,
ho likes her already. If she were to
stay in the honse she could soon put this
villnge girl out of his head. Ha can't
marry her, can he?’

“Marry a village girl? What fools
yon women are! Oh! send for Gregory's
girl If you like, but you had better send
too for somebody from town to cook for
your uncle, if he comes. I do wish, Mar-
garet, that you would not worry me In
this way,"” he added whiningly,

“Father, surely when it In & matter of
Roy's prospects in life yon ought to take
some interest,” anid Margaret repronch-
fully, almost contemptiuously, The feebla
old man and his selfishness called forth
no chord of sympnthy in her cold heart,

- L] - L] . L] L]

When Roy enme hack three days later,
heart-sore and wounded from his Inter-
view with IKitten, Margaret met him
smiling on the door step, and said to him:
“Go change your wet clothes, Ttoy, and
coma into the drawing room., Unecle
Gregory and Felicia nre hersl”

(To be continued,)
Hursh Critie,

“Does that man speak in his offclal
capacity ¥

“Certainly not,” snswered Benator
Sorghum. “He invarlably speaks in
his offielal Incapacity."—Washington

trivance by whieh the hng
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may bhe

\

LAROR-BAVING BAG.

easlly dumped, A glanee at the lllus-
tration will show how useful this ap-
plance & and how readily it will work
in pructice,

Use the Whitewash,

A wrliter in o prominent poultry
Journal says that the houses should be
whiltewnshed and cleaned twice a year.
By cleaning it is assumed he  means
everything removed and thoroughly
renovated. The poultryman  who
works on thls plan can not keep the
house free from vermin and disesse
no mitter how freely he may use In-
sect powder, and how thoroughly the
whitewushliing Is done twlee a  year.
Twenty yonrs of experlence In rafsing
poultry has taught the writer than no
house ought to go longer than twao
maonths without being thoroughly
whitfwashed In every nook and erey-
fce. In certaln seasons the worlk (s
done more frequently.  All our louses
are bullt with seratehing sheds so it
I8 ensy to do the whitewashing while
the hens are In the shed and then by
shutting them In the house whitewnsh
the seratehing sheds,  Insect powder
ig, of course, a necessity, but less of [t
will be necessary If the hoonses  gre
kept clean by lime and disinfectant.

Hay Tea for Calf Feeding,

Hay tea I8 made by bolling sound
hay for half an hour, the hay being
best cut Into half-luch chaff Mefore
bolllng 1t. For a young ealf under a
month old, glve two gallons of this
hay tea, with four ounces of loseed
and pollard per day.

Bilo Advantoges.

I have no silo, but have been wateh-
ing my nelghbors who have silos aud
shall bulld one, writes a Pennsylvania
farmer In Bural New Yorker, 1 have
Investigated my nelghbors' who have
been using them for two and three
years, and nm satlstied that it s a
good and chieap way of feeding eattle
nund sheep, even where brewers' malt
may be had with short haul. My judg-
ment on the matter of feed 18 that
with alfalfa and a well-filled sllo we
ean produce milk, mutton and beef at

Star,

small cost.

Derrick for Stacking Hay.

Where there Is much hay to stack
labor and time may be saved by using
u derrlek.  There are numerous plans
for bullding a derrick, but none s slm-
pler or cheaper than this deslgn, which
{8 the Invention of a farmer, who snys:

I bhave trled to muke a drawing of
a derrick that I put up to stack hay
with this year. It works so slick that
I am sure it will please anybody. The
pole I8 10 Inches at the butt, & at top
and 47 feet long, 1 made a mortise
at the butt through which to put a
chialn to fasten it to the tree. Twenty-
two feet from that I bored an Inch
hole, through which to put a pin to
keep legs  from  slipping. 1 used
crotehies for legs, and wired them fast
to the pole. 1 twigted four No. 12

a iy PEATR,

HAY DERIICK,

wires together for cable with which to
stiffen pole by guylng to  tree  as
shiown In cut. [ ean take a fair-sized
lond nt four forkfuls with this rig.
When we get a stack done we rope the
two legs together, hitch a team of
horges to them, as Hlustrated, and haul
it over to o new place; It works ke n
oo on 4 mast, If 1 had not had the
tree handy [ should have set a G0-foot
pole In the ground 4 or 5 feet, staylng
it with 0 couple of guy ecables, I
should fasten butt of pole the sume ny
# boom: then 1 econld build  stacks
three-quarters of the way round tha
center pole,  We bulld our stacks 22
feet square and 20 to 285 feet high,
By having u pulley at the legs, as
ghown, the hay will not rub agalnst
the stack, but swing clear and drop
right in the middle of the stnck, there-
by keeplng the center of the stack
solld, thus making it sure to keep
good, ‘

Reform in Milking.

Additlonal knowledge and the ne-
cesslty for looking after every detall
In order that the dairy may be profit-
nble, has resulted In wonderful im-
provements In the eare of cows and
of the milk afterward, Stringent
health laws of the several citles hive
forced the shiftless man to wake up
or else get out of business. There are
aflll many oppertunities for Improve-
ment, particularly along the line of
cleanliness of the cows and of the sta-
bles and milking along more sclentific
Itnes,  If the dalryman was half as
clean as the mllkman there would be
litle to complain of. The milkman
must, of course, keep his mllk on lee,
bul use nn abundance of sealding
witer in the washing of bottles nnd
nienstls of tin, and  further purlfy
them In the sun., 1 go further and
wash the lttle crates of wood In which
bottles of milk are earried, using hot
witer and scourlng sonp and glve
these, too, a sun bath. See that lce
lioxes are scrubbed with hot water
dully, that the milkhonse floor Is also
serubbed, and then thoroughly dried.

Sprarying with Bordeaux,

I have been spraying with the lguld
hordeanx, arsenate of sods, and arse-
nnte of soda and arsenate of lead com-
ned for severnl years with good re-
sults. 1 glve one good spraylng just
before the bloom, a second Just as
s00n n8 most of the bloom has fallen,
i third 0 week or two Inter, n fourth
nhout n month later and made a Afth
appliention Inst year stilll a  month
luter, or the last of July or the first of
August.  For the last two applications
the bordeanx wns not used at  full
strength but the lme was inerensed
rather than dimindshed and the arge-
nates nhout the same, With a strong
mixture all the senson, the follnge 1a
sometimes Injured, especlally In wet
woeather, and when the leaves drop
the frult gults growlng and does not
Inke on the most beauntiful color nor
Liave the hest favor.—Ohlo Cor, Amer-
lenn Agrienlturist.

The C'enn Barnyard,

A clean, well-drained barnyard is an
essentinl fetor o the production of
sanltnry milk, for where cows  are
obliged to wade In mire and fith it is
cnsy Lo foretell what the qoality of the
milk will be,  In order to seenrs a
good barnyard the slope should be
away from the stuble, or at least not
townrd the stable; and It shoull be
coversd with gravel or cinder. If the
manure 18 not taken directly from the
stables to the flelds, It should be
placed where the cows cannot have

acoegs to It




