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OR A BITTER RECKONING
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CHAPTER XVIIL—{Continued.)

Jack's feelings at that moment were
not enviable He had always looked
upon Lord Summers’ commission as a dl-
rect proof of his own abllity. It was
a decided damper to his good oplinion of
himself to discover that it was due to
his patron’s interest in Ethel Mallett.

“As you do not seem to have been

'nry glad to hear of the engagement,

perhaps you will be better pleased to
bhear that it is at an end.”

“Indeed!™

“Yes; and I think you should kmow
that Miss Mallett took the initiative In
breaking it off.” '

“lI am surprised! I thought she was
very fond of you. But there Is no ac
counting for women’s actions.”

And then Lord Summers turnell to his
other neighbor and threw himself Into
a discussion upon the dramage of land,
thus tacitly dismissing the other subject;
but Jack was conscious that he was not
beld blameless In the matter—nor In-
ueed did he feel so.

One point in the conversation had
roused his curiosity—Lord Summers’ re-
mark as to the name of “Mallett” be-
ing assumed. He would have liked to
pursue the subject, but as things were,
he had no right to feel curious.

Later in the evening Mis Malling and
her guardians were chatting confiden-
tially, and the subject of the mysterious
advertisement was introduced.

“Have you any notion what they could
mean?" he asked.

“Not the smallest,” she answered. “It
is curious Sir Geoffrey never saw them.”

“But he may have, without our know-
Ing it"

“True. But don't you think that the
motive, whatever it was, must have af-
fected the whole family, and that, if he
had been found, we should have been
mixed up in it?"

“Possibly, but not necessarily. If I
had known where Geoffrey was I should
certainly have insisted upon his sifting
the matter. Indeed, at one time I
thought of investigating it myself; but
your uncle was always so touchy about
any one’s interfering in his affalrs that
I thought it better to let it alone.”

For a moment there was a fixed look
of fear on Pauline's face; but Lord Sum-
mers was too much taken up with his
subject to notice It. -

*“Good-looking fellow, Dornton,” he re-
marked, carelessly, with a glance to
where Jack was carrying on the usual
war of words with Bertha Collins.

“Very,” Pauline answered, shortly.

“Made quite a long stay with you.
Been here since the beginning of July,
has he not?”

“I forget rutu when he came.” .
In spite of this apparent indifference,
Lord Summers felt satisfied that things

‘were In an unsatisfactory state, and he

wished fervently that, in his anxlety to
benefit the future husband of his old
friend’s daughter, he had been prompted
to do anything rather than send him
down to this particular neighborhood.

Bunday evening was rather a gquiet
Uime at Mallingford, and the house was
wrapped in darkness earller than usual.
Baut the lamps in Miss Malling’s boudoir
burned on steadily, for Jack and his
fiancee were having their last confiden-
tial chat before their marriage. The next
morning Jack was to lears for London
to obtain the special llcense and see
after suudry small matters, and he would
not return until late on Tuesday after-
noon,

“l suppose we must say good-by to-
night, as I shall most likely start before
you are down,” Jack said.

“Yes—but not just yet! Don’t be in
a2 hurry to leave me, Jack]” Pauline an-
swered, with a touch of pleading in her
voice. Bhe knelt on the thiek white rug
at his feet, and added, “I would get up
to give you a parting salute if I were
not afrald that Lord Summers would
hear of it.”

“My dear, there is no need,” Jack
said, calmly. “At the same time, I don't
understand your dread of Summers.
Burely you may do as you choose in so
small a matter?’

“] don’t think I understand it myself,
Jack; yet I feel it My life is full of
dread just now."”

CHAPTER XIX.

It was rather annoying to Pelling that
just now, when he was anxious to make
the most of his chance with Ethel, her
father's absence prevented his carrying
out his design. He fretted and fumed
impatiently over Mr. Mallett's letter—
telling of his enforced absence for a
week—when he first recelved it; and
then, seeing the uselessness of repiaing,
he set about making plans for relleving
Ethel's lonellness.

He wrote her a letter, telllng her he

ed now more than ever that he
had neither mother nor sisters, not even
a stray aunt, as, if he had, he would

care to arrive before her, and gener-
ally, after putting her Into a cab, re
turning for a last ten minutes’ chat with
Mr. Bramwell before starting himself.
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on business, of course—or a novel by the

morning post; and later on in the day
would arrive a box of lovely loose blos-
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but determined to go on. He had made
a friend of the guard, glad to find some
one who spoke French—for his Spanish
was doubtful from long disuse—and on
the arrival of the train they went off
together to the inquiry office to find out
means to reach the obscure town of Villa
Silentlo. .

The station master, half asleep, and
wholly angry at being routed out of bed
at such an early hour in the morning, at
first denied all knowledge of a place of
that oame; but, when the guard re-
minded him that such things as reference
books of the railway routes were issued
for his especial enlightenment, his man-
nér changed, and he proceeded to do his
best on MY. Mallett's behalf.

“It Is here, you see,” he said in Span-
ish, putting his fat finger on a spot In
the map. “Senor cannot leave Madrid
until half past nine; he will then have
two hours’ railway ride, and then an
hour and a half by coach over not the
very best of roads.” '
Mr. Mallett looked at his watch. It
was & quarter to six; he would have time
for' three hours' rest. = Thanking the
friendly guard for his good services, he
tossed his small bag and rug on the near-
est hack-carriage and drove off to a
hotel. v
At one o'clock Mr. Mallett, feeling as
If his sense had been shaken out of him
by the last hour over that never-to-be-
forgotten road, found himself standing in
the market place of Villa Sllentlo, with
the hot midday sun beating down on
him, -fetling more completely alone and
helpless than he ever remembered to have
felt before.
“I am afraid I made a mistake In dom-
Ing myself,” he said to the market clock,
as he stood in front of it. “You see a
man of fifty-eeven is not so quick and
apt in adapting himself to circumstances
as a younger man would be.” ;
For two or three minutes Mallett stood
listening to the distant rumbling of the
coach wheels, and, great as had been his
suffering during the drive, he almost
wished himself back again on the awful
machine, instead of here in this death-
like place.
He shock off the dreamy feeling of un-
reality that possessed him, and crossed
to a deserted looking house on the shady
side of the square, where a sign board
from which all vestige of palnt had long
since passed away hung over the door,
seeming to denmote a house of entertain-
ment.
He pushed open the door and it swung
to behind him without noise. He was
in a stone-flagged room which oc-
cupled the whale depth of the house, the
rllh_ end opening on to a crazy veran-
crumbling under the weight of luxurl-
ant creepers, through which there were
glimpses of a weed-grown inclosure be-
yond. He stamped up and down the
stone floor,” and shouted until the stones
echoed his voice. At the end of cen
minutes a sallow face, surrounded by
turbulent masses of frizzy black hair,
leaned over the hand rall of the stairs
that led up to the next floor. In about
five minutes the sallow face and frizsy
hair reappeared, and the woman began
to apologize profusely.

Mr. Mallett stood politely silent, hat in
hand, until she seemed to have ended her
speech, when he presented the envelope
given him by Babette, with the name
and address of the photographer of the
gravestone.

The talkative lady took it over to the
light and spelled it out laborlously, and
then turned again to Mr. Mallett, and
rattled off another little incomprehensi-
ble speech, interspersed with numberless
ejaculations of astonishment. Seeing at
last that he did not understand a word
of what she was saying, she pointed to
the address In her hand, and said slowly
in Spanish:

“My father.”

Mr. Mallett understood that, for polnt-
ing in his turn to the envelope, he asked:

“Where "’

She smiled pleasantly, motioned to him
to reseat himself, and went upstairs look-
Ing once or twice over “her shoulder to
nod and smile at him reassuringly. Could
it be that the man he was in search of
was here in this house? He could hear
an animated conversation going on some-
where in the rooms above, and he recog-
nized the voice of the woman and the
tones of a man.

Preseatly there came to him an elderly
Spanlard, with something of the dandy
still elinging to him in the shape of
waxed mustaches and perfumed hair.
Still, the signs of decay that abounded
throughout the place showed themselves
even here in the ancient fop’s frayed
jacket and well-worn shoes. To Mr.
Mallett's surprise and relief he at once
opened the conversation In passable
French. .

“Monsleur wishes to see me? He has
evidently come a long way for that pur-
pose. I am charmed, flattered and abash-
ed all at one time—charmed and flat-
tered to recelve any one who comes a
distance to pay homage to art.,”.

He put his hand on his heart and bow-
ed with the air of a prince. His bellef
that Mr. Mallett had come to viait and
compliment art in his person was so evl-
dently genulne that the sensitive gentle-
man felt almost urhappy to have to un-
deceive him; but time was pressing. He
had none for the observance of unneces-
sary politeness. He took the little photo-
graph from his pocketbook and held it
toward Castellan.

“I belleve you took that picture. Now,
I want you to tell me where the grave
of which this Is a pleture is to be found,
bow you eameé to take the photograph,
whom you took It for, and any other cir-
cumstances you can remember in connec-
tion with it.”

The Bpaniard leaned forward with his
Lhands on his knees to look at the pho-
tograph, but he did not attempt to touch
it. He stared at it earnestly while Mr.
Mallett was speaking, and, when he had
finished, he looked up with a scared face
a8 he answered:

“I sald something was wrong about

that afalr at the time, and now my

antipathy to graves-and
that reminds one of death,
not have taken that plcture
gold, but that I was enslaved by
beauty of the lady who asked me to

it. onsieur had not seen such another

~—tall, shapely, with eyes, bhair and skin

perfect, and her voice soft and sweet like | =

a sllver bell. .ae coaxed me to do It

against my will, and I crept into the vil- |3

lage graveyard one morning at 8 o'clock
with my camera, before even the busy
sisters were out of their cells, and took
the pleture for her. You may see how
Imperfect the plcture is, how many
blemishes it has, and you must not judge
of my usual work by it, for my hand
shook with fear——" The soul of the
artist was ousting the shade of the aris
tocra

t' .

“Never mMnd the blemishes, SBenor Cas-
tellan,” interrupted Mr. Mallett. “The
photograph Is good enough for my pur-
pose. I want you nmow to tell me the
name of the lady who gave you the or~
der, the name of the convent whers the
grave ls, with directions for getting
there."

Castellan’s hands went up In dismay.

“You cannot get there! It would be
sacrilege. No man is permitted- to en=
ter the gates but on two days in the
week, for a couple of hours at visiting
time, you understand, when the holy
sisters are all shut in their cells at pray-
ers.” :

“Still T must get to see that grave
before sunset to-night, and 1 will give
two hundred francs to any one who will
help me.”

“Two hundred. francs! It ls a large
sum here in Villa Bilentio. There is a
servant woman who does the errands
for the convent ladles, with whom [ am
acquainted,” who might be mduced—-"
He paused thoughtfully. 3

“That is settled then. And now how
far Is it, and how are we to get therel”
Mr. Mallett asked; rising briskly from
his chair.

(_::.ltdhl motioned him back to his
sea

“You must leave thls to me entirely,
monsleur. One ill-considered step might
balk your plan, and rob the servant and
me of our reward. It must be done
during vespers, If at all; and in the mean-
time I must see this woman and make
my plans. It is now two, and, if I might
advise refreshment and rest befire we
start on our expedition, monsieur would
be more fitted for it.”

“One moment,” sald Mr. Mallett, as
Castellan rose to ecall his daughter to
their guest. “Tell me the name of the
convent before you go.” .

“It is called the Uonvent of the Holy
Assumption, and it is but five minutes’
walk from here.” ¥
| “And the name of the lady who or~
dered that photograph?’

“Ah, that I never knew: My aceom-
plice managed all the business part of
the affair, as she will do now, and the
lady's name was never mentloned.”

Senor Castellan went through the front
door into the market place, pausing on
the threshold, with his fingers on his
lips, to say:

“Until six and a quarter then, au re
voir.”
(To be continued.)

THE S8AVING MOTIVE,

American Young People’s Methéds of
Entertaining Are S8aved by It,

The girls are missionaries’ daugh-
ters. Thelr parents are Americans,
but Helen and Belle were born in Asia,
and never visited the land of thelr
fathers and mothers until a year of so
ago. They have been attending school,
but they have seen a good deal of so-
cial life, too, and now that they are
preparing to return to the East, thelr
friends have been curious to know
what Impressions they are taking
home.

“I wasn't pleased at first,” says
Helen, the elder and more sedate. “The
first thing I noticed here was the ex-
traordinary habit the young men have
of forcing food upon one. It seemed
that their idea of entertalning a girl
was to buy her something to eat. Any
little outing at any time of day was
made an excuse for luncheon, and If
you consented to lunch, you were ex-
pected to eat enough for a full dinner,

“I puzzled over this until I happen-
ed tp recall the wicked old saying that
“The way to a man's heart is through
his stomach,” and then I fancled I un-
derstood. ‘Nice thmgs to eat are all
they think about,’ sald I to myself,
‘and so they take It for granted that an
elaborate meal will please a girl." "

“Then Helen turned cynle,” Belle in-
terrupts, with a ripple of laughter,

“No, not just then,” Helen continues,
“But 1 began to notlce what manner
of entertailnment the giris offered their
friends, and I found that girls who
were popular seemed to encourage
L young men to talk about themselves,
Of course 1 reasoned backward then,
as I had In the other Instance. The
girls were egotists, I argued, else they
would not have ministered to the con-
celt of persons they wished to please,
That did make me cynleal.”

“Since the young men were glutton-
ous, and since the girls were egotistic,
Helen wanted to know what hope
there was for the United States!” Belle
explains.

“Exactly. 1 was very gloomy about
it for a while. Belle brought me to
my senses,” Helen adds, with an affee-
tionate glance at her cousin, “She got
impatient, I suspect. 8he asked me one
day how it was that these ‘greedy’
young men were so anxious to spend
money for other people, and why these
‘yain and concelted’ girls were so wilk
ing to let thelr friends’ affalrs take
the conspicuous place, y

“lI couldn't answer that question—
until at last it dawned upon me that
I had never been getting below - the
surface, The underlying truth was that
the young man offered you luncheon
becanse he was a generous man; and
the girl who encouraged her friends
to talk about themselves was showing
herself large-minded and unselfish.

pr . and perhaps the tribute of food

was that the motives were sound.and

|
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i Hoe Atinchment.
. American agricultural implements
are known the world over as-the best
procurable, especlally for saving time.
This is true both as to the large appll- |
ances used on farms and the amaller
garden implements. A Texas farmer
is ‘the Inventor of a hoe attachment
applicable to hand weéeding or garden
bhoes of various forms and slzes. The
[attachment consists of a cutting blade,
which Is deslgned to be used in detach-
Ing clinging vines and runners from
the growing plants. The improved de-
vice comprises a weeding blade ‘of the
usual form, and contdected to.the han-
dle by a shank which curves upward.
Extending from the shank is a cutting
blade, curved away from the handle
In using the !mplement the cutting
blade Is forced forward or away from
the operator by a pushing motlon,
and by Its peculiar form and position
Is very convenlent for severing vines,
runners, creepers and similar plant
life from the stalks of the growing and
valuable plants. The implement will
also be found very convenlent for
chopping corn, or thinning cotton and

CUTS DOWN THE WEEDS.

other plants, and will also be found
very useful In working corn and sim-

~|ilar crops, upon which vines and creep-

ers are liable to be found, and whose
removal is generally attended with
much labor and annoyance. The cut-
ting blade being made Integral with
the shank will not be a cumbersome
or objectionable addition to the hoe.

Amateur Mushroom Growing.

The Cornell experiment station has
undertaken to tell amateurs how they
may grow mémshrooms for profit in a
small way in old stables, avallable cel-
lars and simllar out-of-the-way places.
The fundamental requisite Is a dark
room of uniform temperature, that s,
one that does not go below 565 degrees
or above 65 degrees, Fahrenheit. Con-
slderable success was obtained 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-
lered with dirt a week later, produced
the first of the crop Jan. 1, though the
regular pickings did not begin untll a
week later. The boxes contained
about 90 square feet of surface and
yleld at the rate of 2 pounds of mush-
rooms for each squgre foot.

A word of warning Is included not
to attempt to grow mushrooms in the
cellar of a dwelllng, as the odors aris-
ing from the compost in the beds Is
sure to permeate the Iliving apart-
ments, despite the best efforts to pre-
vent It

Protecting the Harness,

Every farmer appreclates that the
expense for harnesses and for harness
repairs Is considerable during the
year, hence should be pleased at the
suggestion of some plan which will
enable him to keep the harness in good
condition. A harness should always
be hung np. Here is a simple plan.
Make three letter T's of strong but
light lumber and especially making
the cross bar strong. Fasten these to

FOR HANGING THE HARNESS.

a joint in a convenlent place with the
croas bar at the bottom. Bimply use
the arms en which to hang the differ-
ent parts of the harness. If this ar-
rangéement is not easy to put in apera-
then use hooks fastgned to the
of stout ropes, but arranging
way so that the ropes may be
looped back over a hook or nall during

tion,
ends
some

will be no danger of any one being

Possibly some of the talk mmed:lqw by them. The (llustration

shows both plans plainly. They are

lou.ed coarse; but the Important thing 'gntirely practical and the use of either

of them will add greatly to the long
harness.—Exchange,

swssr”"—Youth's Companion, 'life of the

An Ideal Stall.

When one is financlally able to have
the stalls which combine all the can-
venlences 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
feet and Is five feet wide. A feed rack
is arranged so that the animal may
get at the hay or roughage easlly, yet
not waste a great deal of It. At one
end of the feed rack Is a feed box

- | sufficlently large so that the cow can

get her mouth to It without striking
her horns. The sides of this stall con-
slat of a fence with three wide boards
and runs up four or five feet high, ac-
cording to the ideas of the owner. At
the rear there Is stapled to the floor

L)
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*STALL AND FEED RACK.

a plece of 2x4 material to keep the
bedding in place and the animal from
stepping back Into the gutter. The
idea of the fencellke sides Is to Insure
ventilation, and if any two animals 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 lllustration shows
the Idea perfectly.

Value and Use of Pomace.

Hatch experiment station has been
experimenting with apple pomace to
determ its value for feeding pur-
poses, and the opinion reached is sum-
marized as follows: Apple pomace is
a carbohydrate feed similar to corn
sllage. It contalns about the same
amount of water, rather less protein
and woody filber and a larger propor-
tlon of non-nitrogenous matter., BEx-
periments with six sheep have shown
it to be about as digestible as the best
grades of sllage. Experiments with
dalry animals show that twenty to
thirty pounds dally can be fed to dairy
anlmals with satisfactory results. It
Is pot advisable to feed over ten
pound@rat first per day, gradually In-
creasing unti] the maximum amount is
reached. Thus fed, danger of a sud-
den milk shrinkage, or of animals get-
ting “off feed” i1s avolded. It Is be-
lleved that four pounds of pomace
when fed In what has been termed a
“balanced ration” is equivalent to one
pound of good cow hay, and to 83§
to 8% pounds of well-eared corn
sllage.

A Simple Saw Clamp.

This simple saw clamp can be made
by anyone, and does not need any
bolts or screws. The two clamps are
made of 1-inch boards, 5 or 6 Inches
wide, beveled on top and then dressed
down to nearly an edge at the bottom.
The saw is placed In the clamps In

SIMPLE BAW CLAMP,

your hands, und then Inserted In the

beveled slot, and the hammer makes

it perfectly firm and rigid. The frame
can be made to stand on the ground
or floor, or can be made low to place
on work bench.

Bolled Timber,

A new process has been discovered
for warring against white ants, the
pests of the tropical reglons. These
termites—as they are called—destroy
the woodwork of the finest bnlldings
within six months, Thelr action is In-
sidlous, says the London Mall, inas-
much as the outward appearance of
the wood does not betray the rotten-
ness within, and their ravages, If not
discovered In time, lead to the total
collapse of the bulldings. Some time
ago It was suggested experiments
should be carrled out by a London
wood-process syndicate, Specimens

were prepared and sent out to a num-’

ber of tropical countries. After a
somewhat protracted trial news has
been recelved from the Madras presi-
dency that the specimens sent there
have successfully resisted the attacks
of the white ants. The process im-
provesa, toughens and strengthens the

wooll. This Is accomplished by bolling |

the timber in saccharine solution, and
afterward drying It at a high tempera-
ture. A revolution In the export tim-
ber trade to tropleal countries is prob-
able, as In plages where termites
abound soft wood will be used Instead
of the more expensive varieties,

Fighting W
There |s nothing which hold to the
soil with such pertinacity as weeds.

It Is probable that the Egyptians are

to-day fighting the same weeds which
they were trylng to exterminate by
the aid of the Isrselites when they
were In bondage. We must always
bear this In mind, that we manure and
cultivate all the weeds we do not de
stroy. KEternal vigllance is the price
we pay for the extermination of
weeds.

| g
Conquest #= Great
American Desert

* The development of irrigation brings
with it a multitude of problems which
increase In variety and Importance as
the land becomes settled and the ca-
pacity of the water supply taxed to &
greater extent. Many of these prob-
lems He at the very heart of practical
Irrigation. The relations between farm-
ers under irrigation are far closer and
more Intimate than under the condl-
tions of farming In the east, and the
community of interest is necessarlly
much more In evidence. One man may
ruin his nelghbor's land by Improper
management of his water, and the con-
tinued waste of water prevents the
bringing of new areas under cultiva-
tion and thus restslots settlement. .

Dr. Mead's report (recently lssued)
calls special attention to the Increas-
Ing cost of water, which the farmer
must have whether the cost la great or
small. During the past five years this
cost has risen enormously In nearly
every western State. Certaln water
rights in Colorado, for example, which
were originally purchased for §5 an
acre now sell for $§35, Where former-
ly 60 cents an acre foot for water
would have been regarded as a prohibl-
tive price, farmers last year pald §7 an
acre foot. Fully $20,000,000 was pald
by Irrigators last year for the water
they used. In many cases, from lack
jof knowledge how to use the water
, economically, they wasted and misap-
plied enormous quantities, thereby in-
juring their crops and thelr land and
incidentally that of thelr nelghbors
through seepage. oLt

During the Investigations of the past
few years many Instances of overirri-
gation have come under observation.
With the restricted supply In many lo-
callties, the wasteful or unskiliful use
of water by one farmer often -means
that the crops of some other farmer
must suffer because of It or that land
must remain uncultivated. The area
farmed, the yleld of crops and the con-
| tinued productiveness of the soll all
depend on knowing how to use water
|aright and on the establishment of
laws and regulations to compel this
when men know and refuse to heed.—
Denver Fleld and Farm.

COUNT TOLSTOL

Count Tolstol, the noted Russlan, Is
quite optimistic. He'says it Is neces-
sary to get rid of the present govern-
ment. The people are tired of a rule
which has hitherto rested upon force
and wish It supplanted by" one sup-
ported by love, good will and Chris-
tian acts. Count Tolstol, a Russian
novelist, soclal reformer and religious
mystic, was born In 1828, He was ed-
ucated at the University of Kazan and
served In the Army of the Caucasus
and In the Crimean war, be'ng appoint-

COUNT TOLSTUL,

€d Divislon Commander In May, 18585,
He was In the battles of Tchernaya
and Bebastopol. He retired at the end
of the campalgn. After the liberation
of the serfs he llved on his estates,
working with and relleving the peas-
ants and also devoting himself to
study. He Is the author of a number
of books, chiefly novels, that made him
famous as a writer.

Making a Blaff,

Nell—That Miss Jones, the type-
writer girl, says she was the envy of
all the other young women at the sea-
shore,

Grace—No wonder, While she was
down there she got all the other girls
in the office to write letters to her and
sue sdt on the porch and blushed and
i-mlled when. she read them.—Philadel-

phia Press.

Clear Enough.

Mrs. Subbubs—Mrs. Backlotz tells
me that that Mrs. Newcombe, next
door to her, Is exceedingly cold and
unsympathetic, and——

Mr, BSubbubs — Ah, that simply
means that she doesn't gossip.—Phlilae
delphia Ledger. -

Common Mistake,

“Bliggins says that when he went
to school he was one of the brightest
boys in his class.”

“Yes,” answered the sporttng mang
“that's where 80 many of ns fall
down—getting out of our class"—
Washington Btar,

The women pay so much attentlon
'in fheir meetings to the evil In a men's
club, and not emough to the private
mall box.

It is easler for A man to stop a ron-
away horse than it is for him to stop _
4 woman's tongue or & baby's tears.




