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CHAPTER XIV—Continued.
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There was no lnck of fodder for
the flames. By dint of severnl wheel-
barrow trips between the knoll and the
farmyard, he had presently construe-
ted a pyre of lmpressive proportions;
and by that time It was quite dark
—s0 dark, indeed. that he bhad been
forced to hunt up a yard lantern,
car®ing the which the girl had ac-
companied him on his two final trips

“Here,” he sald clumsily, when all
was ready, offering her matches. “You
lght It, please—for luck."”

Thelr fingers touched as she took
the matches. Something thumped In
his breast, and a door opened in the
chambers of his understanding, letting
in light.

Kneeling at the basa of the pyre,
she struck a match and applied It to
a quantity of tinder-dry excelslor.
The stuff enught instantly, puffing lnto
n brilllant patch of blaze; she rose
and stood back, en stthouette, deliente-
Iy polsed at attention, walting to see
that her work was well done. He
could not tnke his gnze from her.

So what he had trifled and toyed
with, fought with and prayed agalnst,
doubted and questioned, laughed at
and cried down, was sober, pninful
fact. Truth, heart-rending to behold
'n her stark, shining beauty, had been
revealed to him In that moment of
brushing finger-tips, and he had looked
In ber face and known his unworthi-
ness; and he trembled and was afrald
and ashamed. . . .

The girl retreated to his side, re-
turning the matches.

A tongue of flame shot up from
the peak of the pyre, and a column of
smoke surpassed it, swinging off to
leewnrd In great, red-bosomed volntes
and whorls picked ont with fiylng regl-
tents of sparks.

They seated themselves with thelr
backs to the fire and at a respectful
distance from [t, where they conld
watch the jJetting blades of light that

nged the far-off headland, Whitnker
reclined on an elhow, relapsing Into
moody contemplation. The girl stirred
uneasily, turning her bead to look ut
Whitnker,

“You know,” she sald with a con-
fused attempt to laugh: “this Is renlly
s0 eanny, this place. Or else Pm
balmy. I'm seeing things—shapes that
stir ngalnst the blackness, off there be-
vond the lleht, moving, halting, star-
ing, hating us for butchering thelr nge-
old pence nnd qulet. Maybe I'll for-
get to see them, If you'll talk to me
u lttle,”

“1 ean't talk to you,” he sald,
gracious In his distress,

“You can't? It's the
been noticeable, then.

an-

first time It's
What's respon-

glble for this all-of-p-sudden change
of heart?”
“That's what's responsible” The

wards spoke themselves almost agalnst
his will.

“You're very ohscure. Am I to un-
derstand that you've taken a sudden
dislike to me, so that you ecan't treat
me with decent eivility?”

“I've always understood
knew what men meannt before the men
did, themselves,"” Hig volee broke a
little. “Oh, enn't you see how It Is
with me? Can't you sea? he cried.
“God forgive me! I never meant to
Inflict this on you., at such a timel
I don't know why I have . ., ™

“You mean,” she stammered In a
volce of wmaze—"you mean—Ilove?"

“Can you doubt 113"

“No . not after what's hap-
pened, T presume. You wouldn't have
followed—you wouldn't huve fought so
to save me from drownlopg—1 suppose
—{f you hadn't—eared. . . ., Buot I
didn't know."

“Then you're not—offended?”
nsked, sitting up.

“*Why should I be? The firelight
momentarily ontlined the smillng half
wistful countenunce she turned to him,
“What womnn would be who recelved
us grent nnd honorable a compliment
~from you, Hugh? Only"—ugunin the
whimsical Hetle lnugh thut merged loto
a smothered sigh—*1 wish I konew ("

“Wish you knew what?"

“What's going on Inglde that extra-
ordinary head of yours; what's in the
mind behind the eyes that 1 so often
fin® staring at me wo curlously.”

He bowed that hend between hands
that compressed cruelly his temples.
“] wish I knew!” he groaned in pro-
M “Bince you called me to supper,
. while sgo. by name—] don't know

he

wWalnen |

why-—<your volce, a8 you used jt then,
has run through my head and through,
teasing my memory ke n strain of
music from some half-remenbered
song. It half-maddens me; | feel so
strongly that everything would be so
stralght and plain nud clesar bhetween
us, If 1 could only fusten upon that

fugitive, lodefinable sotwething that's
wlways fluttering Just beyond my
grasp !

“You menn all that—honestly ¥ she
demanded in an sddly startled volee,

“Most honestly.” [le looked up In
excitement, “You don’t mean you've
felt anything of the sort?™

“No, I"—her voleg broke as If with
wenriness—*] don't mean that, pre-
clsely, 1 mean Probably 1 don't
know what I do mean, ['m really
very tired, too tired to go on, Just
now-—to sit here with you, badgering
our poor wits with esoterie subtleties.
I think—do you wmind?I'd better go
in."

She rose quickly, without walting for
hi® hand. Whitaker stralghtened out
his long body with more dellberation,
stunding finally at full helght, his
graove and moody countennnce strongly
relleved In the ruddy glow, while her
face was all In shadow,

“One moment,” he begged humbly—
“before we go in. 1 . . [I've some
thing else to say to you. If I may.™

S8he walted, seriously attentive,

“l haven't played falr, I'm afrald”™
he sald, lowering his head to escape
her steadfast gaze. *“Tve just told
you that I love you, but . . *

“Well?7" she demanded (n an odd,
ringing volce. “Isn't It true?”

“True?™ He Inughed unnaturally.
“It's o true I—wish 1 had died before
I told you!™

“Plense explain”™
weurlly.

“L" he stammered—*1 nm already
muarried.”

She gave a  lttle, =stifled cry—
whether of pailn or horror or of lndig-
nation he eould not tell,

“I'm sorry—I—" he begnn.

“Don't you think you might have
thought of this before?™

“1 . you don't understand—"=

“8n would seem.,” she puot
eruclly.

“Plense henr me! It wns several
years ngo | married a girl I'd never
seen before, to bhelp her out of a des-
pernte sernpe she'd got Into. We
never lived together, never even saw
one another after that hour. She
lind every renson te think me dead—
us I should have been, by rights, But
now she knows that I'm alive—is nbout
to sue for a divorce”

After a long pause, during which
nelther stirred, she told him, In a faint
volee: “Thenk you”

She moved toward the house,

“If you will forgive me—"

“Oh, 1 forgive you, Mr. Whitaker,
My heurt (s really not quite so fraglle
pns all this tmplles. 1 think Il go
to bed. P'm very, very tired, In splite
j of my sleep on the sands.  That didn't
rest me, really."”
| They returned to the kitchen,

In silence, while Whitaker Adgeted
nbout the room, awkward and un-
+Im;-py. the glirl removed n glass lamp
from the shelf nbove the sink, os-
sured herself that it was filled, and
lighted it. Then over her shoulder:

“l hope you don't mean to stay up
all night™

“I—well, I'm really not sleepy.”

“Ax soon us you feel the least need
of sleep, you'll go to bed?

“I promise”

“Very well, then”

The insistent oote faded from her
tones, She moved toward the table,
put the lamp down, and hesitated In
one of her strange, unprosaged moods
of difidence, looking down at the
finger-tips with which she truced n
mennlngless pattern on the oll-cloth,

“You are kind," she sald abruptly,
her head bowed, her face hidden from
him,

“Kind!" be echoed, dumfounded.

“You are kind and swest and gen.
erous to me,” ghe inslsted In a level
volee, “You have shown me your
heart—the heart of a gentlemnn—with-
out reserve; but of me you have
usked nothing”

“1 don't understand—""

“1 meun, you haven't once referred
to what happened Inst night. You've
been content to let me preserve my
confidence, to remain  secretive snd
mysterioun In your sight. . . . That
is how 1 seem to you—Isa't IL¥*

she urged n trace

It in

*Socretlve nnd mysterlous? Nut |
have no right to your confidence ; your
afMales are yours, Inviolable, unleoss
vou choose to discuss them™

“Youn wonld think  that  way—of
conrse ™ Ruddenly she showed him
hor face lluminnted with Its frank,
shadowy smile, her sweot eyea, kind
and nn foartess ns the eyes of a child,
*Hher men would not, I kpow, And
you have every right to know™

ool_. l.l

“Youi and 1 =tall tell you. , . .
But not now : there's (oo much to tell,
to explain and muke understandable ;
nond Pm too terribly tired.  “To-morrow,
perhnps—or when Wo escipe from this
welrd pluce, when U've bad time to
think things out—"

“At your pleasure” he nassented
gently,  “Only-—don't et anything
worry you.”

Impulsively she eaught both his
honds oA clpsp ot once soft and
strong, wholly stralghtforward and
friemily.

-

“Do yon know,” she sald In a Inugh-
Ing volce, her head thrown back, soft
shadows durkening her mystical exes,
the lnmplight carcssing her halr until
It was as If hor hend were framed In
n holo of pure gold. bright ngninst the
somber bnckground of that mean, bare
room—*I} you kpow, dear mun, that
you are quite hilond

“I think,” he suld with his twisted
smile, “It would Le well for me If 1
were physicully hlind at this Instant |

She shook her head o light reproof.

“Illnd, quite blind!" she repeated.
“And yet—I1'm glad I's s0 with you.
I wouldn't Lave you otherwise for
worlds”™

She withdrew her hand, took up the
Inmp, moved n Hitle nway from him,
and paused, bholding his eyea,

“For Love, Is blind.” she sald
softly, with a qunint little nod of af-
firmation, “Good night”

He started forwanl, eyes aflame;
took a single pace after her; paused
as If agulpst un unseen barrier. His
haods dropped by lhils sldes; hils chin
to his chest; the light died out of his
fnce nnd left It gray und decply lned,
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CHAPTER XV.

Discovery.

He was up and out in the cool of
dawn, before suurise, delaying to listen
for some minutes ot the foot of the
stairwny. But be heard no sound In
that still house, ond there was no
longer the night to affright the woman
with hinted threats of nameless hor-
rors lurkiug bencath its Impenetrable
clonk, He feit no longer bound to
stand sentinel on the threshold of her
anpprehensdons,  He went out,

The day would be clear. In the
white mugle of nlr like crysinl trans
lucent and  wmwotlonless, the world
secmed wore close-knltted and sane,
What yesterday's velling of haze hnd
concenled was now bold and near, In
the north the Nghthouse stood ke a
horn on the brow of the headiand, the

lamp continulng to flash even though
its light wans darkened

e henms out

P
A Tongue of Flame Shot Up.

stripped by the rudiant forerunners
of the sun. On the nenrer lund ho-
wman lfe wns quickening; bere and
ithere pule streamers of smwoke swung
up from hidden chimneys on 18 wood-
ed rises,

Whitaker eyed them with longing.
But they were distant from attuin
ment by at the least three mlles of
tidewny through which wirong waters
ruced. He woagged n doubtful head,
und seowled; no slgn In any quurter
of u bout headiug for the lsland, no
telling when they'd be taken off the
cursed plnee !

In his mutinous irritation, the
sereimiug of the gulls, over In the
west, seemed to add the final touch
of nunoyunce, s superfiucus wddition
to the sum of his trinls. What was
the matter with the nddlo-pu.d things,
anyway?

There wns nothing to hinder hm
from Investiguting for hlimnself The
@irel would probably sleep anotber boue
or two,

He went forthwith, dulltng the keen
odgo of hin oxpsperation with a rapid
trump of hnlf A mile or so over the
uneven uplands,

The seromning was woll.nlgh denfens
Ing by the time he stowd wpon the
verge of the LI : benenth him galls
clowded the alr like beon swarming.
And yet he experienced no difficulty
In locating the chuse of thelr exclite-
moent.

Below, a slow tide erawled, slavers
Ing, up over the bowlderstrewn sands,
In a wavescoope] deprossion hetween

T msa s
in the Pool Lay the Body of a Man

two of the Iarge bowlders, the reced
ing waters had left a little, lmpld

pool. In the pool Ilay the body of
a man, face downward, llmbs fright
tully sprawling. Gulls  fought for

place upon his back.

The discovery brought with It ne
shock of surprise to the man on the
bluff: horror anlone, He wsoemed te
have known all along that such wouid
be the cuuse, But he shrank shudder
Ing from the thought of the work
that Iny to his hind—work that muosi
he accomplished st once s com
pletely ; for she must know
of It. She hnd suffered enough, m
it was

(TO BE

CONTINIUTED.)

HELICGRAPH USED IN AFRICA

Wireless Telegraphy Has Not Entirely
Supplanted Sunlight Sig-
naling.

The hellograph, nlthough largely su
perseded by wireless telogeaphy, still
In used on the frontlers of Indin and lp
Somth Africa, where the alr Is clem
und slgnnls can be seen over long Jdis

nnres,

Botha's men are using it, and s
are hls opponents, though perhaps they
seldom think this method of signnling
by menns of fashing reflections of the
sun's roys Is more than 2,000 years old,
belng Invented by Tuocltus, The shiclds
of soldlers, grouped In n prearrmnged
muanner, were usid, but, of course, the
system was very primdlve and trans
mission slow, ouly the shinplest ex
prossions belong possible,

Under fuvorable conditions n hell »
gruph slgnonl ean be read for very long
distnnees, 570 milles belng oot ot all
gncommon, while b yeurs ngo Muojor
Home, on the staff of General French,
maniged 1o send  wessuges Tor W
miles, for long a record,

Recently this has boen outdone, nnd
the spwe oficer wus able to read quite
clearly slgunls  which wore (nshed
from a distnnee of L0 miles. Captals
Sndler of the Carnbinlers, using n b
foch hellograph from Compnss  Heg,
tnlked to Mujor Home on the Cocks
combe mountaln, near Ultenhuge, »
record which remblos unhenten,

The Country Weoker,

Dre. Horuee Leavenworth Hall, the
ploneer  of  the children's country
woeek movement In the West, sald
the other duy In Denver:

“The exnmples of slum ehilldren’s 1g-
porinee ure w8 nerediblo ns they nre
tnnumerable,

“A farmer's wife pololed ot to a
slum urchin a Hock of birds wing
Ing their wuy ncross the eveniog
sky.

w0, look at the pretty birds!' she
sald.

“Paor things!" sald the wrchin
‘Poor Hitle things!  They haven't got
no enges, hove they? "

No Trouble at All,
Friend—1 suppose If peopls would
do just what you tell thein you would
have n great deal less trouble,
Doctor—Yes, ludeod! T would tedl
some of them (o sellle thelr accounts,

nothing |

POULTRY
- FAXTS

TUHKE'I'S ARE EASILY RMSED

Bird ia Especially Adapted to Grain
and Stock Farms Where There
Is Ample Range.

(Prepared by the United Btates Depart
ment of Agrioulture )

No one Is in o betier position to re
spond (o the present campnign for the
Inereased production of paultry on the
form than the turkey raiser. The tur
Key Inon furn bied, frst and Tast, aod
In espectally sulted to the grain aml
wtock farms where there s nmplo rang
ng ground shoundiug 1o such turkey
food ns grasshoppers anid  other o

swoets, weerd seeds, waste grain, such

Good Nesta for Turkeys.

an Is left In the Delds after harvest,
and nuts of such voarietien ns beech-
nuts, chestnuts, pecaps, plone nuts nnd
neorns,  On such s fann, the present
prices of gralo affect the turkey rals
er but ttle, for with the exception of
what Is used nt fattenlog time, the feed
consutned 1s lnrgely of sach o kiod as
would otherwise be wasted,

EACH BREED HlS ITS PLACE

All Have Been Mldl and Developed on
General Principle of Practical
Quality and Value.

(Mrepared by the United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture )

To the noviee (o poultry keeplng 1t
ften appenrs thut there I8 no real
woess{ty for so many breeds nnd vas
rAetlen ns huve been. standardized In
vmerien,  Further acquaintance with
them, however, shows thut although
color differences nre In most  enses
nude werely to plense the oyes of
persons having different preferences
for color, the diferences In shape and
dze whieh muke hreed charncter hove
heen developed with o view to ndapting
mel to purtleulnr uses or partieninr
wonditions

Lenving out of considerntion the
Yesaddn Kept as novelties, most of which
originanted hofore Industrial progress
erentid n Inrge demond for poulfry
products, nil the stnndard Ameriean
breeds of fowls have heen maode and
developed on the geneornl pineiple of
practienl gunlity. the foundation of
hreed, chneacter nnd value.

In harmony with thix principle the
ecommon classificntion of breeds ae-
cording to thelr ploce In the general
scheme of poultry production divides
them into three prineipul elnsses, name
Iy, laying hreeds, meat breods that ure
not us ready and  persistent ¢gg pro-
dueers as the laying hreeds, and not as
menty nnd ag ensy to fatten ns the
ment bhroeds, yet combine in one Indl-
vidunl fowl vesy good lnylng cupnelty
with very good talle guality,

The Leghorn, Minoren, Andalusian,
Anconn and Camplne are well-known
breoeds of the laying class; the Brah-
mn, Dorking, and Cornigh of the meat
clnsn ; the Plymouth Rock, Wynndotte,
Rhode Islund Ited and Orpington of
the gvm-rnl purpmm clnnn,

CONTENTED FOWLS ARE BEST

Easler to Keep Hens Healthy and to
Reproduce Stock Under Colony
House Bystem,

(Prepared by the United Hiates Doparts
ment of Agriculture )

A contented hen is o profituble pos-
sesplon, and contentment with the hen
I commensurnte with the comfort of
hor home, Henee henhouse bullding
should recelve more than passing no-
tlee from one who would profitably

produce poultry,

Hens do not do well In apartments ;
even semldetuchod houwses nre not des
slrable; soparnted (colony) houses,
ecach with {ts own yard, glve best all-
nround sntisfaction,

It In ensler to keep the birds henlthy
nnd to reproduce the stock under the
colony system If the birds are allowed
frie range. Broeding stock, nnd espes
clally growing chickens, should have
an nbundunt range, while hens used
solely for the production of market
eges muy be kept on o vory small area,




