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“ILL STOP HIMI® _

gynopais — Dissatisfled becauss of
the seamingly barren outlook of his
position as a school teacher In &
Canadian town, John Harris deter-
mines to leave It, taks up land n
Manitoba and become A “‘home-
steader.” Mary, the girl whom bhe
loves, deciares she will accompany
bim. They are married and set obt
for the unknown country. Thery
select & homestead, bulld a home
and begin their life work of mak-
Ing the prairie fertile (arm Mand
Returning from selling his Brst
crop, Harris finds his wife despon-
dent ailmost to insanity from lone-
liness, and with the Immediate oX-
pectation of becoming a mother. A
son s born to them, to whom they
give the pame of Allan. The story
now jumps forward twenty-five
years. Harris is prosperous and all
for getting rich. Mary is toll-worn
and saddened over the change In

her husband. Allan works with his

father. Beulah, the pretty daugh-

ter, Is rebellioua at the shut-in

farm Ife. Jim Travers ls an un-
usual hired man. And he 18 se-
cretly in love with Beulah. Harris
and his son clash with Jim and he
leaves. Beuiah guarrels with her
father and prepares to leave home

!l secretly

—_————
— —_

CHAPTER VIii—Continued.
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*“AMother, this is too much[™ the girl
exclalmed.

Her mother started and looked up.
“You're leaving us, Beulah?" she
asked. There was no reproach in her
volce, nor even surprise, but a kind of
qulet sorrow. *“I couldn’t let the poor
brutes suffer,” she explained.

“Yes, I'm leaving.” sald Bealah. e |
can’t stand It any longer.”

The mother sighed. *“Tve secn It
coming for some time,” she sald, at
length. *I suppose it can’t be helped.”

“You're so passive,” returned the
girl, with a touch of impatience. “You
make me want to fight. Of course It
can be helped, but It can't be helped by
always giving In."

“Your father has met one of his own
mettle at lust," sald the mother, and
the girl funcled she detected a note of
pride, but whether of father, or daugh-
ter, or both, she could only guess.
“Well, It's all very sad. Your futher
s & good man, Beulah. . . . 1 should
send You back to your bed, but some-
how | can't. I1—I1 doa't blame you.
Beuluh."

She riad Anlshed the last cow. Beu-
lah hkelped with the palls of mlilk, and
the two women went back to the bouse
together. When Mary had washed her
hands she took her daughter's face be-
tween her pulms and Fissed her on the
cheeks. Slowly Beulah's arms stole
about her neck, snd It took all the
steel In ber nature to frevent surren-
der.

“Stay tIll morning, Beulah, Your
father may be disposed to give and
take a little then, and you'll do the
same, won't you? . . . Oh, my girl,
don’t break up our home like this!"

“You can't breuk op what pyou
haven't got. Aslde frem you, why
should 1 eall this place home? 1 work
here, and get my board and clothes.
Well, 1 enn work other places, and get
my Loard and clothes, If I've got to
be a cog In a money-mpking muchine,
1 will nt least choose the machine,”

“What plans have you made? Where
are you golng?™

“HMaven't made any plans, and don't
know where I'm going. But I'm golng.
At pfesent thot's enough. The plans
will come nlong as they're needed.”

“Tlave you any money?' asked the
mother, with a brisk effort at cheer-
fulpess. She was already planning for
her daughter In the new world she was
ahout {0 enter.

“Enough to start rie. That's all |

need. 1 ean earn more, It's not work
I'm afrald of, although I suppose fa-
ther won't be ahle to see It that way

He'll put all this down to laziness and
obstinpey, It's nelther, [It's Just a
plain human eraviog to Hve™
“]1 gometimes wonder whether I'll
be able to stand 1t through to the
end,” her mother whispered, somewhat
fenrfully, as though frightened by the
admission. *“I've—I've seen It coming
with you, and 1 can’t help feeling that
perhaps this 1s only the beginning.”
“Oh. mother, If you should!" cried
the girl, *“That would do It—that
would open his eyes. Ile'd see then
that there & something In the world
besides wheat and cows, after nll.  If
you would come—If you would only
come too, things would be different.”
“Rut 1 couldn't do that,” suld the
mother, after a silence, and as though
speaking with herself. “He's my hus.
band, Beuluh. You don't snderstund,”
They taljed then, [n secrel. sorrow

ful confidence, of many things, things | on ke thix hefore?

| for thelr ears only, and the gray was
| returning In the northern sky when
the girl again left the house, and this
time swung fesolutely down the read
' that led to Plainville. Her henrt was
now at rest, oven at peace. In the
sacred communlion of that last hour
| she had come ta see something of her
"mother’s problem and sacrifice; and
although she was golng out Into the
world alene; she felt that somewhere,
some time, was a solution that would
reunite the broken family and tune
their varylng chords In harmony.

From an unhappy sleep 'n his room
upstairs Joho Harrls was awakened
by the whine of the cream separator.
A gqulet smile stole mcross his strong,
still bandsome face. “Beulah has de-
cided to be sensihle,” he whispered to
himself.

™n the morning the Harrls honse-
hold was astir early ns usual. The
farmer and his son gave thelr atten-
tlon to the horses while Mary pre-
pared breakfast, and It was not until
they were sented at the table that
Harris notleed his daughter's absence.

“Where's Deulah? he demanded

“1 don't know.,"” his wife replied.

“Ain't she up yet?™

“l don’t know.”

Harris rose from the fable and
went upstairs, He entered his daugh-
ter's room without knocking. The bed
had not been slept In, and a strange
apprehension suddenly tightened
about his chest,
to the kltchen,

“Mary, I want-to know where Beu.
Iah a."

“T can't tell you where she 15, John.
She left here lnst night.”

“Left bere? Do you mean that she
has run away?’

“Not Just that, perhaps, but she haas
gone, and I'm not looking for her back
for s while™ The mother's volce %as
dry, and she talked In the restraint of
subdued emotion,

“And you knew she was golng?™

*l knew befora she lefr. | diin't—"

“No, You diin't think it was worth
mentioning to me. Just a matier we
could talk ahout any time, 1 suppose
you thought I wouldn't care.”

“Well, you didnt seem to enre very
much, John. You gave your orders
and went to bed. "eulsh could ohey
or gef out. You might bave known
she had enough of your own spirit to
soon settle that question. She settled
It Just as you would have settled it If
you had been In her place™

“Oh of course, I'm to blame for the
whole thing" sald Harrls, and his
throat was thick ns he #poke.
dsughter was very dear to him, and

entered his head. Why should she?
Wasn't he a good Zather? Didn’t he
Elve her a good home, with plenty to
ent and wear, and a little money to
spend from time to time, and no ques-
tlons asked? What more could a man
do than that? Already his heart was
cerylng out for his daughter—the ery
of broken strings which never knew
thelr strength untll they broke, And,
lest gentleness should be m!staken for
wenkness, he clothed his real feelings
In sharp words to his wife,

“Of course, you must take her part.
I suppose you ndvised her to go. It
was an awful thing for me to tell her
she must do her work, but a small
thing for her to run away, Well, I
hope she likes It. If she thinks I'm
golng to hitch up a buggy and go
chasing around tha nelghborhood, beg-
glog her to come back, she's mistaken,
She's gone of her own free will, and
she can come back of the same, or not
at all”

“l wouldn't look for her back too
soon,” remarked Allan, “Looks to me
ns though this thing had all been fg-
ured out ahead, Jim went yesterday
morning: Beulah goes last night. Just
a ¢hance If they alu't married by this
time."

“So that's It, 18 It?” exclalmed Har-
ris, jJumping up from his untouched
breakfast, There was n flerce light In
his eye and a determination In his
face that boded Il to any who op-
posed him. He selzed his wife rough-
Iy by the shoulder., “And you were a
party to this, were you? You—you
wouldn't even stop at that? Well, 'l
stop It, TI'll stop him, If I do It with
a bullet. TI'll show him whether any—
pny—hired man—can cross ma In a
mutter of my own famlly”

I1ls wife had risen, and was cling-
ing to his wrists, half for protection,
half In suppllance., “Now, John,” she
pleaded, “don't be rash. You don't
know that Beuluh's gove wilth Jim,
and you haven't a word of proof of
| A

“Proof! What more proof do |
wint?  When did ever Benlah earry
Didn’t she al-

He returned qulckly |

' "and 1 don't belleve It

| answer that cry.
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Ao as she war told? And haven't
they been thick as wolasses this while
back? Wusn't It over wasting time
with her that Jim got fred, anl not a
word of adintsslon of the real facts
from him? What more do you want
than that? You thought 1 wouldn't
be Interested in that, either”

*1 Mdn't know 1L" she protested,
I don't be
Heve elther Deoulah or Jim had any
such thought In their head. But even
If they did. Jim Travers In an decent
a young man as there Is In Malnville
distriet, and  gou've nothing to be
ashamed of axcopt your own temper,
that drove them away In thé way they
went."

“I won't listen to that kind of talk
from you any loner,” sald Harrls
sternly. “1'll ehase the Joung repro-
bates to earth, If It takes all summer.
And unless you can cleac yourself of
belng mixed up Ih this—whll, there'll
be something to settle og that scors,
too. Hiteh up the drivers, Allan, and
be quick ahout It

*You're not going to leave your
plowing, are you?' asked his wife,
The wordes sprang to her lipa without
any misintent, It was such an unustal
4hing for her hushand, on any account,
to leave the farm work unfinished,
The practice on the Harrls homestead
wan work first, all other considera-
tions second,

“That's enough of your sarcasm,”
he snapped. T would think when our
pame Is threatened with a disgrace
ke this you would he as anxlous to
defend it an T am, How Ia It you go
back on me In a moment llke this?
You're not the woman you once were,
Mary.™

“And you're not the man you once
were, John," she answered, "Oh, ean't
you see that we're just reaping what
has been sown—the crop we've been
ralsing through all these years? Beu-
Inh's very life has been crylng out for
action, for scope, for room, for some-
thing that would give her o reason for
existence, that would put a purpose
Into her 1ife, and we've not tried to
1 binme myselfl as
much as you, John, perhaps more, be
cause [ should have read her heart—I

]
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that she would leave home h~d never |

“Now, John,” Bhe [“leaded, “Don't Be
Rash”

should have seen the danger signals
long ago., Bot | was so busy, 1 didn"t
think. That's the trouble, John, ve've
been so busy, both of us, we haven't
taken time to keep up with her, We've
gathered Bome property together, and
our cares have grown In proportion,
but that which wns more to us than
all the property In the world we have
lost—because we valued It less,” The
tenrs were slowly coursing down her
cheeks, and her thin, work-worn arms
were-stenling about his neck. “Don't
think dear,” she whispered, “that I'm
Indifferent, or that this hurts me leas
than you, or that [ would shield my-
self from one lota of my just blame,
but let us face the fact that it has
been our mistake rather than Beu-
lah's,”

He removed her arma, not ungently.
“l pever thought It would come Lo
this" he sald. “I thought 1 humored
her every way | could. As for our
hard work—well, work makes money,
and 1 noticed Beulnh could spand ber
share.”

“You don't understand, John, It
wasn't the work, It was the making a
god of work, and giving It so much of
our lives that there was pnone left for
her. That's why she looked psome-
where else—If she has looked some-
where else.” -

“Allan works as hard and harder
than ever Beuolah did, and Allan
doesn't feel that way about 't.”

“That's true,” she admitted, *“but
Allan's ambition 1s work, He works
and 18 satisfled, but Beulah thinks,
and is not satisfied, It's the ulfference
in thefr nature, and we didn't take It
into consideration.” In every phrase
she tried to link his blame with hers,
that the burden wight unite lnstead of

separate them,

“If she'd thought a little more be
fore (his mad prank It would have
hoen butter for everybody” he sald.
“Well, she'll have plenty of time to
think yet." He stepped (o the kitchen
door. and from the nall above took
down the repeating rifle,

“You're not going to tuke that!” she
erfed. "Don't take 1that, John, It
ean't possihly do any good. and It may
do a lot of harm."

“l won't do anvthing foollth™ he
answered, “but I'll take [t along, Just
the same."

Allan, with the drivers harnessed
to the top buggy, was now at the door,
Without saying goodhy to his wife
Harrls Joined him, and the two set
off on thelr mearch. Almost at the
gate they met George Grant, who had
come over to hnul water for another
day's plowing. [le stopped In some
surprise at the turnout,

“] guess we won't be plowing to-
day.” sald Harris  He hesitated b
fore George's guestioning look, and a
cortalp sense of family shame came
upon him, Dut It was evident that he
could hardly search for Beulah with.
out mentioning her departure, and he
might as well make a cloan breast of
the affalr,

“My Dear Mother: Here |
shadow of the

am in the
Rockies.”

(TO BE CONTINUEDL.)

TREES GIVE MILKLIKE JUICE

Troples Provide Pretty Falr Substl
tute for the Animal Product In
Use in Northern Climes
In Britlsh Guisna and the West
Indles, particularly on the banks of
the River Demerara, there grows &
tree known to the natives as the hya-
hya, which ylels from Its bark and
pith a Julee slightly richer and
thicker than cow's milk. The tree Ia
about forty feet high and eslghteen
| tnchea In clrcumference  when full
{ grown, and the natives use lis Juice
las we use *milk, It being perfectly
harmiess and -mixing well with water,
The Cingnlese have a tree—they
eall It kirlaghuma—which ylelds &
fluld In all réSpects llke milk; while
in the foresta of Parn grows a (ree
enlled the massenodendron, which
glves a milkilke julce. It ean he kept
for an Indefinite time and shows no

tendency to become Bour.

On the other hand, certain trees In
the valleys i * Aragua and In Caungua
yleld a similar fluld, which, when ex-

to the air, begins to form [nto
a kind of cheese, which very wsoon
becomes sour.

In the Canary Islands there In a
tree called tabaya dolce, of which the
milk, thickened Into a Jelly, is con-
sidered a delleacy.

Orthodoxy's Duty to Heresy.
1 belleve that progress dependa
more upon the safeguarding of the

rights of heresy than upon the pro-
tection of orthodoxy, says a wriler
In the Century. Every forward siep
| In history hod, In the very nature
| of the case, to begin with an attack
| upon the then existing order. Had ef-
fective means for preserving the
status quo existed from the dawn of
human history, Instend of our todny
Hving amidst surroundings of c¢ul
ture and safety, we should probahly
be chasing one another with clubh
through the forest and drinklog blood
from the scraped skulls o1 our vie
tims, while the head of some primitive
Patrick Henry afforded a delectable
dish for some embryo censor. All this
ix the most frayed and wenthered plat.
itude, but unless we base our con-
ception of liherty and our policlies of
freedom upon it, we are doomed either
to political and social stagnation, on
the one hand, or to rliotous revolution
on the other.

The Koala, or Australian Bear,

The koala Is a smnll, pouched an-
tmal of Australia, resembling the bear
in appearnnce. It Is sometimes cnlled
the Australinn bear, It I1s about 24
inches long and 12 Inches high at the
shoulder, and has no tall, Iis fur Is
very thick, soft and wooly. The an-
Imal's long toes ennble It easily to
grasp the branches of (trees, from
which It often hangs with Its back
downward., It slecps In the day time
in the top of a hluve-gumn (eucalyptus)
tree, on the lenves of which it feeds,
bot it alse roams around op the ground
digging up roots. The mother enrries
ber cub In her pourh when It 18 very
young, and when old enough to leave
the pouch It rides on her back. The
natives of Australla eat the fesh of
the koala, and often ¢limb the highest
trees In search of the animals,

On the Wrong Soent.

Half the world I8 on the wr
seent In the pursait of haappinoss
They think It consists In haviag and
getting, and In belng served by othors
It consists In giving and o serving
others.~—Drummond,

Naturally,
“1 put my fool in It today.”
“What did you do?"
“Iried on & new palr of shoes”
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AROUND
ORCHARD

BEST TOOLS FOR GRAFTING

Thick-Bladed Knife or Chisel, Ham.
mer or Mallet to Ald Bplitting,
and Grafting Wax,

When In the spring the sap beging
to move In the stovk, be ready; this
pecurs enrly 16 the pliis and cherry,
atd later In the pear and apple, says
a writer In Farm Journdl. Do the
grafting, It possible, on & mild day
during showery weather, The nheces
anry toold are & chisel, or o thick-
biaded knife or a grafiing lron (with
which to split opens the stock after It
s sawed off smoothly with n fine
tooth saw), a bammer or maldet to
alid the splitting process, a very sharp
knife to trim the sclons, and a supply
of good grafting wax. Haw off a
branch at the desired polut, split the

e i e ——

1. Splitting the BStock. 2. Scion
Ready to Put in Place. 3. BScions
in Place. 4. Cross-Section of Btock
and Bciona. 8, Scions and Cut Pro-
tacted by Wax,

stock a lttle way down and insert a
sclon at each outer sdge—taking care
that the inner bark of the sclon fits
exncily against the Inner bark of the
sork,

Trim the sclons wedgeshaped, as
shown In the pleture; Insert them ae-
curately ; the wedge should be a trifle
thicker on the side which comes In
contnct with the stock's bark, Last-
ly, npply grafting wax, Each sclon
should be long enough to have two or
three buds, with the lower one placed
as shown, The “spring” of the cleft
holgds the sclons securely In place, and
therefore. tying showld be unneces
sury. If both sclons In a cleft grow,
one may Ilater be cut away.

You can't graft s pear or an apple
on a cherry or plum tree, nor vice
versa, The wstone frults nnd the
pomaceous fruits are separate fami-
lles and refuse o lntermarey.

One authority likes to make his
grafting wax thls way: One pound of
resin, one-half pound of beeswax and
one-quarter pound of tallow, melted
together and applied with a brush,
Keep In an lron pot; heat for use
when wanted, He says: "It 1s best
to use wnclons which were cut very
early this spring or last fall; they
can be kept In molst sawdust or
sund."”

TREES GIRDLED BY RODENTS -

Scions Placed Together and Covered
With Wax Eventually Heal Over
Injury to Trunk,

Bridge-grafting will often save treea
that have been girdled by mice, It Is
best to do It In the early spring, but
miy be tried with good resulls even
ufter the buds begin to swell,

PPleces of round wood are shiirpened
at ench end. Then openings are mada
in the bark both nhove anA below the
girdled place, with a half-inch chisel,
The shoots are then bent outward, the
‘bending making enough pressure to
force the points of the shoots into the
chisel cuts and hold mecurely, The
shoots can then be given additional
strength with  grafting wax. The
ghoots will grow with the tree and
hend over the wound in n few yenrs,
These connectlons help the tree to
live until nature can help In healing
over the wound, Ahout four or five
bridge grafts are used on amall trees
and more If the trees are very valu-
able and there ls time for the work,

TOOLS TO CONTROL BORERS

Good Jackknife and Plece of Wire Are
Favored for Peaches, Quinces
and Apples,

The best way to control borers In
to dig them out. A spade and A three-
cornered scraper to scrape away the
earth, n good Jackknife for peach
trees and a kolfe and plece of wire
for quinces and apples are the tqols
wéquired. Look over the trees In May
and September or October,




