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BETTER THAN REVENGE.
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CHAPTER VI,

Mr. Christopher Dayne had had a bad
day. It took much to dampen his spir-
Ns or to darken his cheery cutlook on
1if§; but this had been a day on which
<evevything had gone wrong with a
Cruel persistency.

He had needed all {he optimism that
‘was in him ever to get through the
world as well as he had. Brought up
to believe thal a forlune was his, to
©ocme to him at a certain time, he had
been disappointed {o find that it never
ame at all: The small-amouht of
money left him at his mother's death
had never been augmented at all, de-
Spite vague promises from the mysleri-
©0us Uncle Phipps. In time that small
amount of money had dwindled down,
despito all his efforts to cling to it; and
it had at last dwindled so far that it
Trequired a very keen pair of eyes to
Beo any of It at all, Then # was that
“Christopher Dayne had taken himself
f£y the throat, as it were, and given
‘himselt a shake, and determined to seo
@about earning hig living.

In a desolutory fashion Christopher
vhad been making towards that end for
fsome " little time, Turning a natural
gift to account, he had wrilten a little,
iand read a greal deal more; having an
©observant eye and some considerable
8ense of humor he had been careful to
Wnite about the things he saw in an
€asy and pleasant way. More than that,
setting about the business from the
Ppoint of view of work, and work only,
he had not disdained to listen to sug-
gostions made by busy editors and
'otbers. and so had gradually learned
{0 know what was wanted and to make
some effort to supply it, Only a little
M'ﬂx‘st, with, of course, many disap-
poml.nmnts, and some liltle heart-break.

delermined to win.

He had started early on economical
methods, Even while he clung to the
wbeliefl that Uncle Phipps must some
day put in an appearance and fulfil his
iIangﬂeluy&j obligalions, he yel saw
that for the present af least he must
ook after himself. He had determined,
therefore, to find a cheap lodging in
4s pleasant a neighborhood as possible.

It you had known Christopher Dayne
You would have been cerfain of one
thing—that he would choose his lodg-
gng not solely for reasons of economy;
there must be af least some faint sug-
z8eslion of a sentimental reason. After
Sall, wilh the whole of London to seleet
#from, he could afford to please himself;
and he did so accordingly,

Fate, being in a generous mood, led
him to Chelsea; took him by the shoul-
ders, as jt were, at the corner of Green-
ways' Gardens and gave him a litlle
Push which carried him exaclly oppo-
site No, 3. And having reachod 4hat
8spot he went no further; for (here was
a face at the window, looking out allur-
.ingly beside a card on which was set
the one word—“Apartments.” It 1s true
that the face was gone the next mo-
ment; but Christopher had seen it, and
Wwith a little hot fecling in his throat
he knocked at the door,

Disappointment number one; (he pro-
saic figure of Odley appeared, Cer
lainly it had not baen her face that, had
lcoked cut on to Greenways’ Gardens;
the only comforting thought was that
the owner of the other face must be
in the house Somewhere, Odley was
garrulous, and almost palhetically anx-
fous to let those two tap rooms; but
Christopher wavered.  Supposé, after
all, the owner of that face had been a
mere visilor? Suppose he took the

M as it were, under falso pre-
tences? However, he decided to see them,
and by an accident made up his mind
quite rapidly to take them.

He had bren left to himself for a mo-
ment, the better to inspect them; and
while he wavered, and while Odley,
with her head on ono side, watched
him, and speculated as to his verdict,
there had sounded on the stairs the
quick rustle of skirts; then a lit{lo his-
sing whisper, evidently intended to at-
tract Odley's altention. With a mut-
tered apology she went out; and Christo-
Pher Dayne heard another voie» speak-
ing rvapidly to hor in whispers,

“Is it all right, Odley? Do you think
he'll take them? There'l] be nothing (o
worry about then—yill there?”

Odley was quite astonished, when she
went back into the room, at the alacrity
wilh which Christopher decided about
1he matter; he seemed quite cager, So
4t came about that Christopher Dayne
settled down in the lwo top rooms,
wondeving a little how he was to pay
the rent. but muttering vague things
to himselt concerning inspiration and
stch other myslerious malters,

There is a certain glory surround-
Ing the man who writes, no malter
whal it be he writes aboul. The mere
deliberale sitling down at a fable, with
& W poor sheets of paper, to earn a
living is absurd to begin with; there ig
Buch an amount of courage required,
Therefore the mere whisper of his pro-
fession in the house slamped him a

m
{wondcr; his pens wene sacred; his 7
such as no other man could use. m
tery surrounded the two top mf
land flutlering of skirts and whig g
l¢n the stairs all poinied to it. N
!Odley had remarked with awe thaigg
lhnd actually “caught him at it t¢" |
her own expression, liftle Lucy L

joould contain herself no longer. G, in
hut firmly the next morning she %

the breakfast tray from Odley's n
less hands, and carried it, with a
ing heart, to the top rooms. And
<f course, began.the business. 2

Think of -the situallon. Christo!
was seafed at a lable, expecting
prosaic Odley to blunder into the 'y
6nd to make remarks oonoerning;
weather and other uninteresting to
instead of which came a fairy in hiy
shape, with a tray held before her, !
blushing preftily at being found in
a-situation, It being absolutely n
sary, also, that assistance shouk
rendered with regard to the tray.
other difficulty arose. Try 1t for
sell; get hold of one side of a v
tray that won't keep straight, whild
other slde is held by a fairy in hu
form, and endeavor to get it.on
square {able. Christopher found
self, in no time at all, stumbling
a chair and pulling the tray too 4
aver his side of the table: which r
silated mueh close examinalion ol
lray itself, and much pulting of 1
tcgether, in a blushing, awkward !
minute,

So disconcerting, 00, to ba as!
there was' anything else {hat wou
required; sn necessary fo got ur
hold the door while the divinity pj
through. No appetile for breskfasi!
that; only an insane longing that
might be another course to bring
and that she might bring it.

Odley came to clear away the b
fast, and Odley was amused, Cur
ly enough, however, she proved 1
a person of experience In these
ters; in some day set well back i
past she had been an object of &
tion, according to her own ace
There was no single room in the
in which a dramatic love-episod
not taken. place, and most of the !
of those episodes appeared to hav
violent deaths afterwards fromn
despalr at her stony-heartedness,
gethor a remarkable house.

The divinity came again on 1t
lowing marning, and was less st
decd, she timidly asked a quesdic
cerning the work he did, and was
¢d to find some of it actually
It being necessary that he shoul
Guite close {0 her, with his s
against hers, while he pointed o
disgracefully the man who hac
trated it had missed his point:
was no more breakfast for hi
day; and Odley begen to be im
with the fact that he would P
prove a cheap lodger.

Then he began to work at a
rate—burning midnight oil and
of that kind. Indeed, Odley wa
afraid o go to bed sometimes
he should fall asleep and sol
No. 3. Because it must be und,
that he had found an inspiraf
had never had before; and he wa
ing harder than ever now, just t
Miss Lucy Ewing what the b
was like, and just 1o show her, {c
scrt of a man he was. If only I
have been of sufficient imports
have an editor call for him—or
printer's  boy, drumming his
against the legs of the one chair
littte hall—it would have been
thing. But, of course, all that
come in time,

Youth—and work—and love
hope! They had all come s
fluttering into the windows of
Greenways' Gardens, and even
who had lived and grown stout
onhand imaginative romance, w
put a ribbon in her dress som
and had a wild desire (fortunate
er carried out) to dance and sing
the wondertul young man sta
waork in fhe morning the hou
hushed on his account, for j
had dropped a broom and b
senlence, heaven only know|
would have happened. And-it
mysterious, so wonderful to cont
the amazing resources of the )
for instance, as Odley put i,
be got it all from.”

“Of course, they discussed the
Svmpathy is a very fine thir
cames from the right person.

Was. young and inexperienced:

had such a lot yel to learn, whi
Lucy could teach him. For i
it will scarcely be believed that
positively amateurish in his love
and she delicately told him so

“I'm sure you won't mind 'm
fering, Mr. Dayne,” she said o
when he had asked her opinio
seene of most vital importance }

a passionate young hero and
and retiring heroine, “put she
never have said that,”

“Don't you really think s0, Mi
ing? he asked. “It sounded all
“l will read it™ said Lucy.

terested at that moment) did not humt
up young authors at that hour of the
night, he began to put. his papers to-
gether before vetiring. And then there
¢ame a quick, excited’ knocking at the
door of his room. He strode across’ fo
it and pulled it open, and confronted
Lucy Ewing.’ Her cyes were very bright.
If only he could have stayed her
tongue then! 'If only he could have sub-
dued the cagerness that love put into
ker volce! If he could have done {hat,
‘t might all have  been different; it
might never have occurred to the \vqnl-
ing woman below that through him
she ‘could strike at the girl she longed
s0 much to reach. . i e
“Mr. Dayne—Mr. Dayne—get up! .
Oh—I beg your pardon, Mr. Dayne,”
she said, as she stood before her in the
doorway. “I did not mean to startle
you—but there is somoeone to see you
_someone you very much want to see,
And I am so glad—for your sake.”
Somehow or other, in some mysterious
fashion, he had got hold of her hands,

.and they were looking straight inth
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FARM NOTES,

The value of manure depends upon
the quality of feod and the condition
of the animal.” Neither the solids nor
liquid from animals giving milk aré as
rich as that from fattening stock:. :
The first, most imperative and most{ -
sensible duly of the farmer is to abe
jure partisanship and study real poli-

tics—that is, measures, not men, nar
too old fo study, or|

ﬂnd'
men’

oflice seeking. If
with too little time for it, he must
an - honest and capable’ man or
to do it for him. 4
Glucose meal, if fed fresh, malkes a

wholesonie food for cows or pigs when'
properly mixed with other food. In its -
ordinary state it contains about 50 per

cent. water, and it cannot be -kept- long

without becoming very sour, in which

case it will taint milk and cause. pigs

to scour, It is often sold for more than

it is worth, because farmers do net

make a proper deduction for water. No

farmer can afford to pay more than

ane-fourth the price of cornméal for it

fresh,

It certainly is a mistake fo say that

“farming doesn’t pay" when wo cone

slantly see men malke a living at it who,

werg they to carry the same sort of

management into any othér business,

would nol kecp their hendi above water

six months. Why, if you ask a dozen

farmers, pieked ‘out at random here

and there, how much money came in
during the year and hew much they
paid out, if one of the dozen could give
2 correct answer it would b3 a wonder|
They may be able to tell you what their
principal crops sold for, but if you ask
what became of the proceeds, unless
&ome big debt were pressing—*“I dont
know,” would be the heady ireply—whila
ol the minor items, such as marketing
and surplus stock disposed of, no esti.
mate whatever could be made,

IN MERRY OLD ENGLAND

NEWS BY MAIL ABOUT JOHN BULL
AND HIS PEOPLE.

Occurrences in the Land That Reigns
Supreme in the Commercial
World.

The Court of Appeal, in London, has
decided that tips are wages.

Eight pairs of twins are altending the
Sandfield Council school, Guildford.

A solid silver microscope made in
lhe time of George II. was recently
sold in London.

The British licensing bill has caused
a g go of @1 950 ann gog 4




