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CHAPTER. XI.—(Cont’d).

Masters reached the steps which
led up Arom the sands to the seat.
Btanding at their base, he look-
ed away in the direction of the sea.
Iiwas easy to mark the spot where

racie had worked so hard with
spade and pail.

He thought of the child with a
pang of pity. For his heart had
gone out to her; he had been cap-
loving, winsome
ways. Even now his eyes reste
on where Gracie had built her last
castle. He could mentally see her
gleesomely swatching the water
overflowing the moat and gradual-
ly sweeping down the castle’s in-
verted pail-shaped turrets.

Gracie! Poor little soul! And
50 she, whom he had mistaken for
the governess — this woman—was
the mother of that incarnation of
innocence and purity! What of the
child’s future? He shuddered to
think of it ; it was horrible ; all hor-
rible in the extreme.

Well,” he would go home to his
lodgings.. First he would look again
—for the last time—on that portion
of the sands. For he felt that he
would never be able to come there
again. He would have been thank-
ful for a breeze just then; his brow
wap ‘so fevered.

Perhaps there was more air on
the sea-wall; he would test it, pass
up the steps. There was the seat
to avoid looking at ; the seat where-
sat reading —
heart reading heart. Where had
been born to him the happiest mo-
ment in life; love’s awakening.

There was other history about the
seat too: ‘pencil created. Thereon,
hefore that meeting, had been born
heroes and heroines, wicked men
and wicked women. All to be
bound together and pressed be-
tween covers later on to gladden or
sadden readers’ hearts.

Living a romanee is less alluring
than writing one: Masters found
1t so. He had been wont to believe
in the parts he cast his characters
for. He was learning !

Stumbling up the steps on to the
wall, he started to walk home. But
he halted, suddenly, before he had
taken half-a-dozen paces. No drill
sergeant’s command ever brought
up an absent-minded bezgar on pa-
rade as did the words which fell on
his ear. \

“I thought that was you, Mr.
Masters !”’

Her voice! The voice of his shat-
tered idol! The same voice ;- just
“as fresh and soft and kind as ever!
Her voice, speaking to him! Could

- it be? Or was it a dream, simply

o chimera of his brain? Or was this
voice—this voice ringing, singing in
his ears now—the result of his fev-
ered imagination only?

He feared to turn his head to
seec. To know whether it was in
reality the woman for whom he had
keen ready to lay down his life—
whom he had considered a princess
among women ; chaste, pure, mod-
est; whose dethronation had been
so recent. Whom he had come to
think of as soiled.

Yes! She was there before him in
the flesh! This perfidious parody
of perfection, this transmutal ideal.
He waited for a moment motion-
less ; then raised his cap—a merely
mechanical act.

Besides, being a woman, what-
ev. r else she might be, she was ex-
empt from rudeness at his hands.

Her sex protected her.

CHAPTER XII.

‘““Aren’t you going to sit on Our
Beat? Or don’t you need a rest?’

It was said archly ; the significant
inference to Our Seat, subtly con-
veyed. She seemed to have shaken
off the depression of yesterday. Was
herself ; her own blithe, bright self
again.

Mechanically Masters accepted
the implied invitation; sat. There
ensued silence ; a silence which told
more than speech. Not the silence
which breathes of sweet accord be-
tween two understanding hearts.

She, on her part, was filled with
wonder—expectancy—an undefined
sense of something being wrong.
He was not insensible of the fact

| him.
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.down as guilty of caddish"beha-
viour. The silence.became tense;
the strain was fast becoming un-
l:earable.

But little time passed; she got
to her feet—being the kind of wo-
man quick to take offence. The in-
sult was felt the moreacutely be-
cause, she told herself, she was
alone to blame; had courted it,
brought it on herself.

She had wanted to meet this man.

d | Had hurried on to the para’e with

the feeling in her heart that it
would be good to meet him. Had
sat on the seat for a minute’s rest
and a faint sense of grief that she
had not encountered him on her
walk, Had been thinking discon-
solately of walking home, when she
was rendered joyful by his pres-
ence. And then—then he was treat-

him ? . Such a possibility passed ra-
pidly through her mind; was as
rapidly rejected as a theory unten-
able. Did he disapprove of her com-
ing there alone, at that time { Some
men were punctilious in regard to
such matters. But he<natural,
unconventional as he was himself—
surely it could not be that. His
voice interrupted her reﬂections. Ip
& husky, strained tone, looking nei-
ther right nor left, but aimlessly
in front of him, he said—

‘“Nice, fine evening, isn’t it?’

Another credit note to our fickle
climate! But the utter incongru-
ity of his remark, the exceedingly
strange tone of his voice, caused
her to wheel round and look at
Then she saw. The moon
chanced to be free from clouds just
then; its pale beams accentuated
the lividity of Master’s face.

“‘Oh, my God! you are ill! What
has happened—an acci_dent‘l What
can I do for you?”’

As she was quick of thought so
tshe was quick of movement. In a
moment was kneeling beside him—
all the annoyance and hastily-arous-
ed temper gone to the winds. Only
her helpful woman’s instinct aching
to be of service to him: to the man
she loved..

“It is nothing.
worry yourself.”’

Impulsively her arms went up to
his shoulders in sheer sympathy and
kindliness. All the stiffness, all the
resentment, left her. She was just
plainly and simply a woman.

That being the case, her woman-
ly pride was relegated to a back
seat. Her precious dignity went
down in value; right down to nil.
It was not in the question at all—

Don’t—please.

that question she asked as she gave
berself to the needs of the moment ;
asked with real anxiety—

‘“Tell me—what to do?’

The light was there on her face,
in her eyes! Oh, unmistakably
there! The light which yesterday
he had prayed he might see; that
he had yearned for with his heatrt
and soul. Her soft beautiful radi-
ant eyes were looking with eager,
tearful anxiety into his own.

For a moment—the influence of
the moment and forgetfulness in
combination—he felt that he must
grasp, grip, strain her to him. Hold
her in one long, lasting embrace.
Then—he remembered! That an
hour back she had been clinging
to, looking into another man’s face
with the same tearful eyes! Oh!
the excellence, super-excellence, of
her acting! He would have given
a king’s ransom for the ability to
laugh just then—at himself.

Could it be—could it? For a
brief instant he doubted. The next
moment blamed himself for being
a fool. But not a blind fool—oh,
ro! He had the evidence of his
own eyes: the evidence for the pro-
secution.

Most of us, under such circum-
stances, willingly take upon our-
selves the threefold responsibility

of witness, jury and judge. It is
| instinetive in most men ; the desire
| to ladle out justice. But the ap-
ipeal: court sometimes oversets the
{ decisions ; Justice is not infallible—
i rerhaps her blindness has some-
| thing to do with it.

Few of us betray modcsty when
The more rig-
the opposing

wearing the ermine.
lorously we silence

| vere the sentence Weprotounce,
the more we rise in our estimagion.

/| ness is there; that the tide — like

ing her like that! Had she offended | iy

Curiously enough,” the hiq're’ So-.

The rise may not -be permaneni—
seldom {d; but while we are at the
bigh water mark of self-assurance,
we generally make the most of the
tide.  The sailing along on it is
helped by the wind of cerene gelf-
complacency; we sun ourselves-in
vanity of our prowess. Forgetful-

moment wes anger. That such:

L ‘woman should have power over
men. He mentally thanked God
that her power over him was of the
past.  Laid the flattering unction
to his soul that perhaps he was
cleaner-minded than his fellows.
Man applies curious ointments to"
his wounds! °

But that thankfulness did mnot
arrest his anger ; made it the great-
eér perhaps. He was hardly in a
state of that judicial calm which
should characterize dispassionate
Inquiry. Being angry, he spoke—
after the manner of the angry man
—foolishly; said brutally— .

‘‘This has been a busy evening
with you. Don’t you get tired of
hugging men? I am the second in
one hour.”’

For a moment she made no move-
ment, no. sound—seve of tha quick
indrawing of her breath. It was
as if some icy blast had suddenly
assailed and frozen her to the spot.
er face retained the same look;
she was too amazed—not under-
standing—too astonished to do more
than look. He went on—

. ‘I saw the parting at your back
door; I was passing. Saw your
slobbering over a man there as you
seem inclined to slobber over me.’”’

It 'was if he had struck her! She
drew in her breath to that it sound-
ed whistle-like. Fell back ; extend-
ing her arms, seemed as if she
would push him from her as some-
thing unclean. In colorlegsness her
face rivalled his,

‘“‘How dare you—-"’

Those words. were shaped on her
white lips. Then she stopped. The
lips trembled, tightened. Rising to
her feet, the indignation in her eyes
as she looked down at him complet-
ed -the sentence.

ltrong-—-m' ]

.rant fool!

He laughed ; that'laugh with the
underlying sobbing catch in it, for
his laughter was not born of mer-
riment. Said, righteous indigna-
tion shining in his own eyes too—

‘“Dare! What do you mean? The

yvi2t£1essing of it, or telling you of
it ¥

She scorned reply; he was really
too contemptible! Yet the woman
in_her bubbled to the surface ; she
could not resist an effort to hurt
him—

““And you—you played the spy ¥’

A raising of his shoulders, a low-
ering of his eyes, as he answered—

““Call it so if you wish.”’

He really did not care what she
thought of him; plainly showed
that. The indifference’ roused her ;
she tried again. Spoke with forced
quietness—standing a little way
from him—her voice full of con-
tempt— :

‘“There is a man bearing your
rame in the High Street; a black-
smith. I could understand such
behaviour on his part. But—a—
gentleman !”’

Her satisfaction came then; she
had hurt. A deep flush streamed
over his face, then faded altogether
away, except for two red streaks.

‘““Am I not behaviag as one?”’

Keenly sensitive to her rebuke,
he spoke half-apologetically. The
bitterness of the incident was mak-
ing him more himself. Brought
home to him, forcefully, the irony
of things.

‘“‘Pray pardon me.’”’  He rose and
stepped towards. ‘““Allow me to see
you home.”’ !

‘“‘Don’t touch me!’’

There seemed an absolute fire
burning in her eyes, so intense was
her scorn. She could not have
shrunk from him, or found him
more repellent, had he been a le-
per.. Her eyes seemed to scorch
him.

He knew himself to be in the

right; knew it perfectly well; he-
yond the shadow of a doubt. But
standing before that searing indig-
nation, it was he who appeared to
be in the wrong, even to himself—
his inmost self.

Such treatment hurt. Thought of |
positively stinging. He who was
suffering—the victim—to be put in|
the wrong! To be arraigned by the |
victimizer.

His blood, his forehead,
to be burning hot, the while

he was |
consc ;
!Hnwm
led hi
{ —he
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that the plumage of his dove was |counsel—the evidence of our own | tigne

rustling. No woman could, of
eonrse, endure such treatment.
The need for speech on his part
was plain ; but, soinehow, he was at
a losz for words. Was vet alive to

the feet that she would read him'i

hearts—the more we pride ourselves
on our impartiality, our exemplary
| Roman-fatherly administration. of
| justice. We are apt to ignore any
jmlk of a Court of Appeal; arrogate
to ourselves suprecme wisdom.

| Was
[I‘uuit}
| Tt

| feaknes 1 {
‘-541—77\'.‘_“] ‘4..>.\ on ‘his part that her ‘
| wordg» “er presence; had stil] such |

“powel 'O move him. e would be |

TICLE REMOVED

ng-- » l’ﬁﬂi;lli. - ‘But he
realized :the “hardness of the task
L:: set himself. It Wwas man’s work ;
ib. ; :
8he did not deign him another

word ; the wound to her pride was| i

too severe for that. Her blue eyes
blazed, as perhaps only blue eyes

for tears to soften their burning
heat, but no tears came. ‘Without
another glance at him she turned
ard walked away—assumed an ev-
ery-day gait; he should pet think
she was excited. -

He did not attempt to stop her.
Why should he? It was better so.
Better that the sharp severing-blow

“would ‘prove himself worthy of|

ccan, She would have given worlds

had been struck then than later:"

clean cuts heal quickest. He would
let her goet well on her way home
before he moved. She must not
think he was trying to follow.

_Btanding on the edge of the wall

be looked out to sea. - The water
wore an appearance of invitation :
that dangerous aspect which has
proved irresistibly attractive to so
many, Right out too, it loked so—
80—80 away from everything,
. The tide was reced:ing; was go-
ing out and away—to the Great
Beyond. - He.knew that if ke chose
he could go with it. It would be
80 easy an act, if he stepped off the
tocks further down—into the water
that was always deep.

Then he pulled himself up with
a jerk. Pride came to the rescue.
Was he to cave in, go under, just
l ecause of a woman? What a fool
he was! What an unmitigated, ar-
Was there a woman in
the world—the whole world—worth
caring so much for? No. Not one!

But his "heart contradicted. He

remembered that anxious look oni

her face, ‘the loving attitude, the
feel of hor ‘arms as they rested on
her breast, his shoulders. His,, too,
was the remembrance of the warmth
of the sweet human breath; her
eyes that had-looked into his. Then
he looked out to sea again; mental-
Iy out to the Great Beyond. Asked
himself the old, old question: Was
life worth living? g

Bathos saved the situation. He
remembered that a character in
one of his stories 'had asked the
same question: Was life worth liv-
ing? The comic doctor had replied
};.hat Iit depended—depended on the
iver

He walked home.

(To be continued.)
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FEEDING VALUE OF BSKIM
MILK. v

Farmers who are feeding young
stock and particularly hogs, realize
in a general way the value of skim-
milk for feeding them, but they may
not be so well informed as to the
most profitable method of feeding
it. Skim-milk in itself is an unbal-
anced ration and unsuitable for amny
kind of young stock as a sole feed.
It can be fed more advantageously
in connection with some other feed
that is unbalanced in the opposite
direction. The best balance for
skim-milk on the average farm is
corn, or other highly carbonaceous
grains, and the best balance for
these, when fed to young stock is
skim-milk,

Professor Henry, of the Wiscon-
sin Experiment Station, has gone
into this subject with great thor-
oughness, and gives details not
merely of his own experiments, but
a tabulation of the Danish experi-
ments, which are of very great
value. - The profit of feeding skim-
milk with corn or corn meal de-
pends very largely on thé propor-
tions in which they are fed. Pro-
fessor Henry’s conclusions are that
when feeding one pound of corn
meal with one to three pounds of
separator skim-milk, 327 pounds of
skim-milk will save 100 pounds of
meal. When three to five pounds
of skim-milk is fed to one pound

of corn meal it requires 446 pounds|m

to save 100 pounds of meal. When
five to seven pounds are fed to one
of meal it requires 574 pounds, and

to one of cor nmeal 552
an average 475 pounds of skim-milk
equal 100 pounds of corn meal.

feed lxour young pigs altogether on
ik To

‘you want to_get the

: &?n-'_mﬂk, don’t feed

your hogs-altegether on.it. To do

80 is to waste it. If you want to
geb -the full value of corn, don’¢

: do 8o is to waste it. - By
‘combining the two in the propor-

‘tions above given you get the full

value of the skim-milk and the full
valae of the corn. g et

On this basis Professor Henry fig-'
ures that when corn is worth 50
cents a bushel and fed at.the rate
of one pound of corn to’one to three
of skim-milk, it is worth 28 cents
a cwt.; but that fed at from seven
to nine pounds to one of corn it
is worth only 16 cents a cwt. When
corn is 28 cents a bushel, fed in the
first-mentioned quantities skim-
milk is worth 15 cents a cwt., but
when fed in the larger quantities
is worth but 9 -cents. X

LIVE STOCK NOTES.

Bean pods and -oats straw make
a good ration for sheep once a day.
For the other meals give clover,
or nice clean timothy, with some
grain feed up to the lambing time.

The ducks have quit laying, and
will not begin again until next Feb-
ruary, although it is not unusual
for early hatched ducklings to be-
gin in January, and keep on laying
until the last of August. Any ducks
not intended for next year’s breed-
ing, should be marketed now, when
prices are still good.

As a rule, the largest annual
milk yield is derived from cows that
come fresh in the fall. - They then
receive a strong stimulus to their
lacteal glands and, with good treat-
ment, will continue a good flow of
milk through the winter ; then, with
fresh grass in the spring, a still
further stimulus is received. On
the other hand, . the cow that is
fresh in the spring receives all the
stimulus at once, then as fly time
comes she begins to shrink and
when she goes on winter feed she
falls off rapmily.

Hogs may be fed most healthfully
in the winter if a part of their food.
consists® of roots, of which mangels
are the best, being soft, tender and
nutritious. With a peck of these
roots four pounds of corn daily a
store hog of 150 pounds should gain
a pound a day if it is provided with
a clean and comfortable pen. Any
other grain may be used in place
of the corn, and potatoes will an-
swer instead of mangels, but they
should be cooked, as the sta.rqh of
the potato is not digestible in a
raw state. Well cured, early ocut
clover hay will be eaten very read-
ily by swine, and if wetted and
sprinkled with ground -corn, oats,
buckwheat and bran mixed, this
food will keep pigs growing well all
the winter.
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ENGLISH EXTRAVAGANCE.

the gross unfairness of it too Was!when seven to nine pounds are fed"

Women of All Classes Said to
Spend Too Much on Clothes.

A dozen years ago the simplicity
of dress, not to say tastelessness,
of the average English woman was
so marked that she was held up
before the women of the whole
world either as a model of unob-
trusiveness or hideousness. One
served the same purpose as the
other, for underlying both was the
fact that English women expended
less money on dress than others.

The tradesman’s wife could never
by any chance escape detection.
Her clothes gave her away. The
shopgirl paid no attention whatever
to dress so long as she was warmly
clad in the winter and had a white
cotton dress or two in the summer.
As for the factory girl, she was
completely satisfied if she had
plenty of feathers to stick in- the
front of her great hat.

What has happened in the mean-
time to English women? asks a
London correspondent. They have
developed a - tendency in dress
which has made them conspicuously
eager for self-adornment and in-
creased their spending capacity ten-
fold.

The woman of fashion no longer
thinks of dressing as she did form-
erly. The advent of French dress-
akers was simultaneous with the
new inclinations.

Fashionable dressmakers used-to
starve in London. Now they be-
come millionaires. I could name a

pounds. On| dozen or more fashionable estab-

lishments of this sort- which are
now the vogue merely because Eng-

r . ¢ 1 NOS 7 3 . . . .
Therefore to get the most valuel iy oo Pore ™ spending un-

it in the proportion of one, two or
pounds of milk to one of corn
remembering that we can re-
the milk as weighing two
ls to the quart or eight
Is to the gallon. This is not
ately accurate, but™ nearly
sh so for practical purposes,

»

bashsl. Even better results would| cause.he’s alw

be secured if a smaller quantity of
fed.

milk w8

-*“‘“”'(‘d{nut of skim-milk, one should feed|

l

nty-one gallons of milk to a! chark has co few fric

wonted sums on their clothes. The
shopgirl, too, no longer looks like a
frump,. but dresses, if not so ele-
gantly, far beyond her limited
means.

— -

Pertaps one reascn why a loan
nds is rut Le-
lending money,
but begausz he ists on getting it
back.




