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CHAPTER XV.

Dcelor Schonberg was sitting in his
roenm, ab work at his writing-table. it
was the same old-fashined picce ¢f
furnilure which had stood in his fa-
ther's study, in the Cclzer parsonage—
a cylinder desk, of mahogany.  Oppo-
sile, on lhe wall, hung the picture of
the parsonage; very old, with moss-
growa rocf, bearing on ils gable, in old
Saxon slyle, the two crossed horses’
heacs. It locked oul from under tall,
knotted oaks, like an idyll by Voss.

He locked up from the exercise he
was correcting. He had a feeling of
depression; even at his work he was
always conscious of {he weight of the
nsfortune that had overtaken him. He
raised his eyes from lhe exercise on
“Corneolius Nepos”™ 1o the picture on the
wall.  There he had played as a child,
and on Sunday evenings the maidens
of the village had wandered arm in arm
Up and down, under Lhe oaks, in a long
procession, singing the old kones that
had been handed down Ix'%ln‘gonm'-
alions, He had told Lora, omee; about
the ‘Lreath of poetry that scemed 1o rest
6n (he little, remote parsonage, which
rustled in the oaks, and lingered in the
sbady garden and about the old graves
of the Huns, behind the village, And
ker eyes had looked inlo his so ten-
derly!

“L will take you, some fime, 1o that
lithe willage,” Le had silently promised
hinisell; for at that line no word of
love had. as yel, been spoken between
them; Lut she perhaps read it in his
face, for she said: “I should like lo see
the old house in which you played as 2
chikl. A man always carries somoething
of his home about him.”

Ile cast the pen down violently en
the paper, so thal o red drop of ink
shone like a blood-stain on- the neatly-
writien page: then he Lol up and went
o Ihe stove, in which the fire was just
dying oul, and ‘as he stood there he
passed his hand over his forchead.
fer ally it was the truth that she had
fcrsaken him! If he had tried to de-
8cribe how the weeks had passed with
him since that day when he returned.
and his mother had received him with
such a strangely injuiring look; and
10w she had at length hrought wut, in
t voice trembling with anger, the an

‘uncement thet Lora van TFollen was
Y belrothed of another; how he had
ound, on his writing-table upstairs. the
elter that had © issed him, and had
-een awajting him here for two days.
imnd the e'eszant betrothal annocuncement
Aside-it—he oculd not have done it,

e could not bring hiniself to upen
“ara’s letter—he had flung i, unread
vlo the fire,  \What could she have (o
~ay o him? fow ecould she

erself? e did not wish to know.
“liere lay the printed proof of her false-
wod, and anything else would be su-
wrflusas,  No doubt they urged her to

L perhaps she even struggled against
5 bul—she yiclded al .last,

Yoetor Schonborg
9 #0 out, and dhen he dropped the
nd he had stretehed oul after his hat

1 go lo the cale for. his evening glass

[ Leer, where he had haped o banish
hought.  He remembered the carriage

al had pissed him last evening by

e cily gate; by the light of ‘the lamp
¢ had recagnized  Lora in the coupe;
she was relurning 'o her hushand from
e ol mourning,

“he hot blood rushed to his
was almaest  beside himselr
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that Kalie von Tollen had such expres-
sive eyes.

A few days aflerward he met Kalie
i his mother's ro«m; she had brought
her theme, which she had forgotten to
give him in the class-room. The young
girl was sitting opposite the Frau Pas-
tcrin, holding her yarn for her ¢, wind.
He had spoken o her kindly, and had
lhen gone to his room. What had ne
ko do with the Tollens, now?

Then siie had tome oftener to see his
mether, whose anger gradually melled
before the girl's attentions.

“There is rcally something in her,”
she s1id; “ste is remorseful for lier sis-
ler-and would like to make her fault
good. It is all nonsense. No one can
do that; a great deal of water must
fiow down fmm the mountain, my poor
by, before 1hat can be atoned for—
but she hes dhe will 10 do it, at any
rale.”

“Oh, let her be; she means well,” he
kad said lhen, and the old lady was
silisfied and went downstairs again,

Katic was sittingr to-day by the table,
bcfore the sofa, vn which a great heap
of beans was lying, and was eagerly
picking oul the bad ones w.th her slen-
der white fingers, She turned her
head, and an expression of disappoint-
ment came over her face as {he Fran
Pastarin came in alone, and seating
berself by the sofa, tcok up the same
vccupation,

On the wall the pendulum of the
Black Forest eluck was swinging o
wid fro, the peal was glowing in the
curious pyramidal stove, and the Bors-
derf apples were hissing slightly in the
oven: the evening Lell of St. Mary s
samded softly through the double win-
dews; the same  hell still swung ils
clipper over the city which had warned
the citizens for five mindred vears Llhat
it was dhe cve of the holy day, and
:ev must put down dheir work.

“IL is so pleasant here,” said Kalie.
suddenly; “and at home it is so dreary
and so lonely; 1 eould not sland it, so
I ran over here to you. Are you angry
with ‘me for i1?" She sprang up and
Kkuelt down before the old lady.

“Get up; T don't like that of
lbing,” replied the Frau Pastorin, who
by 1o means  approved the “new-
fashioned sentimentalism.”

“No one need kneel to meo. Why 18
it lonely with you? You have your old
Lwther, and she must need you now
us she rever did before.”

“Mamma is with Lora” replicd Katie
in a low tone, as she rose and went to
th¢ window, “and Rudolph has gone
away; I was afraid, all alone with that
slupid girl—-"

At this moment the door apened, and
Ihe ductor came in. Kale {urned crim-
scén, and Wris blush rendered her ir-
regular  fealures, with her great al-
niond-shaped cyes, indeseribably charm-
irg.  He lcoked al her in amazement,
She seemed to him so altraciive and
sS4 maidenly dn her long blask dress
and the apron which his’ mother - had
when  she insisted upon help-

sort
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ing her,

He bowad silently, and then,
down al the table,
play with the beans,

“Cinderel'a? he said, wilh an atlempt
al’ playfulness, when Kalie took up her
work again,

“I like to do it,”

He smiled - slightly.
since?”

Just then the be'l rang, and a shul-
I step crassed the hall, *J{ s I'rau
Kruger,” suid his molher, and immedi-
aicly these came a knock at the doaor,
and Frau Pastonin’'s neighbor came in,

“Well, let mie  just gt my breath
first!” eried the stout litile warnian, whao
was wrapped up to h's eves in shawls
and furs.  “Good-cvening, 1 Pastor-

H v goes it with you? What walk-
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Yot had betler not £o
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[ that isw’t (he lillle Tollen!
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first time that  Lora’s name had
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lie was busy ul the siove; perhaps he did
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“You cannot go alope; it is really
very slippery. Take my arm, and [ will
go home with you,”

“I am not going home now,” she re-
plied with some hesitation, picking her
way across ‘the path. “Mamma would
not like it if 1 did not go and inquire
for Lora, and—I am afraid at-home,
too. Thank you, it isn't far, and I will
g¢ alone.”

She' was cloge by him now, but her
high-hee'ed boots were an uncertain
support, and she was compelled to
chng t9 his arm.

“I will go across with you lo the gale
©! the park, at any rate.”

Sh2 went on supported by his arm,
feeling quite dizzy wilh pleasure and
excitement. It was not a long walk;
she saw her goal, the open park gele,
close before her eyes.

“Grod-night,” she said hesitalingly,
“I will not let you come in—I anr &0y
sarry for you, but Lora—"

He stopped.  “Don’t speak of it le
sail roughly, “i4 is over now. Bul I
see you cannol go safely alone,” be ad-
ded. as she stopped in dismay. “I will
“ lo the deor with you.”

It was the first time he had ever ex-
tered the Bechers’ grounds. The car-
ringe-drive made a wide sween around
Ihe snowydawn: the house looked state-
17 wilh §ts faintly illuminated windows
in the quiet winter evening,

“I did rot mean 1o hurt you,” said
Kalie dolefully.

“I am sure of it.” he replied.

And he felt sorry i#for her when he
€aw her put her handkerchief to her
eves,

“Don’t  cry, Katie”
pressing her liltle hand, “I know you
Lave sympathy for me. You and my
mother are the only pers'mis who know
of my unhappiness. You are a good
little comrade, and I am grateful lo
you.”

They were standing there in the icy-
cchl wind; keside them rose, like a py-
rimid, an evergreen, ¢n which the snow
lay o:ly in single flakes: above, in {he
sky. the clouds were rushing by, and
naw and then the moon emerged from
themn, only to disappear again immedi-
alely.

Katie had drawn her hand out of the
Yaung man’s &rm, and, pressing her
handkerchief to her eyes, she sohbed
&) - violenlly that her whole frame
shook,

“Everylhing is so hard, so dreaclfui”
she gasped oul.  “Papa # dead., and
mamma has so much care. And we
mush go away; and when I have pass-
ol my examination T must go away
among strangers, and o

She did not go on.  She stopped ery-

7, and took the handkerchief fvom her
looking pest him with her great
shining eyes, o weary and resigned
that il was pitiful to see.

He did Kknow what to say
lergth, a8 she began to soh ag
whisgered, as they walked an together:

“Bul you. have rich relations, Frau-
lein Kalie; you have brothers, who--"

“Brathers?” she inferrupfe.l bitterly.

“And your sister, she is so fond of
you,”

“I would not take a penny from her!”
cried the young gir, lossing her head
proudly, “not a penny. 1 ecannot en-
dure him—I—" she clasped her hands
together.

“Oh! Why net
~ “I don’t know,” she replied, adding,
with an indeseribable haughty gesture,
“i' is a maller of taste! Good-night,
Horr Doctor!”

“Good nighl!” he replied.

He stood looking after her awhile, as
she walked through the glass-covered

he entreated,
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“She had bad luck, too, the lit{le wo-
raan,” laughed the burgomaster, “with
ber husband off for America three days
afler the wedding.”

“What has he to do in New York?
asked a third. “I thought he had given
up business.”

“They said so, but who knows. He
has invested his mdney aver there,
chiefly in railroads; he has real eslalg,.
100,” remaried the hurgomaster,

“What is his business?” o

“Something to do with railroads,
cried the m‘chitecl,l{x f

“Not by any means,*vorreeted Coun-
sellor Bfuhheim. *“He is in shoddy.”

“I believe he manufactures hair-oil.—
‘Abalition «X bald heads, such success
never known! and that sort of thing,’
laughed the apothecary.

“He has an exoress business,” decid-
<d the burgomaster, “I am very nearly
certain of it.”

A young doctor, who had lately sel-
tled in Westenberg, asked if it was true
that Frau Becher was a nalive of West-
enberg.

The old burgomaster smiled.

“Yes, yes; it is really so. Frau El-
{i‘'eda spent her youth here. She was
lwrn at the *Three Silver Swans.' and
used o give cut the beer to her papa’s
cuslomers with her own hand.”

“What!” cried several gentlemen.
“thal low beer-shop?”

The burgomaster smiled with some
malice. "

“She was as prelly as a picture, [ can
assure you. She tried lo calch the
Lendrath himself; he was only an as-
sessor then. The sly old fox led her
by the nose as much as he liked, till
«ne day he passed her window without
bowing, hecause the day before he had
engaged himself to° Counless Isakeila
von and zu Prebbenau. Then the Jovely
Elfrieda in her wralh accepled Johann
Becher that very  same evening, the
yeung man who ‘wrote out documents
under the yoke of {he Herr Assessor,
and who hod long been in love with the
beauliful Elfrieda. But she would not
slay here, and no one can blame her,
for she had fallen, so lo speak, out of
the court-room into the ante-room. And
#s Herr Becher was of a roving dispo-
silion, they paddled together across the
pond.”? '

Doctor Schonberg ordered his heer,
and took up his newspaper. What did
he care for all this?

He read the editoriale, and
lok up till he was startled hy a loud
peal of laughter ifrom his ncighlaors,
The merry burgomaster had pust been
lelling how the Landrath had been
oLliged, the other day, to lake his uld
flame out lo supper at a elub-nies ting,
end how condescendingly Frau Elfr eda
bad looked down upon the meagre lit-
tle Landrathin, with her everlasling
green silk, and her withered face. “1
will wager that was {he erowning paint
—Llh2 dot on the i—af Frau Elfvi~da’s
ambition, to be able to say, ‘My daugh-
ler-in-law,  who was born: a von Tol-
len.” he added.

Dietor Sehonberg finished his glass,
raid for it, and went out. He fled {o
his lonely moom agein—he esuld not
listen any longer,

(To be Conlinued.)
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ETS LIFT TONS OF M1
One Man Atiends to All the Details of

Transferring Objects.

In engineering works (he elecira mag-
riel is taking a very prominent place.
This device dispenses with hooks, slings,
and other lifting apparatus. By throw-
ing a swilch controlling the curent, {he

did not

MAGH AL,

driveway. and pressed the bulton of the
eicetric bell, There was somelhlng
proud and determiped in her motions.
The flickering light «if the lantern play-
od on her slender figure in the short
ant-grown jackel, and her long, new
rourning dress.

She must be taller than Lora; he had
not observed it before.

He did not m« until the last cor-
ner of the leng crape veil, which stream-
&1 out in the wind, had disappeared in
lhe doorway. A slrange feeling cane
<ver him. Ilow this child had devel-
oped!  How litter she resembled 1o,

o

ier modest, wonaniy, charming, and,
ah! o weak, sister!

He laughed bitlerly,
belimes from the mis
warm, safe. comfort
ncw. she was ill! Fceble s e it
cisier to break down  physically, 1 r-[
haps remorse had scized her over hop
father's coflin?  He must found it
strange enotigh, the <!d major. Yor he
was o man of honor from the crvown
of his head 1o the sole of his feot.

Well, what business it of his?
What had he to say fo it, with his sal-
ary -of eight “hundred and his
little house, which was furnished with
Nic things his parenls had at their mar-

? figure wonld not
wve suited a frame dike that, and she
had Lound il out woon enough.

He walked en as fa~t s the ice would
permit, and as he went he hrushed his
hand aer farchead once or twiece,

“What daes it matter to me?” he nuir-
mure:l. 4] do nothing.”

He I« e hefors
Ratie’s greal eyes. and haw (hey )
ail into a my.
A fow minutes later he en-
hot. kv cafe, and st
o e gentd wha were
evening beer,
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magnel is energized and {hereby ‘attach-
es itself to the bars, castings, serap, or
piy iron Wwhich it is desired to lift,

The magnetl poles are shaped aceord-
irg to the nature of the material to be

I. For heavy rails they are oblong.

are slung from the erane hook by a
short cifain. Caslings weighing over two
tens ave successfully handled by cleciro-
riagnets. - Another wuse to which (he
eiectro-magnet is put is in breaking old
caslings so that they may bé melted and
ulilized. To accomplish this the magnel
made o lift and drop a steel ball
weighing from one to six tons.

The time lost in an engincering shop
by what is known as slinging picces is
saved by eleclro-tnagnets. connection he-
ing  made instantancously, and {the
weight liberated in the same expeditious
manner.  The magnet is lowered to the
objeet  needed with the currenl {urnecd
oli.  \When the switch is closed the mag-
net, becoming active, holds the articles
1o be lifted while they are raised and
transported to their destination. When
fhey are lowered, the switch is opened
and the magnet immediately releases
them. As the operator of the cranc con-
trols Ihe aclion of the magnet through
the swilch, this one man can aflend lo
a'i the delails of (ransferring heavy
melal objects, No assistan! is necded o
allach «w.em to the conveyor or fo re-'
lease them when they reach their des-

lination,
et gl )
THE ETERNAL FEMININE,

“Did your wile scold you
gelling in so lale last night ?”

“You het she did—for aboul
hours !”

“Whew i What did you do?”

“I‘ell asleep, as usual, during the lec-
{ure.”

“But didn’t she wake you up?”

“Come to think of it, she did. Wanled |
ty know if T loved her as much as ever—
or something of {he sor{.”

NS — %

AIDS TO MATRINMONY,

A commitlee of ladies ‘at, Vryhurg,
srilish Bechuanaland, publishes period-
icall list of all the hachelors ond
eligible young women in the town, and
invites earrespondence, which is {real-
¢1 confidentially, from those who de-

I
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... . DANISH BUTTER UNIFORM. ..

The Danish buller is the only brand!
of butter received in England which isi
always good and uniform in color and
texture. No buyer, be he buying whole-j
sale cr relail, desires to see or to sam-|
ple Danish butter; the brand on the cask!
is suflicient. Lei the buyer drop into the!’
smallest grocery shop and buy his pound
of best Danish butter, he can depend
upon its quality withoui investigation.
This buller, which is always right, and’
never rancid in its flavor, is known to-
everyone by its cask form:. For ihese
reasons, nct only the shopkeepers but
the public are prejudiced against box-
packing by reason of the fact that all in-
ferior butlers, and the legions of butter
mixtures as well as margarine, are
packed in boxes, and when they see but-
ter on a shop counter of a square or
oblong shape, like a box, they run away
with the idea that the butter itself is in-
ferior, ¢r perhaps “margarine” or next
door to it.  When the housewife enters
lhe: store she is prejudiced right off
against butter put ‘up in the shape of a
box if it is standing side by side against
some more buller in the shape of a cask.
The former is something inferior in her
Jrinicn. This is a very old prejudice in
the north of England, but it must not
Le supposed that this prejudice exists:
all over the British Isles; in fact, in the
south of England, box-packed butter is.
said to sell equally as well as cask-
packed bultter, Canadifan butter also:
would appeal much more (o the public in
the north of England if it were not so
“highly colored.’ It should be made as
near approaching a very pale siraw
color as possible, and should no. be
salted more than one-half as much as in
Canada.—Jlohn B. Jackson, Leeds and
Hull Commercial Agent.

THE GREATEST TELL-TALE.
Butter

farmer of
It tells

is the greatest lell-tale cn the
any producls he turns off.

the consumer at once what
sort-of a man er woman made il, whe-
ther they are neat and clern in  their
ideas and methods ., whether the stables
were foul ‘and badly ventilated, whelher
li.e feed was musty and unfit for use,
whellier the separater and milk vessels
were kepl clean and sweef, whelher the
package that contains it was in right
condition, Everything that comes of

sire husbarids and wives.

ignorance of good sound dairy and sani-
lary sense, the butter tells with a loud
voice.  Said wise old farmer's wife
once to her daughter :

“Don’'t make butier to sell unless you
expect  folks * to know all about how
ncal a housekeeper you are.”

In the same way buller tells loudly of
every allempt fo- blend it, adulierate it
with inferior fals, or do anything with
it _that is dishonest or intended tc de-
ceive. Al that it proclaims at once by
1 loss of flavar,

There is a nalive infegrity about the
cow and her product of milk, ercam,
hutter or cheese, that will nol bear trifl-
ing with either through ignorance or die-
honesly.—Hoard's Dairyman.
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SHEEP NOTES.

In the fall thé lambs should he pul on
rape pasture or clover if they are (o
make good geins.  With this should be
given one-half pound to one pound of
grain per head per day.

Wheat-bran and corn, in equal parts,
s an economical grain ration.  Lambs
should be fed more for growth than for
faltening until about six months old,
when the grain raticn cen be increased
for two or three months,

Roots, together wilh
middlings. corn. oil-meal and 1
Le given with good results.

The ewes should be bred early so that
the lambs will come carly.

The ewes should be selected as 1 con-
fcrmalion and breeding qualities.

Only pure-tired rams should be used if
you wish fo improve the flock,

Seleet 2 ren of the same breed and
type if the ilock is fo bLe kept uniform
and of given slandard.

Old ewes and Jdnferior stock should be
disposed of lo the Lulcher and nol to
a'i uninformed breeder or farmer,

Ewes intended for breeding should bhe
kept on gond pasture or sieand growth,

If the puasture is shorl. one-half pound
cl wheal-bran per head cach day can bo
given 19 help keep them up.

They should not be allowed to hecome
thin in fall. as a sheep in good flesh now
i3 said to he half winiered,

Do yonr sheep have lo wade inlo mud
ar sfagnant waler 1o gel a drink ? Sheep
dread to get their feet wet in that way:
it is not good for them.

wheat-bran,
¥y, can
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WHAT, INDEED.

He was a quiel and unobiru-ive young
maun, and he had called upon {he same
girl regularly for five and a half yeais
wilhout in any way divulging
ture plan of campaign. Nol
ally, the «damsel had grow:
tLis. «nd to clear the air s
decid « thul Henry must be firmly
wilh.

S0 one evening
advance the

ENGL =R Alr.
mErry you, so -t is e
call upen any n

“Alas! nired
shall 1 da?

“0Oh, da not
I will -reconsic

“IL isn’t 1hat,” inferrupted the man,
“Fut whal shall 1 do for a plic
to during the long evenings of
cuning winte=2"
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