Woman Against Woman

or A Terrible Accusation.

|

CHAPTER XX.—(Cont'd). |

He closed. the door, and she found
herself alone. She locked it behind
him with the first semblance of life
shé- had shown, then hurried across
the room and huddled down beside
the fire. It seemed to her that she
was freezing. Every drop of blood
in her body seemed to have been chill-
ed to death by sheer despair.

She sat there ‘watching beside. the
fire until it went out. The gray light
of dawning morning crept through
the window, and yet no one had come
for her.

Was he still unconscious, that man
who had ificed more than life it-
self for her? Or had he forgotten her
in this awful affliction which-she had
brought upon him?

She wondered if she cared—won-
dered if it could make any difference
in her bleak life—wondered if it
it would make any difference to her
whatever if she heard that he was
dead?

And then she dropped her cold,
gray face upon her knees and groan- !
ed. |

Then slowly the whole scene pass-
ed before her mental vision again.
She heard the full, rich tones of his
deep, manly voice as he exclaimed so
bravely !

“Don’t be afraid, sweetheart, I will
save you!”

And he had saved her; but,
what a cost to himself!

She remembered how gently and
tenderly he had folded the coat about
her, even in that moment of frightful
daring, of how he had said.

“Hold your breath, dear.
be barely a minute until
safe!”

And then suddenly another memory
came back to her—the shock of an
explosion.

She started up at the remembrance,
and threw back her head.

What was it? What terrible com-
bustible had been there upon . the
stairs? And who had placed it
there?

Muriel ?

The name suggested
with wild horror.

Did she wish to kill her own
ther? -And if so, what for?

And then Ailsa realized that she
was committing a horrible sin in al-
lowing herself to accuse one of a
crime like that when there no |
evidence whatever to base so heinous
a
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She sat there panting with horror
and fear, wondering how it would be
possible to discover, the criminal, if
there had been a criminal in the
case, when the knock for which she
had listened hour after hour sounded
faintly upon the door.

She arose and staggered to it, a
faint glow coming to her white cheeks.
She flung it open, and was grateful
to find Dr. Paxton instead of Dun-
raven.

“Do you
excitement
questioned,

“He has
hoarsely

“Consciousness—yes

“But—the other.
truth!”

“You must

think you can endure the
of seeing—him?”  he
kindly.

recovered 7"

she panted,

Tell me the
be prepared for the
worst,” he answered, gently. “I can
not understand it at all.. He must
ave recejved a full charge of pow-
der straight in the eyes. Why he did
not fall there and be consumed with
the burning building, no one can up-
derstand.”

“What was it?” she gasped. “I
heard the explosion. It was on the
landing just at the turn of the stairs.
Who could have placed it there? and
why ?” i

But Doctor Paxton shook his head. |

“I can not answer,” he said, gently.
“But he is asking for you. If you can
bear the strain, come!”

She followed him without a
into the room where the gas
turned low and shaded.

She saw the form upon the bed,
and, looking neither to the right nor
left, she went swiftly forward and
fell upon her knees.

“Lloyd!” she murmured.

The tone was low and faltering,
filled with nameless terror and hor-
ror, but he heard, and a wan little
smile passed over his pinched, drawn
features.

He put out his hand gropingly,
with that pitiful helplessness so much
intensified in the newly blind, and
rested it upon her bowed head.

“My darling,” he murmured, his
voice tender and soothing in spite of
his awful suffering, “do you think
that I mind when I have saved your
life? “We must accept the good God
has sent us without questioning the
lesser ev You are safe, dear Ailsa.

not enough”?”
' she cried, passionately. “Why
did you not let me ¢ ? What was
my life compared with this—the loss
of your sight? Can’t you understand
how much easier.it would have been
to bear?”

word
was

An expression of pain crossed his behind her head, and leaning her el-| Jetter fluttered to Ethel's feet
| bows upon her knees, sunk her chin ¥

face, pain that was not physical.
“Hush, dear!” he whispered. It
—it may not be for-—always, you
know. Medical skill has reached that
point when everything is—possible.
Oh, Ailsa—" [
For the first time an awful fear
had arisen in his heart. He had|
meant to add, “ 1 you love me less |
because this affliction has befallen |
me?” but not for worlds would he
have pained her by the doubt the]|
words would have expressed. He lov-|

ed her with the self-sacrificing devo-| hands clasped behind her head then|

tion that gives all and demands no-|
thing in return.

The doctor’s hand had touched her |
shoulder, a warning look had been |
shot at her from the clear, unflinch-
ing eyes, and lifting herself upon |
her knees, she pressed her chill cheak |
against hig burning one.

“It is only for your sake that I

1 shown?
to have let him die, as he would bave |

! have

1it?”

I

regret,” she . answered, chokingly.
“Oh, Lloyd, do you love me so well
that you can bear this for sake
without a murmur of regret’
He smiled again, a smile
would havé touched a heart

that

ful eyes for one moment and be quite
sure that it can make no difference
in your love.”

It had escaped him unaware at last.
She leaned closer to him, even touch-
ed the bandage with her lips.

“My life is bound the close she
answered, chokingly. “Some day you
will look into my es and 2

see.
Was her answer kindness, or the
greatest cruelty

she could have
Would it have been better
done, if the reply had been differ-
ent?

Would murder
ter?

have been less bit-

CHAPTER XXL

shock of the fire seemed to
fully aroused Ethel, and had
done her more physical good than all
the doctor's stuffs that were ever in-
vented. She was nervous of course,
and agitated about the terrible condi-
tion in which her brother found him-
self, but her mentality was fully
alive, and the almost dense stupor
that had fallen over her since she had
ceased taking the awful drug was
fully shaken off.

She walked up and down the room
which had been assigned her, bitterly
conscious of the ghastly pain and
suffering which she had caused them
all, ringing the bell frequently to in-
quire for her brother; but never once
had Dunraven gone to her to quiet
the fierce agony upon her.

It never occurred to her to censure
him.

He was there with
should He had saved her life.
She knew that from Doctor Paxton,
and she worshipped him all the more
for his noble self-sacrifice, if that
were possible. She had heard that
he had gone at the risk of his own
life, and once more, even amid all the
self-censure, the agony of self-abase-
ment, the mental torture regarding
her brother, she was uplifted and
strengthened with the thought of her
husband’s love.

“What am I that I should deserve
she asked herself aloud. “I am
the most lost, of all God's creatures,
to earthly honor; but He has taken
this means to prove to me that He has
not deserted me. He will help me
yet, and I shall be saved to happiness
at last.. I will not lose hope. God
has not deserted me.”

There was something almost ex
ultant in the tone. Her beautiful
blue eyes were uplifted, her tiny
hands clasped in thanksgiving, but
it was not a sweet sound that an-
swered her. ' It was only a slow, strid-
ent laughter, a mocking discord that
sent a shiver over her, and she turn-
ed swiftly to see that Muriel had en-
tered the room.

She fell back as if it had been a
demon who confronted her, her hands
falling heavily against her breast.

“What are you doing here?” she
demanded, hoarsely. “Can I have no
privacy against you? Am I always
to be accursed by your presence?”

Muriel threw herself leisurely into
a chair, crossed her long, lithe limbs,
and leaned back, her fingers inter-
laced behind her head.

“What a fool you are, Ethel,”” she
said, calmly, her eyes fixed upon her
sister with an uncanny stare. *“I
sometimes wonder how it is possible
that you can be related to me. We
are no more alike than—"

“It is one more thing for which 1
am grateful to God!” _cried Ethel,
passionately. “Will you leave my
room, or shall 1? I loathe and de-
spise you for the crawling serpent
that you ar I will not have your
hateful eyes upon me. Again I ask,
will you go, or shall 1?”

“Pshaw,” returned Muriel, as
differently as if the conversation had
been upon the weather. “Don’t
even a greater imbecile than nature

intended you. You kpow that you
have no more power against me than
my hand has to disobey¥my will. You

know that if I command you, you
would kneel at my feet and beg my
pardon for the words yeu have utter-
ed, fawning upon ‘me as you would
upon Dunraven himself. But I don't
want to do that. I want to talk to
you—you, Ethel Dunraven, not the
creature of my own compulsion. I

The

Lloyd he

as

be.

want you with your own reason to|

understand what I shall tell you,
not influenced by your mental as-
ter. Sit down.”

“I will not! I will not listen! I—"

“Don’t compel me to use force, my
dear.
under the influence of the drug from
which 'you have just escaped? Do
you really Avish to be kept there un-
til this time you shall die?”

The devil had taken her hands from

into her palms. Her burning eyes
were fixed upon Ethel’s. She saw
that the girl was trembling, saw that
she had shrunk back in absolute hor-
ror, and' smiled with demoniacal
mirth. -

“8it down!” she commanded again.

Flinging out her hands with a
gesture of weary deprecation,
obeyed.

Once more Muriel threw
back in her former position,

herself
her

looked straight at her sister for
some moments before beginning.
“As I said before,” she said, slowly,
“] want to tell you something—you—
Ethel Dunraven—not the other part
of myself. Listen to me. Do you
know that you are warming a serpent
in your bosom? Do you know that
you have given your affection and

|

of stone.,
“Yes, dear,” he answered, tenderly.|
“If I could only look into your truth-|

| touched her upon

! fessed that you love me.

Do you really wish to go again|

Ethel’

your confidence.to a woman who is
using it to ruin you, to rob you of
| that which you value most in life,
| your husband’s love?”

Ethel grew a shade whited. She
| leaned forward, forgetting the glare
of those protruding eye

“What do you mean”?
ed, hoarsely.

“l mean that Dunraven no longer
cares anything more for. you than he
does for me. Not so much, in fact;
for you .are in his way, while I am
not. You are standing between him
dand happiness, while I am not. All
his heart is given to that woman
whom you call your friend. I have
known it from the first, but I had no
proofs with which to convince you.
Now—"

“Stop!” cried Ethel, rising sudden-
ly “and throwing out her hand with
a commanding gesture. “I do not
believe you! I will not believe you!
You have ruined my life, and now
you are trying to take from me the
crumbs of comfort of which you have
been unablée to rob me. Go away!
You have controlled me by the influ-
ence of your hateful will for the last
time. I will cry out to all the world
against you! I will make some one
believe who will have the power to
help me. 1 defy you, and I will not
listen.

But Muriel had

Putting out her
tended her hand,
was aware of her

she demand-

risen.

long arm, she ex-
and before Ethel
intentions, she had
the face. A long,
quivering sigh passed through the
girlish form, and she sank back into
her chair helple

Muriel turned away with a slight
exclamation of disgust.

“Pouf! What are you beyond a
bit of wax in my hands to mold as |
will? What power have you against
me? Will you listen to what I have
to say ‘quietly, or will you make me
¢ompel you?”

Ethel did not reply, and after a mo-
mentary silence, Muriel continued:

“What I have told to you is the
simple truth. Before that girl came
into your home she had won your
husband’s heart. He did not bring
her there to be your companion, but
his own.”

Stung to fury, Ethel cried out pas-
sionately:

“It is false—false as the very at-
mosphere from hell that surrounds
vou! Was it not my life he saved
last night, instead of hers? Was it
not I of whom he thought—I for
whom he risked his own life? She
was there, perishing, yet it was to
me he came. You shall not make me
doubt the noblest man under all God’s
Heaven, r the only woman who is
my frienc

A slow, scornful laugh answered
her for a moment; then, slipping her
hand into the pocket of her gown,
Muriel drew forth a letter.

“Listen!” she exclaimed, sneering:
“then when I have finished reading |
I will show you the handwriting
in recognizing itgas that of yo
band, the ‘nobles man under
God's Heaven'.”

Once more the mocking laughter
rang out,

0

all|

but Muriel hushed it, and
read aloud, coldly, cruelly:

“‘My Ailsa—I have promised you

to go to-morrow; but I can not with-
out making one more plea for that|
which is more than life to me—my
happiness. Did I not know that you|
love me—were I not sure that, above |
and beyond all else in this world, |
comes your scorching, i»(-\\'lhlorm),'!
devotion to me—I would make the|
sacrifice, and go alone. " But I can-|
not forget—I cannot forget those few |
days of ecstatic happiness we passed
together. I -cu myself now that|
I ever told you anything. I curse my-
self that I did not deceive you and
take you to the other end of t'm-{
world, where you need never have|
known of the hateful barrier that|
stands, worse than death itself, |n-—!
tween us.

“‘But, in the name of our love, |
beseech you not to condemn me to|
life-long anguish because of that fatal
mistake. What there, after :lei
in the sacrifice which you demand nfl‘

is

me and of yourself? You have con-
I swear to
you that I love you better than life,
better than honor, better than the
promise of the future life, and I can
not, will not, live without you! If you
refuse to go with me to-morrow, it
will mean death of life and soul to
me, and my murder will be ever upon
your conscience. Call me cowardly,
I am not ashamed to con- |

have' lost everything but

mad, consuming passion, and

The letter fluttered downward; the
cruel words were concluded.

Once more Muriel looked into her
sister’s face. She saw clearly enough
the cold, iron-like rigidity of the
features, saw the blue nails of the
| clutched fingers, saw-the straight line
of the icy lips across the purple
mouth; but her voice did not soften,
as she continued:

“The fire cut the letter short. It
never reached its destination; but I
had seen him write it; I had read|
the words as they were penned, and
it occurred to me that they might]
make interesting reading for you.|
| Would you like to possess the letter? |
| It is yours. You might like it as al
souvenir of ‘the noblest man under
| all God’s Heaven, and the woman who |
| is your only friend’?”

8m‘e more the laugh rang out; the!
and |
 having finished her infernal mission, |
| Muriel left the room.
| (To be continued.)

L
Three Gifts.
I brought my love a golden crown,
! With jewels radiant and complete,
And, meekly kneeling, laid it down
At her dear feet.

|
| I brought my love a laurel wreath,

Among the wise and noble won;
The rarest honor found beneath
The gracious sun.

I brought my love an orange wreath,
| To tell what most my heart desired,
And heard the sweetest word lips|
breathe
By love inspired.

CHERRY JELLY

From a recipe of Charles Fran-
catelli, Chief Cook to Queen
Victoria. Published in 1865.
Clean 2 1bs. cherries and a
handful of red currants, and
brulse stones and kernels in a
in small pre-
th 1 1b. john
r loafe and %
r ; boilon the
five minutes,

Jolly-bag and filter in usual way.
Mix juice with two ounces
clarified isinglass. and pour
into jars or mould.

GRANULATED

to preserve its luscious flavor for the winter days to come.
has been the favorite sugar in
Canada for preserving and jelly-making—and with good
Because it is absolutely pure and always the same,
you can use it according to your recipes, year
full confidence in the results,

For over half a century

reason.

EXTRA

Fruit put up right, with

ated Sugar, will keep as long as you wish, and
when opened a month or a year hence will

delight you with its
"lxt
Get your supply of sug
Packages, and thus be

Canada’s favorite sugar, at its best.

Put up in 2 and 5 |b. Sealed Cartons and in

10, 20, 50 and 100

Sugar

sweeten it.”

after year, with

w Extra Granul-

freshness and flavor.

ar in Original REDPATH

sure of the genuine—

b, Bags. 140

A CANADA SUGAR REFINING CO., LIMITED, MONTREAL.
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The Care of Milk.

The first essential in the manufac-
turing of any dairy product is good
clean milk. Many a good dish of
dairy butter, cheese, or any other
milk product has been spoiled by the
milk from which it
tainted or having some foreign sub-
stance enter into it, and many persons
have turned in disgust from using
dairy products owing to the fact that,
time or another, they have
some product manufac-
tured out of tainted milk. To get
clean, pure milk, there are certain
rules that must be followed, and it
must be borne in mind that there is
only one reason for dirty milk, and
that is carelessness.

First, then, we must have
healthy cows, properly cared for and
not fed with feeds that will taint the
milk.

Second, their flanks and
ought to be clipped in the fall, and
kept clean by wiping before milking.

Third: Use sanitary tin milk pails,
with all seams, etc., properly soldered.
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been given

¢lean,
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might have brought in the first crop

a decrease instead of the 25 per cent. ’

increase.

At the Langdon Substation it was |

found that wheat following corn ma-
nured 10 to the acre was in-
creased seven bushels more than
wheat on similar corn ground but not
manured. And the next year barley
grown on the same land was incr d
7% bushels, and the good effects of
the manure will extend to one or two
more crops.

The drier the climate the slower the
manure decays, and so the good effects
from it become available more slowly.
When plowed under fue corn the soil
is well packed into the manure, which
hastens its becoming available.

Pasture land that i5 to be plowed
up soon. is a good place to spread the
manure. It stimulates the grass and
the manure decays some so it is in
good condition for being worked into
the soil and for improving it when
plowed under. The pasture also has
the advantage that the manure can
be spread on it at any time. Meadow
that is to be plowed up is also a splen-

loads

The hooded pail is to be recommended. | did place for applying the manure.

It will keep out a lot of dust, etc.
Fourth: Milk with dry hands.

found that better re-
the manure

It has been
turns are secured from

Fifth: Remove the milk as soon as | .. light applications are made. Six

possible and strain. Use the funnel-

|

to eight loads per acre is a good

shaped strainer with two to four-ply | amount to apply.

cheese cloth fastened on by either

cord or a tie band.

The application of manure is the

1 S I yvhun]’u'x( means of returning organic |
Six: (a) If the milk is to be _".“lpl“'pr vegetable matter  to the soil and |
rated, separate as soon, as possible, ! 410 aintenance of a good supply of!

seeing that all parts of the separator) j..aving organic matter is the first

are clean and pure.

(b) If not to be separated, cool as | on.nce of the productive capacity of | Harvard Medical School, Dr. E.

and most important step in the main-

| them.

taken out, but it was too late to save
This was an above-ground
The silo-had settled three feet

l silo.
| during the night, and was about
feet below the door opening.

| It will be well when filling pit silos
not to go into them before some silo
has been run in, or to use the lantern
test.—North Dakota Experimént Sta
tion.

Nitrogen From the Air.

It is now-a well-established fact
that nitrogen forms the principal elc
ment in plant food. Other things be-
ing equal, the growth of vegetation
is determined by the amount of nitro-
gen in the soil in a form available for
plant food. The problem of returning
to the soil the nitrogen used up in a
crop growth is one of the most impor-
tant in agricultural science.

Experiments conducted for seven
yvears at the Central Experimental
Farm, Ottawa, show usually rich in
nitrogen. Similarly, in the vicinity of
cities, rain has a high nitrogen con
tent, and in some parts of England a
quantity equal to 20 pounds per acre
has been observed. Violent storms,
particularly thunderstorms, also in
crease the amount of nitrogen in the
rain, probably owing to the stirring
up of dust particles, but perhaps also
because” nitrates may be formed by
the electric discharges.

Thesé observations are interesting,
but their most important result is to
show that rain, though it is of some
assistance, does not restore nearly
enough nitrogen to the soil. Hence
the importance of using nitrogenous
| fertilizers or of growing leguminous
soiling crops to make up the deficiency
is emphasized.—B.M.P.

L
Teeth and Health.

In a recent public lecture

at the
G.

y . 5 |} .
quickly as possible to below 60 de-|4po ooil. Tt gives the soil better tilth, Brackett of Boston, called attention
| increases the availability of the min- |to the importance of the teeth, in the
!eral elements.of the plant food and

grees, by placing in cold water.
Seventh: Always keep milk or

cream where the air is pure and watch

the temperature.
Eighth: Stir the

often, using

_snucor-shnpcd stirrer, only when the

cream is wanted to rise.

Ninth: Keep the separator, milking
utensils, dairy, and all that the milk
or cream comes in contact with scru-
pulously clean by washing, scalding
and airing after each time in use.
Use also lots of common sense and
the good flavor of whatever dairy dish
you wish to make is assured, whether
it be a drink of milk, a print of but-
ter, a cheese, or a dish of ice cream,
or any of the other delicious dishes.—
Bulletin No. 6, Nova Scotia Depart-
ment of Agriculture.

Farm Manure.

Farm manure is one of the products

improves the water-holding capacity

|of the soil, in addition to being a

source of nitrogen as a plant food.—
North Dakota Experiment Station.
Gas in Silo.

Gas may form in a silo at the time
of filling, and for a week or so after-
wards. This gas is heavier than air,
and so will settle in the silo. As soon
as filling the silo is started the falling
gilage will stir up enough air currents
to drive out the gas. A good way to
determine if there is gas in a silo is
to lower a lighted lantern. If it goes
out it will not be safe to go into the
silo.

At the Athens, Ohio, State Hospi-
tal Farm four of the patients went
into a silo to tramp the ensilage, and |
were overcome. The fifth one noticed

of the farm that is often m:glcc!.ed..wh.t hapened, and help was cslied.

Manure when properly applied gives
good returns. It has been found at
the North Dakota Experiment Station
that manure has given a return of
$1.40 per load, and that was on the
heavy Red River Valley soils. To se-
cure this result it was applied to a
corn crop which it increased as well
as the wheat crops that followed it.
Had it been applied directly to the
wheat these good results would likely
not have been secured. ' In fact, it

|

It was ten minutes before they were |

human economy. “The teeth,” said
| Doctor Brackett, “are often a prim-
ary cause of rheumatism. Many per-
sons seem to have perfect teeth, or
| the dentist has treated them so
| scientifically that the patient has no
’trouble; but it has been found in
| many cases that abscesses have form-
ed at the root of a filled tooth, and
| upon the removal of these gbscesses
the rheumatism has disappéared. Doc-
tor Brackett also showed the close
relation of the teeth to the general
health of the body. Bacterial poisons
are commonly found round the roots,
especially where pus pockets exist.
Not only do these pus pockets cause
swollen joints, but they are respon-

sible for other complications, includ- |

ing intestinal ailments. Fortunately,
it is not hard to discover the sources
of the trouble; an X-ray photograph
of the jaw at once reveals the tiny
pockets, which then can be easily re-
moved.

INFLUENZA

Catarrhal Fever,
Pinkeye, Shipping
Pever, Epizootio.

And all diseases of the horse affecting his throat, speedily
cured; colts and horses in same stable kept from having
them by using SPOHN'S DISTEMPER OO&POU", 3 to

6 doses often clre.
Safe for brood m
conditions. Most
gist.

One bottle guaranteed to cure one case.
ares. baby colts, stalllons—all ages and
skillful sclentific compound. Any drug-

SPGEN MEDICAL CO. Goshen, Ind., U.S.A.
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{ At Ypres
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“Now the scalpel, nurse.,” As the:
German army surgeon reached acro$s
the quiet body of the Frenchman, he
saw the girl’s hand tremble. “Don’t
give up,” he said gently; “you shall
have a rest after this operation. The
work you have done would exhaust
anyone.”

“I don’t mind the work; it's
mental torture.”

“I know; we all have hard things to
bear. Have you bad news of your
own?”

“Oh, yes! Inside I am—burning!”
She caught at the edge of the table,
breathing loudly. “My lover is at
Ypres!”

The surgeon touched her arm. “My
son is at Ypres,” he said. The nurse
.‘<turwl at his calm self-controlled face;
it gave her fresh courage. She hand-
ed the scalpel to him quite steadily,
and the operation proceeded.

Presently four orderlies entered,
bringing on stretchers two wounded
Germans whom they placed in a cor-
ner. Neither the man nor the girl,
bending over the table, raised thelr
eyes until their work -was finished.
Then they turned to the unconscious
men where they lay on the floor. As
the nurse was behind the surgeon, he
did not see how white her face be-
came while he made his hasty exam-
ination:

Suddenly standing
turned to her. “Nurse, I said you
might rest, but. I am going to ask
a special favor. One of these boys ia
my son. They both need an operation
so badly that there is time to save
only one. Will you help me operate
on my boy?”

She stood twisting a corner of her
apron so tightly that it did not un-
roll when she let it fall.

“You think me a monster,” he said,
“but—he’s my only child!”

The passion of his last words
brought a faint, “I know,” from her
lips.

The surgeon leaned toward
“I'd do as much for you if he
your lover.”

She shrank
heaved; her
“Your son!”

the

upright, he

her.
were

from him; her breast
eyes shifted wildly.
she cried!” and stooping
quickly, began to unbutton the boy's
clothing. The surgeon bent over to
help her, and together they lifted the
boy to the table. He was slight and
fair; the surgeon was heavy and
dark. It did not occur to him to won-
der how the girl knew which was his
son,

The operation progressed
The 'nurse never had been cooler,
never more professional. The sur-
geon told her so when he had finish-
ed.

Then he turned to re-examine the
other German. “Too bad!"” he mur-
mured regretfully. “This poor fellow
is dead! Now, nurse,” changing his
tone, “we must both get some sleep;
sound sleep, and,” he added kindly,
“don’t worry about your lover."”

“Very well, sir,” she replied.
shall sleep.”

She watched him walk 4
floor. At the door he turned.
he said, shaking a finger
“mind that you sleep soundl

“Y\'»‘. .\'ir."

When he was gone, she seemed sud-
denly to her strength. She
stumbled across the room as if walk-
ing in a nightmare. At last she
reached the dead budy of the German
and knelt beside it. “My dear,” she
whispered, “my dear—my dear.” She
put her head on his breast. “My
dear,” she repeated, “my my
dear—my dear—"

rapidly.
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Making It Hot fo

The managers of the McCloud Rail-
way in California found their tracks
infested by a kind of tent caterpillar
last summer. The creatures made
their first appearance on the southern
and eastern slopes of Mount Shasta
June 1st, and soon ate théem
bare. By the middle of the month
they had spun so many silken tents
that the sides of the mountain looked
as if they were covered with paper
bags. The first of July those that
had completed their growth began to
migrate. They were soon joined by
hosts of undeveloped specimens that,
having eaten all the available food,
were seeking new feeding grounds.

The hairy crawlers were a greal
pest, for they got into the tents of the
lumber and construction camps and
crawled over everything. Especially
they liked to travel along the rail-
way. Their crushed bodies made the
rails so slippery that the engine
wheels spun round and round, and ag
a result there were many delays, and
| much expense and danger, particular-
| ly for the heavy logging trains. The
| railway authorities tried stationing
men with brooms on the front of the
engines, but that was not satisfac-
tory. Cresol sprinkled along the
| sides of th¢ roadbed retarded the mi-
grating host only a few moments.

At last the railwny‘y«;n contrived
an arrangement whereby they could
:conduct steam from the engine
through tubes and blow it forward
along the tracks ahead of the train.
That was successful, for it cleared
the tracks without crushing the crea-
| tures, and at the same time killed
them. In certain places along the
line between Sisson and McCloud the
dead . caterpillars were piled up in
| such banks that they could have been
shovelled up by the bushel.

L N

r the Caterpillars.
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Best Kind.
“I have a setter that's ¢f the Gor-

| don breed.”
l “Mine’s a Plymouth Roek.™




