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third with an avidity which he checked | H
only by a firm effort of the will. ‘‘Pres- | van
ently!”’ he told himself. *‘There Wi
plenty, there is plenty.’’ Yet he allow- | mur
od himself two more mouthfuls of brcad\ it
and another sip of milk—milk that was |

nectar, rather than any earthly drink.
At length, with new life running in | whi

‘f

she had proved herself very womanly at bee
last, he laid his treasures on the chair, |sha
and turned to her. She was gone. He
While he had eaten and drunk he had
felt her presence at his back, and once Fla
he was sure that he had heard her sob.

ht, 1909, by Stanley J Weyman)

e —

Synopsis of Previous Chapters

Colonel John Sullivan, an Irish sol-
dier, who has served abroad for many

proc
tuni
0O’B

eyes from the girl, discovered Payton

eeding to say more when the oppor- the less woefully, because, as soon as But she was gone, He staggered—for | He

ty was taken from him. One of the |its owner took in her identity, the mask

eirnes, who happened to avert his]triml to smile.
“‘Mother of God,”” she

the window and looked to right and left.
She had not gone far. She was lying a 8

‘

whispered.

years, returns to his native Kerry on ! . . A i. : _ j

the sloop Cormorant, a French smug- !:&tu’ndmg at t,lm‘hmt of t.hc gtairs. 1’lu-,lr§ll.(‘r face had grown nnarly'as vyhxt(- as prone on the sw:urd, her face hidden unli ‘

gling vessel, laden with Bordeaux im’s vxcl:nn;ltmn uppnm;d the othcrs'\lns. She had mmgmpd 'll()thlng like this. |her arms; and 1t was true that he 'hzull

wines. The cargo of the sloop is seized that something was amiss, and they Colonel John, believing that he read | heard her g‘“'h, for she was weeping,
turned. pity as well as horror in her face, folt a |weeping without restraint. The change

by the natives of Skull, ageinst the fu-
tile protests of Captain Augustin, who'
realizes that he has no law on his side.

solonel Sullivan is coldly received
by Flavia and her brother, The McMur-
rough, because of his alien faith and
his undesirable position as their legal
guardian. When Captain Augustin re- |

Pay
he

confiscated cargo, Flavia and her guar- |, .

dian are in favor of returning the cargo |; :

( ‘ 3TN urning the cargo |, qownstairs.

on the ecaptain’s payment of the dues. R o, !

The McMurrough objects to this, but oty W

finall :1 yrees to it ']( % ol /ol ’S i \Inw before her, but not so low that the | self.
ally ag " 4 POSHD o] ) insolence of his smile was hidden from | him again, though it was still colorless,

van’s offer to get back Flavia’s favor-
ite mare, which was seized by the Brit-
ish soldiers.
vant, Bale, set out and find the mare |jty
at the barracks at Tralee. The Colonel is |
invited into the messroom by the Eng :
lish officers, and one of them, named |
1

all,
|

Payton, who secized the mare, throwe
wine in his face. The Colonel refuses
to fight, because his right arm is per- (
manently disabled. He wins a left- | gte

handed fencing bout with the maitre | hand on either jamb and looked t,hrnugh‘.tnrtnrml. could aid in the work, and ery |

d’armes, at the same time winning the |t
mare on a wager. At dinner upon his | ful
return to Morristown, he is amazed | no
when Flavia drinks a toast 10 the\un
King across the water’’ and fears that | sti
a rising is contemplated. His fears are | pit
realized next morning, when his kins- | sti
man, Ulick, warns him to leave the
place and people to their fate. The Col- | ba

onel
breakfast is invited to join a family
friends imprison him and his servant
He refuses to join the
knowing its fatility.

x
|
|
council of war. .
proposed uprising, !
Foaring that the Colonel may turn in- |
former, The MeMurrough and his’
Bale. The next morning the two :xre‘,
led out to their death by the agent of
The MeMurrough, O’Sullivan Og. At
the last moment this sentence is revok-
od and the Colonel and Bale are rowed |
out through the mist to imprisonment
on a Spanish war ship in the harbor.
The rowboat capsizes and the two pris-
oners, luckily escaping, take refuge on |
the French sloop. Captain Augustini
and his sailors, under the Colonel’s diree- |
tion, steal to the house ai Morristown, |
under cover of the fog, and seize and im- |
prison the leaders of the uprising on the
gloop. The Bishop and Admiral Cam-
mock are to be carried to sea for a per-
iod and The MeMurrough, on swearing
that he will attempt nothing against
Colonel John nor against the govern-

ment, is rn_lv:usml and he returns to Mor-
ristown with the Colonel. Flavia, in-

censed at his return, and the failure of
the uprising, attacks the Colonel, who
narrowly escapes death at her hands.
She and her brother find the Colonel’s
presence irksome and consider means of

getting rid of him.

getting rid of him. When Asgill comes
weoing Flavia, and because of earlier
treaehery is forbidden the house by the
Gelonel, The MeMurrough and his sis-
ter rebel at the Colonel’s authority.
Flavia induces the Colonel to send away
his faithful servant, Bale, on the plea
that he may be injured by the inimical
peasantry. She then lures the Colonel to
an old tower at night and has him im-
prisoned there, without food or water,
in the hope that he may thus be induced
to sign over to The MeceMurrough all ¢
that he holds under the will of Sir |
Miehael M¢Murraugh. Meanwhile, Pay- :
ton with some of his soldiers come from |
Tralee in investigation. Flavia is re
merseful, fearing. the Colonel, still ob-
durate, may dic of starvation and his
death be upon her head.

t
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CHAPTER XX.—Cont inued.

ly the horror of herself which she

had felt as she lay upstairs in the dark- | ed himself and grown calm.

thinking of the starving man,
They were using her be-
cause the man—loved her! Because !
hard words, cruel treatment, l)rutulityi
from.her would be ten times more hard, |
more ecruel, more brutal than from |
others! Because such treatment from |
her hands would be more likely to break |
his spirit and erush his heart! To what
viler use, to what lower end could a|
woman be used or human feeling be |
prostituted? 1

Nor was this all. On the tide of this|
loathing of herself rose another, a
stranger feeling. The man loved her.
She did not doubt that statement. Its
truth came home to her at once. And |

beeause it placed him in a light iu'.

ness,
choked her,

whieh she had never viewed him before,
beeause it recalled a hundred things, |
aets, words on his part which she had |
barely noted at the time, it showed him,
too, as one whom she had never seen.
Had he been free, prosperous, triumph-
ant, the knowledge that he loved her, |
that he, her enemy, loved her, might}
have revolted her—she might have hat- |
ed him the more for it.

he lay a prisoner, famished, star\'ing,l

the fact that he loved her touched her
heart, transfixed her with an almost
poignant feeling, choked her with a
rising flood of pity and self-reproach.

««Sp "there you have it, Flavvy!’’
James eried, complacently. ‘¢ And sure,
you’ll not be making a fool of yourself
at this time of day!’’

She stood looking at him with strange
eyes, thinking, not answering. Asgill
only saw a burning blush dye for an in-
stant the whiteness of her face. He dis-
eovered, with the subtle insight of one
who loved, a part of what she was
thinking. He wished James McMur-
rough in the depths of perdition. But
it was too late, or he feared so.

Great was his relief, therefore, when
she spoke. ‘‘Then you’ll not—be going
now?’’ she said.

«iNow?'® James retorted contemptu

ously. ‘‘Haven’t I told you, you’ll go
tomorrow?’’
«1f T must,”’ she said slowly, ‘I

will—if 1 must.”’
«¢Then what’s the good of talking,’’
The MecMurrough answered. He was

‘I left my snuffbox on the table,’’ gob rise in his breast.

| there it is!
sure! Hope I don’t trespass.
present me to your sister, Mr. Mt:;\‘lur-il
| rough?’’

turns with Luke Asgill, the nearest James M('Mn.rmngh }'1:1(1 no option but |of the sight upon her.
to do so—looking foolish.

custice, and demands the return of the . . . : . . . sufferi :
] ) : stood by with rage in his heart, cursing | calling the sunlit lake on which her eyes |suffering and

T1 ol 1 : Asgill’s picture of you, warmly as he|
1e Colonel and his ser-|,,inted it, fell infinitely below the real- \must sign the paper.’’

» . . | . . .
refuses, and next morning after | his elbows on his knees and his head be

deceived
would he start to his feet, faneying he
heard the footstep that did not fall, call- | his cracking lips, ‘“if you will sign.’’

anticipating

tience and waiting, broken only by such |
a faney, born of his weakened senses, as |
had just-drawn him-to-the window.

balanced; but even he had succumbed | rage, he spoke.
more than once during the last twelve
hours to gusts of
~ HE did not answer. Outwardly she|much by the futility of his sufferings
b was not much moved, but inward-|as by the cruelty of his

But now that|pess in the man, that for no pain of | gesture of the hand.

done something more than shmrk‘.‘«-l

How much |the more bravely for that, and presently had
1ad heard they could not tell. ‘‘Hal lhe found a queer, husky voice.
Thank you. Sorry, I am ¢‘You must not leave me—too long,”’
Will you |he said. and for the first time she saw him as he |
She drew in her breath, and averted|Was. For the first time she perceived |
face, to hide, he hoped, the effect | that, in |Amrsuing the path he had follow- | tor
Or perhaps—for ed, he might have thought himself right. |
mutely | Parts of the passionate rebuke which |ed
Y indignation had
evil chance which had brought Flav- | rested, the blue sky, to witness against from him remained branded upon
|this foul cruelty. memory; and she wept in shame, feel-|le
>ayton said, bowing | Jut it seemed that he deceived him- ing her helplessness, her ignorance, feel-
For when she turned her face to ing that she had no longer any sure |su
support. or prop. How could she trust|he
those who, taking advantage at once of sli
¢¢You |her wounded vanity and her affection for |th
her brother, had drawn her into this
did | hideous, this cruel business? la
The sense of her loneliness, the know-
|ledge that those about her used her for|gp
tently. ‘‘You must sign! own ends—and those must un-|gy

The Key Still he did not answer, he only ]nnlv\“"”"_“‘." "\"""“"“‘]”“"? her. ¢ in
led at her with eyes of infinite l'vlll‘u:l('}].‘ When the first passion of self reproach |

John rose and walked un-!Slw, a woman, a girl, whose tender heart -\h“‘l spent itself, 5'1" heard him calling |y
He rested a|should have bled for him, could see him | her by name, and in a voice that stirred
| her heartstrings. She rose, first to her |y,
knees and them to her feet, and avert
ing her face, ‘‘I will open the door,’’” | g
she said, humbly and in a broken voice, |t}
¢¢1 have brought the key.’’

He did not answer, and she did not |
unlock. For as, still keeping her face |,
averted that he might not see her tears,

ton said, with a sly grin.

|
¢

‘
{her

Luke Asgill he saw her shudder—she was

¢¢I think myself happy. My friend it was hard and set.
““You must sign,’’ she said.
His parched lips opened, but he
not answer.

19 \
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| ‘“You must sign!’’ she repeated insis-
|

|

\
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CHAPTER XXIL

122 | their

‘olonel
adily to the window.

peering to right and left with wist-|‘‘Sign!”’ i
eyes. He detected no one, nothing,! She could indeed, for she repeated |
change, no movement, and, with al|the word—feverishly. ¢¢Sign!’’  she |
yan. he straightened himself. But he cried. And then, ‘‘If you will,”’ she |
11 continued to look out, gazing at the 1said, ‘‘I will give you —see! You shall |
iless blue sky in which the sun was | have this. You shall eat and drink; |
11 high. lonly sign! For God’s sake sign what | :
Presently he grew they want, and eat and drink!’’ |she turned the corner of the tower 10|y
¢k to his chair. He sat With fingers that trembled with haste | gain the door, her brother’s hv:ull and
'she drew from a hiding place in ]wr“l“’”““l'ﬁ rose _”}'“\"' the level of the
platform. As The MecMurrough stepped
on the latter from the path he was in
He saw

weary and went |
down with |

time to see her skirt vanishing.

on her in the act

of putting the key in

|  $¢What are you doing?’’ he eried in
:ZI terrible voice,
| She did not answer, but
he pause for her answer. The
ence of the peril, the thought that the
man whom he had so deeply wronged
|might in another minute be free to
avenge himself and punish his foes rose
up before him and he thrust her roughly
from the door. The key, not yet turned,

‘¢ Are you mad?’’ :
neither did

snatch it from her.

‘¢Give it me!’’ he eried. ‘‘Do you
hear? Give it me!’’
‘1 will not!’’ she cried. *“‘No!’’

“‘Give it up, I say!’’ he retorted. And
this time he made good his hold on her
He tried to force the 1\'6‘_\' from
he panted, ‘‘or I

wrist.
her.. ‘‘Let it gol’’
shall hurt you!’’
But he made a great
thought that he coulll coerce Flavia in
that way. Her fingers only closed more
tightly on the key. “‘Never!’’ she cried,
struggling with him. ¢“Never! I am
going to let him out!"’
- : 5 - .- - " «¢You coward!’’ a voice ecame through
s ; the door. ‘‘Coward! Coward!’’ There
“‘Let It Go!’’ He Panted, ‘‘Or I Shall Hurt You!’ was a sound of drumming on the door.
But Colonel John’s voice and his
blows were powerless to help, as James,
‘«SQep in a frenzy of rage and alarm, gripped
the girl’s wrist and twisted it. ‘‘Let it

mistake if he

his ears had(cloak bread and milk and wine.
| what 1 have brought,’’ she continued,
holding them before his starting eyes, go! Let it" go, you fool!?’ he “eried,
brutally, ‘‘or 1 will break your arm!’’
ng aloud to those who were not there, | them, at her, with an Her face turned white with pain, but
those who, more heedless|guish of the mind as well as of the for a moment she endured in silence.
han the face of nature without, \\'Hlllllllh('*l.\'. How he had mistaken her! How Then a shriek escaped her.
.ome before the appointed time! And | he had misread her! Then, with a groan, [t was answered instantly. Neither
hat was hours away, hours of thirst| ‘God forgive you!'’ he eried, ‘*1 cau- he nor she had the eyes for aught but
ind hunger, almost intolerable; of pu-‘gnnl? [ cannot!’ one another: and the hand that fell, and
““You will not sign?’’ she retorted. fell heavily, on James’ shoulder was as
““And why? Why will you not?’’ unexpected as a thunderbolt.
On_that his patience gave way; and | ‘‘By heaven, man.’’ a voice cried 1n
by one of those gusts of s ear, “Are you mad$--Or-is-this-the
‘¢ Whv?’’ he c¢ried in|way You treat women in Kerry? Let
¢¢Because, ungrateful, [that lady go! Let her go, I say!’’
unwomanly, miserable as yon are—I The command was needless, for at
will not rob you or the dead! Because I the first sound of the voice James had
]norsvcuh»rs.iwill not be false to an old man’s trust. | fallen back with a curse, and Flavia
After each of these storms he had scold- | Because,”’—he laughed a half delirious | grasping her bruised wrist with her
But they |laugh—*‘there is nothing to sign. 1 other hand, reeled for support against
had made their mark upon him; they have burned your parchments these two the Tower wall. For'a moment no one
had left his eyes wilder, his cheeks days, and if you make me suffer twice |spoke. Then James, with scarcely a
more hollow, his hand less firm. as much as I have suffered you can do look at Payton—for he it was—bade
Notwithstanding he was mnot light | nothing!’’ He held out hands which |her come away with him. ‘‘If you are
headed. He eould command his facul- | trembled with passion. ‘‘You can do |mot mad,’”’ he growled, ‘‘you’ll have a
ties; he could still reflect and plan. But |nothing,’’ he repeated. ‘‘Neither you, care! You’ll have a care, and come
at times he found himself confounding | who—God forgive you—have no wom- |away, girl!”’
the present with the past, fancying, for [an’s heart, no woman 's pity! Nor he ¢“When I have let him out, T will
a while, that he was in a Turkish prison, | who would have killed me in the bog |she answered, her eyes glowing sombre-
or starting from a waking dream of |[to gain that which he now starves me ly as‘she nursed her wrist. In her, too,
some cold camp in Russian snows—alas! | to get! But I foiled him then, as [ |the nl.(l Adam had been r:xisw)_
starting from it only to shiver with that | will foil him today, ingrate, perjured,| ‘‘Give me the key!’’ he said for the
penetrating, heart piercing, frightful accursed——"’ last time.
cold, which was worse to bear than the He faltered, steadying himself against ‘1 will not,”’ she said.
gnawing or hunger or the longing of [the wall. For a moment he covered his | The McMurrough turned his rage up-
thirst. He had burned, in fighting the |eyes with the other hand. Then ‘‘God |on the "intruder. “‘Deuce take
cold of the past night, all that would | you—Go! for you know not what youn :
burn, except the chair on which he sat. do. You do not know what it is to |cried. ;
He had not eaten for more than seven- forgive me!’’ he resumed in a lower |us, eh?’’
ty hours. But the long privation, which | tone, ¢‘I know not what I say!.  And Payton bowed. ‘‘If 1 offend,’’ he
had weakened his limbs and blunclwdllnmgvr and thirst or you would not try 'said, airily, ‘I am entirely at your ser
Yet T ought to remember that |vice.”” He tipped the hilt of his sword
will. The possibility of surrender did | —that it is not for yourself you do it!’’ |¢¢You do not wear one, but 1 have n
not oceur to him, partly because he felt He turned his back on her and on the 'doubt you can use one. I shall be hap
sure that James MeMurrough would not window. He had taken steps | Py to give you satisfaction where anc
be so foolish as to let him die; but part- | when she cried, ‘¢ Wait!”’ |when you please. A time and place—’

ly also by reason of a noble stubborn-| “‘Go!’’ he repeated with a backward But James did not stop to hear hin
€ Gol?? lont. He turned with an oath and

¢¢Wait!’’ she ecried. ‘‘And take snarl and went off—went off in such ¢
Oh! take them! Quick!’’ He manner that
She was holding the food

hold- “ At another time she would have blushe

ween his hands. Again

him! How many more times

He gazed at

Colonel John was a man sane and well | swept along

hoarse accents.

rage, pr()\'()kt'tl as

his cheeks, had not availed to gshake his |me thus!

three

death would leave a woman or child to
perish. More than once Colonel Sulli-|them!
van had had to make that choice, amid | turned about.
the horrors of a retreat across famished |and the drink through the window, ° (
lands, with wolves and Cossacks on his|ing them out for him to take. But it |for him. ;
gkirts: and perhaps the choice then |might be another deception. He w:xsidOHo more during the last ten minute
made had become a habit of the mind.|not sure, and he' took a step in a|
At any rate, he gave no thought to |stealthy fashion toward the window, as | Years of neglect and rudeness.
yielding. if, were she off her guard, he would | ayton saw him go, and, blessing th

He had sat for some minutes in the |snateh them from her. But she ('rim”gnml fortune which had put him in
attitude deseribed, when once more a again, ‘‘Take them! Take them!’’ |position to eommand the
gsound startled him. He raised his head |with tears in her voice.
and turned his eyes on the window. | them for you.”’
Then he faltered to his feet, and once The craving
again looked out.

At the same moment Flavia looked in.

Their eyes met.

than a yard apart.
The girl started back with a ery,|thus, he drew the stopper from the bot-

caused by horror at the change in his|tle of milk and drank. He would fain |door, wondering much what it was a
aspect. For she had left him hungry,|have held the bottle to his lips until he |about.

«he found him starving; she had left|had drained the last drop, but he con-
him haggard, she found him with eyes |trolled himself, and when he had swal- |who, pale and haggard, a mere ghost «

'as so strong upon him |thinking of him. She had put the ke

ing her or thanking her. He turned his |Her left wrist, however, was too weal

see the desire in his face; and standing |useless.

unnaturally
his lips dry, his chincynshaven.

indeed a staring mask of famine that doorpost.

fragments of the bread, and ate them |ed against the

and looked not the less pitifully, not difficulty, the second more easily, the the girl, he knew him,

with a sickly smile,

his veins, and a pure thankfulness that|between the girl and her brother had |tar i8

he was not vet steady on his feet—to long?’’ he asked.
‘“Nearly four days,’’ she replied with and then for the manufacture of fertil-

He tried to smile |in him, to say nothing of his reproaches, |ant mooc

her. The scales of prejudice which had | him to convey some property,’’ she said, |
dimmed her sight fell from her eyes,)|‘‘as we wished.’’

foreced | stand now.
her | conetrain

interest matech with that? He could only

looked with a thoughtful face at the

Sullivan’s strength was not to be reviv

meantime, and to

interior,

with the
which he had saved—for to lie on the

oo bk
the lock. she saw the

{

immin- | ¢«

=
his sufferings.

treatment she had meted out to him,

eame away in her hand, and he tried to | 3rink he assured them, smiling, that he

. 7 . YOUu,| and the hard material left turned inte
what business will it be of yours?’’ he | y},ttons and
¢¢\Who are you to come between ;

Flavia could not but see|
'that the challenge was not to his taste. |

But his brutal wviolence had

|to depose his image from her heart than |

beauty’s
‘I brought |thanks, he turned to receive them. But |utilized.
| . . . t . . > .
Flavia was not looking at him, was not | were disregarded until somebody discov

that he took them then without answer- |in the lock and was trying to turn it.

Their faces were less|back on her, as if he dared not let her |and the right was so strained as to be|covered.
She signe y hi y | ¢ 5 . b ae 12 .
She signed to him to turn the and $5 per ton could be worked profit-|fyctory’’ may be added to the announee

He did not at once recognize the man [equally enormous until some one found

large, his temples hollow. [ lowed a few mouthfuls, he removed it. |himself, dragged himself up the three utilizing it. The applications of chemis-
It was|Then he broke off three or four small |steps, and, exhausted b ythe effort, lean- |try to mining have increased our min
But when

looked out of the dusky room at her,jone by one and slowly—the first with | Colonel John spoke and tried to thank

e whistled. “‘You are Colonel Sulli- | penses, and eoke ovens sold for less than
1’7 he said. the cost of ecomstruction. How many
The same, sir!’’ Colonel John mur- lcoke plants have been construeted
ed mechanically. ‘simply to collect the coal-tar whieh is
Are you ill?”’ liberated in the process of manufaetur-
[ am not well,”’ the other replied,|ing coke. In the old open ovens the
The indignation |coal-tar was lost, but in the closed ovens
¢ch he had felt during the contest|it is gaved. Upon this once waste eoal-
built the great color industry
n too much for his strength. ‘‘I|which enters into our daily life in a
11 be better presently,”’ he added.ithousuml different ways.

closed his eyes. | The cottonseed-oil industry with its

‘«“We should be getting him below,’’ |millions of ecapital and profit is based

Twenty-five years ago the

via said in an undertone. .upuu waste.

*ayton looked from one to the other.|seed of cotton was burned or thrown

(¢Hag he been here|away. Now every particle of it is used,

was in a fog.
|first for extracting the cottonseed oil,
lizer. Our eornstalks are still wastefully
|used, but chemistry is busy in trying to
| find some use for these. The pith of the

hiver.
“ And nothing to eat?’’
¢ f\'uthing.”

She did not stay to thing how muech |stalks is already used for the lining of
!it was wise to tell him. In her repent- | vessels to make them water-tight, but

| she was anxious to pour her-|every part of the stalks will probably
«“We wanted |find profitable use.

The great glucose industry is built
lupon waste. The corn grain contains,
‘To your brother?’’ | besides the starchy product, a tiny germ
¢Aye, to him!’’ Then seeing his as |which was formerly crueshed with the

Jishment, ‘‘it was mine,”’ she added. |starch. Now it is separated and convert-

f out in self-reproach.

Payton began to understand. He look- |ed into oil, and the gluten which is left

at her; but no, he did not under- | is made into starch, and the residue used
For if the idea had been to | for cattle food. Corn products today
(‘olonel Sullivan to transfer |form a long list of valuable commereial
r property to her brother, how did her |articles that were counted as waste a
few years ago.
ppose that her brother had coerced | Our farm dairies produced about as
r. and that she had given him the | much waste as any one industry, and
p and tried to release the man—with | even today they are far from reaching
e result he had witnmﬁ*d. 'the point of development to which they
One thing was elear. he property, |4T€ entitled. Skim milk was a drug in
the market until the chemist extraeted
|the casein from it by a new process and
lused it for paper-sizing, kalsomining,
er the slopes, at the lake and the fish 1:1.114' for the manufacture of artifieial
g boats, and the rambling slate-roofed \foods. Even buttons are made from this
yuse with its sheds and [H'.’lt'ShIlt'kH.w(xr{e(] casein.
o-wondered. |  The fortunes of today end tomorrow
No more was said at that built upon waste. Our great eon-
swever. for Flavia saw that crete industry is built upon waste. Our
clay industry a dozen years ago was in-
significant, but today it forms an im-
portant factor in three-quarters of our
towns. Clay of all colors and variety
is now being utilized for tiles, bricks,
and general building materials. Our
forests represent waste beyond compu-
hich he had been confined. tation. The amount of wood, bark, and
As she cast her eyes round its dismal sawdust that have been burned up as
marked the poor handful of waste would make several fortunes.
told of his long struggle ']-’.m‘. it is not only in the raw produets
cold. marked the one chair, of mines, woods, and fields, that waste
is waiting for some enterprising man.
The recovery of old copper, tin, and irom

rge or small, was still hers. The Major

1iling valley, with its cabins scattered

!‘l >
moment, | AT

Colonel

l in an hour. He must be assisted to
e house, and eared for there. In the
lend some strength,
e was anxious to give him such wine
nd food as he could safely take. To
rocure these she entered the room in

mbers that

no more. But his suspicions Wwere | fj,or had been death—marked the beat : i
‘“""”_“"l' He strode across the face of oy path that led from the chair to the|articles has }."“""”“' a business of itself
|the tower, turned the corner and came | winqow, and spoke of many an hour | in which millions are invested. Old

paper, old clothes, and old articles of
furnishing are no longer wasted. The
food we eat represents only a small part
of what we waste. The recovery of this
luct. and tears came afresh to her eyes. waste food would feed a big population.
For me!’’ she murmured. *‘For me!| Waste, after all, is merely another
And how I treated him!’’ |name for misuse. There is no waste,
Her old grievance against him was for There is no

and there should be none.
wiped out of remembrance by such thing as the exhaustion of the
She dwelt only on the

f painful waiting and a hope deferred,
man in another, a more
rentle aspect. She had seen the hero
sm. she now saw the pathos of his con-

rotten,

world’s supply of materials. We eould-
n’t destroy them if we wanted to. All
that we can do is to convert them inte
some otheér form.

SKEATING ON WATER
NOVEL suggestion recently offered
is that a skater really glides upon

When thev had given him to eat and
g

3ut when he attempted to

do so he staggered. ‘‘He will need a

stronger arm than yours,”’ Payton said,

with a grin. ‘‘May I offer mine?’’ L
For the ﬁ"“““”“‘ she looked at him a narrow film of water, continual-

‘‘Thank you,’”’ she said. lv forming under the skate, and resum-

the Colomel repeated i-n: the solid form when relieved of pres-

could walk.

gratefully.
‘T can walk,”’

ot 3 at v ‘4 3 y 24 y P e »
‘.“,',\1.“.“"1: "\ l‘\ 1”;1'} giddy, Hll':" }1\ sure. It is suggested that the pressure
Jut in the end he needed all the ynder the sharp edge of the skate, along

help that both could give him. And 80 |the short portion of the steel eurve
r' Il‘-“\l'{""'_"‘;i "fhi”l_“ *"r“' ’:“”1‘”"* later | which is at any moment in contaet, is
.uke Asgill, standing at the entr ] 5 : . : :
: g, 18 tranee to |great enough to liquefy a thin line of
the eourtvard, looked along the road. jce, and this gives the skate its ‘“bite.””
and saw the three approaching, linked | \When the ice is very cold, the pl'v%u.re
in apparent amity. 8 8 ' £ AR SRT N
. 3 is sometimes 1adequate t rdue
The \'hm‘]( was oreat f»]' ,’lm(-q \f ‘- i ”» i “»(\ : i,?“'{ni 3 ot “d”(‘) the
\ il as greai, 1ol Jd 8§ Mce-Imelting-point sufficiently, and then, as
Murrough had ﬂ‘"L cursing, into soli-|4]] skaters know, it is difficult to make
tude and the hills, taking no steps to|the skate ‘“bite.’”” For very eold ice it
warn his :11!}'. lln‘- sight struck ‘.\.\‘;_"l“ is recommended that *‘hollow-ground’’
with the force of a bullet. Colonel gkates be used, because the effective
\ ey Py, 3 P ' m O Y, " » > . ) % . . o
John ¢ leased, and in the company of |pressure increases with the thinnesse of
Flavia and Payton! All his eraft, all the edge
his coolness, forsook him. He slunk out = -

of sight by a back way, but not before
Pavton had marked his retreat. BACHELOR GIRL’S REVERIES
(To be continued) (By Helen Rowland)
OH. yes, marriage is a great institu-
| tion—for the blind and temporar-
ily 1msanes

* . *

FORTUNES IN WASTE MATERIALS |
l:”““ NES have been Duilt upon| 7t takes two to make a bargain in

waste. lm-n.* is a list of moTe }carts. but it never occurs to a man that

than a score of by-products obtain-| ANY “woman wouldn’t consider him a
sd-fronerade-oil-which-formerty-weBt - yyyyogin # “
Gasoline, naphtha, parafiine, s S e
were all thrown away in

to waste.
and ‘benzine b e , s : Falling in love and ‘‘coming a erop-
the beginning. Now the lighter oils are ,ep*y hoth make a man look equally
%'““l't"l"'l'll Py 4,'-*';1““1“““-1 - ene | foolish and leave him feeling dreadfully
1s «dastilled, and harda and. sSo yaraiine | .y« i e ¥ ashalce
or vaseline obtained, and the .\'\‘[lul mass ehagrized smd aharen Bp.
of earbon left in the retorts is utilized
for making carbon sticks.

The Chicago joke that everything is
utilized in the packing-houses except the
squeals, and that these in time may be

Kerosene

* * *

A married woman has about the same
fascination for most men as a ‘‘Keep-
off-the-grass’’ sign for a small boy.

* * *
made _ . From the quaint way in which peo-
gree to \}hlgh economy of waste has|ple are announcing their engagements
been carried in modern industries. Fifty | before they get their divorces, these
per cent. of the slaughter house products | days, it seems to be just a question ef
‘‘Husband, husband; who’s got the hus-
band!”’

into whistles, illustrates the de
b 4

twenty-five years ago represented waste.
But chemistry has now made all of the
by-products useful. The refuse that was
formerly a mnuisance is now dried, and If the Sphinx really knows all, hears
all the grease extracted for making soap. {all, sees all and savs nothing, what an
The residue is converted into fertilizer. |ideal bellboy he m‘ight have made!
Jelly is made from the hoots and horns, ; R

* * *

Nowadays the average man’s heart
is nothing but a bundle of suspicions

completely surrounded by fortifieations.

knife-handles. The hair
'and bristles are of great value in brush
manufacturing, and the hides go into
our shoes, boots, bags, and dozens of
other common articles.
: In the beet-sugar industry the molas- lenvy at Dr. Cook’s ability to invent a
ses was absolute waste. (’vrr:.uu pro- |good story after two long Arctie nights
l.‘lm'ts of the beet made it too bitter for |out.
1| use, and yet one-half the weight of the
: m}»l:nssvst was sugar. Through a process A man always admires cleverness IN
: of washing the molasses and treating it la woman —provided she doesn’t let it
with carbonic acid gas over ninety per |QUT.
1| cent. of the sugar is recovered.
The biggest fortunes 1n the mining | The trouble with marriage nowadays
; business have not been obtaineéd 'in the is that it is getting to be a ‘“deal’’
discovery of rich mines, but in the work- |rather than an ideal.
ing over of old mines for the recovery )
| of waste. At the mouth of the coal
mines the culm in the form of waste PHONOGRAPHIC CASH REGISTER
|piled mountain-hig cade :
t‘l‘ll td. “.m'l ‘11.511, an.d.decadns ago | (CASH register that announces the
| the companies would have made this | f amoeunt of 4 sale in human voiee
a |waste a free gift to anyone who would as well as registering the ﬁguras’
. 1 o . ' 3 r i Sl . o B . S » ’
art 1t d“'“’.}-l TOQ;‘,‘ all t.he waste 18 54 heen devised by a Minnesota inven-
» € ~ & 3 - v
e tailings of gold-mines |{,r When the keys are touched for a
; ) sale of, sav, $1.65, certain'phonographie
y 10rod that gold was soluble in a weak H‘\'}\l‘(ldllvt’!‘lﬂ are released z‘md tﬁe pm.
| solution of potassium cyanide and .that|.pine sings out: ‘‘One-sixty ﬁ\'e.”‘Sueh
¢, \nearly every particle could thus be re-|axpressions as ‘‘thank voa '’ or B
Low-grade ores yielding 54‘:hmk vou will find these goods satis-

- - *

Many a married man is green with

* * -

* * *

S

key, and he did so, and threw open the |ably by this method and millions of dol | ent of the sale

11 {lars were thus extracted from the tail
ings. The waste of silver mines was

|

|
! mous until so | A pig belonging to Mr. Gillham, of
f |a method of freeing it from lead and | Woodmancote, Sussex (England), re-
| cently shed the whole of its skin, weigh-
t av ling 54 Ib. A new skin has grown, and
ing wealth by billions of dollars. the pig now weighs 50 st. A veterinary
In the coke regions there was great|surgeon states that-he has never before

time in. payies 4% kédrd of such a ease.

difficulty at one




