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CHAFTER XXXIV.—(Gontinued), - ’

Lora in the mean time went from !
Ppicture to picture, but she saw nothing,
A perfect storm of emotions was rag- '
ing within her.

She stood on the steps of the high
altar and listened to a long lecture from
the sacr.stan about the old picture of :
the Madonna, but she did not under-
sland & word. She only heard that
Voice ' that she had never expected to
Il:eal; again, as it came up o her from

alow,

The gent'emen, in eager conversation, |0

walked toward the door. When he
reached the door the general looked
round for Lora. She hurried up and
went out past them into the narrow
slreet, and the others slowly followed.
The doctor seemed unable to keep his
€yes off the slender. figure before him,
@ {f he must make up for the time she
had been lost %0 him.

She seemed o feel this gaze, and
she opened her parasol and laid it over
her shoulder, though the supcwas shin.
ing in her face. &

At length she siopped before the Pal-
#8220 Madama. “I am very lired, uncle,”
she said.

“You had better drive ‘home, then,
and I will trot after you,” replied the
<ld gentleman, looking anxiously at
her pale face. * have company; do
you lie down and rest,” And he called
for a carriage,

“Yes—good-bye!” - She nodded pleas-
antly, and the carriage rolled away.

Al home she lay down obediently, and
<losed her eyes, which burned like fire,
She longed so for rest, but her heart
beat and throbbed horribly. If she only
ueed never have seen him again!

“If only uncle will not bring him
home to dinner,” she thought; “I can-
Rot bear ft.” And yet she hoped for

No, the old gentleman came alone.
But they had made an appointment for
{ke following day, to visit the Laleran

ussum,

Bul Lora would not go out the next
morning. What ailed her? She was
not usually so capriclous, The general
went away alone, grumbling. He had
appointed a meeling with Schonberg

T

FOR HER FAMILY’S SAKE.

“What for?”" He looked at her sor-
rowfully. :
me 10 have offered your sister my hand,
without the slightest affection for her?

I had notl even the excuse of aceom- [th

plishing a’ good work by it, as—""
“Not another word!"” she cried tremb-
Iing. “It is easy indoed to declare of

jihe dead that you never gave her your

heart. Kalie's lips are dumb—"

He flushed deeply, but he did not lake
his eyes from her face. J

“I repeat it,” he said firmly, “I did
t love your sister,”

“Let us drop the subject,” ‘she said
shortly.

He obeyed, and. was silent.

She sprang up and went hastily across
fo the fireplace, in which the last coals
were glimmerihg. She poked at them
almlessly with the tongs, and took up
the little bellows without using them.
Al last she came back, and standing
before him in- the brillian} sunshine,
which showed him so plainly {he fine
lines that grief had made in her face,
she said gently:

“We will not quarrel about the old
story, it would do no good; and I am
ready to aoceplt your proposition--leb
us be friends. . We have each given
pain to the other\” enly- with. this: Jdif-
ference, that I was not my own mis-
tress, that I nearly died in—but we will
not speak of that, only do not try o
ocmfort me with fictions that I do not
believe. Leave the dead her rights.”

“Lora, you are unjust to me, I did
not know, then, that you were forced
into your marriage; and, deeply injured
by your deserlion, I rushed headlong
—ah, don't ask me about it!" 4

“Well, then, let us be friends.” she
said, ignoring his words,

“Yes, good friends,” he repeated, ard
e sad smile flitted -over his face, un-
seen by her,

And then they sat together a
of matters that were very remote from
their thoughts, and as they talked their
eyes met oonstanily with a searching,
Inquiring look, as if they were looking
for a single ray of that happiness which
had once shone for them. It was so
very quiet up here that nothing dis-
turbed them in the questions ang an-
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“Is it not'a grave faull in’

nd falked ,[

" PIG BREEDING, S
There is overy probabilily that the
Supply: of -hogs for the market néxt sum.
mer. will be short, and prices hi

sent {0 the -bulcher's market, and the
stock of pigs réduced 1o a lower- limit

[ unless the comin,
unusually favorable for
ters, there 1s sire to.be
& shortage of suilable shoats for the
packing-houses. As a rule, ‘April is a
sefe month in which to have the litters
come, as they need not be long oon-
finéd ‘to -close quartérs, and are much
safer to. fhrive if allowad fo-run out
on the ground for exercise in fine wea-
ther, The period of gestation in the
case of the sow is generally sixteen
weeks (o a day or two, no other ¢lass
¢l styck producing so nearly within the
allotted time. To facilitats the service
where a large, heavy sire is in use, or,
indeéd, in any case, whether the boar
he large or small, a breeding crale kept
in his pen is a great convenience and
seving of - time, and those who have
adopted it would nol think' of doing
without it. As-a rule, one service ‘s
sufliclent, and as effectual as more,
though, in the case of sows that have
proved difficult to seltle,. a second ser-
vige at a dater day of the period of heat
may prove successful. The Sow, afier
servieo, should: ke kept- quiot in @ pen
alone for a day or two, or until her
Leat has passed.

Suecess in- securing litters depends
largely on the treatment of the preg-
nant-sow. Regular exercise, and plenly
of it, is essential, and to this end the
feed -should be, to come exient, whole
i grain, scatterad upon the ground or
jupon a plank plutform, to keep the sows
on their feel. A raw mangel or sugar
Leet thrown on the ground {o scoop,
will alsy tend to keep them employed,
Gold, sloppy feed fed to the sow is be-
{lieved to have a bad effect on the pigs
tshe is carrying and if meal is fed, it
Is safer to give it dry, the water or
,Swill be'ng given in a separale {rough.
A mixture of pulped mangels and cut
clover or clover leaves, with a litlle
| meal sprinkled over il, is ideal feed
'for a brood saw.

A dry bed 4n an open shed; or one
with an open door to the k:rnyard,
where she can go out at any time, is a

g | What do

*“Turn
you

The man on
turn, and kept his
ceding above him.

Supported in her

her 8s though she could look straight
the wall of that upper room in
the Hotel of the Three Skaters in the
Very slowly,
i vision afar off, she
answered the woak voicé that had ask-

throtigh

good city of Antwerp.
i@s though she saw a

ea the question,

- “I see—in that London to which I am

speaking
teeth. “All
and the brighiness of life
that shou!d have been mine have been
hers; all the love that has never touch-
ed this barrén, desolale heart of _mine
has belonged to her. Child of a father
whose name . has been a byword, she
hag" grown wp in ignorance; she does !

go}ng—a girl," she said,
lgnmly enough through her
the beauty

not undersland how she is hated and

“Good—very. good,” came

per from the méan in the bed. “You

ther’s name for nothing, The shadows
are closing fast about me. It is writ-
ten in' the great Book of Life and Death

know that all 1 have prayed and hoped

Say the words I taught you—on the
gravo of your young mother—years ago.
Say them now!”

. A while, thin hand had come out from

spoko- very slowly and deliberafely:

your - face ' towards- Londbnt
seer”

4he bed was %00 weak to
gaze fixed upon the
The woman who
sal bp?;iide ml:er bed, with her elbows
prap, on knees and her chin
palms, stared be‘om!brlght and preity th

despised; she i3 o understand it now.™
the whis-’

have not been taught your lesson for no-
thing, Olive; you do nat bear your mo-

that my lifo is to go oul here, like the
smokoe of ae<poor blown-out lamp. Be-
fore L go let moe be sure that you un-
derstand what you are to do; let  me

for through so many years will not come
tc nothing now, whén my life closes.

among {he bod-clothes; the hand groped
for and reached that of the woman sit-
ting beside the bed. Holding it ¥ both
her owil, and never relaxing her gaze
straighy at the wall before her, sho

“In the great London that holds her

ul| the point of death in the little hotel
in Aniwerp—had married comparatively
late in life, and had married for love. |
His wife had bsen a mere girl, and ha™
hiad not understood her, A grave and
elderly man even for lga years,

of

hood. Gradually he had set up a heavy
barrier of dstrust and misunderstand-
ing belween them: gradually he had
driven her further and further away.
Even the advent of her girl-baby had not
tended fo improve matters; it had be-
¢ome a fight belween the two as to
which should hold the child—a poor
struggle,bad for themselves and worse
for -the girl,

It had gone on until the girl was four-
teen or fifteen years of age, and the
unhappy mother and father were travel-
ling with her from place to place on
the Contment. Daniel Varney was a
rich man af the lime, Jnd was ‘able fo
give them, in his own stern, grudging
lishion, all that they needed; but love,
4p the best sense, he gave 10 no one.
Al the moment when his hard theories
in regand to the education of the girl
had clashed most sirongly with thoss
|of his wite, there came into the story
another element,

That element had been Mr. Roland
Ewing—bright, happy-go-lucky, worths
less—and a widower. He had. left be-
hind in England a child of five—s girk. .
He was travelling in ordér to overcome
& very natural grief at thé loss of hisy/
wife. . ‘Mrs. Daniel Varney was a young
woman glill, and a pretty one; and sha
had a desperate heartache, born of fif-
leen .years of ooldness and misunder-
standing and neglect. They drifted to.
gether—and the man was very, very
sorry for her, and seemed all at once
4 be the one being who could under-
sland all thal she had missed,

Poor Olive Varney could remember a
night when a fan{liar figure was,gone
from the house, and from her life; a
Light when her father stood, like a
thing turned to stone, and read a’ let-
ter in which Ms wife bade him fare.

he had " -

~—young and bright and pure, and un-
spotled from the world—I am to find
her—to- give her your message—to ful-
' that message. This 13 il. ‘Even as
he—your father—robbed and ruined me

well for the last- time, Olive was fik
teen then; she was frightened, ‘and did
not understand. Unhappy as her life
had been, she had -always furned in-
stinctively towards the young and pret-

at a restaurant on the Circo, and he
turned his steps thither.

Lora sat down by the open door of
the balcony, for the sun was shining

swers that at first came quickly, and | beller -arrangement than keeping - the
then more and more slowly, 90w in & Close pen where regular ex-

The general seemed, to-day, to have [ercise is not oasily available. If a lit-
forgotten the dinner hour. Gemma, | ler is due to come in the winter manths,

outside, and filled the liftle court with
delightful warmth.. She had taken up
& plece of work, and as the loops formed
fhemselves under her hands, she
thought of her own fate and that of
her family, only to arrive at the same
oonclusion as ever, that all happiness
was over forever for her, for there was
No one in the world for her but him;
and he stood on the other side of Katle's
grave, and that quiet, green mound
was raisel between (hem—an  insuper-
able obstacle. " She was so deep in
thought that she did not hear Gemma's
voice in the oorridor: “The signora is
at home.” -

A moment later he was slanding be-
fore her, tall and stately, in his simple
gray travelling costume, and the ‘sun-
light that streamed through the whole
room played about his brown hair and
made the eyes that were gazing at her
inore brilliant than usual.

“I have missed your uncle,” he said,
drawing up a chair. “Will you allow
me to rest? for the walk has tired me
a little; this Rome is very fascinating.
How happens it that you are not out
in the sun and air, too?"

She sat opposite him, surprised and
oonfused.

“I felt tired, t00,” she replied.

“I hope I am not disturbing jyou,
Lora?" he said gently, calling her by
her name, which he had hitherto avoid-
ed. “Confess that you wish me a thou-
sand miles away—isn't it so? Shall I

9
g‘i‘Yes," she sald frankly, “go.” And
she drew a long breath.

“Only a few words more, Lora. Who
knows when we shall see each other
alone again? I wanted to ask you to
let the past be forgotten.”

She looked at him with anger in her

eyes. His speech sounded foolish to
her.# As if one could blot out the past
rom one's memory at a word!
#Oh,” she sald slowly, and her voice
sounded bitter rather than ironical,
“why should we bring up all that? You
told me long ago that you had forgot-
ten, though you did not say it in words.”
And she remembered how she had re-
ceived the announcement of his engage-
ment heére on this very spot.

“I have expressed myself badly; I
meant forgive instead of forget. And
I swear to you. Lora, 1hat I do nol bear
mallce against you, that you—"

She turned her head away proudly.

“tL is very kind of you. You think,
dhen, that I gave. you up for a mere
whim, from a desire to be a rich wo-
man, for Heaven knows what—some
ircomprehensible reason—that——""

“I do not think anything of the sort,
for I know that you—I have forgiven,
and I do not blame you any mare, but
you ought to forgive, too, Lora.”

“Accept the assurance of my full par-
den, though I do not know what it is
for.” *

both.

tripping about on tiptce, had noiseless.
ly laid the table and brought in fie
soup. ;

Lora asked Ernest in a few nasly
words to stay. They sat oppaosite each
other like a young married.couple at
their first’ dinner; possibly the com-
parison may have suggested itself o
For one moment her eyes met

| provision should Iﬁ made 1o. secure suf-
ficient warmth. The sow should be-
come accustomed to her quarlers a
couple of weeks before she is due (o

farrow. If the pen is-not considered

,wm'm enough, il may be improved in
lihat réspect by putting up extra stud-
|

ding Iy the outer walls, tacking rough

{lumber on ‘them, and filling in between

his, full of all the old faithtul afiection; | with sirdw or horse manure. A second

then she suddenly turned away her
head, and two great tears ran uvown
her face.

They did not speak much more dur-
ing the little meal.

“To our good friendship!” he said once
touching his glass to hers. Then he
asked ff she would not go to walk, and
&s she assented he conducted her, lean-
ing on his arm, through the streets of
Rome, and she thought how she had
once dreamed of wandering here like
this with him, and that it hadnow
ocome fo pass, and yet how differently!

(To be Continued.)
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WITH TRAGEDY ON TRAGEDY.

Emperor Francis Joseph Has Not Had
a Happy Reign.

Fifty-nine years ago, on Desamber
2nd, 1848, the Emperor Francis Joseph
ascended the throne of Austria.

The Hapsburg family might well he
calledl & house of tragedy.
chief evenis in the aged Emperor's life
cur readers are doubtless well acquaint-
ed, but the same fote scems to have
haunted other members of the fam-
ily.

Francis Joseph's brother Maxmillan,
who was married to a sister of King
Leopold of Belgium, became Emperor
of Mexico. He was supported by* Na-
pcleon IIL, who afterwards desaled
him. The United States Governmeni
ultimately seized Maximilian, and ¥e
was shot as a {traitor.

After the tragic death of the Crown
Prince Rudolph, Archduke John Salva-
tor, one of the heirs-presumptive to the
throne, renounced his rights. Adopt-
ing the name of John Orth, he set out
for America, but the vessel in which
he sailed was never heard of again, and
the archduke's fate is unknown to this
day.

These are only fwo of the dramatic
stories encircling the house of Haps-
burg. It would seem as though grief,
hatred, and unhappiness were the in-
evitable lot of members of this Royal
house.

—k
WHY HE SOBBED.

There was a young fellow named Harry,
Whom a coy girl invited to tarry.
She said, “This leap year
Let us wedded be, dear.”
But he sobbed out, “I don't want to
marry.”

inot too plentiful,

acler will also help to make the place
warmor. The sow's feed at this time
should be relaxing, in ‘order to avoid
oonslipation. Roo's and bran slop will
tend to keep the bowels open. The bed-
ding should be of dry, short straw, and
IL is well to keep
walch over the sow when her lime is
up, and to see that the liitle ones do
not gol away from her side. As.a rule,
il is not wise lo interfere more than is
necessary with the sow, but if she is
restless, and gcts to rising often, it is
well to have a basket at hand, cover-
eu with a blanket, in which % put the
pigs till all are born afid the sow: is
quiet, when they should be placed be
side' her, and,. if neceéssary, helped to

"m\'ering overhead of a temporary char-

With the’

find the needed nourishment. The sow
should not te disturbed for feeding for
twelvgrhours afier farrowing, and only
a wiliem drink of bran slop given. Her
fead for the first two or three days
should be light, and gradually increased.

e

LIVE STOCK NOTES.

Gather the eggs three or four times
t day, or they will chill. Eggs should
be kept in a temperature not below
50 degrees if intended for hatching.

The farmer's, horse in winter, if not
hard worked, will do bebter, and his
ccat look better, if wintered on- bright
slraw and two quarts of oats night and
morning, than if fed all the good tim-
clhy hay he will eaf.

Do not keep the cows too closely con-
fined, let them become dccustomed to
remaining out every day that is not
stormy. Unless ventilation and sanita-
lion be perfect. confining éows all the
iimo weakens their constitutlon, and
their health is linble to be damaged.
Cows In (his condition are much more
liable to disease.

You often hear it said that “like be-
gets-like.” As a rule this is true: yet
it is on the deviation from this rule that
our hopes for improvement depend.
Some of the offspring will be better
than their progenitors; others not so
good. Breed only from the best. 7f
you breed from a good dam, and a sire
whosz dam is good, you have a strong
peint in breeding. Do not make the
mislake of trying to breed for the great-
esl yield of milk, butler, cheese and
beef in the same animals. Breed for a
purpose. There is no such thing as a
general-purpose cow, horse or hen. The

cow that produces 900 pounds of bul-

and mine, o in the time to come 1/will
mob and ruin you, who bear his name.

I know so well. [ will trick you and

ycurs, as he tricked those who were
I' will humble you to the dust,

mine.
8s he humb'ed mine. 1 will bring you
brought moe and mihe." Is that right?”

“You have not fergotten; you are not
of the stuff to farget, Olive., There is a
God of vengeance: he shall speak
through you. My journey ends here;
here yours begins, And -you will not
fail,”

There was silence for a long lime in
the room—a brooding  silence on the

©f the man, because he was at grips
with Death, and was facing its approach
a3 sternly as he had always faced Life,
After a Uime he spoke again, without
moving:

“You are not afraid, Olive?”

She - laughed quietly; over her fine,
strong face swept for-a moment a litile
wave of contempt, “Afraid? I have
been brought up and lrained too strong-
ly for that, father, I never had a girl
hood; T dont think I was ever a child.
Tho God I have worshipped -has been
one who hid His face and was-always
angry with the world that belonged to
Him. You taught me to hate when [
was a baby—to hate all soris of things
that seemed good and pleasant.  You
made me take this oalh as regards Lucy
Ewing when I was quite a girl. My
mother was something to La spoken of

No; I have not been trained to be afraid
of anylhing. The stuff of which you
have made me does
tions."”

This was the end of a long journey.

Three Skalers in Antwerp hed come a
man not yel old—Daniel Varney—and
8 woman older than her years—his
daughter Olive,
the journey, because Death had slen-
ped In, and stopped it.

the indignant figure of this grey-haired

been a matler of an oye for an eve, and
a tooth for a tooth. Dying. the man

Teft. all that bitier business to his daugh-
trained carefully

ter, who had been
enough to follow outl that which £o had

ion:
Danlel Yarney—the man who now lay

ler’in a yvear makes a
ing in milk, and

poor showing at the plow.

There is no other lesson 1 have learnt
s> strongly as lhal; there is no lesson !

o want and shafe and misery, as he

part of the woman; stlence on the part

in hushed whispers before 1 could un-
derstand what wrong she had done.

not breed emo-

To this quaint, quiet liftle Hotel of the

This was the end of

It was to have
oended in London; it was to have finigh-
&l wilh a young girl crouching before

man, denouncing her; it. was to have

started. It had begqun some fifteen vears
befare; and it had begun in this fash-

very modest show-
the horse that can
trol a mile in 2.10 would make a very

t7 mother who had been.the brightest
thing she had known. That mother
wos gane; without even a word to-her.
self; and she had gone in such a fash-
lon that her name was mever again to
bs mentioned,

(To be Cont'nued.)
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BITS OF INFORMATION. -

Interesting Items of Knowledge About
‘Most  Everything.

There are about 600,000 people em-
ployed in Italy rearing silkworms.

An express engine consumes on an
average ten gallons of water per mile,

In Chicago loaves of bread musl bear
fhe weight and the name of fhe baker,

Lake Huron is dolted with over 3,008

iands. This s more than any other
lake has In the world.

According to bakefs, people eat 2§
per cent. more bread when the weathes
13 cold than when it is mild.

Every year the sacred shrine of Mec-
ca, the “Caaba,” #s re-covered with g
costly carpet sent by the Sulan, Ar
sin%lgoone of these coverings has oost

Slm!a Rose, Calitérnia, has a church
capabls of seating 200, all built out of
the timber sawn from a single redwood

ree,
—

. Embroidered Belts

HW belts of white scrim are heav-

N ily embroldered in padded roses

of embroidery cotton. They are

quite & novel fashion, and the loosely

woven scrim is guch an excellent ma-
terial for the purpose.

Belting may also be embroldered in
the same way, though for the latter,
flatter floweérs — forget-me-nots, prim-
roses, dalsies—are more satisfactory.

Belts are so small and narrow that it
takes very little time te ornament them
in most elaborate designs, and they
may be carried around so easily that ne
time nead be wasted, for the work may
always be on hand.

o A e
VERSE ADVICE.

A genile word, genlly spoken,
Of' saves your face from being broken.
e e

Alaska babies do not cry. They try
it and then give up the bad habit from
choice. To this desirable end they ara
wenily pcrsuaded by  their mothers
When a baby begins to cry the mothes
takes a pot of water, fils her moulk
with the liquid, and squirts it into the
face of the weeping infant. If the cry
increases in force. so does the stream
of water. No word is spoken, no blow
is struck, bul the viclory is sure. Very
soon the infant begins to connect weep.
ing with the squirting of water in its
face. Becoming frm conuincad heo
the (wo {
cides to




