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CHAPTER 1V.—{Continued). Rathhaus, shone directly on her beauli-
He looked reproachfully at her, and|'ul. angry face, and displayed her
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DLING THE MANURE,

the big jobhs on a dairy farm.
the manure. On & farm wilh
ws, it requires from three o
s in the year. On our farm
pver 450 loads of manure were
t is good work for one man

drew his Shair necarer. As he opened |$€2ming eyes.  “What more do I
Lis lips to speak, she turned to her
<ther neighbor and asked for a glass
of water.

“Fraulein’ von Tollen,” a passionale
voice whispered in her ear, “why do
You lreat me so? If you only knew,
Lcra—if you knew—"

Fraulein von Tollen, if you please,”
she replied, leaning back in her chair.

“I enireat you, Fraulein von Tollen,
give me some hope. You cannot really
ke so cold toward me as you pretend.
You must know that ever since I flrst
saw you—-"

The little wooden fan in her hand
snapped in two at this moment, and
she involuntarily made a movement as
if to rise,

“For Heaven's sake,” he implored her,
“I beg of you stay! After supper, one-
s.ngle word—"

Trembling with agitation, she laid the
fan on the table; the break was in the
1iiddle of the coat of arms.

Adalbert Becher beckoned for some
niore champagne, When he had filled
hic glass he called down to the other
¢nd of the lable, “Tollen! Tollen! you
kuow," and lifted his glass. v

Joora looked at her brother with hor-
rYied eycs. Whal! They were already
&0 intimate,

In the confusion that would ensue at
the end of the supper, she hoped to !e
able to escape. She must go home,
that was her one thought; but she soon
fcund it impossible, She was carried
alcng with the throng that pressed to-
ward the cool salon and the ball-room;
the music of a waltz caught the ears of
the company excited by the wine, and
several couples began to dance wilh
tore ardor than dignity.

“Rudolph, I must speak to you,"” whis-
pered Lora, as she stood by a pedeslal
cf black marble which held a Terpsi-
chaore; behind her stood Adalbert Becher,
excited and angry because she had ve-
peatedly refused to dance with him. She
held her brother tightly by the arm, as
he tried to pass her with his partner.
“In a moment,” he replied, disappearing
in the whirl,

“One word, only one word, Fraulein
von Tollen,” whispered a voice behind
er. “I love you with all my Weart i

She stood lhere with her lips pressed
clsse together, -white as ‘the wall"of the
reom, and pretended not to hear.

“You are such a beautiful girl, Lora,
I must—I—you drive me mad with your
ccldness.”

She felt his hot breath on her cheek,
a warm touch on her ear; she ran sud-
denly across the hall and stood before
Rulolph, who - had just finished his
dance. “Take me home,” she demanded
with trembling lips, “al once. 1 am
in.”

She looked at him in such terror, with’

eyes_blazing with indignation and face
so pale, that he sprang up, excused him-
= If to his pariner, and giving Lora his
arm, led her to the cloak-room. When
Lora was dressed in her. cloak and
haod, Aunt Melitla came up wringing
Ter hands, which slill held her whist
cards.

“For lleaven's sake what is the mat-
fer, my angel?”

Rudolph muttered about “whims,” as
he put on his overcoat.

“Don’t leave your game
aunlie,” entreated ILora. “I am not
well, My head aches. You know |
have not been able to sleep much late-
ly."

She kissed the small, troubled face
under the pansies, and slipped down
the slairs into the hall. Once there she
ficd cul into the open air along the gar-
den-path; she heard Adalbert Becher's
voice behind her,  hoarse and exciled.
Not until she reached 1he gate of the
park did her brother overtake her.

“Very delightful to have lo take an
unexpected promenade like this," he
said angrily; and as she still remained
silent, “what possessed you to run
away like that?”

“I am very sorry that I was obliged
to trouble you, Rudi, but to whom can
I go if not to you?" she said in a lremb-
ling vaice.

“I should like to know why you ran
away?’ growled Rudolph. “I am sure
you didn’t lack for altention. Do give
sonie reason, at least, so I can give some
caplanation to  Adalbert, poor fellow;
T¢ is beside himself,”

“I will nol listen to insolence from a
drunken man,” replied Lora, throwing
e end of her long cloak, which was
made of an old cashmere shawl of her
mather’s. over her shoulder, to protect
Levsell from the cold wind.

‘Drunk! Insolent!” exclaimed  lhe
licutenant, who was also excited by (he
champagne, “It is lrue he spoke to you
of his liking for you, but you don’t call
that an insult! You girls are marvel-
lcus, upon my word!”

Lora walked on fasler. )

“Let us  drap the subjecl,” she said.

“No. by Jove! T sorey for the poor
fellow.  He is in love with vou, Lora.
I should think you would be glad ta
€scape al last from all the toiling and
noiling at home. And yet—what-on
esrth can you expeel?  Ile 4

e s'opped suddenly.  Lora, who was
walking irr Tront, an her narrow fo-
wilk. turned: and the flickering light of
the “amip. which alwavs burned
Gurin night on ke corner of the
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to haul to the field and spread
day, so for us, for a man and
meant 45 days’ wark. By
ery day and sgpreading if, the
5k mainly done in winter, when
had plenty of time to devote {0
ere was a clean barnyard all
mng. Some farmers have a fear
manure will wash away im
(We have found no trouble in
¢tion. The loss is much less -
‘etling the manure lie in heaps.
then rain comes, we want the
ight where it will dissolve and
Ie soil. :
Sing of time in hauling, leaving -
Wclear for other and more press-
itis a great help. In these days
hjve labor, the farmer must
the most economical ways of
¢ labor. Where help is hired
r, and winter dairying is car~
;auling .the manure to the field
afling it each day is one of the
)¢ meti.ods oflatterday farm-
.) 5 of the best ways to make
¥ 1he farm, is to study the best
of doing farm work. H is an
% to waste labor, ~ Indeed, wo
30 business where labor is not
Comically handled than it is on
Slye farm. The farmer is suffer-
_ bor in many ways, yet for lack
;,\l is often wasted.

INLCH VS. CULTIVATION.

Id the straw mulch a fine thing
t down the weeds, and to oon-
lseded moisture for maintaining
cowlh of fruits and yegelableq.
s, melons, cabbage, in fact, al-

rown in ihe garden,

erything g ;
l;)e:’ll(ﬁx' with good mulching thani

&b average cultivation given on!
ms. ; :
] ';\bor has raised potatoes in this
many ears. The po}utoes arov
shallow and covered with sgverul
hf clean straw, and tha't is the
it until digging time. They doy
to be plowed or hoed: \‘\,’heng
. has been gathered this mulch!
Hurned under and will ‘ndd hun'lus'
f0il, which is lacking in ‘many of
Fdens.
?keep down the weeds and pro-
{ fair crop of vegetables and ber-
Wi the muich. For the berry,
the work can be done at any
nd. the resull is a mice clean
nd an increased insurance against

want?” she exclaimed; “and do you ask
that, you, who only a short lime ago
cesignated this man as a parvenu «f
the commonest kind?”

“I have learned to know him since
tken, and he really is not so bad,” re-
plied her brother crossly. “But go on,
do—there is a devilish draught here.”

Bul she did not stir,

“You call him ‘thou,’” she continued,
“and you seem to be his friend. Well,
then, you can take my answer for him:
I cannot endure him; he is to me the
most antagonistic person I ever met,
and he had better take care never to
speak like that o me again,—he had
better take care!”

Her cloak blew off her shoulder®in
the wind; she looked angry and threat-
ening at this moment,

“Don't be tragical,” said the liculen-
ant, dryly. “He is a good feHow and
has -a good position, though -he ‘isn't
highly cducated. If you had any know-
ledge of life, you would not mount on
your high horse so readily.”

She wrapped her cloak about her
again and walked on through the dark,
lonely street.

“What is it to us,” continued the lieu-
tenant, siriding along beside her, “how
e got his money? He might have been
a dog-shearer for aught I should care,
[rovided he didn't steal his money.
And what do we care what people may
say about Frau Elfrieda's origin It
is all the same to us whether she comes
from New York or from Westenberg,
a3 the people say, and it is a malter of
€qual indifference what her parenls may
liave been. A man cares liltle for the
prejudices of rank, when he sees what
a poor creature he is without the all-
desirable tin,

“You sit here in this hole, perched on
your coat of arms a3 «on a throne; and
you, especially, you will wait a “long
time, my dear, before a baron of the
€enpire comes along, even though you
-were much pretlier than you are. Do
you want to be a sour old maid? And
whal is going lo become of you when
the governor goes off?. T should think
you would consider it your duly to
jump at such a splendid match, if only
for your parents’ sake, who are in con-
slant anxiely as to whal is ta become
of you girls, Katle would ‘have a sup-
pert; too, then. The devil! It is no
smail thing that a girl in your position
shculd have such an offert Eh! Dia
you say anything, Lora?”

She was just furning the corner «f
fhe street, at the end of which was- her
father's house.

“No!” was the reply, half blown away
Lv the wind, which swept toward then
Lere with full force. Ie could not se
the contempluous smile that rested «i
hee lips.

“Don't then,” he multered.

A few minutes laler the young gir,
stood breathless, before the low house
dcor, and turned the key gently in th
lock.

’ “Well?” he inquired, slanding behin
er.

“What?" was her answer.

“I am going back again, lLora, and-

“A pleasant evening,” she replied i
differently.

“Then listen 10 me,” he rcturned i
a low, angry tone, holding her by t
cloak. *“I shall tell him that you wi
think of it, Lora?”

“What interest have you in this court-
ship?" she asked, her usual soft voice
il of culling contempt. “You are
alvaid, perhaps, that your two poor sis-
lers may be a burden to you, by-and-
by?  You may rest easy on that
score——"

“But, Lora—hy Jove
be declared, in confusion,
meant it for your good.”

“Bul I will not!” she eried aloud, quile
Liside herself with anger, “do you hear?
I will not.”

And the door escaped from her de-
taining hand, and shut wilth a bang; ot
the same moment a gust of wind hlew
apen the opposite window, and sudden-
'y exlinguished the poor lillle kerosene
lamp, that had been placed on the stairs,
16 light her into her room when she re-
ttitned.  She crept upstairs in the dark-
ness, wilhh  gentle steps  and bealing
hearl; had she wakened her falther? She
listened on the upper floor—all was slill;
Pul then she heArd her mother's voice:
“Lora! Loral”

She went lo
Krelt down.

“Did 1 frighten
said tenderly,

“No. no; but why are you at home
now. Lora? Is it all aver already? Did
you cnjoy il? I am sure il must have
Leen very fine.”

By the faint light of the nighl-lamp,
Ler mother's eyes seemed full of love
and mildness,

“Ah, if I could enly tell hor gl
trsught the young girvl, as shé laid hei
| head on her mother's shoulder and be
rean hesitatingly to  deseribe Adalbe
[‘]t\;vhf’r'n persistent altentions, A shy
jv'er of horror and indignation ran ov
[}n ¢ slender figure, and at lenglh h
)\‘nim died away in a flood of tears.
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, it is not (hat!”
“I only

her mother's Led and

you, mamma®® she

Frau von Tollen lay quite still, h
fand an her child's head.
“But swhy do you cry so drendfully?

she inquired at length. “Is it an iy




