The Vicar’s Nephew ;

or The Orphan’s Vindication

CHAPTER, XITL—(Cont'd).

Then he became conscious of the|
strained immobility of his hosts, nndi
stopped.

“He is a relative,” the Vicar
ed; “but not an acquaintance.’

The conversation flagged awkward-
ly for a few minutes; then the visitor
looked at his watch.

“It’s time to go, I think.”

In the garden the Vicar
short.

“Pardon me,” he said to his guest;|
“I forgot a message to my wife.
will catch you up the road.” \ |

He went back into the house. His|
wife was standing where they had left

repeat-

stopped |

deed, he had never
for thinking about his personal affec-
tions; there were always so many
things to do, what with the hospital
and the microscope work, and chance

had much time,

jobs of coaching students for examin- |

ations, to make both ends meet. One

couldn’t afford to neglect opportuni-|

ties for earning a few odd pounds here
and there, with three mouths to feed
and Johnny's education to save up for.
And when he did get free, he was tired
or worried.-about patients, or rushing
across the Continent in express trains
in response to wild telegrams
Theo.

Poor Theo! The periodical trage-
dies with his duchesses and countesses

from!

!

her, quite still, her eyes on the floor. | had a trick of coming at such incon-|

“Sarah,” he began, and paused in|
the doorway.

She started,

then recovered her

to him, while they lasted. Only a
year ago he had tried to asphyxiate

| venient times; and they were so real|
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self-possessiort, and came up to him. | himself with charcoal fumes, together | to tell you; it was not his fault, it was

“Did you forget anything?” |

He hesitated, looking away from|
her. “You'perhaps feel lonely when
I am out so much?” |

“No, Josiah; ¥Fm used to being,
alone.” |

“Yes.” He paused again. i

“l was wondering—whether you!
would' like Dr. Jenkins little girl to!
come and sit with you sometimes.|
She is a nice, quiet little thing, and|
you were always so fond of children.”

The words died in his throat as he
saw her draw back from him, her
hands outstretched, her eyes widen-
ed, full of dread.

“No, no! Josiah. Oh, don’t bring a
child in here!”

His face had turned to

“You mean, Sarah

They stood still and looked at each
other., He was brave enough, but not
she. Her eyes sank; her old hand
fluttered against the skirt of her
gown.

“I—I'm not so strong as
and children are so noisy.

He had not flinched. “It is as you
prefer,” he said, and went out.

She watched him from her window
as he walked up the lane; a black and
sunless blot upon the landscape; _cor-
rect, professional, with stubborn
shoulders still unbowed under the
weight of grey and of shame. Then
she sat down at her neat work-table to
darn his socks.

The church clock struck the hour;
and, looking up, she saw the door of

e board school open and a crowd of

e girls coming out, laughing and
chattering, their satchels swinging
from their wrists. She put down her
work.

“My eyes seem failing lately,” she
said aloud. “They ache when I sew.”

Then she arose and pulled her stiff,
white curtain aside, very carefully,
not to spoil its starched perfection,
and looked out at the children.

She shrank away, as Spotty used to
shrink when any one crossed the yard,
and drew the curtain forward again.
But she peeped between its frilled
edge and the shutter to see the chil-
dren.
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“Johnny dangerously ill. Diph-|
theria. Crying for you.” |

Jack repeated the words to himself |
over and over again. The wheels of
the train hammered them out; the
rattle of the windows, the breathing
of his sleepy fellow-passenygers, the|
heavy thumping of the thing that ach-
ed somewhere inside his chest or|
somewhere in the top of his head (he!
wués not quite sure which) all worried
and pursued him with their senseless
iteration. Sometimes the refrain
would break off for a moment and let
him hear another one that was going |
on more softly underneath it, scarce-|
ly audible, but always going «n:
“You'll come too late; you’ll come too|
late; you'll come too late.” {

Surely that must be St. Albans, that |
blur of brown streets in the shadowy |
landscape as the train rushed past. He
would soon be home now. But it was|
a long time since Molly’s telegram !
had called him from his breakfast in
Edinburgh and set him tearing to the|
station for the first train back to Lon-
don.

He raised the window blind and
looked out. It was growing dark al-!
ready, but it grows dark so early in
winter. Patches of snow gleamed
faintly here and there in the level pas- |
ture land.

Somehow he had never realized till
to-day what the child was to him. In-|

| children.

with the misunderstood and beautiful
young wife of some ambassador. The
farewell telegram had come when

Jack was down with influenza, and he;
had dragged himself out of bed and|

caught the mail for Brussels.
had arrived just in time to open the
windows and to keep the scandal out
of the papers, and administer the first
restorafives and then consolation and
fatherly advice to the two grown-up
They had probably forgot-
ten each other’s existence by now.

“You'll come too late. You'll come
too late. . . .”

It was a bit hard that it should be
diphtheria, the very disease that he
had toiled and labored over, that had
been the centre of his secret hopes for
the last three years. He was nearly
convinced -now that he was on the
track of discovery; but what use are
discoveries if they cannot save the
child you love?

He lowered the blind again and
leaned back in his corner with closed
eyes. He had been tired when he left
Edinburgh; and now his head throb-
bed like a steam-thresher.

Ah, the staircase . . . and the door
that creaked when his uncle pushed it
open . and the room with the
sloping ceiling . . the two rafters
. . . He started and opened his eyes.
He had _slipped back somehow fo
childhood, to the vicarage at Porth-
carrick, to the room of horrors. It
was some years n since he had last
hec troubled by that particular
nightmare, the same which had haunt
ed him after Helen died. He brushed
one hand across his forehead; it was
quite wét.

“Tickets, please!’

As the door jerked open he sat uj
straight and realized dimly that —he
had been bargaining in his sleep with
some unknown . god; promising to
forget Porthcarrick, to wipe the
image of the gable room, if the child
might but live.

. .

out

- . »

His sister met him under the disin-
fectant sheet on the landing of the
stairs. Her face wore a strangely
passive look, as if she had been sud-
denly awakened, as if her eyes were
still heavy with sleep.

“Molly,” he said, and paused;
again, in a whisper: “Molly

She leaned her head against his

! shoulder.

“You're too late.”

. . . . * .

They went into the room. It had
already been put in order; a shaded
lamp burned beside the cot where
Johnny lay like a big wax doll, his yel-
low hair spread round him. A
bunch 'of snowdrops had been placed
in his right hand. Jack knelt down

and stayed a long time motionless nndK

At last he uncovered-his face
As

silent,
and kissed the rigid baby hands.

| he rose, the sleeve of his coat brush-

ed against the lamp-shade and tilted
it back. A band of yellow light fell
across the cot and lit up the profile of
the little corpse. It was like Helen's,

He|

|

mine!”

“It was mine,” he answered wear-
ily, and turned away. *“I might have
seen.”

He crossed the room and leaned
upon the mantel-piece, looking down
into the fireless grate. Molly came to
him.

“I couldn’t tell you, dear; it might
have madé you hate him. He has no
one else in the world that will love
him faithfully, only you and me; and
me he has forgotten. If you were to
desert him——"

She broke off. Jack had not moved,
and his face was still hard. She slip-
ped her arm about his neck, as Helen
used to do.

“Remember, he is not cuite a hu-
man bejng. It is not fair to blame
him if he hurts us; he can’t under-
stand responsibilities, any more than
an angel might, or a skylark. It's
not his fault that he has genius. And
if 1 bore a child to him, he bore one
to me: his first symphony. Anyho
if there ever was any thing to forgive,
I forgave it long ago. Some one must
pay for the music.”

He shook his head with a hopeless
gesture.

“You don't understand. It wasn't
of you I was thinking. You can’t be
quite forsakerr while I live; and at
the worst you're a grown woman and
can defend yourself, as far as any
creature can, in a world like this. But
if you and I had happened to die,=
there are so many in life;
and the child h and fallen
into uncle's ands—I wonder, did he
ever think of that?”

She drew his head dowi against her

| cheek,

then |
v i |

Jack stood quite still beside the cot.|

The minutes dragged by heavily, and
he stood looking. Something seemed
to have dried up in him, and withered.
One made so many mistakes in life,
and when one found them
mattered very little; indeed,
in the world mattered much.
Something moved on the other side
of the cot. It was Molly; and as he
looked up their eyes met. She put
out her hands as if he had struck her.
“Ah, don’t look so hard! He wanted
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“Dear, that is morbid and unjust;
it’s not like you, you are always
just. There was never much danger
or Johnny; surely either you or I
could always have managed to save
him from that, if only with a little
chloroform. And anyway the fates
have been merciful; whatever they
may do to us, they have at least spar
ed the child.

Jack, you have no right
to be bitter against him, the child
has suffered no wrong. He has hurt
no one

but me, and I have not com-
plained.”

“Don't be afraid,”” he answered,
sighing. “It will make no difference;
nothing will ever make any difference
He's her son and he has a right to me.
I must just bear it.”

‘A knock at the
him.

“That sounds like a telegram. Fror
Edinburgh, perhaps; I was to have
shown some sections to-night. F
me, Susan? there's no answe

There a little hush after he
shut the door.

“Is it from Edinburgh?"” Molly
asked, looking round. Jack was
standing by the table; the telegram
still in his hand. As he turned his
head to answer, the look on his face
cut her to the heart. Something faint
and bitter, scarcely a smile, flickered
for an instant round the bearded
mouth.

“No,” he said. “Something wrong
with one of the duchesses, I suppose.”

He handed her the telegram. It was
dated from Paris.

S0

street door roused

“A dreadful misfortune has happen-
ed. Come to me.—Theo.”

She laid the paper down in silence
and went back to her place by the
dead child.

Jack passed a hand across his eyes
A dim reflection of his childish misery
flitted before him, and vanished; a
half-forgotten image of a bird flying
away from an open cage. He went
back. to the cot.

“Molly, . how much money
in the house?” r

“Three sovereigns and a little

have we

sil-

| ver.”

| the carbolie, dear?

! only

He looked at his watch.

“I'd better take the gold and write
you a cheque to go on with. Where's
t Ask Susan to call
a hansom while I get disinfected; I've
just time to catch the boat-

| train; it starts at nine from Charing
{ Cross.”

He stood a moment silent, looking
down; ‘then stooped, and drew the
sheet over Johnny's head.

THE END.
& 7
A Hard Job.

One afternoon in the trenches . an
Irish soldier discovered that one of
his company was wearing a nice new
pair of boots. “How did you manage
to get hold of them?” asked Pat, en-
viously. “Well,” said his friend, 1
stole out of the trench last night,
and found them on a German I kill-
ed.” Pat became thoughtful and that
night disappeared. Ezrly next morn-
ing he staggered back into the
trenches carrying a pair of boots.
Making for his friend he whispered:
“P've had the hardest job of me life.
Had to kill about fifty of the blighters

‘beforel‘otnpuirtnﬁtm"

|
|
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LESSONS FROM FAILURES.

By A. P. Marshall, Niagara Falls,
Canada.

When failures occur in a small way
they do not seem to be very serious,
but a failure on a big scale with large
amounts involved may mean, at leut,‘
temporary disablement and place the
individual beyond recovery for some
considerable time. In the poultry

| game it is so easy to dream of im- =
| mense possibilities, and, based on cost ' said, “I can see it requires an expert

per hen, average production and pro-|

fit, just by a little multiplication ar-|
range the profits and immensity of the

of the operator.
Knowledge and the application of it
seem to be absolutely essential, and
whether secured through expert help
or actual experience on the part of
the owner, it is most unreasonable to
}look for any degree of profit without
{them. In the time that it takes one,
‘to gain the knowledge or experience
in the necessary details for profitably
growing and breeding of poultry the|
I good values of the original stock may |
'be lost and entirely ruined at a loss |
|of most of the first expenditure. If|
the start is small improvement can be
made, and, if necessary, a fresh start
made, with but little loss.
of the possibilities in the first place
may be quite correct, but without the
| application of known ways of securing
results they never could be realized.
Quite true many variations of sys-
tems are used, but the close analysis
of each will be bound to furnish evi-
dence of supplying the same essen-
tials. Where ‘better results are ob-
tained the required élements ave fur-
nished in better balance and in more
satisfactory manner.
Watching the operations of

a big

+; start for amassing of big prefits in a!

nearby well equipped
prompted this article.
case of a man, rich in business ex-
perience, ‘being a very successful
manufacturer, but woefully lacking in
the poultry knowledge that to
produce even ordinary result In his
ch and
I, his natural tend-
ency was to keep the same watchful
eye on directing the poultry and using
really inexperienced workers with the
poultry. At the start it was an in-
spiration to talk chicken, for it con-
Jured up pictures of a manufacturing
plant, where all kinds of poultry pro-
were turned out as they might
a factory, and by using at-
packs Jjudicio

has
the

plant
Here w

goes

own business accustomed to 1

control every de

ducts
from

tractive

be

vertising buildiy

in a continu-
of g
in a
time he could, with a hundred-
farm, mostly laid out in fruit,
establish a plant that could produce
and buy What
a delusion he has faund that to be!

But what has been the trouble? In
his own business success was not ac-
complished in a few weeks or a y
No, it has taken a great ma 3 s
to perfect the organization, and there
were many years when the work was
hard and up-hiil. Could he expect re-
sults at once that could be called good
unless he could supplement his good
equipment with the knowledge and
experience that was so essential in his
{own business? On the plant a 1,400-
capacity incubating and brooding
equipment installed, which, to-
gether with the 4,000-capacity colony
houses, were the best earmarks of
good judgment on the place. To han-
dle the building up to this equipment
a man who has no special knowledge
of poultry was hired to “buy up” for
the plant. He certainly bought up the
“riff raff” of the community. Men
told the writer they offered their culls
and good-for-nothing runts, telling the
man they were only such, and he
seemed satisfied to buy at a lower
price and, we suppose, got a higher
commission. This foundation stock to
work with and a young man in charge
who hardly knew a game from a tur-
key was the nucleus for a producing
poultry farm selling prime quality at
the biggest profits.

Had the young man heen an en
thusiast and known what he profes-
sed to, he could soon have cleaned out
the worst of the truck they had and
done something with the balance, but
this stuff ate up a good deal the first
winter and continued to do so right|
along. Of course the owner discover-
ed before long that he was wrong and
in a proper business way made
changes. Advertising for the x‘izht:
|man to handle a big plant brought|
iabuut an arrangement for the daily |
| visit from one who was operating his |
jown plant successfully, but this could
not bring the success desired, al-|
though it certainly made a wonderful |
change, and fortunately the sugges~!
tions for getting the right kind of|
foundation stock began to look like |
added expense.

With a nice start, several thousand |
chicks well started, and something de-
pendable to work with, here was a
fair chance to make a creditable start,
but -the dollars failed to roll in at
once in large volume and the whole
plant is left to shift along in a care-
less ‘way under the guidance of a gen-
eral farmer with his young son to
specially look after the chickens. The
owner told the writer that he realized
fully that it is & much more compli-
cater matter than he had supposed re-
quiring intimate knowledge. As he

select, that woul
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whé knows all the details.”

It reminds us of the remark made
by a veteran when he was told of the
fine birds a new man had bought.
Very promptly he said, “Wait till we
seé what he does with them. It all
depends on whether he is a fancier
or not. Otherwise he cannot get re-
sults.” Many times has this remark
come back to us indicating the one
thing lacking.

Poultry is not a product of ordinary
manufacture. Nature’s laws and
causes must have the first consider-
ation. Truly a man can mould form
and feathers considerably to his own
liking, but it is a long process of
painstaking effort. Apprenticeship
lasts for life and then all has not been
Jearned. Truly, much can be seen in
other’s failures to warn the thoughtful
into better methods. It hurts to see
fine equipment, good poultry know-
ledge. Had this man to depend on
this enterprise he would have made
it come, for his efforts must bring re-
sults, but because he could let go, he
does so, when the turnipng, with a
little of the good judgment the ex-
perience must have given him, had
arrived for obtaining a portion of the
profit ‘he planned on.
£
KEPT CHECK ON INDIA.

Replaced Native
With Territorials.

Kitchcner Troops

Answering’ an article
lated from the Yamato
paper, of Tokio, on the unrest
dia and the danger threatening
la an Englishman writes giving
mo information about the British

atus in India than has been printed
anywhere else, revealing something of
Lord Kitchener's ssboard tactics

therto unknown, incidentally
telling of a “little in northern
India so far not publicly reported.

“Does the ‘Yamato’ know that for
every regular British battalion with-
drawn from India for the purpose of
the war a territorial- battalion was
substituted, so that there has been no
kind of diminution of power in that
respect? The only diminution of
power has been the other way, the
withdrawal of Indian regiments. Bri-
tain's power, therefore, as regards
British fighting men, is greater now
it has been in India. We
our 70,000 British troops

néws-
in In-

che
and
war"

than ever
have full
still in India.
goldiers, since the mutiny, have never
been allowed to fill a whole battalion
of an Indian regiment. I believe that
no Indian battalion -contains more
than 400 Mohammedans. So that a
combined rising by Mohammedan sol-
diers is hardly likely. And the ordi-
nary Indian, untrained to arnfs and
without a leader, is quite innocuous.
The real danger of unrest is one that
has always been with us, not in the
Punjab itself, but on the north-west-
ern frontier, among the hillsmen, to
whom a fight is as joyous a thing as
it is to Paddy. We have already had
one campaign—hardly mentioned
the papers—against these hillsmen
during this last hot weather, and they
were mighty sorry they attempted to
twist the lion’s tail.”
&

Many a man has built his success
on the foundation of another’s man’s
failure.

DOGS IN WAR.

Six Bring in 49 Russians to Red Cross

In One Night.

English police dogs, of which there
are six attached to the 21st Flying
Column of
have proved their worth in many in-
stances on Russian battlefields, writes
an Associated Press correspondernt at
Petrograd. In one night, near the
village of Kute (vicinity of Lovitch),
these wise animals hunted out in
grain fields, over which the .battle
surged, and brought relief . to 49
wounded men.

The dogs had been brought from

London by authorities of the city of |

Vernaya for use in tracking down
thieves and murderers, with which
the place was infested. 'Within a few
weeks they enabled the police to round
up these criminals, One dog, who
still retains his English name *.
slightly Russianized, was several
times sent to Moscow, Kief and Odes

to similarly aid the police of those
ities.

In times of inactivity of the troops
the dogs are frequently used to convey
dispatches from one sectian_of the
column to another always

and per

{ form their task with unerring f y

| During battle even. under he

{and the

trans- |

hire
they search out the wounded by scent,
sanitars may be certain the
man to whom they are led -is still
alive, since the dogs instinctively ig-
the Having found a
wounded man the animals will carry
his cap or a mitten back to the sani
tar, who follows to the spot Each
animal wears a pair of miniature sad-
dle bags, in which HKe carries flasks of

nore dead.

| brandy.

resemble
An
given

In appearance the dogs
the Airedale or the Irish terriox
exhibition of man-hunting wa
for the benefit of the Ist
Corps. A soldier was directed to hide
in a clump of bushes two blocks dis-
tant in a field. The sanitar released
the dog and directed him in the gen-
eral direction of the spot. After mak-
ing several wide .circles the animal
caught the scent and made straight
for the hiding-place at top speed, re-
turning presently with a glove. The

| sanitar tucked a small package in the
i saddle pocket and away went the dog

And the Mohammedan

on his return journey. The sanitar, to
carry out the deception, followed, and
appeared to assist the hiding man,

while the dog looked on with apparent |

interest.
SUSENHCESS =
Canada's Wealth.

The value of the production in Can-
ada last year from field crops, for-
ests, mines and fisheries is given in
the annual number of The Monetary
Times at approximately $1,123,169,-

| 585 as compared with $975,380,006 in

| Field
s
" Forests ..

{ Fisheries .

1914. The details for the two years
are as follows, the figures for 1915 be-

ing necessarily to some extent an esti-

mate, but well within the mark:—

1916.
788,919,535
175,000,000
128,000,000

31,250,000

$1,123,169,635

1914.
crops ..$638,580,300
176,672,000
128,863,075

31,264,631
$975,380,006
*

And many a man’s progress down
the stream of life is impeded by his
getting stuck on a bar.
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the Russian Red Cross,|

NEWS FROM ENGLAND

| NEWS BY MAIL AROUT TONN
|

? BULL AND HIS PEOPLE.
“Ucrurrcm-n in the Land That Reigns
Supreme in the Commer-

cial World.

Women have commenced work as
lamp-lighters at Chester. They are
being employed by the corporation.

The annual report of Blackburn
Savings Bank shows that 30,000 work-
ing-class depositors have §5,150,000 to
their credit.
|  The Under-Secretary for War has
| announced that armlets will be issued
| to those candidates rejected on med-
ical grounds,

Mrs. Annie Johnson of Murton Col-

liery, Durham, has just célcbrated her
103rd birthday. She has been a pipe
'smoker for over 60 years.
According to a report presented to
| the Manchester Medical War Commit-
| tee, about 130 medical men from Man-
chester have joined the fore

Farnborough (Hants) Distri

cil has decided to erase the name *
Fehren” from the dial of the cloc!
the town council chamber on ac
of its Teutonic origin.
i More than 300 women students have
been admitted to the special classes
organized by the London County
{ Council for training women in business
to take the place of men who have en-
listed.

In recognition of an anonymous do-
nation of §5,000, the committee of the
Leasowe Hospital for Crippled Chil-
dren, I rpool, has decided that a
ward of beds shall be named “The

Sdith Cavell Ward.”

No fewer than 28 te

f the Reading Education Com-

are on war Twenty-

ave attested under the group sys-

19 have failed to pass the

ers under the
service.

tem and
Bradfield Col-
of which are volun-
chells for the British
received a message from
expressing his sympathy
work. 3

now heen definitely decided

headmaster of

the boys

ly making

army, has

King

with the

It has
there will be n

plech r next Mz

; the first ak

the famous track

the

tional
be-
in of
since its inst
in 1839.
Since over the Ci
e Admiralty has been
yving out extensive resto
$300,000 has been. expended,
wut it is expected that $100,000 will
have to be laid out.

! ingham’s latest
ture German trade is a greal success,
A large doll factory now turning
out .over 1,200 dolls each weak, and
there are orders on hand to keep the
hands fully employed for two ¢r three
months. i

The question

taking
in itions,

So f

effort to cap-

is

of appointing lady
doctors is being considered by the
governors of the Newcastle Infirm-
ary as, since the outbreak of the war,
the male staff has almost entirely
vanished.

The famous recruiting picture, “Ré-
member Scarborough,” has been pre-
sented to the corporation of that re-
| sort by the painter, Miss Kemp Welch,
through the borough member Mr. W.
R. Rea.

-
GREATER LONDON

Four Concentric Londons Make the
City.

London, the goal of (onquest of
| which the captain of ¢ 4 Zeppelin,
| every U-boat and every othicr Teuton,
has set his heart and eyes, is truly the
hub of an empife whose centre for its
very bigness never ceases to attract
the attention of the lover of numbers.
But which of the five or more Lon-
dons do you mean? asks the Wall
Street Journal.
The inner London, which
the oldest courts of law in the world,
is the city of Londen, wkh
tion is diminishing. It }
than 20,000 persons.
Outside of it
don, diocesan London,
over which the Bishop rule
Then comes the county of
which has 4.541,685
against the total of 3,811,827
lin the bishopric.
| In the next outer limit, the criminal
court district, there are 6,610,081
souls. That mal four concentric
Londons whost : is tethered at
Charing Cros

But out and that life are
| those rapidly growing suburbhan uhits
| whose location the inner London has
not only overtaken but is helping to
ill up with astonishing rapidity.

Greater London has an area of 699
square miles and a radius of 15 miles.
This outer rim has 2,780,002 persons,
making, with those within, a grand to-
| tal of 7,254,683.

has one of

is ecclesia

S0

L.ondon,
it,
persons

persons  in

beyond

o

Playing Him a Joke.

A short time ago an Englishman,
Scotsman, and Irishman were at work
together. During the interval for
dinner the two former determined to
play a joke on their companion.
Therefore, seeing his coat hanging up,
they drew on it a representation of a
! donkey's head. Pat did not notice any-
| thing until the time arrived for put-
ting on his coat. The first thing he
saw was the caricature. Then, turn-
ing to the two men, he said sadly—
“Which of you wiped your face pn me
coat?”
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