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DARE HE

CHAPTER XXVI.—Continued),

There is a silence, and when it is bro-
ken il is infringed by what is not much
more than a whisper.

“Whal—what do you mean;
what sort of a sorrow 1"

“I {ell you, I do not know.” _

Byng's tears have stopped flowing, and
he now lifis his eyes, full of a madness
©f exaltalion, lo the ceiling.

“I will go lo her,” he cries; “il sorrow
has the audacily lo approach her again,
it will have to reckon wilh me. There is
no sorrow, none, in the whole long
gumut of woe, for which love such as
mine is not a balm. Reciprocal love !"—
{railing the words in a sorl of slow rap-
ture-—*no one that had seen her in Lhe
wood could have doubted Lhal il was re-
«Giprocal.”

“No doubt, no doubt.”

“I will go to her !"—claspinghis hands
high in the air—"I will pour the oil and
spilkenard of my adoralion inlo her gap-
ing wounds! I will kiss the rills fo-
gelher, though they yawn as wide as
hell—yes, 1 will.”

“For heaven's sake, do not talk such
dreadful giberish,” breaks in Jim, al
length at the end of his palience, which
had run quile fo lhe extreme of ils
tether indeed alb the 1ast menlion of thab
ever-recurring wood., “IL is a knock-
-down blow for you, I own, and 1 would
.dn what I could to help you; but if you
will keep on spouling and lalking such
terrible bosh——"

“I suppose I am making an ass of my-
sell,” replies Byng, lhus brought down
with a run from his heroies. “I beg your
pardon, I am sure, old man. I have no
right lo viclimize you,"” his sweel nalure
asserling ilsell even atb this biller mo-
ment; “but you see it is so horribly
sudden. If you had seen her when I
parted from her last night at the door!
She lingered a moment behind Mrs. Le
Marchant—just a moment, just time
enough to give me one look, one word-
less look. She did not spealk; she was
#0 divinely dutiful and submissive Lhat
nolhing would have persuaded her by
the lightest word to imply any censure
-0f her molher; but she gave me jusl a
look, which said plainly, ‘It is nolt my
fault thal you are lurned away ! [would
have welcomed you in!" Upon lhat look
I banqueted in heaven all nighl.”

IHe stops, choked.

“Well "

“And then this morning, when I gol
here—lI think 1 ran all lhe way; [ am
sure I did, for I saw people slaring al me
as I passed—Ilo be mel by Annunziala
wilh the news lhat they were gone! 1
did not believe her; I laughed in her
face, and then she grew angry, and bid
me come in and see for mysell! And I
rushed pasl her, in here, wilh my arms

whial—

- gtreteched out, confident that in one shovt

moment more she would be filling them,
and instead of her"—dropping upon his
knees by tlhe table wilh a groan—*"1 find
this "=—dashing the nole upon the floer—
“all that she leaves me o f{ill my em-
brace instead of her is this pcor litlle
pillow, thal slill seems lo keep a [aink
tfrace of lhe perfume of her delicale
head !

[1e buries his own in il again as he
speaks, beginning afresh o sob loudly.

Jim slands beside him, his mind half
full of compassion and half of a burn-
ing exasperation, and his body wholly
rigid.

“When did they go? at whal hour?

* last night or this morning ?"

“This morning early, quile carly."

“They have lell all their things behind
them"—looking round the room, sirewn
wilh lhe {races of recenl and refined oc-
cupalion,

“Yes"—Ilifling his wet face oul ol his
cushion—"and at firsl, sceing everylhing
jusl as usual, even to her very work-
baskel—she has left her very work-has-
lkel behind—I was quite reassured. 1
felt cerlain that they could have gono
for only a few hours—for the day per-
haps; bul——"

He breaks olf,

*Yos Y

“They left word thal their things were
to be packed and senl afler thém lo an
address lhey would give."”

“And you do not know where lhey
have gone

“l1 know mnolhing, nothing, on!v that
they are gone. '

““Then lell, oh tell! how lhou
didsl murder me ?
Oh! oh!!l oh!t!l™

“You never hweard them spealk of their
plans, mention any place they intended
o move lo on leaving iorence?

“MNever I

“1t is loo late fer Rome,” savs Jim,
musingly ; "England? I hardiy think
Englund,” rvecalling Elizabeth's f{orlorn
admission made to him al Monle Sen-
ario, “Why should we go home, we have
nothing pleasant lo go 107"

“I do nol think they had any plans,”
says Byng, speaking in a voice which is
thickk with much weeping; “lhev never
seemed 0 me lo have anv. She was so
happy hwere, 80 gay, there never was any-
thing more lovely than her guicly, eox-
cepl—oexcepl—her lenderness,’

*“Yeos, yes, no doubl. Then vou are ab-
solulely wilhout o clue?”

“Absolutely.” p

“Do you mean lo say thal up lo yes-
terday—all through yeslerday, even—she
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never gave you a hint of any inlenlion
of leaving I'lorence 7" '

“Never, never. On lhe conlrary, in
the——" (he is going to say “lhe wood,”
but lhinks beller of it), “we were plan-
ning many more such expedilions as
yveslerday's, Al least, I was planning
them."

“And she oassented 7"

“She did not dissent. She met me wilh
a look of divine acquiescence.”

Jim lurns away his head. He is invol-
unlarily picluring to himsell whal thal
lnok was like, and with whal swecl
dumb-show it was accompanied.

“What powers of hell"—banging his
head down upon the table again—"could
have wroughl such a hideous change in
59 few hours? Only len! for il was
cight in lhe evening before I lelt lhem,
and they wera off al six this morning,
They could have seen no one; lhey had
received noo lellers, no lelegrams, for I
inquired of Annunziala, and she assured
me that they had not. Oh, no I"—lilling
his face with a gleam of moist hope upon
i'—“lhere is only one tenable hypolhesis
aboul il—it is not her deing at all. She
wrole 1his under pressure. IL is her
hand-wriling, is it not 7—though I would
not swear even lo that. I—I have
played Lhe mischief wilh my cves"—
pulling out his drenched pockel-hand-
lierchiel, and haslily wiping lhem—*“so
that I cannol sce properly; bul it is
hers, is not il "

“I do nol know, I never saw her hand-
wriling ; she never wrole o me."

“IL was evidéntly diclaled to her,” cries
Byng, his sanguine nalure laking an
upward spring again; “lhere are clear
lraces, even in (he very way lho letlers
are formed, of ils being wrilten to order
reluctantly.  She did it under prolest.
=¢e how her poor litlle hand was shak-
ing, and she was cryving all lhe while,
bless her! ‘There, do nol you sce a
blisler on the paper—here, on this side?”

Burgoyne does not see any blister, but
as he thinks it extremely probable Lhal
there was one, he does not think himself
called upon lo wound his friend by say-
ingy so.

“I deelare I think we have gol hold of
the right elue al lasl,” cries Byng, his
dimmed eyes emilling such a {lash as
would have seemed impossible to them
five minules ago. “Read in lhis light, it
is nol nearly so incomprehensible @ ‘I
shall never marry you; I have no right
lo marry any one. Of course, I see
now ! Whal an ass I was not lo see it
al once! Whal she means is {hat she
has no right lo leave her molher! To
any one who knew her lofty sense of
duly as well as I oughl to have done il
is quile obvious Lhal that is what she
means.  Is not it quile obvious ? is not
it as clear as the sun in heaven !”

Jim shakes his head.

“l am alraid that it is ralher a forced
inlerprelalion.”

“I do not agree wilh you,” rejoins the
olher hotly ; “I see nolhing forced aboutb
it  You do not know as well as I do—
how should you ?7—her power of delicale,
self-sacrificeing devolion. Ib is over-
slrained, I grant you: bub lhere it is—-
she thinks she has no right to leave her
miolher now that she is all alone.”

“She is not alone, she has her hus-
band.”

“I mean thal all her other children are
married and scallered. :aere are plenly
more—are not ihere ?>—though I never
could get her to lalk aboulb them.”

“There are lwo sislers and two bro-
thers.”

“But they are no longer any good 1o
Iheir mother,” persists Byng. clinging lo
hiz theory willy all the greater lenacily
as he sces (hat it meels wilh no very
greal  acceptance in his friend’s eyces;
“us far as she is concerned lhey are non-
exisfenl.”

“I do not know whal righl you have lo
say lhal.”

“And so she, with her lofly idea of
sell sacrilice, immolates her own happi-
ness on he allar of her fihal afleclion.
1t is just like her !"—going ofl into a sort
ni rapture—"blind mole that I was not {o
divine {he motive, which her ineflable
delicacy forbade her lo pul inlo words.
She thought she had a righlt lo think
that I should have comprehended her
withoutb words !”

He has {alked himsell into a condition
of such exalled conlidence belore he
reaches the end of this sentence that Jim
is conscious of a cerlain brutality in ap-
plying to him the douche conlained in
his next words.

“T do not know why you should eredit
Mrs, Le Marchanl with such colossal
selfishness ; she never used lo be a sel-
fishh woman.”

Bul Burgoyne's cold shower-balh does
nol appear even lo damp the shoulders
for which it is inlended,

“iQinece veu lelt me, laking no
farosvell,” ™

murmurs Byng, beginning again {o ramp
up and down the little rcom, with head
thrown back and eclasped hands high
lifted : and in his rapl poel voice :

“!Since vou left me, laking no
farewell,””
I must follow you, sweel! Despile your
prohibition, I must follow you.
“We two that wilh so many
thousand sighs,
Did buy each olher.""”

F

Then, coming abruptly down to prose—
“Though they left no address it will of
course be possible, easy, to trace them.
[ will go to the slation to make in-
quiries. They will have been seen. It is
out of the question that she can have
passed unnoticed ! No eye lhat has
once been enriched by the sight of her
can have forgoiten (hat heavenly vision.
I will telegraph to Bologna, lo Milan, to
venice., Before night I shall have learnt
her whereabouls. I shall be in the train,
following her track, I shall be less than
a day behind her. I shall fall at her
feet, I shall—-" :

“yYou are lalking nonsense,” answers
Burgoyne impaltiently ; and yet wilh a
distinet shade of pily in his voice; "you
cannot do anything of the kind. When
the poor woman has given so very un-
equivocal a proof of her wish lo avoid
you, as is implied in leaving lhe place
at a moment's notice, wilhout giving her-
hersell even lime lo pack her clothes, it
is impossible that you can force your
company again upon her—it would be
persecution,”

“And do you mean lo fell me,"” asks
Byng slowly, and breathing hard, while
the fanatical light dies oul of his [ace,
and leaves il chalk white; “do you mean
v say that I am lo acquiesce, lo sii
down wilh my hands before me, and
submit wilhout a struggle, to the loss
of—— O my God"—Dbreaking oul inlo an
exceeding  biller cry—"why did you
niake me

“:Qg pich in having such a jewel,
As lwenly seas, il all their sands
were pearl,
The waler neclar, and (he rocks
pure gold,’
if it were only o rob me of her?”

“I do not see whal olher course is
open to you,” replies Jim, answering
only the firsl part of the young sullferers
appeal, and ignoring he rhelorie, lerri-
bly genuine as is the feeling of which it
is {he florid expression. “It is evidenl
llhat she has some cogenl reasons—or al
least that appear cogent 1o her—for
breaking off her relalions with you.”

“Whal cogent reasons can she have
lhal she had nol yeslerday ?" says Byng
violenlly—"yeslerday, when “she lay in
my arms, and her lips spoke their ac-
quiescence in my worship—if nol in
waords, yel, oh, far, far more—"

“Why do you reilerale lhese asser-
tions 7" cries Burgoyne slernly, since 1o
him there seems o cerlain indecency in
even in Lhe insanily of logs—dragging lo
the eyes of day Lhe record of such sacred
endearments.  “I neither express nor
feel any doubt as lo the lerms you were
ar yesterday ; what I maintain is lhal
fo-day—I1 do not pretend lo explain the
why—she has changed her mind, it is
nol”—wilh a sarcasm, which he himself
a: the very momenl of ullering il feels
to be cheap and unworlhy—"it is not the
first time in the world’s history that
such a thing has happened. She has
changed her mind.”

“I do nol believe it,” cries Byng, his
voice rising almost fo a shout in the
eriergy of his negalion; *lill her own
mouth lell me so | will never believe il.
If L thought for a momeni (hat il was
lrue I should rush {o death to deliver me
from ihe inlolerable agony of such a
thought. You do not believe itd};ﬂurscii 2
--lifting his spoill sunl eyes in an ap-
peal that is full of pathos to his friend’s
harsh face. “Think whal condemnation
it implies of her—her whom you always
alfecled to like who thought so greatly of
you—her whose old [riend you were—
her whom you knew in her lovely
childhood [”

“You are right” repliés Jim, looking
down, moved and ashamed; “I do not
pelieve that she has changed her mind.
What I do believe is thal yeslerday she
let hersell go: she gave way for one
day, only for one day, alter all, poor
soul, to that famine for happiness which,
| suppoese”—wilh a sigh and a shrug—
“epaws us all now and lhen—gave way
lo it even lo Lhe pileh of forgelling that
—thal something in her past of whose
nature I am as ignorant as you are,

(=

[Te pauses; bub as his lislener only
hangs silently on his ullerance he goes
0il &

“Afler vou lefl her, recolleclion came
hack lo her; and because she could not
trust hersell again wilhh you, probably
fer e very reasoun thal she cared ex-
ceedingly aboul you"—sleeling himsell
tvn make the admission—"she fell thal
here was nolhing for it but lo go.”

Either the increased kindness of his
friend's tone, or the conviclion that there
is. al least, something of lrulh in his ex-
planation, lels loose again the founlain
of Byng's ftears, and once more he
Ihrows his head down upon his hands
and cries exlravagantly.

“I11, is an awlul facer for you, I know,”
says Burgoyne, standing over him, and,
though perfeclly dry-eyed, yel probably
nol very much less miserable than the
young mourner whose loud weeping
fills him wilh an almost unbearable and
yel compunclious exasperalion,

“What is he made of? how can he do
ii 7 are the questions thal he keeps ire-
(ully pulling to himself; and for fear
lest in an access of unconirollable irri-
lalion he shall ask them out loud, he
moves lo the door., Al the slight noise
he makes in opening it Byng lifts his
head.

“Are you going?”’

“Yes; if it is any consolation lo you,
you have not a monopoly of wrelched-
ness lo-day. Things are nol looking very
bright for me ecither. Amelia is ill.”

“Amelia,” repeals the olher, wilh a
Lazy look, as if nol at firsl able to call
le mind who Amelia is; (hen, wilth a
relurn of consciousness, “Is Amelia ill?
Oh, poor Amelia. Amelia was very good
1o her. Amelia {ried to draw her out.
She liked Amelial”

“wWell,"—wilh an impalienl sigh—"un-
fortunately that did not hinder Ameclia
from falling ill."”

“She is nob ill really ?"—his inborn

kind-heartedness slruggling for a mo-

ment {o make head against the selfish-
ness of his absorplion !

“I do not know"—uneasily—"[ am go-
ing back to lhe hotel to hear the doclor's
verdict. Will you walk as far as to the
Anglo-Americain with me? There is no
use in your slaying here.”

But at this proposilion the lover's
sobs break out more infuriating than
ever, :
“I will slay here (ill T die—till I am
carried over lhe threshold that her cruel
feet have crossed.

““Then tell, oh lell! how lhou
didst muvrder me.""

Againsl a resolution at once so fixed
and so rational, Jim sees thatl il is useless
lo contend.

(To ba conlinued),
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BLEATII SENTENCE FOR POISONER.

Woman's Mother-in-law  and Sister-in-
Iaw the Yiclims.

Frau Ernesline IFeige, of Grunau, near
Hirschberg, in the Silesian Mountains,
Germany, has been condemned lo death
[or poisoning a man- named Janilschek,
and a woman mamed Brueckner, who
lived wilh her as lodgers in lhe ycars
1903 and 1906, She was also charged
with poisoning in four olher cases, lwo
of her alleged viclims being her mother-
in-law and sisler-in-law, bul as lhese
four cases wenl back seven years, there
wis ome uncedlainly as lo whdlher
the exhumed bodies showed truces ol
poison.,

Frau Feige has been called the Sile-
sian Lucrelia Borgia, and the {rial re-
vealed that she had many poinls in
common with the famous Roman pois-
oner. In all the eases il was the desire
le. become possessed of her vielim's
money which drove her lo her terrible

erimes. As lodgers she always soughl
cul incurable people possessed af
means.  While they were in her hands

she sought lo influence lhem fo make
their wills in her favor. As soo0n as
they did so she began her poisoning
aperalions.

Feige used arsenic in all cases, in
this displaying greal cunning. The ¢n-
{ire countryside in which she lived 1is
arsenic producing, and the graveyard
in which her vielims were buried was
in special degree impregnated wilh ar-
senical ores. The medical experls al
the trial, therefore, had lo decide whe-
ther the poison found in the exhumed
remains had penetrated the bodies fram
lhe earth oulside the coflins or whelher
it had been administered during lile.
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STANDS BY GUILLOTINE.

f\‘Frem‘.It Poet’'s Queer Excuse for the
Block.

In a newspaper symposium of Lhe best
known French authors on the queslion
of whether or nol the death penally,
recenlly practically abolished in IFrance,
ought or ought not to be restored, some
interesling and original . replies have
been evoled,

Almost all the lilerary men who al-
tempt lo answer the queslion declare
against Lhe guillotine. They cile as a
principal reason lhe frequency of mis-
carriages of juslice, and take the view
that it is beller thal many miscreants
ge unscathed than that one innocent
person should sulfer death.

Taking the conlrary view of the sub-
ject, Mislral, the Provencal poet, whose
mediaeval dialeel revival has won him
an fenviable repulation and  dsleem,
makes an aslonishing reply in verse. lle
holds in his slanzas thal a strong peo-
ple always will require slrong-handed
juslice,  The presumable consequence
in the mind of the poel, is lhat if the
French people vield {o delicale scruples
on the subjeet of heheading, and bhecome
s6 sgueamish and  molly coddled  thal
they cannol bear the thought of pulling

! lta dealh any human being, no maller
which seems lo cast a blight over all her |

what his lack of deserls may be, France
will have ftaken a long slep on lhe
downward path which leads fo lhe level
upon which the [eebler-minded nalions
stand.

General Gallifet replies humorously —

“Whelher it comes la me from God ¢r |

from man, death will be no penally to
me.,"”

st i :
POINTED PABAGRADPIS.
If a man has one ecneémy he has
enougl,

Poverly has laken many a hard fall
oul of ambilion,

An easy mark by any olher name
would be just as foalish.

Women learn more as they grow .
older ;: il's different wilh men,

Many a man’s first mistake was in lhe
scleclion of his parenis.

Lazy men are always talking aboul
some olher men who are fools for luelk,

IFlallery calches silly people, bul dis-
agrecable candor never calches anylbody.

An apprecialive audience is  always

highly intelligenl—Irom lhe speaker's
viewpaoint.

IL. makes a girl feel awlully sad at
limes nol lo have anylhing lo make her
feel sad.

Some people lhink that il's never loo
lale to mend a malrimonial mistake by
applying for a divoree,

Oh, no, Alphonse, a man isn’'l neces-
sarily one sided because he has never
crossed the occan,

The marringe of a lailor and a dress-
maker surely oughi lo be in accord wilh
the eternal filness of things.

Money a man has spent seldom wor-
rics him--unless it was spent lor some-
thing thal inlerferes wilth his digestive
apparalus,

v -

Y

Il keeps lhe Lord busy snalching us
from dangeis we are 1oo- blind Lo see,

s
Many o woman s disposiiion seems o
have Loon audue [ul' closs purposes,

r
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HOGS FOR THE JUNE MARKET.

We always aim lo have our pigs come
aboulb September 15, and we lel lhem
run with the sows unlil November- 15,
or about eight or nine weeks. During
the time lhey have been running with
lhe sows we have been slopping lhem
Giv- skim milk and wheat middlings, if
we have the milk, and if not we mix
lhe middlings wilh waler. By the {imo
the pigs are eight or nine weeks old
they are gelling most of their living
by lwuslling for lhemselves, and aller
they are weaned there is no check in
Lieir growlh., We let the pigs have a
cood pasture lo run in. We let them
run in a woods where there is plently
of good running water, and where lthey
are able to gel all the rools and herbs
[hat they care for. ‘These keep Lheir
digeslive organs in good condilion and
give them an appelile when they come
home o gel their feed.

We find that ground corn and oals
mixed togelher is about the best l[ood
lhat we can give them, as this will keep
them growing and also keep them in
good condilion,

Slaove coal, or beller yel, if one can
cet it, charcoal, is a good thing to give
the pigs, as it will sharpen (heir appe-
liles and keep their digestive organs in
acod shape,

Il a person is going fto keep winler
ipigs he need nol expect fo make a suc-
cess of it unless he has comforlable
houses for them to sleep in. Theso
houses should always have plenty of
eo0d bedding and should not be allowed
to become damp, for il they do lhe pigs
will conlract colds and coughs and will
become  slunled, and il will require
many days of careful allenlion to geé
them back lo the condilion they werd
isn before they caught lhe cold. Too
nany pigs should not be allowed lo ge
in one house, for if they do lhey will
pile’ on lop of one another and will not
'do well.

One of the essenlial things lo do witlh
the pigs is to keep the lice off them.
Nalhing is beller for this than coal oil
| A good way lo put it on is with a sprink-
ller while the pigs are ealing. Mix the
‘1 wilh waler, about one-fourth oil and
three-fourths waler. Wherever lhe il
glrilkes a louse il will Kill it, but 1 will
not kill the eggs, so lhe pigs should
e oiled every lwo weeks unlil they are
free from lice. If the pigs are allend-
¢¢ to in this way they will come 4_::111'.
in the spring in a good, thrifly, growing
cendition.  We then put them in good
lelover or some good paslure and begin
]le‘: get them ready for markel. We do
nol begin to falten at once, but we keep
{hem growing and gelling larger [rames,
so lhat when we do Dhegin lo fallen
{here is something fo build upon. When
'we commence fallening we do not allow
{he hogs to run over as large a rango
as {hey had been in the habit of doing,
Lul we put them in o field of clover
‘wilh plenty of clean, fresh waler and
hen we begin [eeding 1hem all the corn
that - they will eal. We do nol slop
slopping them, but use a slop l‘[}[li]i}‘ﬁf
wheat middlings mixed with waler, The
logs should be given salt and ashes
aboul every olher day, as it will keep
lhem in betler condilion. It is a good
plan to have a box filled with sall and
lashes so they can go lo it at thew
leasure.

: Keep the feed lols and sheds in a clean
enndition, for the hog is nol a dirly
'animal because of choice, bul ouly when
‘ho cannol help himself.

"Iune they can be furned inlo a round
‘cum of money and the farmer can re-

joice in seeing a fine lol of hogs leave
his place.

MILK FROM SICK COWS,

It would scem unnccessary o say
anylhing on this subjecl but we lﬂl{;_w
(hat some do not realize the SCriousness
af using milk from sick cows while some
‘o not care. They reason that as they
fake lhe milk to the creamery no ono
will know lhe difference and they will
pe thal much money ahead. .51

Thal sorl of a thing must stop. Some
slales have said that he who sells or
ofiors for sale or he who buys suc-;if l_ml‘lc
|.:Em|l be fined or imprismtm}, Tings
Lave gol lo gel mighly serious helore
ctales can enact laws 1o prevenl any
'I}Iﬂiahl{itli first and last place, mi_ll»: from
'sick cows is unwholesome zm'd‘ in some
cuses posilively dangerous. The _dr'{’-ml
| disease of tuberculosis is being apw:-:"m
proadeast  because . farmers sell nilk
t{rom luberculous COWs. True, some
farmers do not realize that their cows
lare diseased, olhers don'l wanl to know,
Lwhile a eriminal few do nol carc.
| When n eow has gargel, or an p:ﬂ:un-
{malion of the udder, has any sickness
‘!nnt is noliceable, her milk _Hhm:_!{l_lm
'drawn inte a pail not uscd 1n milking
'and the milk fed to the pigs if you dare
[1a use il, or thrown away. Paint a
fenee wilh it and it will serve a ol

POSC.
'jn;':hl:{;;mx"s: milk should be used for hu-
wnan food as soon afler she drops her
ealf.  Unlil the feverish L'mt:'l}hul} has
i!eﬂ the cow and udder her m:l}{ is nak
i(-mmi:lm'l.‘:l il for human [ood. +Ih|:-‘ low
‘should  forbid the sale aof milk faken
Lwilhin fifteen days previous and flive
doys aofler calving.
DAIRY NOTILES. :

Fewer ecows are injured not by high
feeding than by unbalaneced feeding.

A clean cow and a clean slable  go
with elean milk, gand bulter and clean
cnslh.

The man wha falls in love with callle
will soon find that they pay him proiitl.
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I hogs are eaved for in this way Ly
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