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FWWOMMHMM Yes, he would choose his own]ing. Her fine black hair was

smoothly coiled and her finely-arch-
ed brows gave her a majestic ap-
pearance. Sne was tall, with a
splendid carriage, and her figure
was gracefully rounded.

happiness, and Joel could hurl his
thunderbolt. His love would be
compensation for the dishonor of
his name. He strained her to him,
and smothered her face in kisses,
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while she lay peacefully in his| Harecastle felt impelled to pay
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printing direct from ‘the churn. One
unyre_spnndent puts the case for
printing after cooling as follows:

3 her opinion of
Joel’s unserupulousness, and a bit-
ter hatred seized him.

sought to read in his face the mean-
ing of what had happened. Could
gshe have been utterly mistaken in
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sleep for school children. He sad

““I do not change s ily. Until :
ge so easlly “|that the day’s occupation should be

I met you, I thought I should nev-
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For his father, pity predominat-
ed. Had the Earl been a younger
man, he might have found it diffi-|
cult to forgive, but he knew that
his father would not live for many

ears. Then he remembered that

e must have borne this seccret for
so many bitter years; with always
the possibility present that an un-
toward accident might give it to the
world. Many little traits in his fa-
ther’s nature were explalned.
Loathing dishonor as
found that he could not hate him.

he did, he;

her judgment of this man? Had she
built her house on sand, to be swept
away by the first storm that raged]
No. She saw the evident signs of
suffering, the lines that had come,
and the tense, drawn expression.

“What is it, dear one1 What has
come between us?’ she asked pite-
ously. |

He attempted to draw her to him,
but she again repulsed him. Sud-
denly she sank back into a chair,
and sobbed hysterically. She was
a woman not easily moved to tears,

Naturally his respect had diminish- :
- { and Harecastle drank the bitter cup
ed, but luckily for many of us, Ef"ll to the full. He longed to be able to

fection does not disappear with re-
spect. He remembered his father’s
good qualities, his uniform kind-
ness to him, and he determined to
try hard to forget this stain on his
honor. He told himself that he did
not know the power of the tempta-
tion which had assailed his father,
and he endeavored to make every
possible excuse for him.

The morning came, but he would
not own to himself that he had come
to a decision. Deep in his heart he
knew that he would have to consent
to this marriage, unless a kind
Providence intervened, and per-
formed a miracle. But he hoped
against hope, and put off the evil
moment until the last possible mo-
ment.

After lunch he came to a sudden
determination, and drove to Eaton
Square to see Ethel Fetherston.
He knew that it was dangerous,
for he might be led into saying
more than he intended. He found
that she was at home, and he en-
tered her sitting-room with a nerv-
ousness that was very foreign to
his characier.

He seerred to see her with dif-
ferent eyes, as she slowly approach-

ed him, and raised her face for his|
She radiated happiness, and |
'ter, bitter, pain.’”

kiss.
he drew her to him with a passion
that he was unable to control.

““You are not looking at all well,
Cyril,’” she said softly. She led
him to a couch and sat beside him.

He feastod his eyes on her beauty.
Never had her loveliness so appeal-
ed to him. The purity of her eyes,
the sweet smile that dimpled her
cheeks. His love surged to his
heart.

Her fingers caressed his hair, and
he quivered at her touch. A sud-
den longing came to him to blurt

out the whole miserable story, but

he dared not, for the secret was
not his. No—he must take courage
and be prepared to bear her scorn,
and to take the blame on his own
ghoulders. But he could not de-
prive himself of these last few mo-
ments of happiness. He forced
. himself to speak, and fought hard
to make his manner as natural as
possible.

“T am worried, dearest, terribly
worried,”’ he began in a voice that
he had difficulty in recognizing as
his own,

“Tell me vour troubles—I am to
share them with you,” she said
softly. &

“‘T ecan’t, Ithel, I dare not,’’ he
said bitterly. “‘Always remember,
dearest, that I love you with my
whole being.”’

“What is the matter, Cyril? Do
Tnnﬁde in me,”” she said appealing-
¥

“T am ir terrible trouble, and I
fear that 1 cannot ask you to share
it with me,”” he said huskily.

““What do you mean?’ she cried,

comfort her, and for a moment he

‘wavered in his decision to gacrifice

himsel®*. Why should they suffer,
this cruel torture to save his fa-
ther? Why should not the Earl
pay the penalty for his crime 1

No, he would choose the better
courss, and bear his sufferings as
bravely as he could. He drew him-
self together, and once more &p-
proached her. Tle violence of her
weeping was past, and she sat star-
ing into vacancy.

«“Will you forgivo me?’ he asked
brokenly. ‘God knows I would
have given my life to save you this,
but it is forced on me. Say you
forgive me, dearest.’”’

“T have nothing to forgive,”’ she
said dully. ““You gave me a hap-
piness, that I did not dream this
world possessed. Now you have
taken it away. That’s all.”’

‘«‘Yes, T have taken it away. DBut
with it goes my pleasure in life.
Will you believe that I have no
other altsrnative?”’

“T do believe that, but you must
be impelled by a terrible power.
Cannot wyou tell me? At present
my mind is in chaos. I cannot un-
derstand. I am bewildered. I can-
not think, I ean only feel—this bit-

«‘] cannot explain, and I can only
implore you to have faith in me.”

‘I have faith in no one, 1n no-
thing. I cannot realize it yet—that
I have lost you. I suppose in time
1 shall understand,’”’ she said wear-
ily.

She took her ring from the en-
gagement finger, and held it silent-
ly towards him. -

““Keep it,”’ he said hoarsely.

“No,”” she said, as she raised 1t
to her lips. ‘It has been my sym-
bol of perfect love. I shall not

want to be reminded of my misery.

It will be ever present. Take it.”’

She dropped the ring into his re-
luctant hand.

‘T had better go,”’ he said mis-
erably.

““Yes,”’ she answered, but there
was no expression in her voice.

“I can’t leave you like this. Say
you forgive me.’’

“I forgive you,”’ she repeated
mechanically.

‘““Speak to me, dearest,’”” he cried
passionately.

“Do you wish me to be joyful? I
will laugh if you like. It is all a
grim joke. Perhaps I am dream-
1ng-l‘l

A defiant look came into her eyes,
but in a2 moment to be replaced by
one of dull despair.

“‘Ethel, I will give it all up. Ior-
get what I have said,”” he said des-

perately,
A wondrous light swept over her

face, and she jumped joyously to]

her feet.
““Oh, Cyril, say it is a bad dream.

and a terrified look came into her | That you have been joking, and we

eves that pierced him to the quick,

“I do not know how to tell you,
darling. You will think me a
blackguard, and justly so, for I}

cannot defend myself,
you to give me back my word, for
1 cannot marry you.'’

With a startled ery she rose to

her feet. HHer hand was pressed to!love beamed on him from her eyes, fls.ulute

Ethel, T aslk|

'zelf up to her love.
herself elasely to him, and their |

lare going to be happy together al-

ter all.”’

““Vos. it is a bad joke,”’ he said !

defiantly.
Just a few moments she gave her-

hearts beat in unison. A radiant

She pressed |interest, for
I
he had

+to be his- wife.

er marry.”’
‘8o it is to be ‘gecod-bye.””’
““Good-bye,”” she cried, and she
bravely tried to keep back the tears.
He took her face in his hands,
and pressed his lips to her fore-
head. Bhe wrenched herself from
his arms.
| ““Go, at once,”’ she cried broken-
:.'f

With one last look,  Harecastle
left the room, and the closed door
shut out her sobs, but they were
to ring in his ears for many a long
day. He felt benumbed with his
misery. When he-left the house
rain was falling in torrents. He
walked aimlessly on, for he felt that
he must be moving, in a vain at-
tempt to lessen the pain that was
consuming him. .

On and on he tramped, until he
found himself in an unknown su-
burb, where he was compelled to
inquire his way.

Yes, he had done rightly in mak-
ing his sacrifice, and that must be
his only comfort.

He found himself near a District
railway station, and he entered a
train to return to town, for he must
be in time to keep his apointment
with Joel. Tle carriage was near-
ly empty, and he seated himsell
without looking at the only other
passenger, but he was startled by
being addressed.

““Good afternoon, my lord. It 1s
a miserable day,”’ said Ackroyd, for
it was he.

At first Lord Harecastle did not
recognize him.

“Let me see—Mr. "’ he began.

“We met in the train, and after-
wards at Wolverholme Castle,”
Ackroyd broke in.

“Yes, I remember you now,”
Harecastle said with an attempt at
a smile. Ackroyd was watching
him, and noticed the havoc the
last few hours had made. He could
see the signs of mental suffering,
and at once came to the conclusion
that Joel had lcst no time in using
the letters. :

“‘Have you seen Mr. Joesph late-
ly 7’ he asked suddenly.

““Yeg—no. Why do you ask?”’
Harecastle replied in suspicion.

‘T have no particular reason, but
1 understood that you and he are
sreat friends. Kvery one in the
City takes a great interest in him,
you know.”’

““I suppose so,”’ Harecastle re-
plied indifferently, and lapsed into
silence. Ackroyd was revelling In
his restored fortunes, and he was
in a most genial mocd. He made
one or two attempts at opening a
conversation, but Harccastle’s re-
plies were in monosyllables, and so
he gave up the effort in disgust.
But he felt convinced that his com-
panion’s evident discomposure was
due to Joel, and he would dearly
love to have known what was going
on.

Harecastle left him at Charing
('ross with a curt nod, and entered
a cab outside. He drove straight
to his chambers in the Albany, for
the town house was closed. By the
time he had had a warm bath, 1t
was five o’clock, and he would soon
have to leave to keep the dreaded
appointment.

Joel was not in when he arrived,
and he was received by Mrs. Gold-
berg and Rebekah.

““My brother has telephoned that
he cannot get here till seven-thirty.
He wished me to ask you to dine
with us, without ceremony,’’ she
added as Harecastle glanced at his
morning clothes.

Rebekah looked at him shyly, but
was very silent. Harecastle was
forced to regard her with renewed
it was the first time
s¢en her, now.that she was
She made an ab-
contrast to Ethel's fair

H

graduated so that the child may
slip smoothly into slumber. Work
demanding much attention should
be done ' in the morning. Home
lessons, as somebimes enforced,
were an inveation of the evil one
for the confusion and disintegra-
tion of childhood. They were often
the most arduous and exhausting
portion of the child’s work, carri-
ed on without assistance ; they mar-
red and curtailed the home life;
and they poisoned the avenues of
sleep, and deteriorated its quality.
They strained the atiention, stir-
red up the omotions in emulation
or apprehension, and infallibily in-
duced worry and nervous fidgets.
Observation of the public schools
and the universities would reveal
some strange facts as to the insuf-
ficiency of sleep. Dr. Theodore
Acland did a great public service,
he said, when he directed attention
to the fact that in many of the pub-
lic schools the hours of sleep were
too short. The public schools might
retain all that was worthy and in-
spiring in their historical customs
while setting their house in order
as regards cieanliness, ventilation,
cubic space, an ample and nutri-
tious diet, and a proper allowance
of sleep. He had seen disastrous
consequences ensue on the lack of
sufficient sleep for public school
boys. Too much energy was ex-
pended on sports, and that arose
from the pestilent error that body
fag was a corrective of brain-fag.
Sleep repaired waste 1n every or-
gan of the body and stored oxygen
in the tissues as & reserve fund
against the needs of the following
day.

3
50,000 WITHOUT BREAKFAST.

Sad State of Affairs in the World’s
Metropolis.

A few weeks ago, while the Chris-
tian world was making ready for
the coming of Christmas time, Lon-
don’s Board of Education appro-
priated $25,000 for the purpose of
feeding hungry school children.

The board estimated that 50,000
children were going to school each
morning without breakfast.

Only a short time before, Man-
<hester unvelled a
ment commemorating an act of
bravery in the Boer war, for which
Corporal Pitts received the coveted
Yictoria Cross.

Almost at the moment of the un-
veiling, when silver-tongued ora-
tors were extoling his deed, Cor-
poral Pitts, overlooked or forgot-
ten, battered into surrender by the
blows of an unkind fate, was ap-
plying for admission into the Black-
burn almshou-e.

Recent investigations made by
Lord Northeliffe’s newspapers show
an appalling state of affairs. In
Glasgow alone 25,000 heads of fami-
lies are unemployed, unable to get
work. Similar conditions are re-
vealed in other cities.

Official statistics show that there
are 786,287 registered paupers in
London; it is estimated that there
are 50,000 empty dwelling houses
there.

London is a city of sharp con-
trasts. It is put down as probably
the wealthiest ¢city in the world ; for
example, its property is insured
aga‘nst fire for over $5,209,00),000.
At the same time, according to sta-
tistics of the county council, of the
7,000,000 or so people in city and
suburbs, ‘‘one person 1In every
thirty-three is a pauper; twenty
persons in every 100 die in a work-
house or workhouse iInfirmary.
Poor relief expenditure has grown
Lo tl}e annual amount of $70,000,-
002.’
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“Packing the butter in the boxes
15 the same as packing into tubs,
the moisture cannot escape so eas-
ily and thus is retained in the but-
ter. Buiter can be packed into
tubs and set in the refrigerator to
harden, then the tub stripped and
the prints cut into the desired size,
but this makes another loss besides
the inconvenience of having a lot
of odd shaped pieces left to sell
either as bulk butter or to repack,
which cannot be done satisfactorily
when it is hard. Another thing in
favor of the box print is that after
the butter has become hardened
one can obtain a much nicer look-
ing print—one that has sharp edges
and is true on all sides, perfect in
its shape. This kind of a print can
be wrapped a great deal better,
eacier and nicer, and makes a neat-
er appearing package to present
.o the consumer, which goes a long
way on building up and retalning
a reputation for the creamery
goods. In shipping prints locally
or to eastern markets, it adds con-
siderably to the price of the but-
ter if upon opening up a box the
dealer and purchaser both see &
nice, even lot of prints, all of them
folded with ecream-cut and sharp
points, all lying the same way el-
ther on ends or flatways. The same
applies to tub butter; the appear-
ance goes a good way with a pro-
spective buyer.

«“This cannot be .obtained when
the butter is printed direct from
the churn, as one cannot print it
unless it is in decent shape to
handle. Tuen one cannot turn out
as nice a sharp-edged print, nor
will it wrap so easily as it will af-
ter being let stand in boxes to
harden. Of course, with the 24-
pound printers having the butter
upon expanding trays, 1t can be
set away to harden, but at the same
ti;ne the butter is exposed to the
conditions of the air in the refrig-
erator whether good or bad.”

SAVING LIQUID MANURE.

Save the liguid manure—every
drop of it. Urine contains a large
percentage of the fertilizing con-
tituents of the animal’s excreta.
To lay tile from the stable gutter
and drain it away, is to drain away
every year a portion of the farm—
or the farm value, which 1s much
the same thing. Straw, sawdust,
leaves, air-dried muck, land-plas-
ter and raw ground phosphate rock
are effective stable absorbents,
which contain in themselves - &
groater or less quantity of one or
another of the elements of fertil-
ity. Lacking any of the above ab-
sorbents, horse manure may be
used to advantage in the gutters of
the cattle stable, though this is not
to be recommended for a stable
where milking cows are kept.
Where the horse manure is nob
used in this way, it is desirable to
throw the surplus liquid of the cat-
tle stable onto the horse-manure

pile.
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STRRANGE SUPERSTITION.

Italy has a remarkable supersti-
tion. It is believed that dire mis-
fortune will befall the present mon-
arch, if the chamber of the dead
king be interfered with till at least
{two generations have passed.
Therefore, the room of the late
King Humbert at the Quirinal 18
shut, no one except members of the
royal family being permitted to en-
tor it. Thus it will remain, silent
and unused, like the apartment of
King Victor Emanuel, King Hum-
bert’'s father, which.is just as il
was at the time cf his death, about
30 years ago.
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the 27 Royal families in Europe.

ary wabch swings backwards and
Of these 27 families, 18 are erran.

and their lips met in the ecstasy |beauty; but te an unprejudiced ob-
forwards 300 times a minute.

her bosom, and she looked wildly
of their passion. sarver she was none the less charm-

at him  Harecastle turned away |
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