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CHAPTER XX.—(Contd).

‘““As for tho rest,”” Margery was
speaking agui1—'‘l know 1t 1s only
too true, but—why, why, why? 1t
1sn't David’s way. From the little
fthat I’ve learied ['m persuaded
that some other genius of evil 18 at
work prompting him to the thing

that I know he must despise. Who! j,.and that

12 1, Mr. Strang; can you tell me
that ?

“You will tell me if you know,’
she pastes swiftly to his side, her

fingers and hold them fast — ‘‘you
will help me to undo the wrong
that has been dcne? He's very
young, is David; ae's only a boy
yet, and all his days are before
him; and if 1t pleases you, Mr.
Strang, if you have the sccret I'm

looking for, you may fill everyone | p1ood.

of those days with joy, and if 1t
please you, you way weigh every
one with woe. And why should he
suffer. Surely, you cannot know
him, or you would never hesitate;
he has a h art of gold, has David,
and until this happened everything
he did bore the stamp of truth.
You will help me to clear him, Mr.
Strang—dear Mr. Strang, you will

tell me what you know and help m2|

to set him straight with his little
world?{

“For my snke, then,
his;’’
ginks sipon her knees on the filthy
cabin floor. “I’'m only a girl, Mr.

1f not for

Strang, and David and I are —.
friends; his joys are my joys and |
his griefs are my griefs, too, and|
it the path he has yet to tread be'

one of shame, I also walk the same
way. No happiness can be mine
unless he shares it, and he can
have no sorrow of which I may not
bear a part. For my sake, then,
you’ll do the thing I ask, won’t
you?! I'll forget all the past, I'll
look upon all these hideous days
with joy, because of you, and I'll
—pray—for—you—on — every—one
—of—the — days—that — God—has
—vet—to—give— me.”’

Do you hear that, man? Margery
Manesty kneels to you. Margery
Manesty is praying to you, pray-
ing to you as if you were a god in-
stead of what you are.

He steps to Marzery’s side, and '

together, their eyes burning with
wonder, their suuls even touched
into awe, they read the message
that unknown hand has sent them—

“ASK—TOM—TINION."

Overhead there i1s scuttering of
The Captain’s shoeless feet, but his
message has dulled their ears, so
that they hear it not. In that mo-
ment there is nothing for either of
them in the whole world but that
slip of paper, Only that, until from
the note Michael Straig’s brain
flashes to the wiiter, to the hand
that hurled it through the window ;
and, galvanized into life, he darts
up the stairs, scurries on a furious
hunt among the litter of the deck
and then vanishes in the gloom
ol the quay.

Just beyond the railway ecross-
ing he falls in with the Sleddle-
mere brougham, John Curthbert on
the box and with Nanny Manesty,
awalting in a fever of 1mpatience
and anxiety the 1¢turn of her niece.

Ere the old church clock has
called the midnight hour he encoun-
ters it again. This time 1t has halt-
ed by the Beecl side, that street
which hangs on the edge of the tin-
niest of Allerdale’s triple streams,

and now Cap'n Dan has been called !

and is playing the pilot to Mar-
gery, their destination Tom Tin-
lon’s home.

But Tinion, scared by ghosts of
Michael Strang’s raising, his pock-
ets lined with more of Michael
Strang's gold, has become a fugitive
upon the waters.
boat curvets across the Firth, and
drops him ashcre on the rocks be-
low Kirkeudbright,
chall find him in the narrows of the
Clyde, an emigrant in search of a
home, a transgressor flying from his
transgression.

— . —

CHAPTER XXI

In all her activity, Margery made

po show of unreasonping, inconclu-
sive haste. Every suggestion was
franked by thought, every instruc-
tion the issue of nicely-balanced 1n-
ference and deep deliberation. In
Miss Manesty and Cap’n Dan she
aroused a spirit of cverpowering
wonder, and after that, hope and
fear-—tope for David and fear for

Glelalulctelaley

. ; . J .
Still holding his hand FhE: “‘You still think that David's in

i L L e —

S el

_ MMMMAAMMM'tha head of the table, the others

disposed upon the settee to right
a
its Faith;
N\ ,

and left. All except the skipper
ct the Daniel—entered in the log-
book and the Family Bible as Har-
1y Casson, but known to the world
as ‘‘Goliath’’—whose height and
girth banished him to the alleyway,
|where he crouched cross-legged
fashion and almost filled up the
gap. Standirg rcom in the eabin
he might have had, but he would
have paxd for i1t 1n extreme personal
inconvenience, whilst considera-
tions of economy forbade him a
zseat on the benches.

Into this little conclave, then, as
at Y%he last of the twelve melan-
herself, lest in the end failure | choly strokes trailed away from the
should be her portion. | old {_'1‘1111‘1{31] tower, came Margery
Winter spent its wrath. and t.h{" | with Cap n Dan, und as EIIEH{!:'I.W[H‘:{{
thres rejoiced that David's ships | upon thE:_u astonished vision, a
had all won through. iftc.-nu_nun impulse thrust every man
| “We mu:t get him back to 1;]151 old | to his feet and pulled the cap from
| way, Missy, before another winter |@very head.
comes round,” JUap’n Dan pleaded ;| “‘You'll let me come in, won't
‘and then once more he voiced the |you, Captain Cameroni’’ she in-
somehow seemed to|guired, with a wan smile, and ex-
others—*‘Some of his |tended her hand across the table

h the Nut Brown
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dwarf all

.| boats’ll not stand another baltter- :iiu the skipper, who responded with
ling, an’ if only cne goes down with | words of kindly welcome.

: 'men aboard——
hands secure his cold, unrﬂspﬁusn‘ﬁil He b oke off sharp.

| lized in all its awful completeness | leddy, but

]

| ““The cabin of an Allerdale brig’s
They rea- ‘not exactly the proper place for a

: : . you're mailr welcome
the contingency he had in miad. |than I can tell you:; an’ me an’

“With men sboard.”” That repre-imy ship’s at your service. And
sented the final catastrophe, cala- | ] think I can say t’ same for all
mity converted into crime. The | ahoard at t' present moment.’’

black blot of shame might be erased | “Ay!” eleven bass voices rum-

but never the crimson stain of [y 0% o g - corent and with a
|queenly little nod, Margery ac-
cepted their homage.

She turned again to Cameron to
find him wriggling away from the
table so that she might have his
chair, but this arrangement she

“‘We must get him saved before
another winter, Missy. Oh, if only |
we could lay hands on that Tinion
wastrel.”’

““Yes—but as we can’t we must
manage without hua." | o

‘“‘Ay, Missy—what 1s 1t '}-Guvm:prumptywtned. AT _
thinking on?”’ ‘““No, no, Captain Cameron, this

Bravely she tried to meet them, |18 your ship, and that is your place
‘tried and faltered. Only a matter |[—but I'll sit beside you if I may."”
of seconds and then— And then. her heart throbbing

““You promised to help me, Cap'n |so that its Leating was a pain, her
Dar.”’ | hands, hilaen under her cloak,

“I’'m here, Missy; say the word.”’ |[tightly clenched, Margery began
'her message—began and faltered
‘the dark, that he isn’t conscious and stoppe«. Once more that fear

of all that’s heing done in bis name | of the opposing voice, the smile of
and won't i1nvestigate 1"’ pitying contempt, the glance of

““Sure as death.’ blighting ridicule.

‘‘I shall need inore help than| ‘‘Easy, Missy, easy; we're all
yours. How many of David's men friends here.”” This from Cap’'n
can you rely on to do just what| Dan,
they're bidden and care for no con-| “‘Ay, all of us.” This from Cam-
sequence !’ eron, who struggled to his feet.

' ““How many? Well, I don’t think| ‘‘Mebbe I can help you a bit,

‘there's any more Tinions left. I |Miss Margery,”” he continued.
“I've a lassie of my oan at home,

‘can’t say I mistrust any of them,
lan’ I'd take it kindly if somebody

but—anyway, those I'd want an
affydavy with, wouldn’t man one of | would stand by if ever she wanted
David’'s brigs."’
|  “‘And you yourseli, Cap’'n Danl|You'll be wantin’ to explain why
 Whatever I ask you’ll not refuse| you’ve called us in this by-ordinary
'me, not turn back, you’ll not call | fashien, but there’s not a bit o’
‘me foolish nor my scheme a mad need for that. We ken it for our-
one 7"’ |sere5, Cap'n Dan there has given

“Miss Margery, you're hurtin’ |a few on us, them you see around
me."’ lj‘uu, a glint of the way you've stood

“Forgive me, Cap’n Dan,” she by Maister Davie, an’ you've
pleaded, ‘‘but I'm so terribly afraid | shamed us, Miss Margery, you've
"All the time I've been building up just put us all to shame. We all
 this plan the way has seemed so loved the laddie, we all love him
smooth and easy. but now it is yet, an’ our hearts are sore for the
simply strewn with difficulty.”’ Levil way that he's chosen; but

“What i1s it you want us to do, | we've stopped at pity and blame,

'Missy? I'm growing fearful curi-|an’' after that thought o’ little but
' ous.”’ _ _ !111& seams that need caulking an’
| Margery told him. Told him | the grub that men shouldn’'t be

'the thoughts that had come to her!asked to eat.
(on the heights and amid the state-|acted, an’ if it hadn’t been for the
ly trees, told him of the desperate bit maid with a bright, bonny,
design whose daring had stagger- gowden faith, David Graham would
‘ed her at first, and then charmed be a miserable hulk, a derelict,
'and again cast down in timorous|without a chance,
| uncertainty, told the thing she ask-| ‘“There’s one point I'd like to
ed of him and those others who|
' sailed the seas on David's ships.
\  And then she braced herself to
| meet the storm of opposing pro-
test, but instead of the tempest
hecame peacefully conscious of a
' great calm. Nanny Manesty paid
' tribute to her genius and pronounc-
a benediction upon her project.
As for Cap’n Dan, he was re-
'duced to a condition of limp inepti-
‘tude, bhis limpness was as that of

cn, Right from the varra start o’
this cruise we’d our peepers on
Tom Tinion, an’ perhaps when you
' take note of ivvery entry in the
log book it's not surprisin’ shat
we should have thought him in
Maister Davie's pay. Now—we're

not so sure about it. Cap’n Dan’s

—we're sure o’ nothing. We seem
te have drifted until t' middle o’

| a sea-soak vV a2 14" 'hlacl '€ Eeres | :
' a sea-soaked cable. L When, after a |t blackest, wettest, queerest, fﬂ&:-pm-fmmg a miracle.

| pericd of waiting, ﬂﬂrgm':{ begged | that’s ever licked about us. An
for his verdict, he weakly waved|yet, amid all the murk, there’'s one
| his hands and craved for time. | speck o’ light at the masthead,
| “It simply caps everything, thisithank God. An’ it's you that’s
‘does, Missy. I'm lost, can’t tell|hung it there.”
| whether 1've got sea room or am| A sound that might have been a
drifting on a lee shore; can't say|sob heat upon the Malachi's wood-
whether I'm ‘hove-to or runnin’|en walls.
 with stun’sails an’ royals set. By-{ ‘I just want to say one thing
an’-by, Missy—by-an’-by, when I"-.'e{inmre.” Cameron continued. “‘I'm
' got my bearings.” i epeaking for myself, Miss Margery,
| His bearings obtained in the by-|an’ t’ others mun do t’ same. I'd

oracularly— an’ ship afore t’ mast if 1 could
““Miss Margery,”” he said—sure-|prove this thing a lie, prove that

The morrow|ly never had the face of the little| David Graham hasn’t dropped to | motes circulation, aids digestion,

skippér worn such a glow—‘‘to-|the level of
night I'm sailing under a new flag. |ship-wrecking shark.”

| The red duster’s always been good| ‘‘An’ me, too, Miss,” Sam Hodg-
enough for me an’ I've been proud |son roared from eyrie.

of 1%, but now I've hoisted a new| ““An’ me.”
ensign, an’ I'm going to ship as| “‘An’ me.”
mate. I've broken the Manesty| ‘‘An’ me.”
flag at the fore, and I'm taking|all round.

' me orders from Cap’'n Margery." Margery raiseld her head and now
she was smiling, smiling through
tears, and this time there was no
doubt about the sob.

There were twelve of them, sons| ‘‘God bless you for that,”” she ex-
of the sea, some tall, some short, |claimed; ‘I knew it all the time,
"but all of them bronzed, brawny, |but it’s good to hear you say if.
stont-hearted. Jim Camercn, by|You've-given me courage, Uaptain
lright that none would question, at|(Cameron, driven all my fcolish

a money-grubbing,

And so the cry went

—. gl

CHAPTER XXII.

le say the thing that was hard. |

That’s hoo we've|

put myself an’ the mates straight|

told us about Michael Strang, an’|

in the request I'm going to make.

“I'm not troubling so much about
the slur of the Habakkuk’s loss
now,'” she went on, “it’s David|
himself, not his name, that you
must help me to rescue. He’'s do-
1ng wrong—and you and I are go-
“ng to help him to do right. That
1s the object that has towered be-
fore me and made me ask you to
|meet me here, where no one can
overlook us, at this hour, when no
|eyes can spy upon our coming and
going.’’

“Beggin’ yer pardin, Miss,”” Bill
Ritson interrupted, ‘‘but divven’t
1‘},011 think that if you axed him in |
| your coan way you'd bring him too!
| Just you try him, Miss Margery;
'go till him an’ tell him as how you
want him to throw that manager
tlchap owerbecard an’ clear aw t’
bagwash oot of his ships’ stores,
an’ git ' caulkers to wark wi’ their
pitch an’ tow, an’—bless me, he'll
do it, faix bit he will. Dash my
buttons, Miss, but if you axed him

| .
fears away and made me cnnﬁdentruhnnt as equa’ condition as it wouid

for Jwohn the Baptist's head on a
charger he'd nut be able to refuse
it. Try him, noo do.”

(To be continued.)
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About the Farm
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HOW TO OBTAIN LARGE MILK
YIELDS.

There 13 no one best feed for
cows. Big results have been ob-
tained from many different rations.
When the cow freshens, she must
he treated as an invalid. She must
be given light food for several days
as her stomach is weakened during
maternity. Her stomach gradually
regains strength, sometimes in a
week, other times in two or even
three weeks. Feed her carefully,
gradually increasing the feed.
Watch the execrement closely. Ex-
perience will soon tell you as to
the state of the stomach and bow-
els. The avidity with which the
cow eats tells much. She should
he keen for her feed at all times.
I" she is slow in ‘““taking hold'' she
15 getting too much, that is if she
leaves anything but hay or straw.
The cow can do hier best work only
when all the organs work in har-
‘mnn}'. The importance of this will
be readily understood when we con-
sider that there 1s 1n the intestines
cf the wellfed animal some 150 to
200 pounds of fodder in various
|stages of digestion, writes Mr.
| George Rice.

1t 15 not food alone we must sup-
' ply the ccw. A heavy milking cow
takes 150 to 200 pounds of water
|daily, even when fed on a succulent
' ration. Too much water taken at a
‘time acts as a purge and causes
' serious trouble. It seems natural
for a cow to want to drink water
\after eating. Water should be be-
‘fore her at all times. Food and
| water are important, but there are
other things to be considered.
|  We know that we can take two
cows, feed them just the same, and
one will produce more than the
«ther.

Where does it come from. Some-
times from her own body. But
'then there are cases in which this
factor does not account for the dif-
ference in yield. It is generally said
'cne cow has the milk-giving func-
tion to a greater degree than the
| other. What is ‘““function?’ We
| might define 1t as a nice sounding
| word that we use when ‘‘stuck;”’
ir & similar case the untutored In-
‘dian gives a grunt and we are just
'about as wise. If there 1s not some
'source from which the cow gets the
'increased amount of milk then she
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THE PART OF PURE AIR.
|  There is still another element that
'1s tco often not considered, and
|that is air. Air is as vital to the
'existence of animal life as 1t is to|
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be possible to have them. I tested
them for a minth at home. One
gave right alecng more milk, also
more butter f[at, than the other.
She could not be taking more from
her body; if anything the one giv-
ing the least was losing the most
in weight. I took them to the sta-
tion for a dairy test. This dairy
had a very bad reputation with us
COW men.

VENTILATION.

The air in there is never goodq.
Sometimes 1t is very bad. The
committee in charge have done all
they can to improve conditions, but
the building 1s too high for one
thing, and to get enough pure air
on the floor where the cows are, it
would be much too cold. Then the
cows stand with their heads against
a solid wall, and the air they
breathe out cannot get away pro-
perly. Part of it must be breath-
ed over and over again. It is bad
enough for cows when they stand
up. It is worse when they lie
down. Judging by the manner this
building, and a lot of stalls in the
country are put in, we should think
that the cows breathed through
their tails, as the air has a bet-
ter chance to circulate there. The
less boarcds and other obstructions
there are around a cow the better.

The way it affected these twa
cows was that one made no more
while there than did the other. She
fed all right, and was all right, but
her superior lung power was of ne
use to her, as the air was not pure
enough. There never has been any
big work done in this pen in which
the dairy test has been conducted.
Yet cows have done better work
before coming here, and others
have done big work after leaving
here. We had better follow thia
up to show how the air and heat
affects heavy milkers. Anyone
that has done much official testing
knows that big work is not done
by the cows if they freshen in the
summer. We can get the feed all
right and we can get the water all
right, but we cannot get the air all
right. We can get i1t pure, but we
are liable to have hot spells. And
that will knock a good cow ouf
quicker than anything. We can
see a good reason for this: A heavy
milker takes so much 2ir into her
lungs that when it is too hot, 1f
raises the temperature of the bodj
too much, and the n:rve centrex
are not stimulated.

SHOULD FRESHEN IN WINTER

I was testing two cows in June.
The weather had been nice and the
alr exhilarating and the two cows
had been doing well. Along came
cne of those very hot spells. The
one cow dropped from 2.4 pounds
cf fat daily to 1.85. The other cow
had pot been doing such good work
and did not drop so much. Dairy-
men are getting wise to the fact
that in order to have their cows
(that is those heavy producers), do
big work, they must freshen in the
winter, when the temperature can
be controlled. Too much cold 1s
also bad, and no wonder, consid-
ering the amount of water the cow
drinks and the air she uses.

A cow not milking in the winter
will not require so much water.
But, if cows are to give a large
amount of milk the following sum-
mer, they need to be well cared
for, and put in good rcondition for
the heavy demand that will be
made upon their strength. Pure
water is quite as necessary as good
foed. A cow kept in an ill-venti-
lated stable at nights, turned ouf
in the raw cold zir all day, will not
attain the desired vigor. Two
wrongs never made a right. The
cow should have good air all the
time. We should avoid all drafts
in the stable. Avold extremes of
temperature. Keep the air as pure
as possible, even if a lttle lower
temperature must be obtained, and
Le regular in feeding and milking.
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LEFT TILL CALLED FOR.

When Wilkinson went to his of-
fice one day last week he felt calm

' plants. A man can go for a lﬂl]grﬂu{l contented. {Ie h:;q:} t .?’“,F
while without food. Some have nced_ to worry about hls wilie's
fasted forty days and nights. But, loneliness any more, for he had

deprived of air 40 minutes we wonld
soon collapse. Just in proportion

las we deprive the animal of pure

To-night a tiny and-by time, Dan delivered himself| do anything, begin life ower agen|air, we reduce the efficiency of the!

'whole system. Pure air taken iutng
' the lungs, oxidizes the blood, pro-|

power that en-
to accomplish

and produces the
ables the animal
work.

The cow to be a good one must
have great lung capaeity. To pro-
duce well she must have sufficient |
'pure air to fill her lungs. else her |
superior -lungs are of no benefit. |
The oxygen that she breathes goes|
to the nerve centres, stiunulating |
|them to greater effort, Just ex-
| actly how, 1t 1s a little hard to ex-|
'plain. However, I will give you
lan example that I had in my work.

Two vears ago I hal two cows of|

same breed., calved
They were 12

lthe same age,
on the same date.

Lought a capital watchdog for her.
But alas! when he arrived home

his wife met him with the deplor-

able news that the dog had gone.

“Rh!” said Wilkinson, ‘‘did he
break the chain, then?”’

“No,” she replied; ‘“‘but a great,
ugly-looking tramp came here and
acted so impudently that I let the
dog loose. But instead of tearing
the tramp tc:i p]u‘acesrthe nasty dog

ff with him.’
“‘?T‘érz;t Scott!’? said Wilkinson,
“ithat must have been the tramp

[ hUHHIIL hiﬂ] frUIn:”

‘«‘Cheer up, old man!” said a
man to a friend who had been ig-
nominiously dismissed by whe. fa-
ther of his adored one. ‘‘Love
laughs at locksmiths.” “Y{:H, 1
know,”’ replied the dejzcted suitor.
‘‘But her father isn’t a locksmith;
he’s a gunsmith !’




