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CHAPTER XXV.

“I1f I were asked which was the
most beautiful month in the year,"
said a famous French traveler, “I
should answer ‘M ayand if you
asked me where | could choose to
spend it, I would say ‘Florence.””

It was May, a lovely, balmy, plea-
santly smiling May, and Florence
was looking at its best.

On one of the bridges, and lean-
ing against the stonework and look-
ing down at the river was a young
girl.

She was dressed in mourning —
not heavy crape, stiff and hideous,
but of simple black merino, reliev-
ed by a touch of white lace or lin-
en at the sleeves and throat.

It waB a very lovely face even in
that city of lovely faces, and the
people had elected to call

by the name she had assumed, Lil-
lian Wood, but "the pretty Eng-
lish lady!” and there were many

who were pleased at winning a
smile from her sweet, sad face as
at drawing the copper coins from
the grand people who rode lazily
through the parks or crawled lan-
guidly along the quay3.
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“You shall not go! Hear me! I
say you shall not go!” said the man
who held him, vehemently. “You
—you English are all alike, you win

Italian,

our money and then, houf! you
fly! Come back!”
“Thanks no!” said the English-

man, with a smile that was more
exasperating in its cool sang froid
than any verbal retort.
“You will not?” shouted the
other, through his set teeth.
“Certainly not!” replied the

Englishman. “Why should 1? |
have won your money ; is that what
you complain oft You have won
enough of minf, ray friend.”

The Italian ground his teeth.
“You are a cheat!” he hissed.
The Englishman laughed.

“You ought to know a brother-
artist when you see him, certain-
ly,” he retorted, quietly. “You
are an authority on the subject
whom | should not care to dis-
pute.”

“You mean 1" snarled the
Italian

“Just this, my friend—that if |

had not cheated, as you call it, oc-
casionally, | should have stood lit-
tle chance against you who cheat
always! Good-evening.”

And with a simple movement he
wrenched the man’s hand from its
frenzied clutch and turned away.

At the moment, w'hile Floris was
thanking her stars that the affair

had ended and that she was free
to go on her way, the lItalian rais-
ed his hand, something gleamed

brightly in the murky gaslight, the
Englishman uttered a sharp cry,
and fell and staggered wup against
the post of the doorway in which
she hid.

Crying for help as loudly as she
could, Floris knelt down beside him
and raised his head.

The street, so silent a minute ago,
seemed to start into life as if by
magic, and a crowd gathered round
tho two figures—the prone man
with his white face, and the kneel-
ing girl with her gentle, pitying
one.

In another moment the police
came up, and Floris hurried home
to tell the terrible story to Mrs.
Sinclair.

Floris was sipping her tea an
hour afterward, when the servant
announced the clergyman.

He was a very old gentleman,
very greatly respected and beloved
by the English community in Flor-
ence, and a constant visitor at the
Violet Villa.

“1 am late this evening, dear ma-
dam,” he said, after exchanging
greetings. “But | was detained on
my road hither by an accident. |
was crossing the road by tho hos-
pital when the porter ran across
and called mo in. A man had been
brought in who had been stabbed
in the streets.”

Floris started and put down her
teacup.
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course. | found the poor fellow in
the surgeon’s hands, and very much
exhausted. It appears that he was
stabbed while coming out of a houso
in one of the streets off the square.
I suspect it was a quarrel arising
from some gambling transaction.
His account of the affair was not
very clear ; indeed, he seemed anx-
ious to hush the matter up, and was
very reticent.”

“1ls he wvery badly wounded?”
asked Floris in a slow voice.

“No, only slightly, not danger-
ously ; at any rate he recovered very
quickly and, strange to say, has
left the hospital. They tried to
persuade him to remain, but he re-
solutely declined and came out with
me.”

“Is it possible?” breathed Floris.

“He is an Englishman !” he said,
as if that explained the man’'s ob-

stinacy. “An ltalian, now would
have given in and laid there for a
month. Poor fellow, | happen to

know a great deal about him.”
“Yes?” said Floris.
“Yes. He is a well-known man
in Florence, and bears, | am sorry
to say, too famous a character as a

gambler. He came here, why, dear
me, a few weeks before your ar-
rival, my dear Miss Wood. A rich
man it was reported, at any rate

he seemed to be in possession of a
large sum of money and, for a time
lived in great style. He became a
member of one of the fastest clubs
here, and soon got himself known
as a man who played continually
and for large stakes. Then he dis-
appeared for a time, and | heard
that he had caught the fever. Per-
haps that accounts for the change
which | observed in him this even-
ing ; his hair, which was dark, has
become almost gray, asis sometimes
the case v.-ith young men with black
hair. His name is Raymond, Oscar
Raymond.”

Floris turned the name over in
her mind for fully a minute, but she

could not recollect ever having
heard it before.
She went Upstairs to her room,

and setting her lattice back, looked
out to the city with its countless
lights beaming like fireflies in the
darkness; but it was not of Flor-
ence or the scene she had seen in
streets she was thinking;
strangely unaccountably, her
thoughts had travelled backward to
Lord Norman, and more clearly
than sho had seen him for months
past his face rose before her men-

tal vision. And yet it did not oc-
cur to her that the face of the
wounded man, Oscar Raymond,

was like that of her lost lover.

Perhaps if Oscar Raymond’'s hair
had been black and he had worn
a moustache, the resemblance would
have been too great to escape her
notice, but in the six months of
dissipation Oscar Raymond aad
altered and aged considerably, and
it would have been impossible for
him to repeat the comedy which
had proved a tragedy for Floris
Carlisle !
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On the Farm

THE DAIRY AND SYSTEM

System of the Dairy—In the farm
ing business, as in every other,
systematic working means more
money. Many farmers do not re-
gard their time as worth so much
money—at least in practice. Few
of them could tell one, off hand,
exactly how much their farm return-
ed them in any particular year.

In the daily round are many
things that could be improved.
For instance, during the autumn,
as the milking cowp decrease, more
time should be left and one or more
milkers might be spared from the

pails for other work. It is notice-
able, however, that, instead of
early rising being continued in this
season, frequently the bed still
holds its occupant at 7.00 a.m.
Consequently, the milking does
not start until 7.30 a.m., and in-

stead of one or more milkers being
spared for other and necessary
work, all hands go to the pails.
There, relieved of the urgent need
of haste, they take nearly as long
to milk the herd as in the summer.
So that it sometimes happens that,
where a creamery has a score of

suppliers, not one of them brings
his milk before eight o’clock. By
the time the cart is back, the cans

the shed cleaned and the
morning has

washed,
manure spread the
flown.
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Time Table—Six a.m., men rise <
C.30 to 7.30 a.m. feed and harness
horses, and milk; 7.30 a.m., break-
fast; 8 a.m. dairy hands (two) on
the return of cart, feed calves and
pigs (if any) and wash cans and
buckets; 8 a.m. to 12 noon, agri-
cultural hands commence regular
work; 9.30 a.m. to 11 a.m., one
dairy hand to clean pails, cart and
spread manure, the other to assist
ov chop wood and assist in field
work; 12 noon to 1 o’'clock, gener-
al dinner hour; 1 p.m. to 5 p.m.,
field or (agricultural) hands con-
tinue work; 1 p.m. to 3.30 dairy
hands assist field hands, when one
goes for the cows; 4 p.m., two
dairy hands (it is assumed that very
few cows need milking in these-
months) milk cowa and afterward
do odd jobs; 5 p.m., field hands
cease work, unharness and cover
horses; 530 p.m., tea.

This time table is not recommend-
ed as a hard and fast code, but ra-
ther, as a “ground plan” of work.
Where the dairy herd is larger, the
tilling practically nil, and the fam-
ily (or hands) small, and where a
milking machine is used it cannot
be applied in its entirety. But with
modification to suit cases, it should
prove an all-helpful time table.
The author’s aim in it is: To eco-
nomize time, to order everything on
the farm, and to get the wutmost
amount done without strain. Tho
details of the morrow's work
should be filled in by the farmer
on the night before, so that the
work of the next day is planned
and can be started without delay>
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