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OR, LADY BLUVCHG’S BITTER 
PUNISHMENT

C H A P T E R  X XX I.

Lady B lanche, reco ilin g  against 
the ba lcony , gazed up at the wan, 
feaggard face with the black , som ber 
eyes g low ing  like lam ps am id its 
w hiteness.

“ W hat are you doing h ere '!”  she 
gasped. “ W hat do you  w ant with 
me ?”

H e look ed  down at her w ith a 
fixed, in tent expression  on  his face, 
as if he w ere look in g  through her, 
like a  man playing som e difficult 
part, and try ing  to  rem em ber it. 
The look  haunted her fo r  years 

afterw ard .
“ W hy are you  h e re ? ”  she de

m anded. “ Y ou  prom ised to  ”
“ K eep away from  E n g lan d ,”  he! 

said, and his voice  sounded dull and 
hollow . “ Is this E n glan d? I have 
not sought you , you  have fo llow ed , 
me. I t  is the hand of f a t e ! I f  I  j 
had not seen you to -n ight I  should 
have been a hundred m iles away. 
It is f a t e ! W e p layed  with it for 
some tim e, trod  it under foo t, and 
laughed at i t ;  it is fa te ’ s turn now 
to  laugh at us, to tread  us under ' 
its avenging feet. Lady B lanche, 
the w hirligig  of time brings its own 
reven ges ; it has brou gh t vengeance
upon us ”

“ W hat do you  m ean ?”  she said, 
try ing  to look  him dow n, to  awe 
him with the co ld  hauteur which 
was her second n a tu r e ; bu t the 
dark  eyes did  n ot flinch, the hard, 
be llow  voice did not fa lter . Like 
som e prophet o f o ld  he stood before 
her, unyielding, im placable. “ W hy 
did  you  fo llow  me here to  the h otel ? 
D c  you w ant m oney ? I f  so you  shall 
have i t ;  I  w ill send it to you . Every 
m om ent you  rem ain here is one of 
peril. L ord  N orm an is with me. H e 
will return im m ediately, and if he
finds you  ”

H e did n ot seem to  be listening. 
“ M oney !”  he said, as if that w ord 

alone had caught his e a r ;  “ I  have 
sold  my soul fo r  m oney. Judas 
brou gh t back his b lood-sta in ed  
g o ld ; I  bring  you  back  yours Lady 
B lan ch e .”

H e thrust bis hand in to  his breast 
as he quickly spoke, and drew  a 
leathern  case out.

. . “ It  here, all o f i t !  Take it !  
I t  has been a  curse to  me. L ook  
at me, Lady B lanche, and see that 
I  w ill speak the truth  !”

She look ed  at his haggard  face, 
with its deep lines te lling  o f dissi
pation  and re m o rse ; at the white 
hair which, when she had last seen 
him , was black as L ord  N o r m a n 's ; 
a t the. cavernous eyes gleam ing 
with a feverish  intensity of purpose.

“ S ince I  le ft you  in England, 
carry in g  the price of my treachery 
w ith  me, I have been liv ing the life 
o f  a gam bler. I  have been like one 
driftin g  tow ard the w hirlpool o f de
struction , conscienceless —  without 
rem orse ; but a hand was stretched 
out to  save m e ! T o-day, Lady 
Blanche, for  the first tim e, I  have 
seen the cru elty  and vilencss o f our 
w ork  in its true co lors . I t  is as 
if a veil had been' torn  fi'om  before 
Hiy eyes and the true m eaning of 
w hat we conspired to do, and did, 
was revealed  to me. Lady B lanche, 
you  asked me when last we m et if 
I  had not rem orse. I  laughed the 
question  away. It is my turn to 
ask you  if you  feel n o n e ?”

She m ade a gesture in the nega
tive.

“ I t  has fallen upon m e, it will 
fa ll upon you. Thank H eaven, 
while you  have time that it is not 
too  late to  repair you r  evil w o rk !”  

“ W hat do you  m ean?”  she asked, 
in  a voice  o f suppressed an ger and 
doubt.

“ Thank H eaven  that you are not 
m arried  to  B ruce N orm an ! The 
task w ould have been a thousand 
tim es harder for  you  if you  had 
b e e n ; it is plenty hard enough 
n o w !”

“ W hat is hard ? W hy do you talk 
find look  so stra n ge ly?”  she de
m anded, try ing  to speak haughtily, 
but trem bling.

“ This night, Lady B lanchc, Lord 
N orm an must be to ld  all that you 
and I have d on e .”

’“ W h a t !”  she gasped.
“ This night he must be shown 

how  cruel an in justice has been 
w rought an innocent g i r l ; he must 
b e  to ld  that it was you  who were 
fa lse, and not F loris C a r lis le !”

She looked  at him for  a m om ent 
with a very w ild, incredu lou s stare, 
then laughed a suppressed laugh of 
much scorn and defiance.

“ I  see ! Y ou  w ant m ore m on ey .”  
H e dropped  the leathern case at 

her feet with a du ll, grim  apathy. 
She started.
“ I f  it is not m oney, w hat is it 

you w an t?”  she said. “ Y ou  will 
not deceive me with this r a n t ! You 
forget that I am acquainted with 
you r love o f the m elodram atic. This 
is. I  suppose, a piece o f p lay-acting 
for  my special beh oo f and am use
m ent, o r— ”  she turned pale, and 
her eyes flashed— “ you  have met 
with F loris C arlisle and betrayed  
me ! Is that it ? She has bought 
you over — perhaps prom ised you 
half o f L ord  N orm an ’ s w ealth. Is 
that it?  You have m et h e r? ”

H e eyed her listlessly, w earily , 
with the same set look  of resolu 
tion.

“ Y es, I  have m et h e r ,”  he sa id ; 
and fo r  the first tim e a fa int touch 
of co lo r  cam e in to his face. “ I have 
seen her, and I  love h e r !”

“ Y ou  love h e r !”  she echoed.
“ I love her. D o not m isunder

stand me, Lady B lanche. I love 
her w ithout hope ! I am content to 
love her so that I can make her 
reparation . I t  is all I  have to  live 
for , and I w ill do i t .”

T here was silence for  a m om ent. 
“ W hat do you wish to d o ? ”  she 

asked, a lm ost inaudibly.
“ There are tw o cou rses ,”  he said, 

in the slow , grave voice . “ E ither 
you must m ake you r confession  to 
L ord  N orm an, or leave it to  me.
I care not which it is .”

“ H e will kill y o u !”  she panted.
H e shrugged his shoulders with 

absolute indifference.
“ Perhaps. I thought that you 

would p refer that he should hear 
the story from  your lips. Y ou  know 
best which will be the less b itter 
course fo r  y o u .”

She looked  at him with m urder 
gleam ing in her velvety  eyes.

I f  she had had a w eapon, she 
w ould have struck him down then 
and there' w ithout pity or fear.

“ I— I  can not do i t ! ”  she w ailed. 
“ I  cannot do i t ! ”

“ There is no n e e d !”  said a voice 
at her side, and starting, she turn- 
e i and saw L ord  N orm an standing 
in the open w indow.

Lady Blanche glanced at his face, 
saw that he had heard all, and 
flinging her hands be fore  her eyes, 
crouched  down as if he had struck 
h e r ; but O scar B.aymond stood  firm 
and fo lded  his hands across his 
breast.

L ord  N orm an look ed  from  one to 
the other.

H is face was very pale and stern, 
but there was a light in his eyes, a 
reflection  o f re lie f and hope, which 
had been strangers to  them fo r  a 
long time.

Slow ly he raised his hand and 
poin ted  to the staircase.

“ Y ou may g o ! ”  he said, quietly. 
O scar R aym ond lifted  his dark 

eyes calm ly, alm ost solem nly.
“ Is that a ll?  I am ready to  give 

you  any satisfaction  you  may de
mand. W e are in a  fore ign  land,
my lo rd  ”

“ Y ou  have given me all the satis
faction  it is possible fo r  you  to 
ren d er ,”  said B ru ce, in a low , 
steady voice . “ I  have no wish to 
kill y o u ; I y ield  you you r life and— 
rem orse. G o ! ”

O scar R aym ond bent his head and 
m oved away.

L ord  N orm an waited until his 
footsteps had died aw ay, then he 
picked  up the leathern  case and 
dropped  it at Lady B lan ch e ’ s feet.

“ B lan ch e,”  he said, in so low  a 
ton e o f voice that she cou ld  scarce
ly hear him ; “ I  have seen F lo r is ;
I have learned  all that this man 
w ould have forced  you  to  tell me. 
T here is no need that you  should 
speak a w ord. G et up now and go 
to you r room . I shall go away from  
this p lace, this hotel, at once, and 
will leave a letter  fo r  you r  father 
te llin g  him that the— the en gage
ment is broken  off by— m utual con 
sent. There need be nothing m ore 
said on either Eide. H eaven fo r 
give you , B lanche, for  this that you 
have don e— forgive you as I— and 
she—forgive you !”

H e laid his hand on her head for 
a m om ent, p ityingly , forgiv in gly , 
and when a m om ent a fterw ard  she 
raised her heavy eyes, he was gone !

C H A P T E R  X X X I I .
F loris arose the n ext m orning, 

after a sleepless n ight, during which

she had Iain aw ake possessed in one 
m om ent with a poign an t g rie f and 
the n ext with a  subdued joy .

She had lost him , he had gone 
from  h er fo rever , and he w ould 
m arry Lady B lanche.

That was her g r ie f ;  but h « loved  
her still, he had not been fa lse to  
h e r ; that was her j o y ; and h er  joy  
in the know ledge o f his tru th  and 
constancy far outw eighed her grief 
a-; the loss o f  him.

A nd he was here in F lorence.
She knew him w ell enough  to 

know that he w ould n ot relinquish 
her w ithout another a tte m p t; she 
fe lt certain  that she m ust place 
tem ptation  beyond his reach.

She w ould leave F loren ce  that 
m orning, w ould put it ou t o f  his 
pow er to break  his w ord to  Lady 
Blanche.

P ale  and sad, and yet with a 
trace o f the g rea t joy  shining in her 
lovely  eyes, she went to  M rs. Sin
c la ir ’ s room .

The o ld  lady was in bed— she sat 
up too  late over her precious books 
to  be an early riser— and was m ade 
to understand that F loris w anted a 
holiday, and a t once.

“ W here are you  going , my d e a r? ”  
she said.

F loris was staggered  fo r  a m o
ment.

“ In to  the hills. I  shall on ly want 
a day or tw o ,”  she explained .

H e w ould not rem ain in F lorence 
long, she thought.

“ Oh, very w ell, my dear. Y ou  had 
better take one o f the g irls with 
you. A nd, by the way, you  might 
gather som e o f the crested  fern  for 
me, you  k n o w ; keep it as coo l as 
you  can, w ill y o u ?  A nd if you 
should happen to  see any speci
mens o f ” — here fo llow ed  a dozen 
long  Latin nam es— “ you  m ight 
bring  them a lso .”

F loris prom ised that she w ould, 
and w ent upstairs and packed a 
bag with a  few  things she re q u ire d ; 
then she m ade a faint pretense at 
breakfast, a rd  in an hour had start
ed with a little  m aid who was a 
favorite  of hers.

The m orning passed in a  dream y 
kind o f way fo r  F loris.

Slowly the carriage ascended the 
hills, the driver singing below  his 
voice , the maid delighted with h e r  
holiday, chatting light-heartedly .

P resently  the -m aid  stopped her 
prattle , and put her head on one 
side.

“ T here is some one on  the road 
besides ourselves this m orning, sig- 
norita. Perhaps they, too , are tak 
ing a h o lid a y .”

“ P erhaps, M arie ,”  said F loris , 
quite dream ily.

The g irl leaned forw ard  and lo o k 
ed back.

“ I t  is a horsem an, signorita , and 
ho is riding fast. The p oor  horse is 
panting. I t  is n ot a holiday for 
him, p oor  w retched b e a s t !”

F loris n o d d e d ; she scarcely heard 
what the child was saying, but sud
denly the coachm an pu lled  up, and 
the, n ext instant the horsem an was 
beside the carriage , and F loris 
heard her nam e spoken.

She looked  up and m et her lo v e r ’ s 
eyes fixed on her, and her heart 
gave a g rea t bound.

“ B r u c e !”  she w hispered, joy fu l
ly yet reproach fu lly . “ Oh, Bruce, 
why have you  done th is?”

H e leaned forw ard  and la id  his 
hand on the carriage door.

“ I  cannot speak to  you  there. 
W ill you  com e ou t?  I  must speak 
to  you  ! Ah, why did you  run away 
from  m e?”
. “ Because I knew— I fe lt— I was 
afraid  you w ould com e to  see me,
and ”  she said fa intly, in a

troubled  voice . “ Oh, go back, 
B r u c e !”

“ I w ill— sh ortly ,”  he said, in a 
strange voice, with a strange light 
in his eyes. “ Com e in to the road 
fo r  a m om ent or tw o .”

H e g ot dow n and opened  the 
door , and held her band even after 
she had aligh ted , forgettin g  his 
horse.

“ S ignor, the horse !”  shrieked the 
coachm an, but it was too  late, the 
sagacious anim al, having had quite 
enough w ork fo r  that day, had 
swung around and was off in a 
good  round trot fo r  F lorence.

“ N ever m in d ,”  said L ord  B ruce, 
with a short la u g h ; “ it does not 
m atter. N othing m atters now,
F lo r is ! H u sh ! n ot a w ord y e t .”

H e drew her arm  within his, and 
led her under the trees, ou t o f  sight 
of the curious w ide open eyes of 
the man and maid.

“ And so you w ere running away 
from  me, were y o u ? ”  he said, h o ld 
ing her hands and look in g  in to her 
eyes with the fire o f  excitem en t and 
happiness in his. “ Running away 
from  m e—was that fa ir?  Oh, my 
darling , how can I  tell you ?— the 
w ords trem ble on my lips ! My 
heart is so fu ll o f joy  and happi
ness ”

“ B r u c e !”
“ Y es, b o  fu ll that I  can sea jely  

w ait fo r  the w ords that m ust be 
spoken. F loris , since I  saw you  last

night a ll has been  m ade clear. 
L ook  I”

H e drew  a  card  from  his pocket 
and was abou t to  show it to  her, 
when he whipped it  behind b is  
back.

W a it ! F loris , you  are sure it 
was I  you  saw that a ftern oon  at 
B a lly floe?”

H er head drooped .
“ Oh, B ruce— why ask m e? W hy 

n ot le t it be b u ried ?”
“ Y ou  are sure you  w ould know 

my face ag a in ?”  with a strange 
laugh. “ See—is that the face  o f 
the man you  saw at Lady B lan ch e 's 
fe e t? ”

A nd he held ou t the card.
She took  it very  slow ly and look 

ed at it.
I t  was a  p ortra it o f O scar R ay

m ond, which he had found am ong 
the papers packed in one o f his 
portm anteaus.

A bew ildered  expression  came 
into her eyes.

“ Y es— it is !  B ut, but— ”  she 
raised her eyes to  his face, “ is it 
not you , B ru ce ? ”

“ N o ,”  he said, g ra v e ly ; “ it is 
net. L ook  at the back, yon  will 
find the nam e w ritten there, F loris. 
I t  is the p ortra it o f a man who for  
purposes o f  his own passed him self 
off on you fo r  me. L ook  at the 
nam e, p lea se .”

She turned the card.
“ O scar R aym ond to  L ord  N o r 

m an”  was w ritten on it.
F or  a m om ent her brain  swam, 

and he put his arm  around her and 
held her close  to  him or  she w ould 
have staggered.

“ Y ou  see, d a rlin g ,”  he cried , “ it 
is all c lear now , is it n o t? ”

A nd in swift, hurried  w ords he 
to ld  her the whole story.

“ A ll this I  heard  last night from  
their own lips. One thing on ly is a 
m ystery to  me still, and that is the 
cause o f the repentance —  that is 
t-till an enigm a, F lo r is .”

“ Shall I  te ll you , B ru ce ?”  she 
w h isp ered ; then with her hand up
on his shoulder, she made the last 
portion  o f the m ystery clear.

“ My d a r lin g !”  he m urm ured. 
“ A nd it is y ou , you  who have really 
saved us both,' a fter  a l l ! I f  he had
not seen you , we should still be .
Oh, I  can not think o f i t !  Oh, my 
darling, my F loris, once again and 
forever. L et us thank H eaven 
hum bly and m eekly fo r  its m ercy ! 
A few  days m ore an d  all w ould 
ha ve been l o s t ; there w ould have 
been a gu lf betw een us which death 
only cou ld  have brid ged— and now, 
death on ly  can divide u s ! ”  and 
with a cry  o f alm ost solem n jo y , he 
strained her to  his bosom .

W ith  his arm  around her waist 
they w alked through the w oods, her 
head resting on his - shoulder, her 
eyes suffused w ith the tears which 
sprang from  a joy  alm ost too  in 
tense fo r  endurance.

I t  had com e so suddenly, this 
flood  o f light a fter  darkness, that 
she fe lt bew ildered  and dazzled. 
C ould  it be true ?

In  low , endearing  tones he told  
her over and over again all that 
had happened, dw elling on the mis
ery and helpless despair;, and m ak
ing all the points that had seemed 
so dark, c lea r  and in tellig ib le  ; and 
every now  and again he stopped 
a n d 'lo o k e d  at her face , ay, and 
kissed it, as if he, too , fe lt there 
was som ething too  m arvelous in his 
good  fortu ne fo r  it to be qu ite real.

They fo rg o t the coachm an and lit- 
t l :  M arie, but those tw o individuals 
resigned them selves to  the circum 
stances with adm irable p h ilosop h y ; 
the coachm an drew  his horse into 
the shade, and, lighting a c igar, 
flung him self, Ita lian-like, in to the 
sun, and went to  sleep, and M arie 
gathered som e flow ers and m ade a 
posie “ fo r  the signorita  when she 
should com e b a ck .”

And at last F loris rem em bered 
w here she was.

“ B ru ce, dear, we must go o n ,”  
.she said, w ith a blush, and a glance 
at her w atch. “ I  had— had quite 
forgotten  e v e ry th in g ! H ave we 
been hours in this dear little  w ood , 
or on ly  m inutes? W e m ust go on 
ta P e la g o .”

“ W hy P e la g o ? ”  h «-sa id , sm ooth
ing her hair. “ W hy not com e back 
to  F loren ce  with me ? Y ou  don ’ t 
w ant a holiday now , seeing that 
you  w ill have such a big  one a lto 
gether d irectly  ! B esides, unless 
you take me back  to F lorence how 
am I to  get there ? M y horse b o lt 
ed, you  k n o w !”

“ I  had forgotten  th a t ,”  she said, 
w ith another blush, and on ly  too  
ready to  accept the o ffered  excuse. 
“ O f course I must take you b a c k !”

(To be con tin u ed .)

C H E E R F U L .
“ W hat happened to m e?”  asked 

the C hronic O ptim ist, when he 
w oke up in the hospital.

“ A  shark b it you r leg o ff ,”  said 
the. nurse.

“ Oh, w e ll,”  he mused. “ I  had 
rheum atism  in that leg, an yhow .”

On the Farm

H IN T S  "FOR M IL K E R S .

R em em ber that you  are  dealing  
with a living m achine and that 
th erefore  kind and qu iet treatm ent 
w ill produce m ore milk ‘ w ith less, 
trou b le  than harsh m ethods.

The m achine can on ly w ork a t 
ita best when properly  handled.; 
Every drop  o f m ilk ebonM  be: 
draw n, fo r  on ly  by this m eans will; 
the udder be induced to  w ork at, 
fu ll pressure and give a sspp ly  of; 
richest milk. It  should always bef 
born tr in  m ind that the kiat milk is 
the richest.

O bserve cleanliness in all things, t 
M ake sure that the m ilking uten-i 
sile a re  above reproach . C leanse f 
the cow ’ s udder and yon r o w u 1 
hands before  com m encing to  milk.

D raw  the milk by pressure, n ot. 
bv the stripping m ethod. C arry j 
out the operation  as qu ickly as pos- i 
sible rem em bering that generally  a 
good  m ilker is a fast one and that 
the cow  is liable to  becom e im pa
tient a fter  a  time.

Pay attention  to  th i cow ’ a health. 
I f  her teats are sore, if there is any 
discoloration  or  unusual feature 
about the m ilk do n ot m ix it with 
the rest.

Take care that the bu ild ings in 
which m ilking is carried  on are. 
well aired  and free  from  avoidable; 
dust. Fresh  air and sunlight should.: 
be constantly  adm itted, and fetter; 
or  food  should not be handled d u r-; 
ing the m ilking hour.

Be punctual. The cow  know s as 
w ell as you when the hour has ar-i 
rived fo r  m ilking, and delay w ill 
not on ly cause a d im inution  o f her 
y ield  but also a decrease o f fat per
centages

M ilk at as nearly even intervals 
o f  tim e as possible. A g ood  deal o f 
attention  has b een ' given to  this 
question and it has been found 
that milk poor  in fat is very la rge
ly the result o f a llow ing  too  lon g  an 
in terva l to  elapse betw een  m flkingj 
B ut w hatever hours are chosen sea 
that they are very strictly  adhered 
to

O bservance of these ruler should 
lead  to  the largest am ount o f milk 
w ith tbe g reatest p roportion  of 
butter fat, at a minim um  o f trou ble  
to  the m ilker.— W . R . G ilbert.

T H E  V A L U E  OF ST R A W

One o f the features of tbe land
scape which is sure to  attract the 
attention  of the traveller  through 
the W est, is the large straw stacks. 
O ' perhaps there is to  be seen only 
tbe sm ouldering rem ains o f one of 
these stacks, and at once the 
th rifty , saving trave ller  from  the 
East is sure to  enqu ire  if  the straw 
does not contain  sufficient value to 
w arrant its use.

The A m erican  Farm  W orld  has 
this to  say about the “ M anuriel 
value of straw ”  : “ Straw  contains
enough fertilizer  a ton  to cost sev
eral dollar^ if bought in a com m er
cial fertilizer. W h ile  the fertilizer 
elem ents are not so availab le as 
those found in the com m ercial ar
ticle,, yet the straw furnisher hum
us to  the soil, which is an advantage 
that the com m ercial fertilizftr does 
not possess.”

The author goes on to  show the 
com position  of w heat straw and 
ca lcu late  its value at the regular 
rate charged fo r  com m ercial fe r ti
lizers and dem onstrates that it con 
tains plant food  to  the value of 
$2.27, and this does n ot take into 
account its effect upon the physical 
condition  o f the soil.

W hile the above is undoubtedly  
true in som e sections o f  the country 
applying straw  to land in some 
parts of the S3mi-arid w heat belt 
m ight be a questionable practice. 
It m ight have a tendency to  make 
the soil to  open  and dry it ou t with 
out liberating  the p lant food  it con 
tained.

F A R M  N O TES.

The ca len dar upon the wall, the 
m em orandum  book  in the pocket, 
the piles of bags at the depot, the 
aH-prevad'.ng od or  in the air, all: 
tell the story that spring is com ing 
and that fertilizers are fo r  sale, j 
M ost farm ers buy them  m ixed, j 
ready m ade. Such are the easy fer- ; 
tilizers. They are quite generally;' 
bought w ithout regard  to  their ch a r - ! 
acter or  their fitness. The nam e 
and— above everyth ing else —  the 
price are the con tro llin g  factors in 
the purchase. C lose buying is  all, 
right, but it seldom  happens in any j 
trade that the cheapest is the best, i 
though it  a lm ost alw ays h a p p en s• 
in the fertilizer  trad e  that ifie best,' 
is the cheapest.


