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CHAPTER VIII.—(Cont'd).

After about fifty yards this gully |
. ended in the shallow cup of the crater. |

A ring of jagged teeth of basalt made  @nd took pride in explaining, that he |

a complete circle, a quarter of a mile
in diameter, broken only at the place
where the two young men had entered. |
Below this black rampart the slopes |
were clothed with a green mantle of
health and whortleberries: lower down |

and nothing could be done till he came.
And this is not an isolated case.

But this Azorean peasant explained,

had risen superior to this fear.

“1 helped to carry him,” he
proudly.

“You helped?
alone 7"

“] was alone at first, but I went to

Then you were not

said |

t_ﬂ_rtruf Mr. Iflnr.if-: -ib;u'ke-ﬂ this confident I_ = _; e ;- dl

' - Used in Millions of
i which threatened was one which fro- |
for|

Jjudgment with the ghost of a wink to
Varney, and laughed. This discussion

 (quently arose in this household:
Muriel, having spent the thinking
vears of her life—not, as yet, a very
lokg one—in the seclusion of a lonely
pine-apple quinta, was an aggressive
disputant, and made up by the violence
of her views on the wrongs of her sex
for her total luck of practical know-
ledge of her subject. Her daily life
from the time she was fourteen had
heen
city; she had had no opportunity of
verfying by the observation of ac-
tuahities the opinions which she held
50 strongly; therefore she was never
I't'r'q:ruhlwl with doubts,
(another side to the question, her fav-

|orite novels did not teach it, and no|
To hE'-_

‘one had ever made her see it

s - : . ] erfectly frank, no one had ever seri-
there was a thick carpet of stag-horn|the Casa Davis, which is near here. P€ . i

moss; and lower still, barrenness, bare |
earth and tones, with a scurfy incrus-
tation of white upon them. The Cal-
deira itself was hardly more than ten

desolation round it marked the limits |

and summoned the Senhor Davis.
carried the dead man te Senhor Davis
cart, which waited at the end of the

gorge, and Senhor Davis drove him to | k e 3
. : o) It WOk as i Mper, anc 3y |
yvards across it now, but the white|the house which is called As Chinelas. [100K 1 a ilash of ftemper, and B

I did not go with him. T had done en-

We |

ously tried, except her father, and his
etfforts were chiefly aimed at drawing
her out. He opposed her for the sake
of seeing her eyes lose their dreamy

color rise with indignation: and when

‘orregdior | N had enticed her into saving some-
to which its waters sometimes rose.|ough; for, Senhores, the Corregdior | Al

The waters themselves were white,
like milk, and they were in constant
curling, bubbling movement, like milk
gently boiling. A cloud of steamrose
from them in a dense column, evpand-
ing into a “canopy, and twisted in|
¢ver thinning wreaths out over the!
toothed edge of the crater.

“It reminds me of the picture of the
genie in the Arabian Nights, rising in
a cloud from the braden jar,” said
Varney. “What's the smell ?”

“Sulphuretted hydrogen,” and Secar-!
borough. *“There generally 1s a little
though the amount varies. The va-|
pors are mostly carbon dioxide, I be- |
lieve; but after an earthquake any-
where in the island, the sulphur fumes
are in sufficient quantity to be dan-
gerous.”

“Does this often happen 7"

“Yes, pretty often; but I haven't
heard of any earthquake lately.”

They were not the only visitors to !
the crater, A man was standing by
the edge of the water, a blouse-clad
Azorean peasant, with a wide hat on
his head and a cigarette of maize-husk
between his lips. A donkey quietly
browzing on the herbage at the edge
of the whitened circle was evidently |
his property. Presently the man bent
down and lifted a dripping, steaming |
sack from the water.

“What's he-doing ?” Varney asked. |

“Ckokiing,” said Scarborough, “That |
sack is full of red lupin beans. They
are a popular food here; you'll see |
sacks of them in every provision shop |
in Ponta Deigada.”

“And they cook them in the Cal-
deira !” said Varney. “Is it hot en-
ough for that.”

- “A-few degrees below boiling point.
Put your hand in and see.” 1

“No, thanks. T'll take vour word
for it. That’s the cheapest kind of
wholesale cooking I ever heard of.”

“Food needs to be cheap in a coun-
try where sixpence is a good day’s |
wage,” said Scarborough. “Fortun-
ately, it is cheap. The lupin grows!
like a weed; steeping in the sea pick-
les the beans; and the Caldeira cooks |
‘them. Our friend there probably |
comes here every day. It's his trade.”

“Then he may have seen something
of what happened yesterday,” sug-
gested Varney. “Ask him. You
speak Portuguese.”

The man had slung his sack across
the donkey’s back, and seated himself

' three inches square.

 written in penecil.

on the top of it. His seat was a hot
and wet one but he seemed to find it
comfortable. He relit his cigarette!
and urged his beast towards the nar-]
row entrance between the walls of
pumice, |

Scarborough approached him and:
the man, with the real politeness of
the Islanders, jumped to the grﬁund!
and took his hat off.

“Bonas dias, senhorse,” he said. ,

Scarborough returned his greeting, |
and asked whether he had heard any-
thing of a dead man having been
found there this morning. : [

“Sim, senhor,” was the answer. “It
was I who found him.” |

Then he went on to describe the
episode with voluble earnestness and |
a wealth of dramatic gesture. The
finding of a dead man was an event in |
his life, and he had the histrionic.
ability to make the most of his share!
in the occurrence. He entered int.-::!
the explanations not only of what hei
had done in this alarming crisis, but |
also, minutely and mmprehensively,!
of what he had thought.

carry the news to the Corregidor at|
Ribelra Grande: for few Portuguese |
will touch a dead man, or help a dying
man, until officialdom has given the |
word, for fear lest, in foul play has
been done, they may be summoned as
accomplices. The peasantry have a.
firm belief that the last hand which
touches a dying man, is by the law of |
the land presumed to be the hand
which zave him death; and it is a be- |
lief which in one well authenticated
instance left a man who had been in-|
jured on the railway, a few miles |
from Coimbra, the intellectual capital
of Portugal, to lie unaided through the
heat of a long summer’s day. He was |
conscious, and able to beg for water.
But on one dared to give him any, for
and nothing could be done till he came

' had not said that the body was to be

moved.”
“What is he saying 7" asked Varney,
in English,

“He is claiming to be a hero be- |

cause he dared to touch a corpse,”
sald Scarborough: and to the man ad-
ded: *Was that all ?”

‘*What does the Senhor mean?”

“Did you see anything which sug-
gested how the dead man met his
death?” :

“I don’t suspect you,” said Scarbor-
ough, rather impatiently. “I only
want to know what you saw. You say
vou saw nothing ?”

A gleam came into the man’s eye.
He hesitated a moment, and then he
said cunningly:

“I am a poor man, Senhor. A poor
man cannot afford to keep his eyes =o
wide open as richer men may. I say
that I saw nothing.”

Scarborough put his hand in his
pocket and pulled out a milreis note.

“Think again,” he said quietly.
“Were your eyes quite shut?”

“No, Senhor, not quite,” said
Azorean.

“What did you see 7" -

“I saw that the fingers of the dead
man’s right hand were tightly closed.
There was something in the hand. 1
opened the fingers gently. It was

-

the

|only a flat stone with some seratches

on it.”

“Have you got the stone?”

“Sim, Senhor. It is a thing of no
vaine. I keep it to remind me ofthe
tragic affair in which I assisted this
morning. A poor bean-seller’s life is
uneventful, Senhor.”

“I will buy it from you,” said Secar-
borough. “Two milreis.”

The man put his hand into his
pocket,

“Five,” he said insinuatingly.

“Very well, five.”

The bean-seller produced the ston:
and gave it to Scarborough. It was
as he said, a small flat stone, about
It was covered
with the white incrustation caused by
the Calderia water, and there were
marks on it where something had been
But half a day’s
rubbing in the pocket of a peasant's
blouse had obilterated most of them,
and those that were still legible owed
their preservation to the fact that they
were in the hollows of the stone’s

surface.

“What is it?” said Varney.

“It was a message, but this fool has
rubbed most of it out. Can you make
sense of it 7” :

Varney examined the stone closely.
“ache . blue N. drip”
was all that remained of the writing.

“It isn’t much,” he said. “But it
may be the clue we want.”

“To the murderer?”

“No, to the diamonds, ‘ache’ looks
uncommonly like the end of the word
cache,
cache is."”

“Or did tell, before this idiot's
blouse rubbed it out.”

“Stay, though! There is another
possibility,” said Varney.
rington’s name is Rachel.
1s not a C that has gone, b
an L. This stone may ha
dying man’s last message
What next, Hbrace ?”

“We'll go and see Davis.”

Perhaps it

ve carried a
to his wife,

CHAPTER IX.
“If you want my opinion,” said Mr.

He explain-  Davis, when he had heard what Scar- |
ed that his first impulse had been to borough had to tell him, “there is a

woman in it.”

His daughter, who was standing be-
hind him, exchanged a quiet glanc
with the two young men, and shrug-
ged her shoulders slightly. She was
a dainty little blonde, with big eyes
which tried to look earnest, and man-
aged to look dreamy.

“That's what you always say, fa-
ther,” she said.

“Well, yes, Muriel,” he adniitted,
smiling. “I believe it is a somewhat
frequent remark of mine. Generally
true, too."

Muriel frowned.

“I don’t se why vou should suppose
that a woman had anything to do with
it,"” she insisted.

“No?
usual, I shall turn out to be right.”

and the rest tells where the.

“Mrs. (‘an:

ut an R and |

| British

But you will find that. as

| thing sufficiently cutting about the
|folly and bratality of men, he usually
the good deeds that are done in the
was right. He was almost absurdly
proud of his fanatical little daughter.

Varney did not know that this ex.
ercise was part of the daily routine at
|the pine-apple quinta, and was enjoy-
led by both father and daughter; con-
sequently he was inclined to be angry
jal that wink. For Muriel Davis was
very pretty.

“If you mean,” he said, “that there
18 2 woman at the bottom of most of
the good deeds that are done inthe
world, I am ready to agree with you.”

“And Muriel will agree with you,
and think you are a very sensible
fellow,” said Mr. Davis, laughing.
“But I meant there is a woman in
every piece of mischief that is done,

and always will be—this side of the

Golden River! And I won't say that

the same state of things mayn’t ob- |

tain on the other side, too!” he added
chuckling.

“Have you any reason for thinking
that there is a woman in this caze?”
sald Scarborough. He knew the enn-
dency of all discussion at the Casa
Davis, and experience told him that, if
he was to get any useful information,

to be kept to the point.

“Yes,” said Mr. Davis.

“Father means that he has the same
reason that he usually has,” opined
Muriel. “You know how prejudiced
he is.”

Scarborough made a slight move-
ment of impatience, and Mr. Davis
noted it.

“You are quite right,” he said, an-
swering Scarborough’s glance. “Mur-
iel, our levity is rebuked, and I think
we deserve it. I say that there is a
woman in this case, because I saw
her.”

He went on to explain that last
night, when Muriel came in to say that
she had met Mr. Page, and that he
seemed to have recovered from his
gout, the news surprised him: for he

before, and had been told that the
gout was very bad. He went out,
therefore, to see the phenomenon for
himself, and if possible to persuade
' Mr. Page to come back to supper. He
'did not succeed in giving this invita-
tion, because, though he caught sight
of Mr. Page in the distance, he could
not get near to him. He shouted,
and was heard, for he got a wave of
the hand in reply; but that was all.
(To be Continued).
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FRENCH PRAISE FOR BRITAIN.

The English Soldier Is Highly
Praised by Them.
There can be no fear that the

JFrenr:h will underestimate the value

of the British troops’ support in the
present ¢campaign, for their most fam-
ous gnerals in the past have testified

'to the fighting abilities of Tommy At-

' Kins.

Napoleon once said that the, British
troops “stood like stone walls,” and he
Iaddedi “England is the most constant,

the most powerfful, the most generous
of my enemies.” In the Peninsular
War Marshal Soult once wrote to
- Napoleon: “Curse these English!
They never knew when they are beat-
en, For I pierced their center, I
turned both flanks, I had them at my
mercy—and still they did not run!”

fantry is the best in the world; it is

 fortunate there is no more of it.” Gen-

eral Foy wrote after Waterloo that
| “nothing could shake the immovable
squares. One would have
‘been tempted to believe that they had
- struck roots into the earth if the bat-
talions had not swept majestically for-
ward a few minutes after the going
down of the sun and given to Welling-
ton the most decisive victory of the
age.”

The same general once also sighed :
“Ah, the English soldier possesses the
most precious of all qualities in war—
calmness in the midst of excitement.”

In most cases an engagement rin
is a bandsof hope,

almost convntual in its simpli- |

If there was |

both father and daughter would have

He became grave at once.

Beaugaud, one of Napoleon's gen- |
erals, once declared, “The English in-|
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| I'o Make First-Class Butter. With regard to the first two SoTioN

Begin by having the milking done
in a cleanly way and in a cléan
stable,
(dition by washing and scalding thor-
oughly after each using. Cool the
cream immediately to 50 degrees or

Keep the separator in con-'

lower, in a tub of ice and water and !

' keep cool and sweet until the churn-
ing is gathered. Keep the eream
covered securly, but not air-tight. Let
' the temperature rise to 60 degrees or
therabouts, and add a good starter.
' There is nothing better for this pur-
'pose than well flavoured butter milk.
Stir frequently until the ecream is
thick, sour and has a glossy appear-
ance, when it is ready for the churn.

Scald the churn and rinse with cold
water before putting in the cream.
The temperature should not be above
58 degrees in summer and 62 in winter
‘and the butter should “come” in from
20 minutes to half an hour. Stop
churning when, the butter is in gran-
‘ules about the size of small wheat,
‘draw off the butter-milk, and rinse
' with cold water until no trace of milk
' remains. Care in this matter has
‘much to do with the keeping qualitics
of the butter.

Remove the butter, (which should
still be in grains) to a vessel in which
it can be weighed, I use a shallow

sold unsalted. Work very gently, be-
Ing careful not to spoil the texture of
|the butter by unnecessary pressure.
Let stand half an hour, work again,
and print or pack. In printing, make
the prints full weight, perfectly shap-
ed and wrap neatly with a good qual-
ity of parchment, bearing your name
'and address, or farm name. Keep in

'ing, then place in a clean box or bas-
‘ket, having a clean white cloth around
‘and over the butter, and paper over
that and under the box lid. Never let
cream or butter stand when there is
an odor of any kind.

When you go to market be sure
your butter is good and say so. Have

trouble in making good sales.

No, I didn’t forget the coloring.
\'The above describes my way of mak-
‘ing butter and I never use butter col-
oring.—Mrs. Alex. Agilary in Farm
and Dairy,

Cutting Potato Seed.
In a bulletin issued by the South

'shown the the yield of potatoes from

pieces of large seed potatoes was 28|

per cent. higher than from pieces of
small seed potatoes. A more recent
'bulletin is now to hand from South
. Dakota, giving a serics of experi-
 ments designed to determine the re-
lative influence of the mere size of
tuber and the strain of tuber in the
increased yield obtained by planting
pieces of larger tubers. Five series
were arranged as follows :—

1. Seed pleces of a given size from
' selected tubers,

2. Seed pieces of this
from small tubers or culls.

3. Small seed pieces from tubers of
'a given size,

4. Medium seed pieces from tubers
of a given size,

6. Large seed pleces from tubers of
a given size.

same

‘out with two varieties of potatoes
Early Ohio and Carman No. 3.

1t looking neat and clean, yourself (or|
salesman) ditto, and you’ll have nal

'Dakota Agricultural College, it was |

size |

These series of plots were carried

candy pail, weigh, turn out on the bud- [ : .
ter worker, and apply salt, from one Prominent members of the congrega-
pound to one and one-half ounces to a  1°" Walked home togethes, discussing
pound of butter. You will have to re- | tN€_Sermon.

ulate the amount to suit the taste' : 3 _
Ef your customers. Much of mine is' astically, “Dr. Blank ean eertainly

had called at the Chinelas a few hours |2 ¢°°1 Place until wanted for market- |

|

1

l

out of a total of nine pdirs of rOWS,
six gave differences in favor of the
selected tubers, though the seed
Pieces were equal in gize in all cases.
This superiority for the twe varieties
averaged 5.53 bushels per aere.

In the series 3, 4 and b the size of
the seed pieces was the only variable
factor, each piece being reduced to
one eye, only. In every mstance there
was a pronounced difference in favor
of the large seed pieces and the in-
crease in production varled with the
increase in size of the seed picces.
The. average results of the two varie-
ties (8 plots) were 73—

Bushels per Aeve Per cent.

Small seed pieces ..17473 100
Medium seed pieces.271.71 155.5
Large seed pieces ,298.59 170.9

In order to determine the effect of
strain of tuber on quality of ecrop, the
crops of potatoes obtained in series
1 and 2 were weighed mdividually and
from small seed 64.8 per cent, weigh-
ed 2 ounces or more, whilst the per-
centage from large seed was 67.5 thus
showing a slight supertority in the
quality of the crop from selected
tubers.

___—-_..-:.i.— — -
A Clerical Submarine.
Church service was over, ainl three

“l tell you,” said the first enthus:-

dive deeper into the truth than any
preacher I ever heard:”

“Yes,” said the second m:an, “and
he can stay under longer.”

“Yes,” said the third, “and come up
drier.”

Nailing a lie
down.

won't always keen it

PAINS AFTER
EATING

WIND IN THE STOMACH —ACIDITY,
HEADACHES —CONSTIPATICN

ARE SIGNS
OF INDIGESTION.

Indigestion—the complete or partial
failure of the digestive processes—{re-
quently throws oul of gear the whale
machinery of the body. Youcan'tenjoy
the vigour and witahty of good health
uniess your stomach, liver and bowels
do their work regularly and efficiently.

MOTHER

As a digestive tonic and stomachic
remedy, Mother Seigel’s Syrup is
esteemied in tens of thousands of
homes, wherever the English language
is spoken. If you suffer much or little
from disorders of the stomach, liver
or bowels, try the effect of faking 13
te 30 drops of this famous remedy
in  water, alter meals, for a few
days and note its beneficial effects,

ASSISTS
DIGESTION

The uew] . Ohlee contains Mirce limes as much
as |he trial size =old ai 50c per botlle,

—1Il:

5l 1L

havin
3 to lf
one case.
all a
ound,

INFLUENZA

es and conditions,
Sold by the bottle
ellvered by manufacturers

BFOHN MEDICAIL CO., Goehen, Ind., U.5.A

Catarrhal Fever
Pink Eye, Ehipping
Fever, Eplzootic

And all diseases of the horee affecting his throa: apeed-
i1y cured; colts and horses in eame stable kept fro

them by using Spobhn's Distemper C
doses often cure; one bottle guaranteed to cura
Bafe for brood inares, baby colts, stallionw.

Oompound,

Most skiiful s¢lentific comgs
or dozen. " Any drugglst op



