CHAPTER XIL—(CoNTiNUED.)
*How can it be your duty, Eleanor, if are {ll; this excitement Is killing you!”

as you sald—and it made my heart leap |

“Mamma, mamma,” cried she, “jou

She waved them back and whispered

with joy—you love me, how can it be with a wan smile on her deadly face:

your duty to give me up and marry an-

“It Is nothing new; It will pass

other? O, Eleanor, dear Ellie, think of | presently.”

my Wfe-long devotion, my stern sacrl-

“Mamma,” sald Eleanor with & new

fice, that refused to hear even & single | air of determination and energy, “once

word from you—my unceasing toll and
ble exertlon to fit myself to
Stand in these doors a sultor for your
hand, without & blush of shame! To
have gained the long-prayed-for posi-
tion, to find my love returned, and yet
to loss you—have you thought how ter-
rible a doom it is for me? Can it be &
duty that would crush our hearts in the
fulfiliment?”
| 8he wrung her hands,

“Forbear, O Walter—have pity on
my weakness! All last night I wres-
tled in my agony to see the right, I
came out of the bitter waters calm In
self-renunciation, knowing It was my
duty to give you up. Nelther your
grief nor my own anguish must drift
me away from the position 1 defined
then. Dear Walter, my childnhood’s
friend, my protector and comforter al-
ways, help me now Lo be true Lo my own
convictions of right!”

There was a solemn pathos Iin her

tone—in her white face and imploring
#ye—that rebuked Walter's personal
grief,
! “BPleanor,” sald he, impetuously, “if
1 could see any reason for it—if It were
not so contradictory to all my ldeas of
right—I would be wiling 1o bear my
own paln to aid you!"

“Be sure I must be well convinced of
the right of it ere I peril your happiness
and mine. If you knew all you would
be the first to bld me God speed upon
my atoning sacrifice.”

Walter was looking steadfastly Into
the beautiful face, Coming suddenly
forward, while lip and cheek paled he-
peath the intensity of his emotion, he
held out his hand.

“It I8 enough, I will bid you God-
speed now. 1 renounce my hopes, Ellie
—~my Ellle, for whom 1 have lived, and
striven, and hoped. 1 will give you up,
even unto another’s arms."”

Lady Eleanor's head drooped torward
to his shoulder; her cold white cheek
touched his; her brown curls flung
their sunny ripples against his Jetty
locks, while her quivering lips whis-
pered:

“God bless you, Walter! 1t 18 pleas-
ant now to think how short is earth—
how enduring Heaven!"

He wrapped his arms around her,
pressed her passionately to his heart,
and then put her away. A step on the
threshold startled them, Lady Anna-
pel stood within the doorway, her sad
glance wandering from one agitated
face to another, She wns evidently
greatly moved, yet she came In with
ther accustomed stately grace, and
greeted Walter with the nsual saluta-
tion: then turning to her daughter,
she sald mournfully:

“1 see how it Is, my child; you decelv-
ed me last night, and my worst fears—
when I knew Mr. Vernon had returned
—are verified. 1 see that you love each
other.”

No answer came, Eleanor turned
away her tearful face and Walter, his
sensitive epirit stung by the thought
that she would consider him as an In-
terloper, ralsed his head in haughty sl-
lence.

“Eleanor, Eleanor!” came in a pite-
ous volce, so full of yearning tender-
ness it seemed to convulse the poor
girl's heart. “I asked no sacrifice of
you, I should love and bless you still if
you left me tonight to fly with the man
vou love, Hear me solemnly declare |
dare not even advise you to marry oth-
er than him whe holds your heart, Go
and be bappy, my child,”

Walter bent forward joyously, but
Eleanor only shook her head.

“] know you do not ask It, mother,
but I know it Is right—It Is best, and It

will give you peace, Walter himself |
has given me up, and blessed my effort.” |

Lady Annabel looked wildly frem one
to the other as she faltered:

“PBut If you love each other, how can
he glve you up, or you take yourself
from him?™

“The consclousness of dolng right

will enable us both to conguer our I\ |

fated affection- will It not, Walter?”

Perplexed, grieved, heart-crushed,
Walter could not refuse
Jook In those blue eyes, and he auswer-
od"Yea"

What was his astonishment o see
Lady Annabel fall on her kunees, and,
catohing her daughter's hand, bathe It
tears and dry 1 with kisses
My grand, harole ehiM eried she,

:

worth 1o alone for the sln of wib
1 owill pray your noble sacil

the pleading |

Meaven pormit such lanecence

needed | and yol | own,
& moether's stornal

| "Ne,

for all, let us settle this subject. 1
know the constant worrying about It Is
destroying you, Here I am a willing,
voluntary mediator, thankful—so
thankful, my darling mother, to be
able to brighten thus little of your trial,
I am sorry you should know how much
it cost me to relinquish Waller, but be-
lleve me, 1 shall conquer It bravely
Once entered upon the path, I shall
not shrink; I shall never repent.”

Lady Annabel ralsed the soft hand to
her lips and whispered:

“] consent, May Heaven forglve me
it I am wrong! After all,” she added,
“it may never be required of you. We
may never find him, or he may have
chosen another himself,”

“Ah, yes,” responded Eleanor sooth-
ingly, “we are making a great deal of
trouble before we are sure there is need
of it. But you, Walter, must never
hope for anything except a {riend’s af-
fection, a slater's love,”

Walter sighed,

“So be it, then, [ submit, May | know
the name of him who wins the treasure
I lose?"

“His name?”
nor, dreamlily.
yet,”

“What Inexplicable mystery I3 this?"”
ejaculated Walter,

Bhe shuddered while she answered:

“Be content, Walter, and ask no
more,"”

“My children,” whispered Lady An-
nabel, “one thing I must require of you,
The Intention may be sincere and gen-
uine, but the heart be treacherous, Mr.
Vernon, I request you to continue your
visits ag usual, The test must be ap-
plied by actual trial, If my daughter
can learn to school her own heart, it Is
well: If not, I would rather die mygelf
than take her from you.”

Bhe roge from her chalr. signed for
Eleanor to support her, and bldding
him as courteous an adieu as If only
ordinary conversation had passed be-
tween them, left the drawing room,

S0 ended this exciting, perplexing,
sorrowful interview; and restless and
miserable, haunted by a thousand ab-
surd misgivings, Walter returned to
his studio, He remained n week away
from Collinwood House, during which
time he met the admiral, whose easy,
unrestrained manner showed he was
ignorant of all that had passed,

repeated Lady Elea-
“1 do not even know it

CHAPTER XIIIL
HE ONLY event
of importance
meanwhile oc-
curred at a private
party to which he
had gone with his
fast and warm ad-
mirer, Viscount
Somerzet, They
were In the midst
of a gay crowd
p when the young
lord, touching his arm, sald formally:

“Mrs. Dacre, allow me to present to
you our distingulshed artist, Signop
Vernoni. Vernoni, the Hon, Mrs. Da-
cre.”

Absent-minded and sad, Walter had
not heeded the lady’s approach., There
wis no way to avold an interview, She
stood before him, her genlal face aglow
with smiles, her fair white hand ex.
tended toward him,

One moment Walter's flerce eyes
glowed upon her; his haughty hip curls
ed In scorn; then turning upon his heel,
he ejaculated:

“No, no, 1 shall never take that hangd
in friendly greeting,” and vanished |n
the vrowd.

The startled Mrs. Dacre colored erlme
son, and the tears rose to her eyes; but
seeing her husband's anger, she passed
on eagerly, endeavoring to soothe the

| flerceness of hils indignation at the Ine

sult,

The viscount hunted up Walter latop
in the evening, and sald with grave,
embarrassed face:

“Upon my word, Vernon, | hardly
know what 1o say, 1'm afraid you've
made & decidedly ugly business. Dae
ore I8 in & rage, and declares your pres.
et popularity shall not save you from
a horse-whipping. I you veluse to give
him satisfaction. In fact, sigaor, it wag
ather & hard thing. | was takon aback
myself.”

“No doult you were, and excesdings
Iy indignant, my soble friend. | wap
grieved mysell that It should happen,
but | would die a thousand tines rathep
than touch ihat woman's hand

The viscount looked up as i doubling
hin sanity.

“Homersel.”’ sald Walter again, in
smothered volee of desp emotion, "It
YOu mal & waman who had wreokad Lhe
happiuess, perilled the life, and blasted
Ihe powd pame of the dead Iather you
leved shee betior than lile, would yoy
take her hand in  yours, though sl
qualle, rourtesy, and (he whole world
demanded 0™

Ne was e prempt  eply, el
s ) oam mysiified. Mrs Dacis Ia &
lady uf (rrepreachable charscter - there
s he wosinhe™
replied  Walter,

prosperous; she ls none the leas
father's deadliest foe.”

“What Is to be done?” asked the per-
plexed viscount, “Dacre's friend will
wait upon you to-night.”

“What—a duel? A mode of settle-
ment as despicable as It Is abhorrent!
Well, well, it matters not, I cannot
avold it; you would all believe me &
coward 1f I refused; so 1 will stand and
let him shoot me, for wrong my owa
soul so much as to ralse a deadly wenp-
on agalnst the life the Creator gave, I
will not. Let him shoot; It is meet the
son should perish as well as the father,
through Annabel Marston's means.”

The kind-hearted Somerset was reals
ly grieved and troubled,

“Is there no way to avold It? Dacre
demanded the reason for such insulting
conduet; can I not hint something that
will satisfy him?7"

“You may say to that woman, 1
could not take her hand, becanse [ am
Paul Kirkland's son, who knew Anna-
bel Marston of Lincolnshire in days
gone by. Mark her face when you speak
the name,"”

Throughout the next day Walter was
in no enviable state of mind, All things
looked gloomy and threalening. The
sorrowful fate before Kleanor—the
mystery of the motive that should make
her thus voluntarily immolate herself
upon the altar of duty—the hard strug-
gle and desolate, loveless life before
himself—the bitter resentment for his
father's wrongs—all disheartened and
dismayed him. He was In no mood to
grieve when his friend returned saying
Dacre would only be satisfled with a
full apology. The lady, he sald, remem-
bered seelng once or twice in Lincoln-
shire a drawing-master named Kirk-
land, but was not aware how that
should affect Bignor Vernoni's conduet
in the least,

“Let him shoot a dozen times If it will
comfort him any,” sald Walter, sarcas-
tically. “I can't say but I shall be the
greater gainer by the operation, 1 will
leave him an explanation of her ‘once
or twice,) Go back, and let him fix the
place and time for the herole deed, 1
will be on the spot, and 1 will stand as
quiet, be sure, as the best target he ever
shot agalnst, Life has no charms; let
him send me out as quick as possible.”
“What would all London say to hear
this!” cried the viscount in despalr.
“Slgnor Vernonl, the worshiped, petted
artist, already crowned in youth with
the laurel wreath, ready to throw away
his life so recklessly. Ah, my friend, I
might hint at a more powerful reason
for you to seek escape from this, Lady
Eleanor Collinwood, our pride and star,
before whom so many plead in valn,
looks upon you alone with favoring
eyes, WIll you forsake that enviable
position?”

“Hush!"” interrupted Walter sternly.
“No more! Go at once and settled this
wretched business!”

The viscount left him, and Walter
flung himself upon the lounge and tried
to sleep to escape the maddening tu-
mult of thought., The effort was as
valn as If the soft damask bad been
lined with thorns. Then he rose and
paced to and fro, two hours or more,
when his errand boy handed him a
brief line from Somerset,

“To-morrow, at elght in the morning,
at Blackheath,”

He read the line two or three times
and then sald aloud:

“And this, then, Is the end of all my
high hopes, my unceasing endeavors—
to dle in a duel! I must see Eleanor
again; she need not know it Is a faré-
well interview, but it will be a consola-
tion to me—possibly to her also—If the
worst happens.”

(T0 BB CONTINUED,)
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LANG'S WONDERFUL DOQ.

pid Some Very Hemarkable Thinge Ae-
cording to the Veraclous Nurrator.

A Newfoundland named Oscar be-
jonging to myself had often listened
with much interest to storles of rescue
of drowning persons by dogs, says
Jang in Longman's Magazine, 1 hap-
pen to possess an engraving of Land-
peer's “Member of the Humane So-
clety.,” Osear would contemplate it for
hours and study the pose in the mir-
ror. One day two little children were
playing alone on 8t. Andrew's pler and
{ was sketching the ruins at a short
distance, Osear running about on the
pler, 1 happened to look up and saw
Osear, as If inadvertently, but quite
deliberately, back one of the children
(Johnny Chishelm by name) into the
water, which Is there very deep. The
animal then gave three loud howls o
attract attention (the had been taught
to give "three cheers for Mr. Glad-
stone’’), jumped into the water, rescued
the child and carvied him, “quite safe
but very wel” to the lecal photog-
rapher's, obviously that the deed might
be commemorated by art. Nobody saw
ithe begluning of this tragedy except
myself. Oscar, when brought home,
deliberately rapped out “"Humane de
cloty” with his tall on the foor, but
wuch as | appreciated his intelligence
| could not, In commen honesty, give
him & testimenial. This preyed an his
mind; he sicompaniod a party o the
top of 1. Rules’ tower and deliberately
jeaped from the top, belug dashed 10
ploces al the feel of an sminent divine
whose works he had olton, butl unsue
cessfully, enireated me 10 review in an
unlaverabla senae.  Mig plan was 1o
bring the boak, lay it at my feet and
pedurn with (ke carving kalle n his
moullh

Vegodiges
Ungedliness slways lvads (o lawioss
peas abd Ia destructive. 1L allecis the
home, (he community, and (he lite of
the nation. We an eanly salsl as »
sallen when we fosier and oherish
merality and riliglon ~Nev B J Meta.

biterly, "1

"*n

know she was admired, respected ang |

FARM AND GARDEN.

MATTERS OF INTEREST TO
AGRICULTURISTS.

Some Up-to-date Mints Abont Cultive-
tion of Lhe Koll snd Yields Thersof
~~Mertionitare, Vitleulture nnd VFlorl-
culinrs.

{ HIS subject was
discussed at & ment.
ing of Janadian
farmers, s fol-
lows:

“Celery growing,
is It profitable Lo
the market garden.

\ . er? What is the

N best method of

growing and
blanching? Which
are the best varieties for the amateur;
way to pack and keep for winter

u“?t'

Mr. Bucke—1 belleve It has been gen-
erally sald that the proper soll to grow
celery in Is black swamp muck. 1 have
seen it grow repeatedly in such soll,
and have never seen a bad crop, It
grows fine and strong, and the muck
does not appear to rust the celery.
Mr. Rose—Any one who wishes to
grow celery should not attempt it In
dry soll, 1 have for many years plant-
e¢d more or less celery, Our soll s high
and dry, and I have never yet with per-
haps one exception had a good crop.
It i» not as good as what Is grown on
mucky soil, It does not blanch quite as
well, and it Is Inclined to be tough, 1
in fact abandoned the cultivation of it
Tast year; but by mistake of one of the
men we had a plece planted with fit,
and the season being a wet one the
celery was the best we have had for
years, We bave a gentleman who lives
in the eastern part of the town here,

for marketing; and what Is the best

lromnln on it, takes It into the root-[

house, and packs It close together
standing perpendicular. He says that
celery keeps without any difficulty
whatever, and continues to blanch and
grow. 1 do not think he puts any soll
or moss around it; only packs it close
together, and uses it as he wants it,

Mr, Wellington—I just pack the moss
at the bottem, for an Inch or two up.

Mr, Goldle—That plan would hardly
suit the large growers. The way they
commonly do in New Jersey, and 1
think about New York, too, is to dig a
trench and stick it In as closely as they
can without putting any earth in at
all, and then cover It over with hay
that is taken off the salt meadows.
They can then pick It out at any time
during the winter, 1 think the way
Mr, Wellington mentions would be the
best for small families,

Mr. Woodward—1 have a different
way of keeping celery from any I have
heard mentioned, [ used to pack it in
sand In boxes, Then | got to packing
it with moss, For the last few years
| have taken shoe-boxes and made the
bottom of them water-tight for about
two or three Inches up, I have then
bored holes in the boxes so as to be
gure never to have water come above
that, I 1ift the celery with a moderate
amount of soil sticking to it, set it in
the boxes on end, and put a little water
in #0 as to puddle the earth, I then
set the boxes on top of each other,
and take the celery out for use as I re-
quire it. I had some of it for my break-
fast yesterday morning, and nobody
could have asked for better. The secret
for growing celery I8 to have the
ground rich and keep it damp.

Mr, Beadle—I like best the varfety
of celery that Is sometimes called the
Prince of Wales—sometimes called the
Sandringham dwarf, I think that Is
the sweetest and nuttiest celery I have
tried,

A Fortune from Mules.
The biggest mule deal that ever took

who has & plece of mucky land—it Is

muck down a foot and a half to two
feet in some places—and he grows on
that year after year the most magnifi-
cent and succulent celery it was ever
anybody's pleasure to eat, He grows
it in large quantities, and 1 presume
there is no town that has enjoyed bet-
ter celery thanm the Woodstock people
have Tor the last few years frow that
place, In keeping celery for the win-
ter 1 find very great difculty, If I
put it outside—which the most of those
who grow It largely do—put it in
trenches—I1 find great difficulty in get-
ting at it. About five minutes of severe
frosty weather damages celery so that
it is not fit to eat.

Mr. Wellington—1I do not think the
growing of celery is so difficult as I8
the keaping of it. After trylng a num-
ber of plans—placing it In sand, und
stacking it up very compactly together
without anything about it, but merely
allowing the roots to rest on soll |
found the best way and only way 1
could keep it perfect was to pack It
In damp moss, the sAme &5 DUrserymen
use for thelr trees and shrubs, 1 have
tried that now three years with wuc-
cosn, and the celery seems to keen
growing and blanchiug as It grows, i uwl
1 eannot buy celery in Torente equal
to what | have on my table every day
We pack It in the damp moss in cases
and then pul it in the cellar. | have
never to damp the moss after | put the
celery away, and | have to-day as fine
colery aa | can And in the vouniry You
can got the moss from aby ardinary
warsh

Mr. Glichrist -~ Was (hat eolery Lhal
Mr. Welllagten put In  the  cullar
blanched *

Mr. Welllngton It was enly aboul
nall blanched when It was dug sad pat
I the Wmoss

Me. Ollehrist 1 think & greal many
wake & wislake in blanching their vel
ory balure pulling It away

My, Hose Whal iemperaiure do you
™ your eellar s0*

.m Welllngton | have an aidinary
collar sueh s we have lu oilion; o good
sllar. | hoep 1 s ool aa pae
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place In this country occurred at Salt

ENGLAND.

LakeCity in 1860, whenat public auction
Ben Holliday bought from Uncle Sam
4,500 head of big stout Jowa and Mis-
sourli mules, says an exchange,
fine hybrids had been taken to Utah
in the famous expedition against the
Mormons, which crogsed the plains in
1857 under command of Albert Sidney
Johnson. When the expedition proved
a fizzle and had been reca'led, the gov-
ernment found it bad no use for so
many mules and they were consequent-

head.

allard at his own price,
a drive 1o Californla.

and only 600 were kept in Utah for anle
there. The mules were readily sold in
Californla in lots to sult purchasers at

Holliday cleaned up more thun §1,000,-
000 on the dicker, which goes down in
history us the bLigEest mule deal on
record.
MHoge Mo Ihags
About February, 1882, wy wife sald
to we, | want a plg, says a correspond
eut of Block Journal | am feeding
three or four worthiess dogs for you
and the boys, and | would much rather
feed & plg for myself. | tried to 'm
press upen her (he ldes that the wis
would be the source of more anuoy-
anee (han profie, | thought, as she
wade no reply, thal she had abandoned
the ldea of keeplog & pig I knew,
however. that she had the peculinr
knack of carvyinlg her polut, and was
pel surprisnd & few days later on dis
covsting in the back yard & diminu
tiye plg in & chichans ooap | sald
petaing, but kepl an eye oa Lhe pla
I ssom euigrew s narrew lmits, and
I wailt it & comiuriable sty. Though
wmy wite pever enlled on me for mare
Ihal one bushel of cors, that plg W
Decomber tarmad (he salea al W
The wovihloss dogas are e

lurd and sausage galere

youd ivuid

COultivatlon Preserves the Molsture.

That cultivation of the upper crust
of the soll tends to prevent evaporation
of the molsture below, is a fact that
every practical farmer (s well aware
of, writes F, C, Barker in Irrigation
Age. It is daily being proved in actual
practice, but the sclentific theory upon
which this phenomenon ls based is lit-
tle understood. Men will tell you it is
80, but why, they do not understand.
Now, it is well known that the soll is
composed of Innumerable and Infinite-
ly small particles. When the soll is
dry each little particle is surrounded
by & vacuum or air space. Whenever
the parficles come in contact with
moisture, they have the power of at-
tracting that molsture and of sur-
rounding themselves with a thin film
of water, The particles next to the
water first draw the water around
themselves, then the dry particles next
to them in turn attract it, and so &
continuous stream s set up, much
in the same way that a wick of a lamp
draws up the oil. This goes on until
the whole body of soll is saturated,
but as soon as the water reaches the
particles on the surface of the.soll,
this water is evaporated, and the sup-
ply below is again drawn upon, until
the water stored below s so exhausted,
or left at such a depth that the dis-
tance overcomes the power of attrac-
tion, and the soll becomes completely
dry. This Is the process which goes
on in uncultivated soil. The object of
cultivation is to break up this attrac-
tion, usually called capillary attrac-
tion, In the upper crust and so prevent
the moisture from being brought to the
surface and evaporated. To understand
how this I8 done, one must take into
account another sclentific fact, and that
is, that If these little particles in the
goll be widely separated from each oth-
er they lose their power of attraction.
Now, when the top crust ef the soll
is loogened and reduced to a fine tiith,
these particles lle less closely together

These |

ly condemned and ordered sold. They |
were put on in blocks of 50 and sold | does not clash with the theory of par-
at prices ranging from $50 to $100 a |ticle attraction. On such soll the top
Ben Holllday had the stuff to | surface has been packed down so close-
pay for the stubtails and seeing a spec- |1y that the surface is practically pud-
ulation In them he took the whole cav- | dled, in which case the attractive pew-
On the first |
day of June the mules were started on | the same as though the surface were
They were | covered with a large rock or a board,
driven in bands of 500, a week apart, | whereby

are (hree may b almest sutirely sorn.
[have plenty of water ot all times Hoge

W L0 pounds of parh, bealdes

Lioe ool the farmer & greal deal of

e nel fesd 1he bon oh grain e

and do not attract moisture from be-

THE NOTED SHIRE STALLION HENDRE HAROLD (15,630, PROPERTY OF LLANGATTOCK, MONMOUTH,

low. The moisture now rises as high
as the upper tilth, and there remains
to a much longer extent than in the
case of untilled soil, for, owing to the
blanket or mulch of loose soil on the
top, the soil below the surface is much
less exposed to the action of evapora-
tion., Some eof our farmers here are
unwilling to accept the above theory,
alleging that adobe or clay soll, that
has never been ‘cultivated for years,
will have more moisture below than
cultivated soll. If this be so, the fact

er of the particles Is destroyed. It Is

the evaporation were Ssus-
pended. Every one knows that molst-
ure may almost always be found un-
der a large rock. The idea Is Lo cover

the average price of $500 aplece and | he goll with something that will sus-

pend the attractive power of the soll
particles and retard evaporation Here-
in lies the whole secret of why land
should be cultivated after each irrign-
tlon or heavy rainfall if the farmer
wishes 10 conserve the moisture in the
soll. There Is also another and very
important reason why crope should be
cultivated after each lrrigation I'he
roots of planis require air quite as
much as they do water, and when Lhe
soll becumes packed or plasiered down
by lrrigatfon the roots do net.get a full
supply of alr wbless this surface crust

in broken up.

When ta Sell Hogs. - As & rule, wriles
H. B Wilsen in Practical Farmer, the
best time to sell hogs 1s al six or sight
wonihs of age, which s very saslly
done Il thay are fod all the musie
ferming feod they will sal after being
weaned, which should be when sight or
pine weeks old.  The object should e
1o kesp the plg growing. When the pig
slaps growing, he la losing money for
Whes Mur mosths alid
e part corn, The
the feed

thalr ratlon may
last tour weeks balure aell

ihat are on full feed sught 1o bave
sahes and charvoal ol last \niee »
week, with sall sccasionally

| A Fransh surgeon has mmaved »

pallet trem (he are of & oAMd withew!
dealru) ing \he sight



