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SHEILA,

Bynopeis.—~Dyck Calhoun,

gifted
young Irish Gentleman of the time
of the French and American revo-
lutions, meets Shella Liyn, seven-

teen-year-old girl visiting In the
neghborhood. They ars mutually
attrnoted, S8hella never knew her
dissipated father, Erris Boyne, her
mother having divorced him. In
Dublin Leonard Mallow and Dyck
fight with swords and Dyck 1s vie-
tor. Erris Boyne, secretly in French
employ, gots Dyck drunk and tries
to persusde him te Join In revolt
against England, They quarrel,
Whils Dyck I8 overcome with
drugged wine, Boyne's second wife
enters the room and stabs her
faithless husband to the heart
Dyek ls arrested on & charge of
murder, He does not know if he
killed Hoyne or nol.” Bhella begs
her mother to go to Dublin with
her to help Dyck. Mrs. Liyn op-
poses the ldea. A letter from Mra,
Liyn's wealthy brother in America
decides them to go and live with
him, Dyck refuses to enter any
plea except *“No Defense.” Hae
might have escaped by revealing
Boyne's treachery but refuses on
Shella's account, He Is sent to
.J prison for elght years. Shella
writes Dyck, assuring him of her
belief In his Innocence., Releasad
after serving four years, Dyck finds I
himself destitute, his father dead.
In London Dyck recelves a letter
from Sheila inviting him to come
to America and sending money for
the voyage. He fecls he cannot In
honor go to her, Dyck jolns the
British navy as an enlisted man,
Bad conditions in the fleet result In |}
mutiny, Dyck, jolning the muti-
neers, Is chosen by them to com-
mand the ship, the Ariadne. Dis-
satisfled with the conduct of the
other ships' crews, Dyck breaks
with them and salls the Arladne to IF
the West Indles. He arrives In times
to turn the tide of victory In a
battle between the French and
English fleeta. Calhoun Is arrested
for his part in the mutiny but
thanked by the admiral for his
work In tha battle. The British
government gives Dyck the free-
dom of the lsland of Jamalca, of
which his old enemy, Lord Mallow,
Is governor. With a cempanion,
Dyck secures treasure worth £40,000
from a sunken Spanish ship, and
becomes a wealthy and respected
planter.

(CHAPTER Xl|lI—Continued.)
e

*The governor hus been warned, but
he gives no heed, or treats it all light-
1y, pointing eut how few the Maroons
are. He forgets that a few determined
men can demoralize a whole state, can
fight and murder and fly to dark co-
verts In the troplcal woods, where
they cannot be trucked down and de-
stroyed ; and, {f they have made sup-
porters of the slaves, what conse-
quences may not follow!

“One thing Is clear to me—only by
hounds can these people be defeated.
8o sure am I upon this polnt, that I
have sent to Cuba for sixty hounds,
with which, when the trouble comes—
and it is not far off—we shnll be able
to hunt the Maroons with the only
weapon they really fear—the dog's
sharp tooth, It may be the governor
may intervene on the arrival of the
dogs; but I have made friends with
the grovost marshal general and some
members of the Jamalen legislature;
also I have a friend in the deputy of
the provost marshal general In my par-
ish of Clarendon here, and 1 will make
a good bet that the dogs will bhe let
come Into the Island, governor or no
governor,

“When one sets one's self against
fhe crown one must be sure of one's
groimd, and fear no foe, however great
and high. Well, I have won so far,
and I ghall win In the end. Mallow
should hnve some respect for one that
beat him at Phoenix park with the
sword; that heat him when he would
have me Imprisoned here; that beat
bim in the matter of the ship for Haltl,
and that wlll beat hlin on every hazard
he sets, unless he gstoops to underhand
acts, which he will not do. That much
must be sald for him.

“PBut what Is this T see? Michael
Mones—Iin his white jean walsteont,
white neckeloth and trousers amd blue
ecoat—Is coming up the drive in hot
baste, bearing a letter. He rides too
hard. He has never carried himself
englly In this cllmate, He troats it as
if It was Ireland. He will not proteet
IMmself and, If peanlty followed folly,
shouwld now be In his grave. 1 ke
you, Michael, You are a boou, but—"

CHAPTER XIV.

Strangers Arrive,

Dyck €Calhoun's letter wns never
endidl, It was only a relle of the yenrs
spent in Jumalen, only a slgn of his
well-bhelng, though it gave no regl ple-
tore of himsolf, He was in appear-
ance thin, dark-favored, bunovant In
manner and stern in face, with splen
did eyesa. Ilad he dwelt on Olympus
he micht have been summoned 1o judge
and chustlse the sons of men,

When Michael Clones ecame to the
doorwny, Dyck lald down his gquill pen
and eyed the foshed servant In dis-
npgpioval.

“What Is It, Michael? Wherefore
this srarkness? s some one come from
haniven "

“Not precissly from benven, y'r hon-
or, bat—"

"Bat—yes, Michasl! lave done

with but-lng and come to the real mat-
tEI'."

“Well, sir, they've come from Vir-
ginla."

Dyek Calhoun slowly got to his feet,
his face paling, his body stiffening.
From Virginin! Who should be coming
from Virginia, save she to whom he
had just been writing?

“Who has come from Virginia?*

He knew, but he wanted it sald,

“Sure, you knew a vessel came from
America last night, Well, In her was
one that was called the queen of Ire-
land long ago.”

“Queen of Ireland—well, what then?”
Dyck's voice was tuneless, his manner
rigld, his eyes burning.

‘Well, ghe—Miss Sheila Liyn and her
mother are golng to the Salem planta-
tion, down by the Essex Valley moun-
tain. It Is her plantation now, It be
longed to her uncle, Bryan Liyn. He
got It In payment of a debt. He's dead
now and all his Iands and wealth have
come to her, Her mother, Mrs, Livn,
is with her and they start tomorrow
or the next day for Salem.”

Dyeck Calhoun made an [mpatient
gesture at this last remark.

“Yes, yes, Michnel, Where are they
now 7"

“They're at Charlotte Bedford's lodg-
ings in Spanish town. The governor
walted on them this morning. The
governor sent them flowers and—"

“Flowers—Lord Mallow sent them
flowers! Hell's fiend, man, suppose
he dia?

“There are better flowers here than
any in Spanish Town."

“Well, take them, Michnel; but If
you do, come here agnin no more while
you live, for I'll have none of you.
Do you think I'm entering the lists
against the king's governor?

“You've done It before, sir, and
there's no harm In doing it again. One
good turn deserves another, I've also
to tell you, sir, that Lord Mallow has
asked them to stey at King's house.”

“Lord Mallow hns asked Americans
to stay at King's house?"

“But they're Irish, and he knew them
in Ireland, ¥'r honor.”

“From whom do you get your infor-
mation?" asked Dyck Calhoun with an
alr of susplicion,

*From Darius Boland, y'r honor”
answered Michael, with a smile. “Who
I8 Darius Boland, you're askin’ In y'r
mind? Well, he's the new manager
come from the Llyn plantations In
Virginia; and right good stuff he Is.
with a tongue that's as dry as cut
wheat in August. I saw him this
mornin' on the quay at Kingston. He
was orderin’ the porters about with an
alr—oh, bednd, an air! 1 saw the
name upon the pﬂrwlu—ﬁlss Shella
Liyn of Molra, Virginia, and so I spoke
to him, *Well’ said he, ‘who might
you be? For there's queer folks in
Jamalea, T'm told. So I sald 1 was
Michael Clones, and at that he doffed
his hat and held out a hand. *“Well,
here's Iluck,” said he., ‘Luck at the
very start! I've heard of you from
my mistress, You're servant to Mr,
Dyck Calhoun—ain't that (t? And I
nodded and he smiled agaln—a smile
that'd cost money anywhere else than
in Jamalea, Queer way of talk he has,
that man, as queer as—"

“I understand, Michael. But what
else? HHow did you come to talk about
the affalrs of Mrs, and Miss Liyn? Ile
didn’t just spit it out, did he?"

“Sure; not so quick and free as
spittin’, ¥'r honor, but when he'd sorted
e out, a8 1t were, he suid Miss Llyn
had come out here to take charge of
Salem, her own estate In Virginla be-
In' In such good runnin' order and her
mind beln' active, Word had ecome
ol the trouble with the manager here,
and one of the provost marshal's depu-
ties had written accounts of the flog-
ging and Hl-trentment of slaves, and
that's why she come—te put things
right at Salem |

“To put things wrong in Jamalen,
Milchael, that's why she's come, To
loose the ball of confusion and free
the flood of tragedy—that's why she's
come! Man, Mlchael, you know her
history—who she was and what hap-
pened to her futher. Well, do you think
there's no tragedy In her coming here?
I killed her father, they say, Michael,
I was punished for it. I eame here
to he free of all those things—Iifted
mit and away from them all. I longed
tn forget the past, which Is only shame
and torture; and here It {s all spread
out nt my door again ke a mat, which
I must see as 1 go In sand out, There
wag no talk on Boland's part of thelr
coming here, was there, Michael?"

“None at all, gir, but there was that

In the man's eye and that In his 1om-,f

which made me sure he thought Miss
Liyn and you would meet.”

*That would be strange, wouldn't 1t,
in this Immense contineut!™ Dyck re-
marked ecynleally, “She knew 1 waw
here before she ecame, I wonder her
mother lot her come hore, er mother
kuew part of the truth, She hid 1t all
from the girl—and now they are here!

“Michael, order my horse and 1 will
o to Bpanish Town, This matter must
be broughit o o head. The teuth must
be told. Order my horse!"

“It s the very hent of the day, sir”

“Then st five #'clock, after Moner,
bave my horse here”

“Am | w ride with you, #ir?”

Pyck podded,

“Yes, Michael, There's only one
thing tor do—face all the facts with all
the evidence, nnd you are fact and
evidence, too. You know more of the
truth than any one else™

Severnl hours later, when the sun
was abating its force a little, after
traveling the burning roads through
yams and eocon, grenadillas and sall
kinds of herbs and roots and vagrant
trees, Dyck Calhoun and Michael
Clones came Into Spanish Town.

Dyck looked around upon the town
with new eyes. He saw It llke one for
the first time visiting It. He gaw the
people  passing  through the wide
verandas of the houses, llke a vast
colonnade, down the street, to be hap-
pily sheltered from the flerce sun. As
they passed King's house they saw
troops of the viceroy's guests Issuing
from the palace—oflicers of the king's
navy and army, officers and men of the
Jamalea militla, pale-faced, big-eyed
men of the coreole class, mulattoes,
quadroons and octoroons, Samboes
with their wives In loose skirts, white
stockings and pinnacle hats, Snatches
of song were heard and volces of men
who had had a full meal and had
“taken observations"—as looking
through the bottom of a glass of
liguor was called by people with naval
spirit—were mixed In careless carou-
sal,

AM this jarred on Dyck Calhoun and
gave revolt to his senses, Yet he was
only half-conscious of the great sen-
suousness of the scene as he pnssed
through It. All was brought to focus
at Inst, however, by thelr arrival at
Charlotte Bedford's lodgings, which,
ke most houses In the town, had a
lookout or belfry fitted with green
blinds and a telescope, and had n
green-painted wooden ralllng round it.

At the very entrance, Inside the gate,
in the garden, they saw Shella Liwyn,
her mother and Darius Boland, who
seemed to be enduring from the moth-
er some sharp reprimand, to the
amusement of the daughter,

As the gate closed behind Dyck and
Michael, the three from Virginia
turned round and faced them. As
Dyck ecame forward, Shella flushed
and trembled. She was no longer a
young girl, but her slim stralghtness
and the soft llnes of her figure gave
her a dignity and charm which made
her young womanhood distinguished—
for she was now twenty-five and had
a carringe of which a princess might
have been proud. Yet.It wns plaln
that the entrance of Dyck at this mo-
ment was disturbing. It was not what
she had foreseen.

She showed no hesitation, however,
but came forward to meet her wvisitor,
while Michael fell back, as also did
Darius Boland., Both these seemed to
renllze that the less they saw and
heard, the better; and they presently
got together In another part of the
garden, as Dyck Calhoun ecame bpear
enough almost to touch Shella.

Surely, he thought, she was supreme
In appearance and design., She was
touched by a rose on each cheek and
made womanly by firm and yot gener-
ous breasts, tenderly Imprisoned by
the white chiffon of her blouse In
which was one bright sprig of the buds
of a cherry tree—a touch of modest
luxuriance on a person sparsely orna-
mented, It was Shella herself, whom
time had enriched with far more than
years and experience. It was a per-
sonnlity which would anywhere have
tnken place and held it, It was un-
defentable, persistent and permanent ;

Dyck Looked Around Upon the Town
With New Eyes.

ft wus the spirlt of Irelund loose In
n world that was g far apurt from
Irefhgd g% she was from her dead, dis.
honored futher,

Aud Dyck? At first she felt she
must fiy to him-—yes, In spite of the
fact that he had guffered prison for
mansluughter, But a pearer look at
him stopped the impulse at its birth,
Here wus the Dyck Calhoun she had
known In days gooe by, but net the
Dyck she had looked to see; for this

muan was like one who had come from
A hanging, who had seen his dearest
swinging at the end of a rope. His
fnce was set In coldness; his hair was
streaked with gray; bls forehead had
n line in the middle; his manner was
rigid, almost frigld, indeed. Only In
his eyes was there that which denied
all that his face and manner sald—a
hungry, absorbing, hopeless dook, the
look of one who searches for a friend
In the denying desert.

Somehow, when he howed low to
her and looked her In the eyes as no
one In all her life had ever done, she
had an almost agonized understanding
of what a man feels who has been
imprisoned—that he Is never the same
ngaln. He was an ex-conviet and yet
she did not feel repelled by him, Bhe
did not belleve he had killed Erris
Boyne. As for the Iater crime of mu-
tiny, that did not concern her much.
She was Irish; but, more than that,
she was In sympathy with the mu-
tineers, She understood why Dyeck
Calhoun, enlisting as a common sallor,
should take up thelr cause and run
risk to advance it. That he had ad-
vianced It was known to all the worll:
that he hond pald the price of his mu-
tiny by saving the king's navy with
n stolen ship; and that he had won
wenlth was but another proof of the
man's power,

“You would not come to America,
g0 I came here, and—" She paused,
her volce trembling slightly.

“There l& much to do at Salem,” he
ndded calmly, and yet with his heart
beating as It had not beaten since the
day he hnd first met her at Playmore.

“You wounldn't take the money 1
sent to Dublin for you—the gift of n
belleving friend, and you wpuld not
come to Americal"

“I shall have to tell you why one day,”
he answered slowly, “but I'll pay my
respects to your mother now,"

So saying he went forward and
bowed low to Mrs. Liyn. Unlike her
daughter, Mrs, Llyn did not offer her
hand. She was pale, distraught, trou-
bled-—and vexed, She, however, mur-
mured his name and bowed.

“You did not expect to see me here
in Jamalea,” he sald boldly.

“Frankly, 1 did not, Mr. Calhoun,”
she sald.

“You resent my coming here to see
you? You think it bold, at least.”

She looked at him closely and firm-
ly. *“You know why I cunnot welcome
you.ll

“Yet I have pald the anccount de-
manded by the law. And you had no
regard for him. You divoreced him."

Shella had drawn near, and Dyck
made n gesture In her direction, “She
does not know,” he sanid, “and she
ghould not hear what we say now.,"

Mrs, Liyn pnodded, and in a low tone
told Shella that she wished to be alone
with Dyck for a llttle while. In
Dyeck's eyes, ns he watched Shelln go,
wans a thing deeper than he had ever
known or shown before. In her white
gown and with her_light step Shella
seemed to flont away—a pleture grave-
ful, stately, buoyant, “keen and small"
As she wns about to pass beyond a
clump of plmento bushes, ghe turned
her head toward the two, and there
was that in her eyes which few ever
sea and seelng are afterward the
same,. It was a look of Inquiry, of
revelation, of emotion which went to
Dyck's heart.

“No, she does not know the truth,”
Mrs. Liyn sald. *"But It has been hard
biding it from her, One never knew
whether some chance remark, some
allusion in the papers would tell her
you had killed her father.,"

“Did 1 kill her father? asked Dyek
helplessly, “Did I? 1 was found gull-
ty of it, but on my honor, Mrs. Liyn,
1 do not know and 1 do not think |
didd. 1 have no memory of It, We
quarreled. 1 drew my sword on him,
then he made an explanation and |
madly, stupldly drank drugged wine
In reconcilintion with him, and then
I remember nothing more—nothing at
all”

“What was the cause of your quar
rel?”

Dyek looked at her long hefore an
swerlng. I hid that from my father
even, and hid It from the world—did
not even mentlon It In court at the
trial, If 1 had, perhaps I should not
have gone to jald, 1If 1 had, perhaps
1 should not be here In Jamalea, It
I had—" He paused, a flood of re
flectdon drowning his face, muking his
eyes shine with black sorrow.

“Well, If you hadl Why did
you not? Wasn't It your duty to save
yvourself and save your friends, if yo
could? Wasn't that your plain dutyy”

“Yes, ardl that was why 1 dlid not
tell what the guarrel was. Uf 1 hiad

even lnd 1 killed Erris Boyne, the
Jury would uot linve convieted me, (0
that I am sure., It was & loyullxt

Jury,”

“hen why did you not?”

“Ien't It strange that now, atwer all
these years, when 1 have settlea the
account with judge und Jury, with
stite and law—that now [ (el 1 wus
tedl you the truth? Madum, your ex
hushand, Erris Boyne, woas a tralior
He was nn officer o the French arioy
and he offered to mouke me an officer
also and pay me well In French gov.
ernment money, If I would break nk

legiance snd serve the Freoch cause— ]

Ah, don't start! He knew | was on
my last legs financially. He knew 1
had acquaintance with young rebel
leaders llke Emmet, and he feit 1|
could be won, So he mnde his pro
posal, Because of your daughter I
held my peace, for she could bear it
less than you. I did not tell the cause
of the quarrel, If T had, there would
have been for her the double shaine,
That was why I held my peace—a
fool, but so it was!"

The woman seemed almost robbed
of understanding. His story over-
whelmed her, Yet what the man had
done was so quixotle, sa Celtle, that
her senses were almost paralyzed,

“So mad—so mad and bad and wild
you were,” she sald. “Could you not
see It was your duty to tell all, no
matter what the consequences? ‘The
man wins a villain, Bot what madness
you were guilty of, what cruel mnd.
ness!  Only youn could have done a
thing like that. Erris Boype deserved
death—I care not who killed him—you
or another, HHe deserved death, nnd
It was right he should die. But that
you should kill him, apart from all
else—why, indeed, oh, Indeed, it Is &
tragedy, for you loved my daughter,
and the killing made a gulf between
you! There could be no marriage In
such a case. She conld not bear It
nor could you. But pnse know this,
Mr. Calhoun, that she never belleved
you killed Erris Boyne. She has sald
80 aguln and agaln, You are the only
man who has ever touched her mind
or her senses, though many have
sought her. Wherever she goes men
try to win her, but she has no thought
for any, Her mind goes back to you,
Just when you entered the garden 1
learned—and only then—that you were
here. She hid It from me, but Dar-
ius Boland knew, and he bad seen
your man, Michael Clones, and she
had then made him tell me, 1 was
incensed. I was her mother, and yet
she had hid the thing from me, 1
thought she came to this Island for
the sake of Sulem, and I found that
she came not for Salem, but for you.
Ah, Mr, Calhoun, she deserves
what you did to save her, but you
shonld not have done 1t

“She deserves all that any better
man might do. Why don't you marry
her to some great man In your repub-
lHe? It would settle my trouble for
me and free her mind from anxlery.
Mrs. Llyn, we are not children, you
and I, You know life, and so do I,
and—-"

She Interrupted him, "“Be sure of
this, Mr. Calhoun, she knows life even
better than either of us. She ls, and
has ulways been, a girl of sense and
Judgment. When she was a child she

. . .
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“Lord Mallow—He Courts Her, Does
Hel"

was my master, even In Ireland, Yet
she was obedlent and falthful, and
kept her head In all vexed things,
she will have her way, and she will
hve It a8 she wants It, and In no
other manner., She Is one of the
worlif's great women, She s snigue,
CHlld as she s, she still understands
all that men do, and does It."”

"Why does she not marry? I8 there
no man ghe ean hear? She could hava
the highest, that's sure”

He spoke with passion and inslst-
viaee,  If ghie were married hlg tron-
e would e over, The worst would
hisye to him=—like death, He

nd the look of a lost angel, one whe
il with Bellul n the first days of
“i0.

“I'here I8 no man she can bear—

‘Xeept here In Jumaiea, It Is no use,

come

Your governor, Lord Mallow, whom
the knew o Ireland, who s distant
Kin of mlue, he has already made

wvanees here to her, pns he did in
Ireland-—you did not know that., She
im.rich, and he would be glad of an
estate that brings in scores of thow.
sands of pounds yearly, He has asked
us to stay ut King's house, byt we
have declined. We start for Salem ln
4 few hours. Bbhe wants ber bhand ou
the wheel™

“Lord Mallow—bhe sowurts her, does
Le? ke facs grew grimwer “Well

she might de worse, though If sne
weres one of my family I would rather
see her In her grave than wedded te
him. For he Is selfish-—ays, as few
men are! He would eat and keep hin
apple, too. His theory ls that \ife
Is but a game, and it must be played
with steel, He would gqueeze the life
out of a flower, and give the fower
to his dog to eat. He thinks first and
always of himself. He would—but
there, he would make a good husband
as husbands go for seme women, bud
not for this woman! It Is not because
he |s my enemy I say this. It Is be
cause there Is only one woman like
your duaughter, and that Is hersslf;
and I would rather ses her married
to a hedger that really loved her tham
to Lord Mallow, who loves only one
being en earth-himself. But see, Mra,
Llyn, now that you know all, now that
we three have met agaln, and this Is-
land Is small and tragedy Is at our
doors, don't you think your daughter
should be told the truth? It will ead
everything for me. But it would be
better so. Your consclience will ba -
clearer, and so will mine. We shall
have done the right thing at last, Why
fld you not tell her who her father
wus? Then why blame me? You held’
your peace to save your daughter, as'
you thought. I held my tongue for
the snme remson; but she Is g0 much,
a woman now that she will understand
as she could not have understood years
ago In Limerick., In God's name let
us speak., One of us should tell her,
and 1 think it should be you, And
see, though I know I did right ln with-
holding the facts about the guarrel
with Erris Boyne, yet 1 favor telllng

her that he wae a traitor. The whole
truth now or nothing That Is my
view"

He saw how lined and sunken was
her face; he noted the weakness of
her ¢nrringe; he reallzed the task he
was puttine on her, and his beart re-
lented. "No, 1 will do It," he added,
with sudden wil, "and 1 will do it
now, if I may."

“Oh, not today—not today!" sha
snld with a piteous look “Let It net
be today. It Is our first day here,
and we are due at King's house te-
night, even in_an hour from now.*

“But Isn't It better to end It all
now? Suppose Lord Mallow tells her."

“He did not before. He s not llke-
ly now,"” was the vexed reply, “Is It
a thing a gentleman will speak of te
n lady?

“But you do not know Mallow. If
he thought she had seen me today,
he would not hesitate, What would
you do, If you were Lord Mallow?"

“No, not today,” she persisted. *It
Is all g0 many years ago. It can hurt
naught to walt a little longer.”

“When and where shall it be? ha
asked gloomlily.

“At Salem—at Salem. Wea shall be
settfed then—and steady. There s
every reason why you should conslder
me, I bave suffered as few women
have suffered, and I do not hate you.
I am only sorry,”

Far down at the other end of the
garden he saw Shelln. Her face was
in profile—an exquisite silhouette. SBhe
moved slowly among the pimeate
bushes, °

“As you wish," he sald with a heavy
#lgh. The slght of the girl angulshed
his soul,

ICHAPTER XV,
At Salem,

The plantation of Salemn was In &
reglon below the Pedro plains in the
parish of St. Elizabeth, where grow
the aloe, and torch-thistle, and clumps
of wood which alter the appearnnce
of the plain from the South Downe
of KEngland, but where thousands of
cattle and horses even In those days
were maintained, The air of the dis-
trict was dry and elastle, and It fil-
tered down to the valleys near llke
that where Salem was with Its clus-
ters of negro huts and ofMces, its mills
and distilleries where sugar and rum
were made. BSalem was sltuated on
the Black river, nccessible by boats
und canoes., The huts of negro slaves .
were near the sugar mills, without
regard to order, but n clusters of ba-
nana, avoeado-pear, llmes and oranges,
and with the cultivated land round
thelr huts made an effective pleture,

Every plantation had a surgeon who
recelved a small sum for attendance
on every slave, while specinl ecases of
midwifery, Inoculation, ete., had a par-
ticular allownance, The surgeon had
to attend te about four handred to
five hundred negroes, on an income of
£150 per annum, and board and ledg-
Ing and washing, besides what he made
from his practice with the whites,

Salem was no worse than some othe
er plantations on the island, but it was
far behind such plantations as that
owned by Dyck Calhioun, and had been
notorieus for the cruelties committed
on It, To such an estate a lady Uke
Shella Llyn would be a boon, She was
not on the place a day before she
started reforms which would turn the
plantation Into a model schenw,
Houses, food, treatment of the negroeq
became at once a study to her, and
her experience W Virginla was Inval-
unble,  She had lenrmed there pot 1o
work the slaves too hard In the warm
period of the day ; nndd she showed her
interest by having served at her own
table the favorite ollo the slaves made
of planiains, bananas, yams, culalue,
eddoes, eassavl, and sweet potntoes
bolled with salt fish and flavored with
eayenne pepper,  This, with the un-
ripe rossted plantain as bread, was
it nutive rellsh and health-giving food.

“1 hid it—I did naot want you
your fathar

to know what
waa.”

0 B CONTINU KL, )




