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Chap. XL.Convict, but Not Yet
Sentenced.

So the blow had fallen! Yet a single de¬
spairing effort I made to beat off or at least
postpone the inevitable.

I sat up in bed and answered my brother
back with, I could feel, ashen and quiver¬
ing lips.
"What do you mean?" I said. "How dare

you say such a thing?"
"I dare anything," he said, "where I

have a particular object in view." He
never took his eyes off me, and the cold
devil in them froze my blood that had only
now run so hotly.
"For yourself," he went on, "I don t care

much whether you hang or live., ^"U can

come to terms with your own <tonscience I
dare say, and a fat brother more or less

may be a pure question of fit survival.
That's as it may be.but the girl here is
another matter."

,a ,

.I didn't kill him," I could only say,

^'still keeping his eyes on me he sought for
and drew from his jacket pocket a twist of
dry and shrunken water weed. A horrible
shudder seized me as I looked upon it.
..You didn't think to so<> that again, he

ea<ld- "Do you recognize it? Of course you
do. It was the rope you twisted around his
foot, and that I found round his foot still,
after dad had carried him upstairs, bun¬
dled round with those sacks, and I was left
alone In the room with him a minute.
My heart died within me. I dropped my

sick strained eyes and could only listen in
agonized silence. And he went on quite

i *t" i 1 esslV
"You shouldn't have left snch evidence,

you know.least of all for me to see. I
had not forgotten the.what shall I say.
murder in your eyes when I spoke to you
that morning and the evening before.
He .struck the weed lightly with his right

hand.
.,.

"This stuff." he said. I know it, of
course.grows up straight enough of itself.
It wanted something human.or inhuman

?"Vl&t it round a leg in that fashion.
..." .<. --''tli a ehoMne efv.

i aid u - »:u! it wasn't mur-
>r.oh. Jason, it wasn't murder, as you
can it."
He gave a little, cold laugh.
"No doubt we have different standards of

morality," he said. "We wont split hail's.
Say it

*

was murder as a judge and jury
would view it."
"It wasn't! Will you believe me if I

tell you the truth?"
."That depends upon the form it takes.

"I'll tell vou. It is the truth.before
God it is the truth. I wont favor myself.
I had been mad with him, I own, but had
nearly got over it. I was out all day on
the hills, and thought I should like a bathe
on my way home. I went through the
'run' and saw he was there. At first I
thought I would leave him to himself, but
just as I was going he saw me and a grin
came over his face, and.Jason, you know
that if I had gone away then he would
have thought me afraid to meet him.
"You can leave me, Renault, out of tne

question, if you please."
,4I meant 'no harm.indeed I didn t but

when I got there lie taunted and mocked
at me. I di&n't know what I was doing,
and when he jumped for the water I fol¬
lowed lxlm and twisted that round. I lien
In a single moment I saw what I had done
.«nd was mad to unfasten it. It wou.a
uot come away at first, and when at last
I trot him free and to shore he was insensi¬
ble If yon could only know what I suf¬
fered then, you would pity me;> Jason.you
would; you could not help it. '

I stole a despairing look at his face and
there was no atom of softness in It. A
great sob rent my throat and I could not
eo on for a moment. ,

"He came to on the way home and I was
wild with joy. and at night, Jason ^ ien
vou were In bed and asleep. I crept 'ito
his room and begged for his forgiveness
and he forgave me."

wasn't"Without anv condition? That wasn t

like Modred. What did he ask for in re-

THESE FOR YACHTSWOMEN.
"towns Designed for Nautically

Inclined Devotees of
Fashion.

Pet.rl-White Broadcloth for Wear on

Paintily Kept Boats and Blue
Serge for Ordinary Ones.

who own a yacht, or have you even the re¬

motest chance of being invited to be one

of a party on board a more acquaintance's
boat? Or will your aquatic experiences be
limited to trips to the neighboring beaches?
In any case you will be interested In the

proper garments sailing. It is even prob¬
able that you will be more fastidious in

regard to your attire in the last case than
in either of the former.

If you belong to the clas swhlch sails on

-essels kept in a state of spotless neatness
'inlformed minions, there are frocks de-
oed for you differing in a marked degree

from those you should wear If your brother
mans a catboat and expects you to be mate,
coxswain and a few other things. For in¬
stance. a delicate cadet blue Is perfectly
proper for the former position in the yacht¬
ing world and entirely incorrect for the lat
ter.
A gown meant to be worn on one of the

glittering, dainty steam affairs that glide
¦moothly over the Summer seas is of pearl
ihlte broadcloth. The full skirt is made
lort enough just to clear the vessel's floor,
is trimmed around the bottom with three

iiiilllner's folds of black satin. The jacket
has a rounded, turned-down collar of black
eatln and revers of the same material.
At the corners of the collar heavy gold
anchors are embroidered. A cape Is pro¬
vided with this frock for unusually chilly
days. It reaches a little below the waist
line and has a turned-down collar and a
hood of the satin.
A gown which might be worn on a less

splendid vessel Is mad» of blue serge and
canvas. The skirt has short Ys ol

turn?"
I was silent.
"Come," he persisted, "what did he -want?

You may as well tell me all. You don't
fancy that I believe he forgave you with¬
out getting something substantial in ex¬
change?"

"I was to give up all claim to Zyp," I
said in a low, suffering voice.
Jasou laughed aloud.
"Oh, Modred," he cried, "you were a

pretty bantling, upon my word! Who
would have thought the dear fatty had such
cunning in him?"
His callous merriment struck me with a

dumb horror as of sacrilege. But he sub¬
dued it directly and returned to me and
my misery in the same repressed tone as
before.
"Well," he said, "I have heard it all, I

suppose. It makes little difference. You
know, of course, you are morally responsi¬
ble for his death, just the same as if you
had stuck a knife into his heart."

I could only hide my face in the bed¬
clothes, writhed all through with agony.
There was a little spell of silence; then my
brother bespoke my attention with a gentle
push.
"Renny, do you want all this known to

the others?"
A shuddering sigh was my answer.
"Speak up," he continued. "Do you want

the others to know,.and get done with it?"
I raised my head in a sudden gust of pas¬

sion.
"Do what you like!" I cried. "I know

you now, and you can't make it much
worse!"
"Oh, yes," he said, coolly: "I can make

it a good deal worse. Nobody but I knows
at present, don't you see?"

I looked at him with a sudden gleam of
hope.
"Don't you intend to tell, Jason?"
He laughed again, lightly.
"That depends. I must borrow my cue

from Modred and make conditions."
I had no need to ask what they were.

In whatever direction I looked now, I saw
nothing but a blank and deadly waste, like
that of my delirium, and the lonely figure
of one forsaken soul toiling endlessly across
it.
"I want; the girl.you understand? I need

not go into particulars. She interests me
and that's enough."
"Yes," I said, quietly.
"There must be no more of that senti¬

mental foolery between you and her. I
bore it as long as you were ill; but, now

you're strong agaiii, it must stop. If it
doesn't, you know what'll happen. Get out
of my way and I shan't bother about you."
With that he turned abruptly on his heel

and began to undress. I listened for the
deep breathing thatjannounced him to be
asleep with a strained fever of impatience.
I felt that I could not think clearly nor
collectedly with athat monstrous conscious¬
ness of his awake in the room.
Perhaps, in all my wretchedness, the full

discovery of his baseness of soul was as
hitter a wound as any I had received. I
had thought once that we were such friends
.that there was a confidence between us

nothing could break or mar. I had so
lookefl up to him as a superior being, so
sunned myself in the pride of relationship
to him; so lovingly submitted to his boyish
patronage and condescension. The grief
cf my discovery was very real and terrible
and would in itself, I think, have gone far
to blight my existence had no fearfuller
blast descended to wither it.
Well, it was all one now. Whatever im¬

munity from disaster I was to enjoy hence¬
forth must be 011 sufferance only.
Had I been older and sinfuller I might

have grasped in my despair at the coward's
resource of self-destruction; as it was, I
thought of flight. Not yet; for despite Ja¬
son's heartless allusion to my recovered
strength, I was still too weak to do more
than creep about with a stick to aid me.
By and by. perhaps, when vigor should re¬
turn to me, and with it resolution, I should
be able to face firmly the problem of my
future and take my own destinies in hand.
Little sleep came to me that night, and

that only of a haunted kind. I felt haggard
and old as I struggled into my clothes the
next morning, and all unfit to cope with the
gigantic possibilities of the day. Jason had
gone early to the fatal pool for a bathe.
Xo uneasy scruples were likely to dog his
constitutional serenity.
At breakfast, in the beginning, Zyp's

manner to me was prettily sympathetic and
a little shy. It was the first of my great
misery that I must repel her on the
threshold of our better understanding, and
see her fall away from me for lack of the
least expression of that passionate de¬
votion and gratitude that filled my heart
to burstlnb. New to my task I stumbled
and shambled in the effort, which gave to
it at least the appearance of a most un¬
couth repulse.

I choked over my bread and bacon; 1
could not swallow more than a mouthful of
the coffee in my cup, and Zyp sat back in
her chair, never addressing me after that
first rebuff, but pondering on me angrily,
and also a little sorrowfully, I think, with
her eyes full of a sort of wonder.
She stopped me peremptorily as, break¬

fast over, I was hastening out with all the
sipeed I coukl muster, and asked me if 1
didn't want her company that morning.
"No," I answered; "I am well enough to

get about by myself now."
"Very well," she said. "Then you must

do without me altogether for the future."
She turned on her heel, and I could only

look after her an dumb agony. Then 1
crept down into the yard.
Presently, raising ray head, I saw her

standing before me, her hands under her
apron, her face grave with an expression
half of conceit, half of defiance.
"Now, if you please," she said, "I want

to know tlhe meaning of this."
"Of what?" I asked, with wretched

evasiveness.
"You know.your manner toward me this

morning."
"I have done nothing," I muttered.
"You have Insulted me, sir. Is it because

I kissed you last night?"
"Oh, Zyp!" I cried aloud in great pain.

"You know it isn't.jrou know it isn't!"
I couldn't help this one cry. It was

forced from me.
"Then what's the reason?"
"I can't give it.J have none. I want to

be alone, that's all."
She stood looking at me a mocnent in

silence, and the line of her mohth hard¬
ened.
"Very well," she said at last, In a low,

determined voice. "Then, understand, I've
done with you. I thought at first it was
a mistake or that you were ill again. I've
been kind to you; you can't say I haven't
given you a chance. And I pitied you be¬
cause you were alone and unhappy. Jason,
I will tell you, hinted an evil thing of you
to H*e, hHi -If It -was true. Which I
didn't believe, I forgave>you, thinking, per¬
haps, it was done for my sake. Well, if it
was, I tell you now It was useless, for you
will be nothing >to me ever again."
And with these cruel words she left me.
Once pledged with antagonism, Zyp, it

will be no matter for wonder, adopted any¬
thing but half-measures. At first she con¬
tented herself with mere verbal pleasantries
and disdainful snubbings. As, however, the
days went on and my old strength and
health obstinately returned to me, despite
the irony of the shattered soul within, her
animosity grew to be an active agent so
persistent in its methods that I verily
thought my brain would give way under
the load.
She made a mock of my pretended mis¬

ogyny, which she hinted was a veil only
to cover my vulgar attachments to Joan
or Jael of the milking gtool, or other myth¬
ical Audreys. Sometimes at meals, catch¬
ing my eyes fixed upon her in fathomless
yearning,' she would insist that I Was
sick.bilious.and would never rest till
she had driven my. father to dosing me,
standing by while I forced down the loath¬
some drugs that I might dare not protest.

I cannot, indeed, recall a tithe of the
Puck-like devices she resorted to for my
moral undoing, and which, after all, I
might have endured to the end had it not
been for one threading torment that ac¬
companied all her whimsies like a strain
of diabolical music. This was an ostenta¬
tious show of affection for Jason, which,
I truly believe, from being more or less
put on in exaggerated style for my edifica¬
tion, became at length such a habit with
her as may be considered, in certain dis¬
positions, one form of love.
And the worst of it was that I knew that

my punishment waS not more than com¬
mensurate with my offence; that my sin had
been grievous and its retribution not out of
proportion. How could full atonement and
Zyp have been mine together? Yet here I
was actually coveting the highest reward

A TRIO OF BEW1TGHING COSTUMES,

<gr
" I Stfuck Him Full Between the Eyes and He Went Down Like a Polled Ox."

for my deed and inclined to cry out on jus-
tioe because I was denied it.

Still, capable of acknowledging the fitness
of tilings in my sadder hours of loneliness\
fTx\ ,eouiclJ
not but strive occasionally to throw off the
incubus that it felt it could not bear much
longer without breaking down for good ana
all. I had done wrong on the spur of a
single wicked Impulse, but I was no fiend
to have earned such bitter reprisal. By
slow degrees rebellion awoke in my heart
against the persistent cruelty of my two
tortures. Had I fled at this Juncture, the
wild scene that came about might have
been averted, and the exile, which became
miue nevertheless, have borne, perhaps,
less evil fruit than in the result it did.

Chap. XII..The Denunciation.
One November morning.my suffering had

endured all these months.my father and
Dr. Crackcnthorpe stood before the sitting
room fire; talking, while I sat with a book
at the table, vainly trying to concentrate
mv attention on the printed lines.
Since my recovery I had seen the Doctor

frequently, but he had taken little apparent
notice of' ine. Now, I had racked my puz¬
zled minfl many a time for recollection, of
the conversation I had been witness of on
the night preceding my seizure, but still the
details of it had eluded me, though its gist
remained in a certain impression of uneasi¬
ness that troubled me when I thought of it.
Suddenly, on this morning, a few words of
the Doctor's brought the whole matter
vividly before me again.
"By the way. Trender," he said, drawl-

ingly, and sat down and began to poke the
fire."by the by, have you ever found that
thing you accused me of losing for you on a
certain night.you know when?"
"No," said my father, curtly.
"Was it of any value, now?"
"Maybe.maybe not," said my father.
"That don't seem much of an answer.

Perhaps, now, it came from the same place
those others did."
"That's nothing to you, Dr. Cracken-

the canvas Inserted at the foot on each
side. These are elaborately embroidered
with gold and silver threads in a remark¬
able design, of which the most prominent
feature is a pilot's wheel. The bodice is of
white canvas, tucked. It has a very deep
sailor collar and revers, which fall over
the short, open blazer jacket of blue serge.
The sleeves of the coat are curiously con¬

structed. At the top they are tucked to
the depth of four inches. Then they spread
into a puff, which reaches the elbow, where
they finally resolve themselves into a

tucked cuff.

Ordinary yachting suits, which some
women would not scruple to wear on land,
are of blue serge, made with a blazer
jacket. They are silk lined and have revers
broad at the shoulders and tapering to a

point at the waist. The collar and revers
are of grass cloth, and the only distinc¬
tively sailor-like feature of the frock is the
nautical embroidery on the grass linen.
A relief from the almost inevitable blazer

is afforded by a gown whose jacket is a

modified Norfolk. Instead of being laid at
plaits the fulness Is gathered at the should¬
ers. and Is confined at the waist by a series
of narrow, vertical tucks. The coat does
not fasten straight from the collar to the
waist, but opens In V-shape over the blouse
bodied. The sleeves are rather narrow

puffs, ending in a deep cuff that comes to
the elbow.
The hats the yachting woman wears are

of two sorts only.the ordinary yachting
cap and the sailor. The cap may match
her costume in color and design. In shape
it does not vary. It has rather a wide
space in front between the crown and the
visor. This is ornamented with whatever
insignia the wearer chooses. On sailoi
hats, also, the bands are adorned with
yachting designs.
Wise women on shipboard pay a particu¬

lar attention to the way in which their
feet are shod. Their shoes are carefully
chosen, and fit well. Sometimes they select
those with corrugated soles, as an aid to
upright walking on slippery deck*.

thorpe."
"Well, you say It's lost, anyhow. Sup¬

posing I found It, would you agree to my
keeping it? Treasure-trove, you know".

-JttP -JfcUh ft balancing
the poker perpendicularly In his hand.
"Treasure-trove, my friend," he repeated,
with emphasis, and gave the other a keen
look.
Something in the tone of his speech woke

like a flash. I stole an anxious glance at
my father. His face was pale and set with
anger, but there was an expiession In his
eyes that looked, I thougb/t and was
troubled, like fear.
"You don't mean to tell me you have

found it?" he said in a forced voice.
"Oh, by mo means," answered the Doctor.

"We haven't all your good luck. Only you
are so full of the unexpected In producing
valuables from secret places, like a con¬
jurer, that 1 thought perhaps you wouldn't
mind my keeping this particular one if I
should chance to pick it up."
"Keep it, certainly, If you find it," said

my father, I could have thought almost
with a faint groan. "You have a prying
jackdaw beak that gives you a better
Chance of discovering lost things than I
have."
"Thanks for tiie permission, I'll make a

point of keeping my eyes open."
When did he not? They were pretty ob¬

servant now on Zyp and Jason, who, as he
spoke, waiked into the room.
"Why don't you go out, Kenny, instead of

moping at home all day?" cried Jason bois¬
terously.
His manner wa« aggressive, his tone cal¬

culated to exasperate.
Moved by discretion I rose from my chair

and made for the door; but he barred my
way.
"Can't yon answer me?" he said, with an

ugly scowl.
"No.I don't want to. Let me pass."
My father had turned his back upon us and

was staring gloomily down at the lire.
I heard Zyp give a little scornful laugh

and she breathed the word "coward" at me.
I stopped as if I had struck against a wall.

BICYCLES AND DRINKS.

Miss Frances Willard's Views About
Their Connection.

Miss Frances Wlllard, an enthusiastic
temperance advocate and bicycldst, does
not agree with those captious critics who
declare that the easiest vehicle to take to
destruction by way of the rum shop is the
wheel. Miss Willard's opinion is diamet¬
rical! ly opposed to t'his. She says:
"The bicycle is spoiling the business of

the drinking shops and low variety thea¬

tres. It is Heaven's way of helping people
to ihave a good time without using stimu¬
lants. It is a splendid thing to abolish
drink by indirection."
In regard to the proper bicycle costume,

Miss WWlard is very 'broad-minded. She
does not herself wear a masculine garb,
but she does not disapprove of it. After
three years otf unremitting persuasion, she

l' has induced her colleague, Lary Henry
I Somerset, to begin bicycle riding.

All my blood surged back on my heart and
seemed ¦to leave my veins filled with a

tingling lehor In Its place.
"Perhaps I have been," I said, in a low

voice, "but here's an end of It."
Jason Uttered.
"We're mighty stiltish this morning," he

said, with a sneer. "What a p*to it's No¬
vember, so that we can't have a i^unge for
the sake of coolness.except that they say
the pool's haunted now."

I looked at him with blazing eyes, then
made another effort to get past him, but htl
repelled me violently.
"You don't know your place," he said, and

gave an insolent laugh. "Stand back till I
ohoose to let you go."

I heard the doctor snigger and Zyp gave
a second little cluck. My father was still
absorbed.lost in his own dark reflections.
The loaded reel of endurance was spinning

to its end.
"Yon might have given all your morning

to one of your Susans yonder," said my
brother, mockingly. "Now she's gone, I
expect, with her apron to her eyes. She'll
enjoy her pease pudding none the less, I
dare say, and perhaps look out for a more
accommodating clown. It wont be the first
time you've had to take second place."

I struck him full between the eyes and
he went down like a polled ox. All the
pent-up agony of months was in my blow.
As I stepped back in the recoil, madly
straining even then to beat nnd-er tlhe more
furious devil that yelled in me for release,
I was conscious of a hurried breath at my
ear.a swift whisper: "Kill him! Stamp
on his mouth! Don't let him get up again!"
and knew that it was Zyp who spoke.

I put her back fiercely. Jason had sprung
to his feet.half blinded, half stunned. His
face was inhuman with passion and was
working like a madman's. But before he
could gat-her himself for a rush, my father
had him In his powerful arms. It all hap¬
pened in a moment.
"What's all this?" roared my father.

"Knock under, you whelp, or I'll strangle
you in your collar!"
"Let me go!" cried my brother. "Look

at Mm.look what he did!"

HERE AND THERE.

"Calendars, five cents! Here are your
calendars for five cents! Reduced from
seventy-five! Calendars, five cents!"
So shouted the push-cart vendor of slight¬

ly aged date-cards. They weer not unat¬
tractive, and any one whose friends and
tradesmen had failed at Christmas to pro¬
vide her with a memorandum of tiem's
flight, might be pardoned for purchasing
one. But when a small, fluffy woman
rushed to the sidewalk merchant and se¬
lected a dozen, there were lnqlurlea con¬
cerning her sanity. That Is, there were,
until she turned to a dazed looking com¬
panion and remarked:
"Why don't you buy a lot, too, Harriet?

You can put them away, as I mean to. and
give them away next Christmas. Calen¬
dars are always acceptable gifts, you
know."

The young woman who Is engaged in ele¬
vating the masses by means of bi-monthly
visits to a tenement, near the East River,
had a trying experience the other day,
which has almost decided her to give up
philanthrophy. Shortly after she had be¬
gun her call and while she was still in¬
quiring patronizingly about the family's
health and finances, an offlcer who was
bent on statistical information arrived and
began making inquiries about the inmates
of the tenement. When the "lady of the
house" had accounted for her flock, he
turned to the young visitor and remarked:
"And who Is this?"
The hostess made prompt reply.
"Oh. she's not a member of the family

at all," she announced, with scorn tem¬
pered by pity. "She's only a caller."

There is a comfortable, green-embowered
house standing on one of the streets in the
annexed district, where the cable cars
whizz by, that bears upon one of its piaz¬
za pillars the sign "Music Institute," and
upon another the sign "Fresh eggs dally.'
Two women were riding out the other day
and discussing the inhabitants of the
house.
"Yes," said one meditatively, "they keep

up the music classes because teaching mu¬
sic is considered real genteel out here, and
it sort of gives them position. But they
sell eggs to make their living."

Lady Randolph Churchill has ten thou¬
sand a year for pin money. The money, by
the way, is the rental received for the
University Club, Fifth avenue.

He was choking nnd struggling to that
degree (hat he could hardly articulate. I
think foam was ou his lips, and iu his eyes
fhe ravenous thirst for blood.

He struck mo!" ho panted."do you
i mri me So.let me kill him as he
killed Modred!"
There was a moment's silence. Dr. Crack-

en thorpe, who had sat passively back ia
pis chair during the fray, with his lips sot
In an acrid smile, made as if to rise, leau-
g /°J,war<1, wlth Q«ick attention. Then,

hutched eartShimk JaS0" 1111 he aU(il
"Have a mind what you say. vou mad
.Tt\, b? <>rled ln a terrible voice.

ill t\SJlneJ 2Jle 8°! He confessed it!
oil to iU0.<to me, I say!"

I stood up among them alone, stricken.:
thl m?Ln0t afraid. I was a better mai»i
mv

nccuser; a better brother, despita
Zv his dagger, plunged in to do-

«? y releas,ed the long-accumulat-i
heart

1Dy P0(>r' lnflamed and swollen]
J sai(3' ."let hlm alone. It ltfj

true, what he says."
Jason from him with violence.

Mm ".e i tin P he thundered, darlnjd
wk . J1 selwl -vou after Modred!"

th<- shSHder me t00k nl" br

ln«R,7fe..y Le 6a"1' *»

d'd. 110t falter or condone my offence.
Th. L, , 1ny ^PP.1 t0 them whatsoverSThe kind touch on my arm moved me

my tikTiJ
got through i8tebranve"ygenCe dM 1 wiSh '»

^ hflxl told IT1V Storv to T 4-^T/-*
t now; and when i had kishod l awa tojin a dead silence the verdict I cmiM

«,Xm'Trhro,t'u'r breathing thlckly-expecuncIyi, H,1S fur-v had passed.
.y-e-specf

Suddenly my father put the hand lm
had held on my shoulder before his fac»l
and a peat sob coming from him brokl'
d<^n^ stone wall« of my prideDad. dad! I cried in agonv
mS.t/ecoverecl ,llimsolf iu a moment an<H
S ,awaj,i then faced around and ad«i
woulddnote' meet minT® l00k°fi "°Wn and
"Before God," ho said, "I think vou aiaJ

su ffV i-eaiTi°r.,af8'"n1e Jmp 111se we al'l might)sulrei Uiitl not all of us recoil from thai
hi1 nn

L
1 i but 1 think that this caa!

^rv? *La(le you any longer."
"Ym, f"e £urned Vpo.? Dr- Crackenthorpe.

hoard iV '. y0U- man- wh0 MV«!
J1 t?11' tha?k» to that dirtv rentila^
t-v you Intend to peach?"

#¦-«.
Doctor pinched his wiry chin be.i

tween finger and thumb, with'his cheeka
if.^K ln.a contemplative fashion.

oneVVX. "tSm'JSTct'Z
!"«. 1 . -f.

hear> Renait?" said my father. "I'll
not drive you in any way, nor deny you har*
bor here if you think you can face it out.
?<r ,sball judge for yourself."

I have judged," I answered, "I will eo "

1 walked past them all. with head erect
and up to my room, where I sat down for
a brief space to collect my thoughts and

J? future. Hardly had I got hold
of the first end of the tangle when thero
7vne,a kn0C,k-!!t the door- opened it anl

.} r
was outside.

'You fool!" she whispered; "you shouidi
have done as I told you. It's to late now.
Here, take this. Dad told me to give it'
vou .and she thrust a canvas bag of money
Into my hand, looking up at me with hetf4
unfathomable eyes.
As I took it, suddenly she flung her arms^

about my neck and kissed me passionately1'
once, twice thrice, on the lips, and s»;
P"jsned me from her and was gone.
Taking nothing with me but cap, stick)

and the simple suit of clothes I had on, I
descended the stairs with a firm tread and
passed the open door of the sitting room
I here was silence there, and in silence t
walked by it without a glance In its direc-H
tion. It hold but bitter memories for ma^
now and was scarce less haunted in Its war
than the other. And so to me would It al»i
ways be.haunted by the beautiful wild,
memory of a changeling, whose coming
had wrought the great evil of my life, to
whom I, going, attributed no blame, but!
loved her then as I loved her from the first.1
The booming of the wheel shook, like a

voice of mockery, at me as I passed thai
room of silence. Its paMlts, I thought,
seemed reeling with wicked merriment, ancll
its creaking thunder to spin monotonously!
the burden of one chant.
"I let vou go, but not to escape.I leti

you go, but not to escape." The fancy'
haunted my mind for weeks to come.
In the darkness of the passage a hand

seized mine and wrung it fiercely.
"You don't mean to let the grass growl

on your resolve, then, Renalt?" said mr
father's voice, rough and subdued.
"No, dad; I can do no good by delaying.'*!
"I'm sore to lot you go. my boy. But i't'ai

for the best.it's for the best. Don't think!
hardly of me; and be a fine lad and strlkai
out a path for yourself."
"God bless you, dad," I said, and so leftB

him.
^

As I stepped into the frosty air the cathe^
dral bells rung out like iron on an anvil.;
The city roofs and towers sparkled witlii
white; the sun looked through a shining
mist, giving earnest of gracious hours to!
come.

It was a happy omen.
I turned my back on the old decaying

past and set my face toward London.

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began in the Journal April 27.

A Supplement oftheJournal'
containing thefirst seven chap-
ters of " The IMill of Silence
will be mailed to any address
upon receipt of a two cent
stamp. ,

SOME CHOICE RECIPES.
This is an excellent breakfast dlshf)

Wash and cut Into halves six nice, smooth
tomatoes. Place in a granite baking pan^
with the skin side down. Cut a quarter*
pound of butter ln small pieces and placet
over the tomatoes, dust .with salt and-
pepper, and stand over a moderate fire tcrj
fry slowly. When the tomatoes are ten«|
der take them up carefully with a cake*
turner and slide them on a heated dlshf
draw the baking pan over a quick fire, stiff
until the butter is a nice brown; then add
two tablespoonfuls of flour; mix until'
smooth, add a pint of milk or cream; stiff
continuallly until it boils; season with sal*
and pepper to taste, pour over the toma*
toes and serve.

The brown bread made ln New Englan<fi
Is quite a different article from the browa
bread made in New York. This Is chiefly
due to the rye meal which in the Bast la
noted for its sweetness. To make it In
perfection mix a pint and a half of corn

meal with the game quantity oft
rye meal, not flour. Add one cup
of molasses and half a teaspoon-
ful of suit. Stir ln enough sour milk;
to make a soft dough. Dissolve a heaping*;
teaspoonful of baking soda in a half a cup«

ful of warm water. Add this to the mix-;

ture. Steam In a buttered mould, witU
tight cover, for four hours.

It is the colored cook of the South whoi
knows how to make corn bread in perfec¬
tion. The superiority of the Southern meal
is its great advantage. Nevertheless this
recipe gives full satisfaction;
To one cup of sour milk or buttermilk

add half a teaspoonful of soda. When
dissolved stir in two tablespoonfuls of
melted butter and one pint of corn meal
to which has been added a pinch of salt.
Beat vigorously and pour into a square
biscuit pan which is hot and well greased.
Bake twehty minutes and serve immedi¬
ately.


