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DAIRY FEED.

for Horses, Cattle, Sheep and Hogs
It fattens qnlokly and makee>a superior

quality of meat.
One hundred years of persistent experi-

ment in Germany, sonflrmed by our own
Agricultural Experiment Stations, have
demonstrated that a mlloh cow weighing
1000 Uw. needs 2}£ lba. of protein and %
lb. of fat daily to yield the beat and moat
profitable returns. Feeding ISJi lbs. of
StTCKENK DAISY FEBD dally glTea2Ji
Ibs..'of protein, and % lb. of fat, and from
the ordinary farm roughage, vizi hay,
straw, stalks, etc., commonly fed, the bal-
ance of protein and fat la insured to make
the deaired quantity. Suorene Dairy Feed
give* admirable reaulta fed one-half, with
the ordinary farm grain ration .to any or
all animals. :
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Lumber & Shingles
Cedar, Pine, Hemlock and

Spruce Shingles at

lowest Market Prices.
Also Spruce and Pine Bevel

Siding, Spruce and Hernlock
Coping, Flooring and Ceiling.

Hemlock Joists, Plank and
Boards.
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Pocket Money
Are you making use of your

leisure time to profitable advan-
tage ? Would you be interested
in a plan oi work that is profitable
refined and. pleasant? No capital
required. You get your pay a't
once and a

Trip to Gnat World's Fair
All Expenses.Paid. Write today
for free partioolars lnoloslng Soentafora
copy of our New Hagaalne. Address

Phillips' Ticket Agency
Ocdenaburff. N. Y.
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For Piles.
Sample mailerj free.

One application gives relief.
The continued use of Hum-

phreys' Witch teaael Oil per-
manently cures Piles or Hem-
orrhoids—External op Internal,
Blind or Bleeding, Itching or
Burning, Fissures and Fistulas.
Relief immediate—cure certain.

Three Blim. SSe., SOe. au< 01.AO. goMay
Druajtlat.. or sent prepati on receipt of priee.
Humphrey.' Me^ldae Co., Cor. William > '
John 8U.. Mew York.

NERVOUS DEBUJTT,
Vital Weakness and Prostra-
tion from overwork and other
oauses. Humphreys' Homeo-
pathic Specific No. 28, in use
over 40 years, the only success-
ful remedy. $ 1 per vial, or spec-
ial package for serious cases, $8.
Sold byDruraUU, or seat prepaid on noelptorprloa.

Co, WIIIIM 4 Ma SU, K. V.

If bread is the start of life, then
the flour which goes into it is the
most important thing yoy can buy.

Wise King Flour is
flour, all flour and nothing hut
flour.

If we knew how to make better
flour, we would do it. It is not
only the best flour we can make,
but the best flour made. •

There is none other quite like it.^
The 'groctr who Mils It ""*

ihould be your grocer.
MaaasMsislssMrtl'

BILL. BELL. A CO.
«t«aa*a«t.N. V.

T H E LIGHT
1 THAT FAILED

Hy Kadyard KjpUng '

M'

CHAPTER XI.
But" I shall not understand,

Shall not see the face oC tny love.
Shall not know her for whom I strove,

Till she reach me forth her hand.
Saying. "Who but I have the right?"
iAnd out of a troubled night

Shall draw me safe to the land.
—The Widower.

AISIB, come to hea."
"It's so hot I can't sleep.

Don't worry."
Malste put her elbows

on the window sill and looked at the
moonlight on the straight, poplar
flanked road. Summer had come upon
Vltry-sur-Marne and parched it to the
bone. The grass was dry burned in the
meadows, the clay by the bank of the
river was caked to brick, the roadside
flowers--were long since dead and the
roses in the garden hung withered on
their stalks. The heat In the little low
bedroom under the eaves was almost
intolerable. The very moonlight on th«.
wall of Kami's studio across the road
seemed to make the night hotter, and
the shadow of the big bell handle by
the closed gate cast a bar of inky
black that caught Maiaie's eye and an-
noyed her. .

"Horrid thing!. .It should be all
white,"jhe murmured. "And the gate
Uin't in the middle of the wall, either..
I never noticed that before."

Maiale was hard to please at that
hour. First, the heat of the past few
weeks had worn her down; seoondly,
her worlt and particularly the study of
a female head Intended to represent
the.Melancolla and not finished in time
for the salon was unsatisfactory; third-
ly, Kami had said as much two days
before; fourthly, but So completely
fourthly that It wa« hardly worth
thinking about, Dick, her property, had
not written to her for more than six
weeks. She was angry with the heat,
with Komi and with her work, but she
was exceedingly angry with Dick, r

She had written to hint three times,
each time proposing a fresh treatment
of her Melnncolia. Dick bad taken no
notice of these communications. She
had resolved to write no more. When
she returned, to England In the autumn
—for her pride's sake she could not re-
turn earlier-^she would speak to him.
She missed the Sunday afternoon con-
ferences more than she cared to admit,,
All that Kami said was, "Continuei,
mademoiselle, continue! toujours," and
he had been, repeating his wearisome
counsel through the hot summer, exact-
ly like a cicala—an old gray cicala in a
black alpaca coat white trousers and
a huge felt hat

But Dick had tramped masterfully
up and down her little studio north of
the .cool green London park and had
said things ten times worse' than "con-
tinuei" before he snatched the brush
out of her hand and showed" her where
her error lay. His last letter; MnlBle
remembered, contained some trivial
advice about not sketching in th'e son
or drinking water at wayside farm-
nouses, and he had said that not once,
but.three times, as if he did not know
that Maisle could take care of herself.

But what was he doing that he could
not trouble to write? A murmur of
voices in the road made her lean from
the window, A cavalryman, of the little
garrison In the town was talking to

JvamUa cook. The moonlight glittered
on the scabbard of his saber, which, he
was holding in his band lest it should
clank .inopportunely. The cook's cap
cast deep shadows on her face, which
was close to the conscript's. He slid
his arm round ber waist, and there fol-
lowed the sound of a kiss.

"Faugh!" said Maisie, stepping back.
"What's that?" said the red haired

girl, who was tossing uneasily outside
her bed.

"Only a conscript kissing the cook,"
said Maisle. "They've gone away
now." She leaned out of the window
again and put a shawl over her night-
gown to guard against chills, l'here
was a very small night breeze abroad,
and a sun baked rose below nodded ltd
head as one who knew unutterable se-
crets. Was it possible that Dick should
turn his thoughts from her work and
bis own and descend to the degrada-
tion of Suzanne and the conscript? He
could not. The rose nodded its head
and one leaf therewith. It looked like
a naughty little devil scratching its
ear. Dick could not, "because," thought
Maisle, "he la mine—mine—mine. Be
raid he was. I'm sure I don't care
what he does. It will-only spoil bis
work if he does, and it will spoil mine
too." _ . .

The rose continued to nod in the fu-
tile way peculiar to flowers. There was
no earthly reason why Dick should not
disport himself as he chose, except that
lie was called by Providence, which
was Maisle, to assist Maisle in her
work. And her work was the prepara-
tion of pictures that went sometimes
to English provincial exhibitions, as
the notices In the scrapbook proved,
and were invariably rejected by the
salon when Kami was plagued Into al-
lowing her to send them up. Her vroik
in the future, it seemed, would be the
preparation of pictures on exactly simi-
lar lines which would be rejected In
exactly the same way.

The red haired girl thrashed distress-
fully across the sheets. "It's too hot to
sleep," she moaned, and the interrup-
tion jnrred.. ' ,

Bxactly the same way. Then the
irould divide her years between the

little studio in England ana Kami's
big studio at Vitry-sur-Marne. No, she
would go to another matter, who
should force her into the success that
was her right if patient toil and des-
perate endeavor g(Vve one a right jtc
anything. Dick had told her that/he
had worked ten years to understand
his craft. She had worked ten years,
and ten years were nothing.

Dick had said that ten years were
nothing—but that was in regard to her-
self only. He had said—thlB very man
who could not,find time to write—that
he would wditt'en years for her and
that she was bound to come back to
him sooner or later. He had said this
in the- absurd letter about sunstroke
and diphtheria, and then lie had
stopped writing. He was wandering
up and down moonlit streets, kissing
cooks. ,

She would like to lecture him now^
not in her nightgown, of course, but
properly dressed—severely and from a
height. Yet if he was kissing other
girls he certainly would not care
whether she lectured him or not. He
would laugh at her. Very good. She
would go back to her studio and pre-
pare pictures that went, etc., etc The
mlUwheel of thought swung round
slowly that no section of it might be
slurred over, and the red haired girl
tossed and turned behind ber.

Maisle put her chin in her hands and
decided that there could be no doubt
whatever of the villainy' of Dick. To
justify herself she began unwomanly
to weigh the evidence. There was si
boy, and he bad said he loved her. And
he kissed her—kissed her on the cheek
—by a yellow sea poppy that nodded
its head exactly like the maddening
dry rose/in the garden. Then there was
an Interval, and men had told her that
they loved her—just when she was
busiest with her work.

Then the boy came back and at their
very second meeting had told her that
lie loved her. Then he had— But there

;" said HaUie itupidly.
was no end to the things he had done.
He had given her his time and bis pow-
ers. He had spoken ito her of art, house-
keeping, technique', teacups, the abuse
of-pickles as a stimulant—that was
rude-tfrtble hairbrushes—he had given
her the best in her stock—she used
them dally; he had given her advice
that she profited by, and now and
again—a look. Such a look. The look
of a beaten hound waiting for the word
to crawl .to his mistress' feet

In return she had given him nothing
whatever except—here she brushed her
mouth against the openwork sleeve of
her nightgown—the privilege of kissing
her once, and on the mouth too. Dls
graceful! Was that not enough, and
more than enough? And if it was not,
had he' not canceled the debt by not
writing and—probably kissing other
girls?

"Maisle, you'll catch a chill. Do go
and lie down," said the wearied voice
of her companion. "I can't Bleep a
wink with you at the window."

Maislo shrugged her shoulders and
did not answer. She was reflecting on
the meanness of Dick and other mean-
nesses with which he had nothing to
do. The remorseless moonlight would
not let her sleep. It lay on the skyllght-
of the studio across the road in cold
silver, and she stared at it Intently,
and her thought! began to slide one
into the o(her.

The shadow of the big bell handle in
the wall grew short, lengthened again'
and. faded out as the moon went down
behind the pasture, and a bare came
limping home across the road. Then
the dawn wind washed through the
upland grasses and brought coolness
.with it, and the cattle lowed by the
drought shrunk river. Malsle's head
fell forward on the window sill, and

the tangle of black hair covered tne
urins.

"Maisle, wake up. You'll catch a
chill."

"Yes, dear; yes, dear." She staggered
to ber bed like a wearied child, and as
she burled her face in the pillows she
muttered: "I think—I think- But'he
ought to have written."

Day brought the routine of the stu-
dio, the smell of paint and turpentine
mid the monotonous wisdom of Kami,
who was a leaden artist, but a golden
toucher If the pupil were only In sym-
pathy with him. Maisie was not in
sympathy that day, and she waited
impatiently for the end of tbe work.
Site knew when it was coming, for
Kjjmi would gather his black alpaca
coiit.lnto a bunch behind him and, with
ftiri£d -blutfeyes that saw neither pu-
pils nor canvas. loi>& uack Into the past
to recall the history of one Binat.

"You have all done not so badly," he
would say. "But you shall remember
that it is not enough to have tbe meth-
od and tbe art and the power, nor even
tluit which is touch, but you shall have
also the conviction that nails the work
to the wall, flt <ke so many I have,
taught"—here ti»e students would be-
gin to unflx drawing pins or get thejr
tubes together—"the very so many that
I have taught, the best was Binat. All
that comes of the stndyand the work,
and the knowledge was to him even
when he came. After he left me he
should have done all that could be done
With the color, the form and the knowl-
edge. Only he had not the conviction.
80 today I hear no more of Binat, tho
best of my pupils, and that is long ago.
S» today, too, you will be glad to hear
n» more of me. Continue!, mesde-
nVaaaiasB, «aO, above all, with convic-
tion."
. •&* wasat f m Oil garden to smoke
.and mourn ever the lost Binat as'the
iHpia dispersed to their several cot-
(b*Jt».or loitered in the studio to make
~^|ps for the cool of the afternoon.
•ptalsle looked at her very unhappy

Jielaneolta, restrained a desire to
Kftnace before it and was hurrying
aaross the road to write a letter to
I|kck when she was aware of a large
lijan on a white troop horse. How
.̂ torpenhow had (managed in the course
<£ twenty hours to find his way to the
lyarts of the cavalry officers in quar-
ters at Vitry-sur^Marne, to discuss with
Ijitm the certainty of a glorious re-

' vjtnche for France, to reduce the colo-
Wl to tear* of pure affability and to
berrow tbe best bone in the squadron
for the journey to Kami's studio is a
mystery that only special correspond-
ents can unravel. , , ,
,"I beg your pardon^'sald" he. "It

Fjlems an absurd question to ask, but
JM fact Is that I don't know her by
any other name. Is there any young
lady here that is" called Maisie?"

"I am Maisie," was the answer from
the depths of a great sun bat

'1 ought to Introduce myself," he
•said as the horse capered in the blind-
ing white dust. "My name is Torpen-
how. Dick Heldar is my best friend,
and—and—the fact is that he has gone
blind."

"Blind!" said Maisie stupidly. "He
can't be blind."

"He has been stone blind for nearly
two months;"

Maisle lifted up ber face and it was
pearly white. "No! No! Not blind!. I
won't have him blind!"

"Would you care to see for yourself?"
said Torpenhow.

"Now—at once?"
"Oh, no! The Paris train doesn't go

through this place till 8 tonight There
will be ample time."

"Did Mr. Heldar send you to me."
"Certainly not. Dick wouldn't do that

sort of thing. He's sitting in his studio
turning over some letters that he can't
read because he's blind."

There was a sound of choking from
the sun hat Maisie bowed her head
and went Into the cottage, where the
red haired girl was on a sofa complain-
ing of a headache.

"Dick's blind," said Maisle, taking
ber breath quickly as she steadied her-
self against a choir back. "My Dick's
blind!"

"What?" The girl was^in the sofa, no
longer.

"A man has come from England to
tell me. He hasn't written to me for
six weeks."

"Are you going to him?"
"I must think."
"Think! I should go back to London

and see him, and I should kiss his eyes
and kiss them and kiss them until they
got well again! If you don't go I shall.
Oh, what am I talking about? You
wicked little Idiot! Go to him at once.
Go!"

Torpenhow's neck was blistering, but
he preserved a smile of infinite pa-
tience as Maisle appeared bareheaded
in the sunshine.

"I am coming," said she, her eyes on
the ground.

"Yon will be at Vltry station, then, at
T this evening." This was an order de-
livered by one who was used to being
obeyed. Maisle said nothing, but the
felt grateful that there was no chance
of disputing with this big man who
took everything for granted and man-
ages a squealing hone with one hand.
She returned to the red haired girl, who
was weeping bitterly, and between
tears, kisses—very few of those—men-
thol, packing, and an Interview with
Kami, the sultry afternoon wore away.
Thought might come afterward. Her
present duty was to go to Dick—Dick,
who owned the wondrous friend and
sat hi the dark playing with/ her un-
opened letters.

"But what will you do?" she said to
her companion.

"I? Oh, I shall stay here and—finish
yotir Melancolla," she said, smiling
pitifully. "Write to me afterward."

That night there ran a legend
through Vitry-sur-Marne of a mad Eng-
lishman, doubtless suffering from sun-
stroke, who had drunk all tbe officers
of tbe garrison under the table, had
borrowed a horse from the lines and
had then and there eloped after the
English custom with one of those more

*•'

tDan maa jungiisu gu-m wuo urew pic-
tures down there under the care of that
good M. Kami.

"TUey are very droll," said Suzanne
to the conscript in the moonlight by
the studio wall. "She walked always
with those big eyes that saw nothing,
and yet she kisses me on both cheeks
as though she were my- sister, and
gives me—see—10 francs."

The conscript levied a contribution
on both gifts, for he prided himself on
being; a good soldier.

Torpenhow spoke very little to Mai-
sle during the journey to Calais, but
lie was very careful to attend to all her.
wants,, to get her a compartment en-.
tlrely to herself and to leave her alone.
He was amazed at the ease with which
the matter had been -accomplished.

"The safest tl:iu,t would be to let her
think things out. By Dick's showlng-
wheu. he was on* his head—she must
have ordered him about very thorough-
ly. Wonder bow she likes being under
orders." "'

Maisle never told. She sat in the
empty compartment, often with her
eyes shut that she might realize the
sensation of blindness. It was an order
that she should return to London swift-
ly and she found herself at last almost
beginning to enjoy the situation. This
WHS better than looking after trunks
and a red haired friend who never
seemedto take any Interest in her siir-
roundlngs. But there seemed to be a
feeling in the air that she, Maisle, of
all people, was in disgrace.

Therefore she justified her conduct to
herself with great success till Torpen-
how came up to her on the steamer
and without preface began to tell the
story .qf Dick's blindness; suppressing
a few details, but dwelling at length' on
the miseries of bis delirium. He stopped
before he reached the end, at though

It is the
Surer Way

Have your cake, muffins, and tea bis-
cuit home-made. They will be fresher,
cleaner^ more tasty and wholesome.

Royal Baking Powder helps the house
wife to produce at home, quickly and eco-
nomically, fine and tasty cake, the raised
hot-biscuit, puddings, the frosted layer-
cake, crisp cookies, crullers, crusts and
muffins, with which the ready-made food
found at the bake-shop or grocery does
not compare.

Royalis the greatest of bake-day helps.

ROYAL BAKINQ POWDER CO., NEW YOJIK.

MaUic vsat in Dick'i arms crying as
fioush her heart ijwutd bunt.

he bad lost interest in the subject, and
went forward to smoke. Maisle was
furious with him and with herself. - -

She was1 hurried on from Dover to
London almost before she could ask for
breakfast, and—she was past any feel-
ing of Indignation now—was bidden
curtly to wait to a hall at the foot of
some lead covered stairs while Torpen-
how went up to make inquiries. Again
the knowledge that she was being
treated like a naughty little girl made
her pale cheeks flame. It was all Dick's
fault for being so stupid as to go blind.

Torpenhow led her upto'a shut door
which he opened very softly. Dick was
sitting by the window with his chin
on-Wa-ctiest There were three envel-
opes in his hand and he turned them
over and over. The big man who gave
orders was no longer by her side and
the studio door snapped behind her.

Dick thrust the letters Into his pocket
as he heard the sound, "Hello, Torp! la
that you? I've been so lonely."

His voice had taken the peculiar, flat-
ness,of tiie blind. Slalsle pressed her-
self up into a corner of the room. Her
heart was beating furiously, and she
put one hand on her breast to keep it
quiet Dick was staring directly at
her, and she realized for the first time
that he was blind. Shutting her eyes
in a railway carriage to open them
when she pleased was child's play.

Spring Humors
Come to moat peopl« and oauw many
troubles,—pimples, bolls and other
eruptiorii, beside* lots of appetite,
that tired feeling, fitt of billoanuM,
indigestion and headache.

The sooner one gttt rid of them the
better, and the war to get rid ot (hem
and to build up th« system that haa
•uttered from them il to take

Hood's Sarsaparilla
and Pills

Forming in combination the Spring
Medicine par excellence, of unequalled;
strength in purifying the blood »8
shown by unequalled, radical and per-
manent corn ot - *
Scrofula salt Rheum
Scald Head loll*, Pimples
All Kind* of Humor taorlaels
•lood Poleonlng Rheumatism
Catarrh . Dy»pep*l«, Eto

Accept no substitute, but be sui'8 to
get Hood's, and get it today, \

This man was Dima, tnougn ms eyes
were wide open.

"Torp, is that you? They said you
were coming." Dick looked puiiled
and a little irritated at the silence.

"No; it's only me," was the answer,
in a strained little whisper. Maisle
could hardly move her lips.

"H'm!" said Dick composedly, with-
out moving. "This Is a new phenom-
enon. Darkness I'm getting used to,
but I object to hearing volceB."

Was he mad, then, as well as blind,
that he talked to himself? Maisle's
heart beat more wildly, aî d she
breathed in gasps. Dick rose and be-
gan to feel bis way across tbe room,
touching each table and chair as he
passed. Once be caught his foot on a
rug and swore, dropping on his knees
to feel what the obstruction might be.

Maisle remembered him walking In
tbe park as though all the earth be-
longed to him, tramping up and down
her studio two months ago and flying
up the gangway of the channel steam-
er. Tbe beating of her heart was mak-
ing her sick, and Dick was coming
nearer, guided by the sound of her
breathing. She put out a b,and me-
chanically to ward him off or to draw
him to herself, she did not know which.
It touched his chest, and be stepped
back as though be had been shot.

"It's Maisie!" said he, with a dry sob.
"What are you doing here?"

"I came—t came—to see you—please 1"
Dick's lips closed firmly.
"Won't you sit down, then? Yoy see,

I've had some bother with, my eyes,
and"-
. "I know, I know. Why didn't you
fell me?" . ' .....

"I couldn't write'.""
"You might have told Mr^Iorpen-,

bow." •
"What has he to do with toy af-

fairs?"
"He—he brought me from Vltry-sur-

Marne. He thought I ought to see
yon."

"Why, what has happened? Can I do
anything tVr you. No, I can't I forgot"

"Oh, Dick, I'm so sorry! I've come to
tell you, and— Let me take you back to
your chair;1*7

"Don't! I'm not a child. You only do
tbnt out of pity. I never meant to tell
yon anything about i t I'm no good
now. I'm down and done for. Let me
alone!"

He groped back to his chair, his chest
laboring as he sat down. Maisie was
afraid no more.

"I shan't!" sbe said, settling herself
on the arm of tbe chair. "You belong
now, Dickie, and I've come up all these
stairs, and—and—and"— Here the
tears began, with unromantlc sniveling
and mopping of the cheeks. He was
trembling under the touch of her hand
on his shoulder, but his face was
turned away from her. "Dick, you
area't going to be selfish now I've
come back? I'm so sorry! Oh, I'm so
sorry!"

"I knew that was all. Won't yon,
leave me alone? I shall have to suffer
for this afterward."

"You won'tl" She bent down and
whispered in his ear. When tbe foun-
tains of the great deep are broken up,
tbere follow rain and miracles. "Yes, I
do," sbe said, flushing crimson. "My
darling, I do, I don't care. You can
sulk as much as you like and I won't
be angry. I've been a villain—a wicked
little villain. Shall I go down on my
knees and tell you so? Don't be stupid,
Dickie. It's no use pretending, You
know you care for me."

"I do! God knows I do!"
"What nonsense, then, pretending to

be selfish!" The voice grew unsteady.
"D'you remember tbe Dover boat?
Take that, then, and be sensible. Oh,
help me, Dick!" she whispered. "I
can't make love .all by myself."

The ui'ispoken argument clinched all,
and Maisie was in Dick's arms crying
as though her heart would burst.

"Hush, dear, bush! What's the use of
worrying? It's all right now," said
Dick, stroking the head on bis shoulder.

"We did belong, Dick, didn't we? It
'was my fault—all my fault," Maisie
whimpered, her face hidden.

"I like that fault Be more fault-
some."

"'Course vou did." She laughed

through Her tears, "i—i naa to ao an tne
-all the lovemaklng. It was horrible!"

"It was only-me, what did it matter?
If it had been a strange man you might
have objected. And then, again, you
took me on my blind side."'

'That's an ugly word, and you aren't
going to use it any more."

"But it's true, dear. I'd give every-
thing except you to see your face again.
But-I'm blind."

Maisle thought for a minute till love
gave her pure reason. "That's non-
sense too. Listen, stupid. You said ten
years were nothing. And they weren't.
We belonged just tbe same. Now do
you remember out on the flats with •
the pistol when my hair got into your
•eyes?" Dick caugjit the click of hair-
pins, and Maisle's long locks fell about
his face. "You couldn't see now if you
tried ever so. Let's pretend it's only my'
wig in your eyes for just a little longer
—for fifty or sKty'y'ears. Fifty's five,
times less important than ten, Can't
you see that, darling?" She shook her .
head to Increase both the darkness and
the understanding. .< •

"I see," said Dick very contentedly.
"Oh, it's good to have you back again,
Maisie!" .

"If s gooder to be back, bad boy."
And they argued that point gravely

with interruptions, and they discussed
waj-B and means also with Interrup-
tions, and they took no count of tune
till Malsle'.sald, "t haven't any clothes.
I haven't eaten anything for years. I
haven't anywhere to live except In the
little liouse, and the caretaker there
will'be-out and I must go and be &
party."

"What"s that dear?"
"There was a man once," said Mai-

sie, a-hairpin between her teeth, "who
was always trying to drag me to a
registrar's office to be married. • He
told me that one or other of the par-
ties must always give a notice to the
registrar. I shall buy a thick veil and
be that party. Isn't it nice to know
we've only ourselves to think of?"

"I remember that man," said Dlcfc
"I feel that I ought to be that party."

"Never mini Afterward you shall
beat me. I think it would do me good.
I wants to be beated. Oh, Dick, I've
been such a bad, double bad villain.
A villain with a Melancolia."

"By Jove! That reminds me of some-
thing I'd completely forgotten. I did
a Melancolla before I went"—

"Ah, no; not that word!"
"Began to see, then. She's up in a

corner somewhere, and I thought a
good deal of her at one time. What
do you think?" • .

The voice was the voice of the man
who bud told her the tale of his doings.
In the park, what time he looked to
kick the world before him.

"Is It the veiled canvas on the easel?"
•asked Maisle.

"Yes. Well"—
She was looking at a formless,,

scarred blur of paint. Somebody had
used the palette knife with deadly
skill. It was a cruel, wicked wrong,
and sbe could not understand i t But
for Dick's sake she must make no .sign.
Her eyes were very dim, and her voice
choked .with the hard held tears as sbe
made answer, still gating on the
wreck: ."•'

"Oh, Dick, It is good!"
Dick heard the sob and took it for

tribute. "I thought yourd like i t" her
said, smiling at her across the room.
And she would have given the world
to cry, but she came back to his arms'
Instead to bid him gotfdby for a little
while. • / \

"Dick," she said wli'en the long fare- i.
well was ended, "do you imagine when /'
a woman loves a man that she cares
for his work? She loves him for him-
self—self—self. Now I must fly, and—
please may I sing on the staircase
going down?"

There was very little thought of song
tn Malay's heart when she went out
unless It were the old rhyme, "Lord
ha' mercy on me, this Is none of, I!"
She wanted to sit down and be quiet-
very quiet—in her half dismantled
house. Torpenhow did not appear, and
the staircases were empty of life.
"That's nice of him," said Maisle, and
noil <n « rob tn nafnnufa the caretaker

[concluded on Page Six ]
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