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"Irene.” said Mrs. Hardy, “what way 

Is that to speak to Mr. Con ward I You 
are out of your head, child! Such a 
scene. Mr. Conward! That cow 
puncher! I always knew It would 
come out some time. Oh, If the pa­
pers should learu of this!”

“Thai’s all you think of,” Irene re­
torted. “A scene, and the papers. You 
don’t trouble to even wonder what 
w-as the occasion of the scene. You’re 
afraid of the papers. 1'tu not. I’ll 
give the whole story to them tomor­
row. I’ll tell that you Insulted him. 
Conward, and how you stood there, 
a grinning, gaping coward under the 
muzzle of his gun. How I wish I had 
a photograph of it I” she exclaimed, 
with a little hysterical laugh. "It 
would look fine on the front page.” 
She broke Into peals of laughter and 
rushed up the stairs.

In the morning she was very sober 
and pale, and marks of distress and 
sleeplessness were furrowed In her 
face. She greeted her mother with 
cold civility and left her breakfast 
untouched. She gave part of her 
breakfast to Charlie; it was a saving 
balm to her to have someone upon 
whom she could pour affection. Then 
she went to the telephone. She called 
Dave’s office. ( Nothing was known of 
Sir. Elden; he had been working there 
last night; he was not down yet. She 
railed his apartments. There was no 
answer. Then she tried a new num 
ber.

“Hello, is that the office of the Call? 
Will you let me speak to—”

Her mother interrupted almost, fran­
tically: "Irene, you are not going to 
tell the papers? You mustn't do that. 
Think of what it means—the dis­
grace—a shooting affair, almost, In our 
borne. Think of me. your mother—”

“I'll think of you on one considera­
tion—that you explain what happened 
last night and tell me where Dave 
Elden is.”

"I can’t explain. I don’t  know. And 
I  don’t know—”

“And you don’t want to know. And 
you don't care, so long as you can keep 
It out of the papers. I do. I'm going 
to find out the facts about this. If 
every paper in the country should 
print them. H ello! Yes, I want to 
»peak to Miss Morrison.’’

In a few words she explained Dave’s 
radden disappearance, stripping the 
Incident of all but vital facts. Bert 
Morrison was all sympathy. “It’s a 
>ig story, you know,” she said, “but 
we won’t think of It that way. Not 
» line, so far as I am concerned. 
Edith Duncan is the girl we need. A 
»ort of adopted sister to Dave. She 
¡nay know more than any of us.”

But Edith knew absolutely nothing; 
lothing except that her own heart was 
thrown Into a turmoil of emotions. 
She spent the day and the evening 
lowntown, rotating about the points 
»’here Dave might likely be found. 
And the next morning she called on 
Irene Hardy.

In spite of all efforts at self-control 
»he trembled as she pressed the belL 
She had never met Irene Hardy; It 
was going to be a strange experience, 
Introducing herself to the woman who 
»ad been preferred over her and who 
»ad-apparently proved so unworthy of 
that preference.

She had difficult things to say, and 
even while she said them she must 
Ight a battle to the death with the 
|ealou.«y of her natural womanhood. 
And she must be very, very careful 
that lu saying things which were hard 
io say she did not say hard things, 
And, most difficult of all, she must try 
to pave the way to a reconciliation be­
tween Dave and the woman who stood 
»etween her and happiness.

Irene attended the door, as was her 
iustora. Her eyes took in Edith’s face 
»nd figure with mild surprise. Edith 
was conscious of the process of a 
lulck Intellect endeavoring to classify 
»er—solicitor, music teacher, busl 
oess girl? And In that moment of 
pause she saw Irene’s eyes and a 
itrange commotion of feeling surged 
through her. So this was the woman 
Dave had chosen to love I

No; one does not choose whom one 
alii love; one loves without choosing. 
Edith was conscious of that; she knew 
that In her own life. And even as she 
looked this first time upon Irene she 
became aware of u subtle attraction 
gathering about her; she felt some­
thing of that power which had held 
Dave to a single course through all 
these yenrs. And suddenly a great 
new truth was bom In Edith Duncan. 
Suddenly she realized that if the steel 
at any time prove unfaithful to the 
magnet the fault lies not In the steel 
but In the magnet. What a change of 
view, what a reversion of all accepted 
things came with the realization of 
that truth which roots down Into the 
bedrock of all nature! . . .

“Won’t yon come In?” Irene was 
saying. Her voice was sweet and mu­
sical, but there was a note of sadness 
In It which set responsive chords 
a-tremble all through Edith’s heart.

“I am Edith Duncan,” she managed 
to say. “I—I think I have something 
to say that may interest yon.”

There was a quick leap In Irene's 
eyes; the leap of that Intuitive feml-

“Because I Love You, and Would Fol­
low You Anywhere.”

other’s neck. “You have been hurt, 
hurt.” And then, under her breath, 
“more than me.”

“What has he done?”
“He had already been convinced 

that he should offer his services to 
his country, In these times. He said 
he couldn’t remain here, and he has 
already left for England. I am afraid 
I encouraged him to leave at once. 
You see, I didn't understand.”

Irene had taken a chair, and for 
some minutes she sat In silence. "I 
don’t blame you,” she said, at length
“You gave him good advice. There
remains only one thing for me to do.”

“What?” said Edith after a ino-
ment’s hesitation.

“Follow him I I shall follow hlm
and make him understand. I f he
must go into battle—with all that 
that means—he must go In knowing 
the truth. You have been very kind, 
Miss Duncan. You have gone out of 
your way to do me a great service, 
and you have shown more kindness 
than I have any right to claim from 
a stranger. . . .  I feel, too, the call 
for vengeance,” she exclaimed, spring­
ing to her feet, “but first I must find 
Dave. I shall follow him at once. I 
shall readily locate him In some way 
through the military service.”

She accompanied her visitor to the 
door. They shook hands and looked 
for a moment in each other’s eyes. 
And then Edith burst away and hur­
ried down the street.

a a a a a a a
Irene had searched London for two 

weeks. The confidence of her earlier 
Inquiries had diminished with each suc­
cessive blind trail, which, promising at 
first, led her Into a maze of confusion 
and disappointment. Her little store 
of money was fast dwindling away; she 
looked Into the face of every man In 
uniform with a pathetic earnestness 
that more than once caused her to be 
misunderstood.

The organizaton of the military 
service commanded less enthusiasm 
than she felt a month before. She saw

nlue sense of danger which so seldom I It struggling with the apparently Ira- 
errs In dealing with Its own sex. and possible; It was us though she, In her I
is yet so unreliable a defense from . little studio, had been suddenly called J material nt hand, although materials 
the dangers of the other. Mrs. Hardy upon to paint all the portraits In the ®f 0 »  foil.
was in the living room,

“Won’t you come up to my work
shop?” Irene answered, without 
change of voice, and they ascended 
the stairs together. “I draw a little, 
Irene was saying, talking fast. "Oh, 
yes, I  have quite commercialised my 
art, such as It is. But 1 haven’t lost 
my soul altogether. I daub In color 
a little—yes, daub, that's the wor»l 
But it keeps one's soul alive.” She 
trembled, and her voice choked; she 
put out her arm to a chair. When 
she turned her face there were tears 
on IL . . . ••Tell me—Edith,” she 
said. . . . “You know

“I know some things,” Edith man 
aged to say. “I know, now, that I do 
not know all. Dave and I are old 
friends. My father took a liking to 
hint and he used often to be In our 
house. And we got to know each 
other very well, and he told me about 
you long ago. And last night I found 
him at his rooms, almost mad and 
swearing to shoot Conward. And 
then he told me that—that—”

“Yes? Yes? What did he tell you? 
I am not afraid—”

Edith turned her eyes to where the 
white crests of the mountains cut like 
a crumpled keel through a sea of infl 
nite blue. "He told me he saw Con­
ward here . . , upstairs 
and Conward made a boast. And he 
would have shot him, but you rushed 
upon him and begged him not to. He 
said you would have taken the bullet 
yourself rather than it should find 
Conward.”

“Oh! oh !” the girl cried. In the pain 
of one mortally hurt. “How could he 
think that? I didn’t care for him— 
for Conward—but for Dave. I knew 
there had been a quarrel—I didn’t 
know why—and I knew if Dave shot 
him—It wasn’t In self-defense—what­
ever it was. he couldn’t plead that— 
and they’d hang him, and that was all 
I saw, Edith, that was all I saw, and 
I would—yes, I  would rather have 
taken the bullet myself than that that 
should happen—”

You poor girl!” said Edith. “You 
poor girl!” And her arms found the

world. . . .  In some degree she un­
derstood the difficulties; In equal de­
gree she sympathised with those who 
were striving to overcome them, and 
she hung on from day to day In her 
search with a dogged determination 
which set Its teeth against admitting 
that the search was hopeless.

At lust one great fear had settled 
on her heart. Suppose Dave should 
not enlist under his right name? In 
such u ease her chance of finding him 
was the mere freak of accidental meet­
ing ; a chance not to be banked upon 
in a country already swarming with 
Its citizen soldiery. . . . And yet 
there was nothing to do but keep on.

She had sought a park bench where 
groups of soldiers were continually 
moving by. The lights shone on their 
faces, and her own tired eyes followed 
them Incessantly. Always her ear 
was alert for a voice that should set 
her heart a-poundlng. aud more than 
once she had thought she heard that 
voice; more than a score of times she 
had thought she had seen that figure 
with its stride of self-reliance, with 
strength bulging In every muscle. And 
always it had been to learn that she 
had been mistaken ; always It had been 
to feel the heart sink Just a little 
lower than before. Aud still she kept 
on. There was nothing to do but keep 
on.

Often she wondered how he would 
receive her. That cold look which 
had frozen his features when she 
seized the revolver In his hand, would 
it still sit there, too distant and de­
tached to be even scornful? Would 
she have It to break down? She could 
not know; she could only hope and 
pray and go on.

As she turned her eyes to follow a 
group of men In uniform she became 
aware of a soldier sitting alone in the 
shadow a short distance away. Some 
quality about him caught her atten­
tion ; his face was not discernible, and 
his figure was too much In the shadow 
to more than suggest its outline, but 
she found herself regarding him with 
an Intentness that set her pulses rac­
ing. Should she dare risk It aga!n? 
And yet there was something. . . . 
She had a sudden plan. She would 
make no inquiry, no apology; she 
would walk near by and call him by 
name. If that name meant nothing to 
him he would not even notice her pres­
ence, but If It should be—

“Dave.” she said.
He turned quickly In his seat; the 

light fell on her face and he saw her; 
he was on his feet and had taken a 
step toward her. Then he stopped, and 
she saw his features harden as they 
had on that dreadful occasion which 
cow seemed so long ago.

“Well?” he said. His voice was me­
chanical, but In It was something 
which quickened her hope; something 
which suggested that he was making It 
mechanical because he dared not let 
it express the human emotion whlcl. 
was struggling for ntterance.

“Let me talk to you, Dave,” she 
pleaded. “I have followed you around 
the world for this. Let me talk, 
can explain everything.”

He stood still so long that she won 
dered If he never would speak. She 
dared not reach her hands to him 
she could only stand and wait.

"Irene,” he said, “why did you fol 
low me here?”

“There Is only one answer, Dave. 
Because I love you and would follow 
you anywhere. No one can stop me 
doing that; no one, Dave—except you,

And again he stood, and she knew 
that he was turning over In his mind 
things weightier than life and death, 
and that when he spoke again his 
course would be set. Then, in the 
partial shadow, she saw his arms 
slowly extend; they rose, wide nnd 
strong, and extended toward her. 
There was a quick step, and they met 
about her, and the world swooned and 
went by. , . .

“I can explain everything," she said, 
when she could talk.

"You need explain nothing,” he re­
turned. "I have lived the torments of 
the damned. Edith Duncan was right; 
she said If it were real love It would 
never give up. ‘Endureth all things,' 
she said. ‘All things,’ she said. . . . 
There la no limit.”

“But I must tell you, dear,” she said,
“so that you may understand.” And 
then she patched together the story, 
from what she knew and from what 
Edith Duncan had told her, nnd Dave 
filled in what neither had known, In­
cluding the Incident earlier on that 
fateful evening. She could see his 
Jaws harden as they pieced the plot 
together and she knew what he was 
thinking.

(TO  B E  C O N T IN U E D .)

Dairy Expert Advises Against Discon­
tinuance of Grain Feed for 

Cows in Paeture.

L. Y. Wilson of University farm 
agent In dairying for the United 
States department of agriculture, ad 
vises against the discontinuance of 
grain f.s-d when the cows are turned 
out first to pasture. Koine grain must 
still he fed. he says. If a consistent 
milk flow and the average weight of 
the cows are to be maintained. Chang­
ing from grain feeds to pastures can 
be overdone, he adds, for the reason 
that It Is Impossible for the cows to 
get the same amount of nourishment 
from a day’s grazing that they may 
obtain from two or more regular feed 
lngs of concentrates. “We usuully no­
tice,” he says, "an Increase In milk 
production following the change from 
barn confinement to the freedom of 
the green pasture. However, we are 
running the danger of reducing the 
weight of eur cows, consequently put­
ting a greater strain upon their sys­
tem, If we do not tide them over 
through the first few weeks with some 
amount of grain.”

FRESH WATER FOR CHICKENS
Abundant 6upply 8hould Always Be

Handy for Hens—Keep Out of 
8un’s Rays.

Plenty of fresh wuter should always 
be accessible to the hens. If supplied 
irregularly they nre likely to drink too 
much at a time. It should not be 
exposed to the min’s rays In summer 
nor be allowed to freeze In winter If 
this can be avoided.

In very frosty weather It Is often 
worth while to give the flock slightly 
warmed water two or three times a 
day rather than permit them to drink 
water nt the freezing point. A flock 
of 60 hens In good laying condition 
will require four to six quarts of wa­
ter a day. say poultry specialists of 
the United States Department of Agri- 
culture.

COAL ASHES ARE BENEFICIAL
Professor Voorhees Recommends Them 

for Lightening Heavy,
Clay Soils.

First Moving Picture.
The first real moving picture was

produced by C. Francis Jenkins, a 
stenographer at the treasury depart­
ment, Washington, and shown by him 
at Richmond, Ind., his home town, on 
June fl, 1894. The picture portrayed 
a butterfly costume dance performed 
by a vaudeville artist named Anna­
belle. who received S5 for her work.

Professor Voorhees, nn authority on 
soli fertilization, snys thnt the bene- 
flclal results of coni nshes when ap­
plied to some soils Is evidently due to 
the physical effect on the soil. Pro­
fessor Van Slyke In his work on fer­
tilizers recommended coal aahea for 
lightening heavy, clay soils.

The ashes should be carefully sifted 
and only the fine ashes applied to the 
garden or truck patch when sand Is 
not available.

TOMATO TRELLIS IS 
EASY TO CONSTRUCT

Features of One Shown Are 
Lightness and Durability.

last Night’s Dreams
—What They Mean

□•vies May Ba Put Togathar W ith
Any M atarial at Hand Fru it W ill 

Hang Low, but Not Enough 
to Touch the Ground.

The features o f this tre llis  are light- 
n«-ss, du ra b ility  and easy method of 
construction. It  may he made o f any

tllowlng dimensions are Just 
about right for a trellis that may be 
taken up and put away for use for 
many years.

The plts'es that rest on the ground 
are lt*x.'< Inches by I feet long. The 
strips nailed on those uro 1x2 Inches 
by 0 feet long.

Where the pieces cross one nail la 
driven mid clinched. As shown In 
the cut, the other plenai are nailed 
to hold the frame rigid.

The wire running from one side to 
the other Is to hold the frame In posi-

A Good Tomato Trellla.

tlon. When the vines are dead and 
before bad weather In the fall the 
trellis may be cleaned and closed up 
•nd stored away for farther us«».

In setting the trellis In position 
along the row of tomatoes, they 
should be set five or six feet apart, 
so that strips, as shown In the cut by 
dotted lines, may be put on. thus sav­
ing on«F-half the number of heavy 
pieces.

The strip shown by dotted lines, 
lying in the fork of the trellis, Is to 
tie the plant to first; then keep off 
all suckers but two on each side of 
the plant.

The fruit will hang low In great 
bunches; being shaded by the foliage 
and not touching the ground, It will 
la? nice and dean.

D ID  YOU DREAM  OF PRISON?

itZ A t'lt  LIFE Is tw o fo ld ; sleep hath 
V-Z Its own world.”  say * Byron, and

Joseph (¡lanvitl, that eiulueul scicn 
tecntli century divine and philosopher 
who Is thought to Inn«* anticipated by 
Ills Inventions the e lectric le legm pll, 
•a y s ; "W e  drcuiti, see visions ouv 
ha lf ou r life  Is a romance o f fiction.’ 
S ir w illia m  Petty, the great ship build 
or. pro|MiM*d |t to Pep) a o f the famous 
‘ D ia ry ”  "as a thing tru ly  questionable, 
whether there really he any difference 
het ween waking aud sleeping,”  while 
E llis  says, “ Dreams are true w hile 
they la s t-  cun we ut the best say more 
of life?”

Tills Idea of duality of existence— 
a dreaming and u. waking life, latih 
of equal reality—Is Ihe basic Ideas of 
ilahleron's wonderful drama, “Life Is 
a Dream,” which nobody reuds nowa­
days, but which everybody ought to, 
for It Is worth white. The hero of 
thut ilrutnn Is pnrt of Ihe time a pris­
oner and |>art of the time a king und 
cannot decide which part of Ills life 
Is a dream.

The dream of being In prison Is not 
mi uncommon one, although It Is not 
class«al by the scientists as a “typical* 
dream. It could lie easily Interpreted 
by Ihe disciples of Ihe Fretidlna school, 
tliotlgh they would rispilre all the de­
tails of thy dream In order to do so. 
As for the mystics In spite of Its he- 
lug a rather disagreeable dream, they 
nearly all account it to he one of fa­
vorable omen, an Indication of good 
luck and happiness. To dream Hint 
you simply see a prison Is regarded by 
some us Imlh'stlve of luck. As to es­
caping from your dream-prison, the au­
thorities tiro divided on thut, some 
saying that It m«*mis temporary suc­
cess, others danger. Ho If you find 
yourself In Jail In your dreatns, better 
stay there until you wake up—unless 
you are pardoned by some Dreamland 
governor, or dream that you have ap­
plied for such pardon, both of which 
are excellent omens.
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CONCENTRATES MUST BE FED

W hat we do makes ue what we are. 
Better make palaces and live In a hut 
than to make hula and live In a palace- — 
Helen Campbell.

Com Oil as Fat
The smooth delicate flavor of the 

oil made from com may be used In 
many dishes In which butter Is used 
nnd In others to take the place of 
olive oil. Cakes, puddings, salad dress­
ings nnd even pastry nre commonly 
mndo with corn oil as fat lu pluce of 
lard.

Paftry.
Take two cupfuls of sifted flour, 

two teaspoonfuls of salt, one teaspoon­
ful of baking powder, seven tabla- 
spoonfuls or one scant half cupful of I over which mosquito netting lias been 
oil, nnd one-fourth of a cupful of cold stretched or a square of mosquito net- 
water. Sift the dry Ingredients, add ling dropped over a |>eg aet In the 
the oil, mixing It with a fork, then the middle of the hill, the edges of the net- 
water and mil out. This recipe mnkee ting being covered with earth to pre- 
a covered pie nnd one extra crust. | vent the netting from blowing off.

may be used. Air-slaked lime sprln- 
Mayonnajsa Dressing. I k,ed over tl,e "n,Bl1 Plant* 1« an udded

Beat the yolk of one egg In a deep t>rplpptl°n mtnlnst the cucumber beetle.
bowl, set In Ice water, add ooe-half - J , .  .................. led are
teaspoonful of snlt, one-quarter tea- l. ,,e 8plne’ Perfect and Era-
spoonful of tnustHrd, a few dashes of
cayenne; add a tablespoonful of com  <wnw _ _ _ _  . . .
oil and bent vigorously; add nnother POULTRY EGGS VARY IN SIZE 
and a teaspoonful of lemon Juice or
vinegar; beat vigorously again, then Range From 8mall Onee Laid by Ban. 
add more oil until n cupful Is used and tame to Those Laid by Such 
three tnhlespoonfuls of vinegar. Beat Breeds as Light Brahmas,
until thick and creamy. Hie dressing
should be stiff enough to keep Its shnpe Tho eggs of different kinds of do- 
when dropped on a salad. Use whipped mestlc poultry vary In size ns well ns 
cream to thin dressing when It Is nppearnnee, nnd there Is also a conald-
mixed with the salad. Various vege- crahle range In Ihe size of eggs of
tables mny he added to give flavor and different breeds; thus, bens' eggs 
variety such ns finely chopped onion, range from the small ones laid by
Iieppers, parsley, chives orcatiers. For bantams to the large ones laid by
further seasoning mid Worcestershire "uch breeds as Light Brahmas, nc- 
snuce, catsups of various kinds, tabas- cording to the United States depart- 
co sauce and chill powder. | ment of agriculture. On nn average,

hens' eggs are 2.27 Inches In length 
White Loaf Sugar. I nn<1 1,72 lnrhpR In diameter, or width,

Take one cupful of sugnr. one-fourth nt ,,IP ,,r”a,,Pat point, nnd weigh nhout 
cupful of oil, one half cupful of milk, tW0 ounrPH e"rh- or eight eggs to Ihe 
one und one-fonrth cupfuls of flour po”nf’ B pounds per dozen). Oen- . 
one-fourth cupful of cornstarch, two ernlly ’•I’enking, the eggs of pullets *  
tenspoonfula of baking powder, one- nre '*,nn,,Pr ,h,,n those of old birds, 
half teuspoonful each of salt nnd tf|ose of guinea fowls about two thirds 
vanllln with the whites of four eggs. R,zp hens' eggs, those of ducks 
Mix the sugar nnd com oil, sift the *ome''’hnt larger, while those of tur- 
llour and linking powder, suit nnd k,*,R nn  ̂ IP'ese are considerably 
cornstarch, add the tnllk alternately ,arBer’
with the dry Ingredients, then the oil,
nnd fold In the whites the Inst thing. | BARNYARD MANURE IN FAVOR 
Bake In a moderately hot oven.

For frying In deep fnt, for shorten-| 
Ing nnd griddle cakes, gems unil hot 
breeds of various kinds, the corn oil 
mny he used ns nny other fnt.

If barnyard manure Is available giro 
a liberal application to your gnrde.i. 
If you hnve only a smnll supply. It Is 

(Copyright, 1(20. Waotj-ra New.pap., union ) | best to put In the drill nnd thoroughly 
°  I mix with the soil. If plentiful, npply

Fata of an Evildoer.
“About the crookedest community In 

thlH region," retnnrked Cactus Joe, “Is 
Grnvelvllle. A stranger sat Into n 
game there nnd thpy concluded that 
no man could win atemllly without 
usin’ marked cards nnd dealln’ off the 
bottom.”

“Did they run him out of town?"
“No, they didn't. But he has had to 

quit gamblin’. Them fellers come 
sneakin' around to hla aback and paid 
him anything be wanted for givln’ lee- 
sons.”

CUCUMBERS IR E  
EASILY INJURED

It Is Not Advisable to Plant Un« 
til All Danger of Frost 

Has Passed.

RICH SOIL IS RECOMMENDED-
Frequent Shallow Cultivation Should 

Be Given Until Vlnsa Fill Space 
Between Rows—Netting Keeps 

Away Harmful Bugs.

(Prepared by the United States Depart­
ment of Agriculture I 

Tim soil for cucumbers should he
rich, and It Is a good plan to apply 
wldl rolled manure under the rows or 
hills. If plunti-d In rowa iqM-nuJie fu r­
row- and scatter (tie manure njvng lift 
furrow, turning fresh soil o v eru ^  ma­
nure before planting the setsls. If the 
ae«*da are planted In hills confine Ihe 
application of manure to the area occu­
pied by the hllla. %

Easily Injured by Cold.
As cucumbers are easily Injured by 

cold It |a not advisable to plant until 
all danger of frost Is over und the 
ground has begun to warm up. For 
very early cucumbers the seeds should 
he planted In a hotbed In old strnw-v 
berry boxes. plant boxen, Inverted sods; 
or dlrwtly In Ihe soil of the lesl. Ily 
starting Ihe plants In hotbeds the cu- 
cunibers will be ready for the table 
two or three weeks earlier than If 
started In the n|>en. For the main 
crop drill the seed In rows five feet 
apart, and after the plunts reach a 
height of thri*e or four Inrhea thin 
them to atand twelve to elghtt-vq 
Inches apart In Ihe row. or plant the 
xe««1x In hilts four feet apart each way 
and thin to three or four plants to the 
hill.

Cucumbers should be given frequent 
shallow cultivation until the vines fill 
most of the upnee between the roora; 
after tills» very little attention will be 
needed, except Io pull out weeds by 
hand. Do not allow any fruit to ripen 
on the vines until the «-nd of the pick­
ing sen son. as new fruits will not form 
while Ihe older ones nre ripening.

Beetle Does Much Harm.
Young cucumber (dants are often de­

stroyed by the cucumber be«-tle. It Is 
possible to protect the plants by cover­
ing them with anisll wooden frames

Cucumoera.

Liberal Application Should Be Made 
In Garden—Broadcast Before 

Turfllng the Soil.

broadcast before turning (he soil.

[AVOID TOO MUCH BULKY FOOD
Hens Have Small Crops and Cannot 

Handle Great Amount of Rough­
age to Advantage.. ».

The feeder must be careful not to 
supply too much bulky feed to the 
hens, as these fowls hnve small crops 
and cannot handle a great amount of 
roughage as can cows and other ani­
mals which ruminate their feed.


