
The Minister's Wife
By MRS. HENRY WOOD

CHAPTER "II. ( Continued.)
Till vcnlng was but another of those

Mr. Baumgarten sometimes spent .it
Avon House feeding the flame of her 111

8tarrd passion. His manner to women
was naturally tender, and to Grace, with
her fascinations unconsciously brought to
bear upon him, dangerously warm. That
he never for one moment had outstepped
the bounds of friendly intercourse Grace
attributed entirely to the nt

imposed by his inferior position: but she
ilid not doubt he loved her in secret.

While at dinner he told them, jokingly,
ns he had told Edith, that the parish
wanted him to marry. Lady Avon re-

marked, in answer, that he could not do
better: parsons and doctors should al-

ways bo married men.
"Yes, that's very right, very true," he

returned in the same jesting tone. "But
suppose they have nothing to marry
upon?"

"But you have, something, Mr. Baum-garrcn- ."

"Yes, I have two hundred a year; and
no residence."

"The rectory is rather bad, I believe."
"Bad! Well, Lady Avon, you should

Bee it"
"Mr. Dane ought not to have allowed

it to get into that state," she remarked,
and the subject dropped.

Afler dinner Mr. Baumgarten stood on
the lawn with Grace, watching the glories
of the setting sun. Lady Avon, indoors,
was beginning to doze; they knew better
than to disturb her; this after-dinne- r

sleep, which sometimes did not last more
than ten minutes, was of great moment to
her, the doctor said.

Mr. Baumgarten had held out his arm
to Lady Grace in courtesy as they be--K- an

to pace the paths, and she took it.
They came to a halt near the entrance
Kate, both gazing at the beautiful sky,
their hands partially shading their eyes
from the blaze of sunset, when a little
nian dressed in black with a white neck-
tie was seen approaching.

"Why, here comes Moore" exclaimed
Grace.

He was the clerk at the Great Whitton
church. Limping up to the gate, for he
was lame with rheumatism, he stood
there and looked at Mr. Baumgarten, as
if his business lay with him. But Grace
withdrawing her arm from her compan-
ion, was first at the gate.

"I beg pardon, my lady, I thought It
rigrk to come up and inform the countess
of the sad news and I'm glad I did, see-
ing you here, sir. Mr. Chester is gone,
my lady."

"Gone!" exclaimed Grace. "Gone
where?"

"He is dead, my lady he is dead, sir.
Departed to that bourne whence no trav-
eler returns," continued the clerk, wish-
ing to be religiously impressive and be-
lieving he was quoting from Scripture.

"Surely it cannot be J" said Mr. Baum-
garten.

"Ay, but it is, sir, more's the pity.
And frightfully sudden. After getting
home from afternoon service, he said he
felt uncommonly tired, he couldn't think
why, and that he'd not have his tea till
later in the evening. He went up to his
room and sat down in the easy chair there
and dropped asleep. A sweet, tranquil
sleep it was, to all appearance, and Mrs.
Uhester shut the door and left him. But
after an hour or two, when she sent up
to say he had better wake up for his
tea, they found him dead. The poor old
lady is quite beside herself with the sud-
denness, and the maids be running about
all sixes and sevens."

"I will go down with you at once,
Moore," said Mr. Baumgarten.

"But you will come back and tell us
and tell us how Mrs. Chester is?" said
Lady Grace, as he was passing through
the sate.

Tea, certainly, if you wish it," he
answered, walking away with so fleet a
step that the clerk with difficulty kept up
with him.

"I fancy it must have been on his mind,
sir," said he; "not direct, perhaps, but
some inkling like of what was about to
liappen. This afternoon, when I'd took
off his surplice in the vestry I went and
put things to rights a bit in the church,
and when I got back into the vestry to
lock up, I was surprised to see the rector
still there, sitting opposite the outer door,
which stood open to the churchyard.
'Don't you feel weil.sir? said I. 'Oh, yes,
I'm well,' he answered, 'but I'm tired.
We must all all get to feel tired when
the end of our life is at hand, Moore, and
mine has been a long one.' 'Yes, it has,
sir, and a happy one, too,' I said,' 'thank
God.' With that he rose up from his chair,
and lifted his hands towards Heaven,
looking up at the blue sky. 'Thanks be
to my merciful God,' he repeated, y,

in a hushed sort of tone. 'For
that, and all the other blessings of my
past life on earth, thanks be unto Him !'
With that, he took his hat and stick and
walked out to the churchyard," concluded
tie clerk, "leaving me a bit dazed as
'twere, for I had never heard him talk

that before; he was not the sort 'o
man to do It."

Within an hour Mr. Baumgarten was
back at Avon House. Lady Grace was
still lingering in the garden, in the sum-
mer twilight. He told her In a hushed
voice all lie nad to tell; of the general
state of tilings at the rectory, of poor Mrs.
Chester's sad distress.

"Mamma is expecting you," said Grace.
"I broke the news to her but she wants
to hear more particulars."

They went into the drs.wing-roo- by
the open doors of the window. Mr. Baum-
garten gave the best account he could to
Ijady Avon ; and then drank a cup of tea,
standing. Still asking questions, Grace
passed out again with him to the open
air, and strolled by his side along the
asmootb, broad path which led to the en-

trance gate. When they reached it he
held out his hand to bid her good evening.
The opal sky was clear and beautiful; a
large star shone in it.

"Great Whitton Is In my brother's gift,"
she whispered, as her hand rested in his ;

l wish he would give it to you."
A flush rose to, the young clergyman's

face, To exchange Little Whitton for
Great Whitton had now and then made
one of the flighty dreams of his ambition

but never really cherished.
"Do not mock me with pleasant vis

ions, Lady Grace. I can have no possl-bl- e

Interest with Lord Avon."
"You can marry then," she said, softly,

in reference to the conversation at dinner,
"anil sot tho parish grumblers M ddfi-anc- e

"
"Marry? Yes, I should I hope do

so," was his reply. His voice was soft
as her own' his speech hesitating; he
wa thinking of Edith Dane.

But how was Lady Grace to dlvino
that? She, alas I gavo altogether a dif-

ferent interpretation to thd' words; and
her heart beat with a tender throbbing,
and her lips parted with love and hope,
and she gazed after him until ho disap-
peared in the shadows of tho sweet sum-
mer night.

CHAPTER III.
The Countess of Avon, persuaded into

it by her daughter' badgered a promise
from her son that ho would bestow the
living of Great Whitton upon the Rev.
Ryle Baumgarten.

Tho Earl did not give an Immediate
consent ; in fact, he demurred to give It
at all ; and sundry letters passed to and
fro between Avon House and Paris for
his lordship happened just then to have
taken a run over to the French capital.
Great Whitton was too good a thing to be
thrown away upon young Baumgarten,
who was nobody, he told his mother, and
he should like to give it to Elliotsen; but
Lad Avon, for peaces sake at home,
urged her petition strongly, and the Earl
at length granted it and gave tho prom-
ise.

The morning the letter arrived contain-
ing the promise, nnd also the information
that his lordship was back at his house
in London, Lady Avon was feeling ly

ill. Her head was aching vio-

lently, and she bade her maid put the let-

ter aside; she would open it later. This
she did in the afternoon when she was
sitting up in her dressing room and she
then told Grace of the arrival of the un-

expected promise.
"Oh, let me see it!" exclaimed Grace,

in her incautious excitement, holding out
her hand for the letter.

She read it hungrily, with flushing
cheeks and trembling fingers. Lady Avon
could but note this. It somewhat puz-

zled her.
"Grace," she said, "I cannot think why

you should be so eager. What does it sig-

nify to you who gets the living whether
Mr. Baumgarten or another?"

"It would be' very annoying to us,
mamma, if some dolt of a man got it
and Henry, as you know, has no discrim-
ination. Mr. Baumgarten is safe. He
is suitable in all respects; thoroughly
capable, and a gentleman. Besides, you
like him." '

"Well, I do," assented Lady Avon.
In the evening, when Grace was saun-

tering listlessly in the rocky walk. won-derin- g

whether any one would call that
night or not, she saw him. He was com-

ing along the path from the rectory. The
old rector had been buried some days
now "I have been sitting with Mrs.
Chester, nnd thought I would just ask, in
passing, how Lady Avon is," he remark-
ed, swinging through the gate, as if he
would offer an apology for calling. "The
last time I was here she seemed so very
poorly."

"She is not any better, I am sorry to
say; to-da-y she has not come downstairs
at all," replied Grace, meeting his offered
hand. "What will you give me for some
news I can tell you?" she resumed, stand-
ing before him in the full blow of her
beauty, her hand not yet withdrawn from
him.

He bent his sweet smile upon her, his
deep, dark eyes speaking the admiration
that he might not utter. Ryle Baum-
garten was no more insensible to the,
charms of a fascinating and beautiful girl
than are 'other men despite his love for
Edith Dane. She was awaiting an an-

swer.
"What may I give?" he said. "Noth-

ing that I could give would be of value
to you."

"How do you know that, Mr. Baumgar-
ten?"

With a burning blush, for she had spok-

en unguardedly, Grace laughed merrily,
stepped a few steps backward, and drew
a letter from her pocket.

"II. is one that came to mamma this
mornipg, and it has a secret in it. What
will you give me to read you just one
little sentence?"

Mr. Baumgarten, but that Edith and
his calling were in tho way, would have
said a shower of kisses ; it is possible, that
he might in spite of both, had he dared.
Whether bis looks betrayed him cannot
be known. Lady Grace, blushing still,
took refuge in tho letter. Folding It so
that only the signature was visible, she
held It out to him. He read the name,
"Henry."

"Is it from Lord Avon?" he said,
with hesitation.

"It is from Lord Avon. He does not
sign himself in any other way to us.
'Your affectionate son, Henry,' it always
runs to mamma; and It Is no unmean
ing phrase; he is very fond of her. But
now for the secret. Listen."

Mr. Baumgarten, suspecting nothing.
listened with a smile.

"I have been dunned with applications
since I got home," read Grace, aloud,
from Lord Avon s letter, "some of them
from personal friends; but as you and
Grace make so great a point of It, mother,
I promise you that Mr.- - Baumgarten shall
have Great "Whitton." In reading sho
had left out the words "and Grace." She
closed the letter, and then stole a glance
at his face. It had turned pale to seri-
ousness.

"I do not quite understand," he said
"No? It means that you are appointee,

to Great Whitton."
"How can I ever sufficiently thank

Lord Avon?" he breathed forth.
"Now, is not the knowing that worth

something?" laughed she.
"Oh, Lady Grace! It 1 worth far

more than anything I have to give In re-

turn. But It Is not a Jest, Is It? Can
It be really true?"

"A jest! Is that likely? You will be
publicly appointed in a day or two, and
will, of course, hoar from my brother. I
am not acquainted, myself, with tho for-
mal routine of these thlncs. Mamma U

rejoicing; sho would rather havo you hero
tlian any one." .

"Lady Avon Is too kind," ho murmured,
abstractedly. ...

"And what do you think mamma said
Shall I tell you? 'Mr. Baumgarten (Can
marry now.' Thoso wore her words.

Graco spoko with sweet sauclncss,
In tho fact that he could not divine

her feeling for him although sho bcllov
ed in his love for her. His answer sur-

prised her.
'Yes, I can marry now," ho assented,

still half lost In his own thoughts. I

shall do so soon. I have only waited
until some preferment should Justify It.

"You are a bold man, Mr. Baumgarten,
to make so sure of tho lady's consent.
Havo you asked her?"

"No; where was tho use, until I could

speak to somo purposo? But she has de-

tected my wishes, I am sure of that ; and
there is no coquetry in Edith."

"Edltfi?" nlmost shrieked Lady Grace.
"I beg your pardon : I shnll not fall.4'

"What have you done? You have hurt
yourself J"

They had been walking close to the min-

iature rocks, and she had seemed to stum
bio over a projecting corner. "I gavo my

ankle a twist. Tho pain was sharp," sho

moaned.
"Pray lean on me,' Lady Grace; pray

let mo support you; you are as white as
death."

Ho wound his arms gently round her,
and laid her pallid face upon his shou-
lder; ho thought she was going to faint.
For one single moment she yielded to tho

fascination of tho beloved resting place.
Oh! that it could be hers forever! She
shivered, raised her head, and drew away
from him.

"Thank you," she said, faintly; "tho
anguish has passed. I must go Indoors
now."

Mr. Baumgarten held out his arm, but
sho did not take It, walking alono with
rapid steps toward the house. At the

of the glass door sho turned to him.
"I will wish you good evening now."
He held out his hand, but she did not

appear to see it. She ran in, and ho
turned away to depart, thinking she must

'.be In great pain.
Lady Grace shut herself in the drawing

room. For a few moments she rushed
about like one possessed, in her torrent
of anger. Then she sat down to her writ-
ing desk and dashed off a blotted and
hasty note to Lord Avon which would
just save the post.

"Give the living to any one you please,
Harry, but not to Ryle Baumgarten ; be-

stow it where you will, but not to him.
There are reasons why he would be ut-

terly unfit for it. Explanations when we
meet."

During this, Mr. Baumgarten was hast-
ening home, the great news surging in
his brain. Edith was at the gate, but not
looking for him, of course ; merely en-

joying 'the air of the summer's night.
That's what sho said she was doing when
he came up. He caught her by the waist
and drew her between the trees and be-

gan to kiss her. She cried out, and gazed
at him in wonder.

"Edith, do you think I am mad? I be-

lieve I am mad with joy, for the time
has come that I may ask you to be my
wife !"

"Your wife," she stammered, for In

truth that prospect had seemed farther
off than heaven.

He drew her to him again In the plentl-tud- e

of his emotion. Her heart beat wild-

ly against his, and he laid her face upon
his breast, more fondly than he had laid
another's not long before.

"You know how I have loved you; you
must have seen It, though I would not
speak ; but I could not marry while my
Income was po small. It would not have
been right, Edith."

"If you think so no."
"But, oh, my dearest, I may speak

now. Will you be my wife?"
"But what has happened?" she asked.
"Ah, what ! Promotion has come to

me, my dear one. I am presented to tho
living of Great Whitton."

"Of Great Whitton, Ryle?"
"It is quite sure. Lord Avon's mother

asked him to give it to me, it seems, and
he generously complied. Edith, will you
reject me, riow I have Great Whitton7?"

She hid her face. She felt him lovingjy
stroking her hair. "I would not have
rejected you when you had but Little
Whitton, Ryle."

"Yours is not the first fair face which
has been there this night, Edith," he aid
In a laughing whisper. "I had Lady
Grace's there but an hour ago."

A shiver seemed to dart through her
heart. Her jealousy of Lady Graco had
been almost as powerful as her love for
Mr. Baumgarten.

"Grace said, in a joking kind of way,
that her mother had remarked I could
niarry, now I had Great Whitton. So I
told Grace that I should do so one word
leads to another, you know, Edith, and
that I had only waited for preferment
to marry you, my best love. As I was
speaking she managed somehow to twist
her ankle. The pain must have been e,

for she turned as white as death,
arid I had to hold her to me. But I did
not pay myself for my trouble as I am
doing now with kisses. Edith, my whoio
love !a yours."

A little more lovemaklng, a little moro
linger ing In the soft shade of the evening
twilight, and then they went In together
nnd imparted the great news to Mrs.
Dane.

(To be continued.)

Certainly Not.
The Wife I don't think that looks

very nice for you to sit there with
your feet on the table, John. I'll linvo
to go nnd get tlint book on tnblo eti-

quette, I guess.
Tho Husband No use, dear; I've

read that book nil through, nnd It
doesn't mention In It u word about feet
on tho table. Yonkers Statesman.

Neceanury Preliminary.
"An' now, bruddern nn' slstern," said

the Rev. Mr. Flatfoot, as the contribu-
tion box was started on its rounds,

dat while It nm well t' direct
yo' wireless messages to do throno oh
grace, dey am n heap mo' less apt t'
miscarry If de charges nm llber'ly pro-paid- ."

JiOat In Obscurity.
Gunner They say It takes years to

malco a genuine panumu hat.
Guycr Yearn to make a panama

hat? Then, great Seott, how long do
they expect It to take to mako u Pan-

ama canal

Vnrm Outfit.
..II tiinrJ will i kill tliolr own

hogs know, tho old way of butchering

very Inconvenient nnu urewmv.
J... ....i.... ..........tinnnt. illustrated In
I0IIOMHK IIIHU.6VM.V

tho Queenslander, makes tho labor com-

paratively cany. Tho top piece Is -- xB

Inches, nnd la reet long.
for tho supports to lit In nro modo flvo

i. muiH iif niece,. and are
lliuuua hvjih i"v v -

2, Inches wide at
one-hal- f Inch deep,

Alt rttilt
bottom, by 1 inches at top, ihu
nno bolt Is needed to hold them to-

gether nt top. The upright supports

nro 2x2 Vj, nnd seven feet long; cross-niec- e.

14x2, nnd nt one end this

should bo bolted on upright pieces,

down low enough so that bench will sot

over It The lever is Wirt nt staplo,

device run HASoircQ the hop.

dmvoii iimvn to Wa at end. Stn

pies made of Inch roil

Iron, and long enough to clinch. Clevis

where chain Is fastened Is made of
three-eighth- s Inch Iron. The end of tho

lever Is Iron, 0x2 bent, ns shown for

gambrel stick to rest on, while lifting
pig to the pole hooks, which nre made
large enough to slip back and forth
easily on upper piece. Rods one-hal- f

Inch, bent to hold gambrel stick. A

hook not shown In cut made of one-ha- lf

Inch Iron, attaches to B and pro-

vides a fulcrum for tho lever A for
dipping hog In the lmrrel and raising
carcass to the gnmbrel hooks. Bench,

10x1 Yi Inches, 20 Inches high. 8 feet
long. Bnrrel to be set In tho ground
one-quarte- r Its length.

No Profit . In I'nrm Alcohol.
The Department of Agriculture,

through Dr. II. W. Wiley, chief of tho

bureau of chemistry, has undertaken
to educate the farmers regarding the
manufacture of denatured alcohol. Two

bulletins on the subject havo been Is-

sued.
From Dr. Wiley's discussion of the

subject the conclusion Is reached that
tho manufacture of alcohol on a very
sninll scale Is not likely to prove prof-

itable, and because of revenue regula-
tions It Is evident thnt tho farmer must
be content with producing the raw ma-

terials. The bulletin on tho subject of
sources and manufacture says:

"The principal uses of Industrial al-

cohol are Illumination, heating, motlvo
power and the manufacture of lacquers,
varnishes, smokeless jwwdcr. medicinal
and pharmaceutical preparations, vine-
gar and ether. When Industrial alco-
hol Is made at a price at which It can
couqiete with petroleum and gasoline,
It doubtless will be preferred for tho
purposes above mentioned, because of
Its greater safety and more pleasant
odor. Under the present conditions It
Is not probable that Industrial alcohol
can be offered upon the market at much
less than 40 cents a gallon of 05 per
cent strength."

Dr. Wiley expresses the belief, how-
ever, that by paying attention to un-

used sources of raw material and with
Improved methods of manufacturing
and denaturing this price can bo di-

minished.

To Ilia Anlmnlx of I.lcc.
A bulletin recently issued by tho Ok-

lahoma experiment Btatlon gives the
following formula for making kerosene
emulsion to rid farm animals of lice.
Hard soap, one-hal- f pound; kerosene
(cheap grade) two gallons; water, one
gallon. Qut the soap In shavings and

(boll in water until the soap Is dls- -

nuiveu. m-lliuv- UlC soap KOlUUOIl TrOIll
the fire and add Kerosene, and cjiurn
or spray back until a thorough emul-
sion Is' made. To set emulsion add
seven gallons of water, nnd uso this
for spraying or dipping. This omul-'sio- n

may bo applied to any of tho farm
animals by means of a sponge, brush

J or spray pump, without any Injury
whatever, and when thoroughly ap-
plied It will rid tho stock of lice. This
emulsion may also bo used to free poul
try rrom lice, I'laeo tho emulsion In a
vessel of convenient size and dip tho
fowls, being sure to get all portions
of the body wet, and hold them In the
dip one minute. After treating the
fowls tho emulsion may lo used to
spray tho roosts and coops, and In tills
wny rid them of mites and lice.

fSlnneiiir In MUaiinrl,
According to the Missouri experiment

station bulletin, tho cultivation of gin-sen- g

for tho Chinese market 1ms ,0.
come nn Important industry In that
State, notwithstanding tho fact that it
takes flvo or six years to mature a crop
Wbilo tho crop is exceptionally vain-ubl-

tho cultivation of ginseng bus
been found to possess disadvantages
the same as most other cultivated
crops. It appears that several fungus
diseases have broken out In tho gin-son- g

plantations, somo of which nroextremely serious and Infectious, Inriro
nii.un um.il KuiiiK uchiroycu in n Hn.glo week. However, tho particular

causing tho damngo linvo beenrecognized nnd methods for keeping thediseases under control havo uow boon
worked out

Onion OrovrliiK'
Tho period between killing frosti In

Montana In placed at .100 to 120 days,
wllllo tho tlino required for onions to
mature from seeding Is J.'tn to 1B0

days, nnd If onions nro not thoroughly
rlpo their keeping quality Is Injured,
according to a rejwrt prepared by R.
W. Klshor, of tho Montana Station.
Tho experiments nro recorded In dotall
for each year, and yields given by both
mcthmlH of culture.

Generally speaking, tho yields from
trnusplnutcd onions were from 50 to
200 per cent larger than from seed
sown In tho Held, where tlioro was but
little or no Increase In cost of labor.
The transplanting Insures nn even crop,
tho mnturlty of the crop anil tho keep,
lug quality of the onions. Prize l'akur
gave tho largest nverngo yield of tho
nineteen varieties grown, ami wan ono
of the best keepers, though not usually
advertised nn a winter onion. Tho seed
ling bulbs of this variety, however,
kept )oorly because tho growing sea
son was not long enough to proporly
mature them. Tho uso of well-rotte- d

manure Increased tho yield of both
fleld-sow- and transplanted onions.
Suggestions nro Included for making
hotbeds.

Milk Coiva.
Tho Hollonders evidently breed nnd

feed for milk llrst of nil. Thnt they
succeed Is proved by tho largo milk
yields of their cows. Thnt largo milk
flow, seemingly regardless of butter-fa- t

percentage, pays them Is proved by
their prosperity. Tho dairyman hero
thinks It necessary to pay small prices
for dnlry cows that annually yield
from 3,000 to 4,000 pounds of milk.
What the (lnnnclal result to him Is, tho
wretched recorilH show only too plain.-ly-.

Ho Is the worst-pai- d farmer In tho
land. What could ho not do If, Instead
of breeding, buying, feeding and milk-In- g

cheap cows, ho wore to breed, feed
nnd milk cows of the 11,000 to 14,000
pound class? Tho Frleslanders and
other Hollanders, with their gigantic
cows, mako money on milk produced
on soil that costs from $500 to $2,000
au aero or rents at from $50 to $200.

The Onion MnKsot.
Tho onion maggot nnd cabbage mng-go- t

can only bo distinguished by au
expert, as they nru very nearly alike.
Tho mnggot Is the larva of a small lly.
There Is no known "sure" remedy that
can bo applied. Sprinkling jowdcrcd
sulphur around the plants Is a partial
remedy, but It does not always .bring
relief. Making a small liolo near each
onion and pouring Into each bole half n
teaspoonful of blsulphldo of carbon,
covering the holes with earth, Is clnlm-c- d

to 1)0 a remedy, but such method It
expensive nnd laborious. Liquid ma-

nure applied to the plants Is claimed
to bo a remedy. ,Tho best preventive
Is to grow tho onions on land thnt has
not before produced a crop, but of
course such can not bo done until next
season. Tills change of location of tho
onion patch Is the only partial solution
of the maggot problem.

Sokic.iik I'oncn Support.
For fence Hints or supports that will

not rot off or break off, for picket or
ulue-wlr- take two boards 2x0, cross
at the top so as to leave n crotch for
top wire. Fasten together with

nails. Put a crosxplcce In tho mid-
dle for middle wires to rest on and
fasten with staple and a croKspleco nt
bottom for bottom wires to rest on nnd
fasten with staple. Then anchor with
a small stako on each side to prevent

HUI'POHTfl TOB KEN CK.

wind from tipping over, nnd you novo
n good post for picket fence Nnll or
wire ost to tho stake. This makes an
excellent iost for repairing an old
picket fence. Farm Progress.

Studying ISvnpornteil Crrnm.
The Massachusetts Iward of health

has been conducting extended Investi-
gations as to tho comiwHltlon of the

evaporated creams offered In tho
local markets, and has discovered thnt
most of these are mlsnomors. Numer-
ous determinations show those prod-

ucts to bo merely unsweetened con-

densed milk, which, while possciislug
tho consistency nnd appenranco of
cream, have neither tho tnsto nor phys-

ical characteristics.

Dimt Unfit In liuportniit.
Do not forget tho dust bath; It Is a

cheap luxury, nnd will go far townrd
keeping tho fowls free from llco and
mites. Any ordinary box obtainable
nt tho grocer's will answer tlio pur-
pose. It must bo kept dry, filled with
road dust or garden soli (which must
bo secured In dry weather before
freezing), to which should bo added
from tlino to time a liberal allowanco
of sulphur. Homo uso wood ashes In
placo of dust.

I'oluta In I'ruiilnir,
In pruning tho trees nil stomn half

an Inch or moro In diameter should bo
covered with somo waterproof sub-
stance, like grnftlng wax or shellac of
the consistency of cream. Tho bnrk
nnd outer wood will thus bo preserved,
and the wound will In a season or so
bo covered with now bark, If this pro-cauti-

bo not taken tho end of the
branch may decay from exposure to
wind, rain, boat and cold.
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