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C H A P TE R  X IV .— (Continued.) 
"Turn my face to it once more!”  he 

whispered; and aa they raised him. he 
Inclined hia ear to listen. "It 's  calm 
enough here, God bless it.”  he said; “but 
I  can hear the waves a-breaking bard 
upon the bar!”

Aa Frere relieved Mrs. Vickers from 
the weight of the corpse, Sylvia ran 
to her mother. “ Oh, mamma, mamma!”  
■he cried, “ why did God let him die 
when we wanted him so much?”

Before it grew dark, Frere made shift 
to carry the body to the shelter o f some 
rocks at a little distance, and, spread 
Ing the Jacket over the face, he piled 
Mooes upon It to keep it steady. The 
march of events had been so rapid that 
he scarcely realized that since the pre­
vious evening two of the five human crea­
tures left in this wilderness had escaped 
from It. As he did realize it, he began 
to wonder whose turn it would be next.

The following day passed gloomily. It 
was hot and sultry, and a dull haze 
hung over the mountains. Frere spent 
the morning in scooping a grave in the 
■and, in which to Inter poor Bates. 
Practically awake to his own necessities, 
he removed such portions of clothing 
from the body as would be useful to him, 
but hid them under a stone, not liking 
to let Mrs. Vickers see what he had 
done. Having completed the grave by 
mid-day, he placed the corpse therein, 
and rolled aa many stones as possible to 
the sides of the mound. In the after­
noon he cast the fishing line from the 
point of a rock he had marked the day 
before, but caught nothing. Passing by 
the grave, on his return, he noticed that 
Mrs. Vickers had placed at the head 
o f It a rude cross, formed by tying two 
pieces of stick together. A fter supper 
— the usual salt meat and damper— he 
tried to talk to Sylvia. “ Why won’t 
you be friends with me, missy?” lie 
asked.

" I  don’t like you,”  said Sylvia. “ You 
frighten me. You are not kind. I  don’ t 
mean that you do cruel things, but you
•re------ Oh, I wish papa was here!”

“ Wishing won't bring him,”  says 
Frere.

“There! That’s what I mean! Is 
that kind? ‘Wishing won’t bring him!’ 
Oh, If It only would!”

“ I  didn't mean it .unkindly,”  says 
Frere. "W hat a strange child you are!” 

“ There arc persons," says Sylvia, 
“ who have no affinity for ench other.

________  I  read about it in n book papa had, and
I suppose that's what it is. I have no 

■  1 affinity for you. I can’t help it, can I? ” 
H | f l  "Rubbish," Frere returned. “ Come 

| ^ n !a |  here, and I'll tell you a story.”
Mrs. Vickers had gone back to her

f »0 cave, and the two were alone by the
[ fire, near which stood the kettle and the

,yjf .y newly made damper. The child, with 
j N i l i i  some show of hesitation, came to him

I ' ■ B * " »  ,ie caught and placed her on his
ft f  >' knee. The moon had not yet risen, and 
1.1 ,, the shadows cast by the flickering fire

! V1 aHi ] seemed weird and monstrous. The wick 
i ed wish to frighten this helpless erea 

! ik 'jjn '1 ture came to Maurice Frere.
1 “ )  Ml “There was once,”  said he, "a castle 
<( :/ 1» In an old wood, and in this castle there 
I f i H r  lived an ogre, with great goggle eyes.”  

"You silly man!" said Sylvia, strug- 
iuW y gllng to be free. “ You ore trying to 

' i f r i g h t e n  m e . ”

■ I  “ And this ogre lived on the bones of 
'J * f  j| little girls. One day n little girl was 

igt T| traveling the wood, and she heard the 
ogre coming. ‘Haw! haw! Haw! haw!' 

“ Mr. Frere, let me down!"
'¡i |f . S I  "She was terribly frightened, and she 

i J *TIT van, aud ran, and ran, until all of
i l S l i l  •uj,,en *he Baw— ”

<1 A  piercing scream burst from his com
4*j 1 c j  portion. “ Oh! oh! What's that?” she 

cried, and clung to her persecutor.
On the other side of the tire stood the 

figure of a man. He sfaggered forward, 
. and then, falling on his knees, stretched 

his hands, and hoarsely articulated 
• |l B jone word— "Food!'

* 1_ < 1. ! Dgwes.
f j" l ffl. The sound of a human voice broko the 
| 3 t  spell of terror that waa on the child 
p .A .land as the glow front the fire fell upon 
R W t h e  tattered yellow garments, site guess
* ^ m ed at once the whole story. Not so Mail- 
I a j # .rice Frere. He saw before him a new 
g ' djdanger, a new mouth to share the scanty
* ^provision . and snatching a brand from 

'the tire, lie kept the convict at bay. But
\ . ' «iKtifua Dawes, glaring round with wolfish 
^ ^ m y e a ,  caught sight of the dumper resting 
1-f ! jagainst the iron kettle, and made
^^^H clu trh  at It. Frere dashed the brand In 
^ ^ ^ W lls  face. “ Stand back!" he cried. "W e 

¡have no food to spare!"
The convict uttered a savage cry, and 

¡raising the Iron gad, plunged forward 
Seaperately to attack his new tenenty 
But, quick as thought, the child glided 
past Frere. and snatching the loaf. pia<- 

It in the hands of the starving man 
rith, "Here, poor prisoner, eat!" and 

then, turning to Frere, she cast upon 
)im a glance so full of horror, indigna­
tion and surprise that the man blushed 
and threw down the brand.

Aa for Rufus Dawes, the sudden sp- 
aritlon of the golden haired girl seemed 

I (o have transformed him. Allowing the 
[;p k <  loaf to slip through hia fingers, he gazed, 

srlth haggard eyes, at the retreating tig 
|| are of the child, and a# It vanished Into 
I  the darkness outside the circle of the 
_  Irsltght. the unhappy man sank hia face 

K 9  apen his blackened, horny handr, and 
HttVj I  gmr»t luto tears.

ii 'j .

It was Itufufl

C H A P T E R  XV.
The coarse tonee of Maurice Frere 

I  roused him. “ What do you want?" he 
I la k e d .
v  Rufus Dawes, raising his head, con­
tem p la ted  the figure before him. and ret­

ailed It. “ la It you?" he said, slowly. 
“ What do you mean? Do you know 

» ? “  ssked Frere, drawing beck. Rut 
convict did not reply. Hia enoment- 

ry emotion passed away, the pangs of 
aa fo r returned, and greedily seising 
poll U>s piece of damper, he began to 
t In alienee.
“Do yon hear, man?”  repeated Frere. 

t length. “ What are you?”
"A n  eocapod prlaoner. Yog can give 

e np In the morning. I ’ ve done nty 
and I ’m best.”

This sentence struck Frere with dis- 
ay. The man did not know that the 

men! had been abandoned!

“ I cannot give you np. There la no 
one but myself and a woman and child 
on the eettlement.”  Rufus Dawes, paus­
ing in hia eating^tared at him in amaze­
ment. ’ ’The prisoners have gone away 
in the schooner. I f  you choose to re­
main free, you can do so as far as 1 
am concerned. I am aa helpless aa yon 
are.”

“ But how do you come here?”
Frere laughed bitterly. To give ex 

planations to convicts was foreign to his 
experience, and he did not relish the 
task. In this case, however, there was 
no help for I t  “The prisoners mu­
tinied and seized the brig.”

A  terrible light broke upon Rufus 
Dawes, and he began to understand how 
be had again missed his chance. “ Who 
took her?”

“That double-dyed villain, John Rex, 
says Frere, giving vent to his passion.

Rufus Dawes burst Into a laugh ao 
discordant that It made the other shud­
der. "W e ’ll starve together, Maurice 
Frere,”  said he; “ for while you've a 
cruet. I ’ ll ahare It. I f  I don’ t get lib­
erty, a*, least I ’ ll have revenge!”

The sinister aspect ol’ this famished 
savage sitting with his chin on bla rag­
ged knees, rocking hiuiaelf to and fro 
In the light of the fire, gave Mr. Man 
rice Frere a new sensation. He felt 
aa might have felt that African hunter 
who, returning to hia campfire, found a 
lion there. “ WretchI”  said he, shrink­
ing from him, “ why should you wish to 
he revenged on me?”

The convict turned upon him with a 
snarl. ‘T ake  care what yon say! I ’ ll 
have no hard words. Wretch! I f  I am 
a wretch who made me one? I f  I hate 
you and myself and the world, who made 
me hate It? I was born free— as free as 
you are. Why should I be sent to herd 
with beasts, and condemned to this slav­
ery, worse than death? Tell me that, 
Maurice Frere— tell me that!”

" I  didn’t make the laws,”  says Frere, 
"W hy do you attack me?”

“ Because you are what I was. You 
are free.. You can do as you please. 
You can love, you can work, you can 
think. I can only hate!”  He paused as 
If astonished at himself, and then con 
tinued, with a low laugh; “ Fine words 
for a convict, eh! But never mind, it’s 
alb right, Mr. Frere; we’re equal now. 
and I sha’n’ t die an hour sooner than 
you, though you are a free man.”

Frere began to think that he was deal 
ing with another madman. “ Die! There’s 
no need to talk of dying,”  he said, as 
soothingly as It was possible for him t< 
say It. “ Time enough for that by and 
by.”

"There spoke the free man. W e con 
vlcta have an advantage over you gentle­
men. You are afraid of death; we pray 
for it. It Is the best thing that can 
happen to us—  Die! They were go 
Ing to hang me once. I wish they had.’1 

There was such a depth of agony in 
this terrible utterance that Maurice 
Frere was appalled at It. “ There, go 
and sleep, my man," he said. “ You are 
knocked up. W e’ ll talk In the morning.”  

“ Hold on a bit I”  cries Rufus Dawes, 
with a coarseness of manner altogether 
foreign to that he had just assumed 
"W ho ’s with ye?”

“The wife and daughter o f the com 
fandant,”  replied Frere, half afraid tr 
refuse an answer to a question so fierce­
ly put.

“ Poor souls!”  said the convict, “ I pity 
them." And then he stretched himself, 
like a dog. before the blaze and went to 
sleep Instantly. When morning dawned 
Frere awoko him.

Rufus Dawes glanced around him stu 
pidly. and then remembering what hail 
happened, with a great effort he stag­
gered to his feet. " I  thought they’d got 
me," he said; "but It’s the other way. 
1 see. Come, let’s have breakfast, Mr. 
Frere. I ’m hungry.”

"You inuat wait,* said Frere. “ Do 
you think there is no one here but your 
self?"

The convict, stretching ont his wast­
ed arms, looked down upon them with 
the uncertain gaze of a drunken man. “ 1 
am weak now," he said. “ You have the 
beat o f me;”  and then he sunk suddenly 
down upon the ground, exhausted. “ Give 
me drink!" he moaned, feebly motioning 
with hia hand.

Frere got hint water in the pannikin, 
and having drunk it, he smiled, and lay 
down to sleep again. Mrs. Vickers and 
Sylvia coming out while he still slept, 
recognized him as the desperado of the 
settlement.

"H e  was the moat desperate man we 
had.”  said M r« Vickers, identifying 
herself with her husband. “ Oh, what 
shall i i  do?"

“ Ha won’t do much harm,”  returned 
Frere, looking down at the notorious 
ruffian with curiosity. "He's as near 
dead aa can be.”

Sylvia looked np at him with her clear 
child's glance. "W e  mustn't let him 
die," said she. ‘Th a t would be mur­
der."

“ No, no,”  returned Frere, hastily; “ no 
one wsnta him to die. Itut what can 
we do?"

" I 'l l  nurse him I" cried Sylvia.
Frere broke Into one of hia coarse 

laughs, the first one that he had indiilg 
ed in since the mutiny. “ Too nurse 
him! That’e a good one!" The poor 
little child, weak and excitable, felt the 
contempt lu the tone, and burst into a 
passion of aohe. “ Why do you insult 
me, you wicked man? The poor fellow's 
ill, and ha’ ll— he’ll die, like Mr. Bates 
Oh, mamma, mamma, let's go away by 
ourselves.”

Frere walked away. He went into the 
little wood under the cliff and sat down. 
He was full of strange thoughts, which 
he could not express, and which he had 
never owned before. The dislike the 
child bore to him made him miserable, 
and yet he took delight in tormenting 
her. He waa conscious that he had act 
ed the part o f  a coward the night be­
fore In endeavoring to frighten her. and 
that the detestatlbn she bore him was 
well earned; but he had fully determine I 
to stake hia life in her defense, should 
the savage who had thus come upon 
them out of the desert attempt violence, 
and be waa unreasonably angry at the 
pity she had shown. When he got back 
hs found Dawea stretched upon the

brush wood, with Sylvia sitting near
him.

“ He is better,”  said Mrs. Vickers, dis­
daining to refer to the scene of the 
morning. “ Sit down and have something 
to eat, Mr. Frere.”  ^

“ Are you better?”  asked Frere, ab­
ruptly.

To bis surprise, the convict answered 
quite civilly, “ I  shall be strong again in 
a day or two, and then I can help you, 
sir.”

Within a week from the night on 
which he had seen the smoke of Frere's 
fire, the convict had recovered hia 
strength, and had become an important 
personage. He was skilled in all the 
mysteries of the prison sheds. He knew 
how to sustain life on as little food as 
possible. He could fell trees without an 
ax, bake bread without an oven, build 
a weather proof hut without bricks or 
mortar. From the patient he became 
the adviser; and from the adviser, the 
commander.

As the time wore on. and the scanty 
stock of provisions decreased, he found 
that hia authority grew more and more 
powerful. Did a question arise as to the 
qualities o f a strange plant, it was Rufus 
Dawes who could pronounce upon it. 
W ere fish to be caught, it was Rufus 
Dawes who caught them. Did Mrs. 
\ lexers complain of the instability of her 
brush wood hut, it was Rufus Dawes 
who worked a wicker shield, and, plas­
tering it with clay, produced a wall that 
defied the keenest wind. He made cups 
out of pine knots, and plates out of bark 
strips. He worked harder than any
three men. Nothing daunted him, noth­
ing discouraged him. When Mrs. Vick­
ers fell sick, from anxiety, and inspffl- 
cient food, it was Rufus Dawes who 
gathered fresh leaves for her conch, who 
cheered her by hopeful words, who vol­
untarily gave up half his own allowance 
of meat that she might grow the strong­
er on it. The poor woman and her child 
called him “ Mr.”  Dawes.

But the days stole on and no vessel 
appeared. Each day they eagerly scan­
ned the watery horizon; each day they 
longed to behold the bowsprit of the re-

F lo w e r s  fo r  the U a r d e n ln *  H c tt lo n «-
To make his flower garden a contiu 

ual delight, the amateur should study 
the characteristics of the flowers he 
grows aud see that each serves a pur 
pose. I f  he loves fragrance, nocotlana 
aflinis, with its abundant star-shaped 
white flowers, is excellent, and a fra­
grant novelty which presents a strik­
ing contrast to this Is nocotlana San 
deras, with deep pink, almost red flow­
ers. These, above all, are excellent for 
borders, planted in front o f taller grow­
ing shrubs.

For a bed where a mass of yellow Is 
desired, golden California poppy >s 
useful. It must be sown where it is to 
bloom, ns It does not transplant well. 
Its flowers are not adapted for cutting. 
For side and back fences clumps of 
single aud double hollyhocks in mass 
are good. A flower which grows nearly 
ns high as the hollyhock is rndbeckla

= . m m  ....
rock that abut out the view of the har- ° f  golden flowers goo
hor, but in vain. Mrs. Vickers’ illness Is n good plan to devote the sp.

front o f one fence to (Jnhllas and cos­
mos, for these are sure to please the 
most fastidious flower lovers. The 
cactus ami decorative forms of the 
dahlia nre becoming more and more 
popular every year. The tubers may 
be stored In the cellar in winter like 
po’ atoes. I f  there happens to he a 
sunny exposure in the garden, plant a 
few pompon chrysanthemums, which 
are hardy. They will give an effective 
display of tlay flowers in the autumn. 
The Drummondl phlox are exceedingly 
f o f  tty, slow growing annuals, exceed­
ingly showy In mass. In warm and ex­
posed situations they last but few 
weeks in bloom.

r,
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Prom t. In »  bate S t r a w b e r r y .
The Fremont Williams strawberry Is 

one o f the new late sorts from which 
much Is expected.. When It Is intro­
duced the name will doubtless be short­
ened, in accordance with the general 
plan of using hut one name for a va­
riety when |K)sslhle. The variety has 
been under test throughout the country 
for two years, and has shown every in­
dication itf being all that was claimed 
for It by the originator. Its one bad 
feature, and this will be mainly in the 
opinion of the consumer. Is Its rather 
mls-sha|>en form. If Is full as late as 
the Gandy, generally considered the 
best late sort, of much better quality 
and is large and firm. In color It Is an 
attractive, bright crimson, and tills fea­
ture ought to offset, to some extent, tlie 
had shape. I f  It does as well under 
general culture as It has under tests. 
It will be a valuable acquisition. It 
has not yet. so far as the knowledge 
of the writer goes, been Introduced, but

Increased, and the stock of provisions 
began to run short. Dawes talked of 
putting himself and Frere on half allow­
ance. It was evident that, unless suc­
cor come in a few  days, they must 
starve.
* One day Sylvia was sitting in the sun 
reading the “ English History,”  which, 
by the accident o f fright, she had 
brought with her on the night. of the 
mutiny. "Mr. Frere,”  said she, sud­
denly, “ what is an alchemist?'’

"A  man who makes gold,”  was Frere’s 
not very accurate definition.

“ Did the nncieut Britons know it?" 
“ No; not so old us that.”
Sylvia suddenly gave a little scream. 

The remembrance of the evening when 
she rend about the ancient Britons to 
poor Bates came vividly into her mind, 
and though she had since re-fead the 
passage that had then attracted her at­
tention a hundred times, it had never 
before presented itself to her in its full

C oop s  f o r  S m a l l  C h icks .
A farmer’s w ife w rites: The coop I 

use. shown In sketch, is much better if 
made of pine. It  Is made In three

?£,nC£  , , H,,rrie;lly T T * .  !£* i separate pieces, the roof and bottom be- Well-thumbed leaves, she rend aloud the
passage which had provoked remark:

T h e  ancient Britons were little bet­
ter than barbarians. They painted their 
bodies with woad, and, seated in their 
light coracles of skin stretched upon 
slender wooden frames, must have pre­
sented a wild and savage appearance."

“ A  coracle! That's a boat! Can't we 
make a coracle, Mr. Dawes?”

The convict knitted his brows gloom­
ily.

“ Come, Dawes!”  cried Frere, forget­
ting his enmity for an instant, in .the 
flash of new hope, “ can't you suggest 
something?”

Rufus Dawes, thus appealed to as the 
acknowledged head of the little society, 
felt a pleasant thrill of self-satisfaction.
" I  don’t know," he said; " I  must think
of It. It looks easy, anil yet------”  He
paused as something In th%water caught 
his eye. It was a mass of bladdery sea­
weed that the returning tide was waft­
ing slowly to the shore. This object, 
which would hnve passed unnoticed at 
any other time, suggested to Rufus v(.rv easily sunned and cleaned on ac- 
Dawes a new idea. “ les. he added.

Ing removable. The roof projects over 
the coop on all sides, but much farther 
in front and back. This is to keep rain 
from heating in. The roof boards are 
nailed to two narrow pieces, which are 
Just the length o f the inside o f the 
coop, and nre placed far enough from 
the front and the back to fit Inside the 
coop. The cracks are battened.

The floor, d. Is made to slip In at

doubtless will be offered a year from 
now. Those who raise late varieties of 
strawberries for market should keep 
track of this sort— Iudianapolis News.

T o o  F r e e  l 'n e  o f  L im e .
There Is certainly such a thing ns 

using lime too freely lioth In the matter 
of quantity and o f frequency. As a 
rule sour soils need lime, but It does 
not follow that all aaldlty of the soil Is

SHADE.
He Used It . .  «  T * „

M atu re . “ •
“ I should think. Unci* Bmr 

that crooked wlirdow-allaj 4 
drive you w ild .”  Evelyn said ^  
a moment at the door. “W

" I  don’t admire it m yse lf r 
B illy remarked, cheerfully, “but 
see the hem is torn, and ' »•
not being my forte— ” Hut o, 
words were spoken to empty a / /  
lyn had vanished, “ She ',lr„, , - 
Uncle B illy mused, “has 
dearest friends to see this after- 

F ive  minutes later his sister 
ed. "That sliade is a disgrace jr, 
she said. “ W hy don’t you get , 
one?”  '  **

“ Couldn’t match it. and it s * *^  
pity to throw away three good ¿ J  
Just because one o f them needed./ 
stitches." r‘ «

“ I suppose it would he extraranJ 
his sister acknowledged. 
you'll bring up the step-ladder 
morning I ’ ll try to get it fixed, i,,. 
In to ask you— ” and theu the Ui 
drifted to other matters.

In the course o f the afternoon p,J 
Billy had two other callers, Coi 
Caroline, who was visiting the famil 
and said that If It were her li„Uw 
shade would be mended at once a  
Trude» who suld nothing about 
cause she did not notice It.

A  week went by, and the crook- 
shade was still crooked, and Er.v 
sympathized, and her mother said tint 
she must get time to mend It, , 
Cousin Caroline smiled significant!! 
and Trude had not yet dlacovered It ’ 

“ There remains,”  Uncle Billy meJ1, 
tntlvely remarked one morning, "0Ji, 
Folly.”

The next day Polly came home. That 
first evening she spent chiefly in 
glng the fam ily and talking, but early 
the follow ing morning she appeared at 
her uncle's door.

"Uncle B illy,”  she asked, “do yJ 
like crooked shades?”

“ Not particularly,’ ’ Uncle Billy 
plied.

Folly flashed across to the window.1 
coin

Uncle Billy, a fter a stupefied mJ 
ment, meekly climbed a chair aud took 
It down. Folly dushed away with |p 
and Uncle Villy heard the whir of the 
sewing-machine; In two minutes she 
was back. “ There you are!" she w. 
nounceil, cheerfully.

Uncle Billy looked at her. “Now why 
did you do it that way?” he asked, 
pjuiutively.

“ What way?”  Folly echoed.
“ Why, make me take it down and 

put It up. This shade has been wait- 
ing n week for somebody to fix it I 
had planned a reward for the one who 
should mend it, but o f course I expect-

“ Torn hem,”  she commented; then# 
her uncle, “ Suppos^rou take it down!"

due to lack o f lime, for, as is well 
known, there nre certain minerals In 1 ^  her to do the whole business. Now 
the soil in some locations which will. J as fa r  ag j  can make out. I'll have to 
apparently, make It sour, and all the'

m m *

DETAII.S OF A CHICKEN COOP.

| the hack like a drawer. Tills coop is

slowly, with a change of tone, “ it may 
be done, I think I see my way. How 
far do you think it is across the bay?”  
lie asked Frere.

"About four miles.”
The convict sighed. "Too far to swim 

now, though I might have done it once. 
But this sort of life weakens a man. 
It must be done, after all.”

“ What are you going to do?”  asked 
Frere.

"T o  kill the goat.”
(To he continued.!

W a n te d  I t  R e v e r s e d .
’T h is  cheese is full o f holes,”  corn- 

plaliiost the prospective purchaser.
“ Yes, sir,”  said the proprietor. 

‘T h a t 's  right.”
"H aven 't you got one with the holes 

full o f cheese?"— Louisville Colirier- 
Journal.

H o r r i d  Mnn.
Mrs. Newed (during the first spat*—  

Some o f my friends say that you ouly 
married me for my money.

Newed— Well, ple-.se don't contra­
dict them, my dear. I dou’t want them 
to think I ’m a fool.— Cuicago News.

P ru fen a ton n l  H l v n l r y .

First Reporter— "W hat the deuce 
are you got up in a dress suit for?"

Second Ditto— "1 aiu going to a big 
banquet."

“ So? Where did you learn to wait 
at table?"— Tales.

ft lKna o f  I s e n l y « .  *
“He must have the germ o f great 

genius In his make-up."
"W h y  so?”
•Vsn 't catch a alow train, nor sit 

still enough to have his hair cut."—  
Atlauta Constitution.

I  r o n ,  R a d  to  W n r s e .
She— I wlah I could induce you to 

cease your atteutious to me
He— You can.
She— How, pray?
He— Ry mnrrylng me.

count o f the removable floor and roof. 
The 8-lnoh hoard at the top In front 
has holes bored in for ventilation. A 
wooden button on top board and a 2- 
Inch strip at the bottom holds on the 
frame o f wire screen which is used 
stormy days when the chicks are too 
young to run out. and on warm nights. 
At other times a slatted wooden front 
6, is used.

Iln ak e  this coop In two sizes— a sin­
gle coop 20 Indies square. 24 Inches 
high In front and lit incites In the back, 
and a double coop is 30 Inches long 
and 24 Inches wide. A removable lath 
partition, c, divides It

n o n '*  F o r ice t th e  I.e ttn ee .
Lettuce plants that have been win­

tered over in the odd frame should be 
planted at the earliest possible date In 
spring, and n sowing of the seed should 
be made at about the same time. Many 
kinds o f vegetables will yield good r(L 
turns on land but moderately enriched.

lime in the world will not overcome the 
effect. Then, too. certain plants contain 
more or less Hjue, many of them suffi­
cient for their own use— clover Is one 
of these, but oftentimes more lime is 
required in the soil not only to cor­
rect any acidity which may exist, blit 
to set free some element In the soil that 
would otherwise remain inactive. We 
thus see that lime has some other 
function besides correcting soil acidity 

By far the hest way to use lime Is t( 
experiment with the crop, knowing be 
fore seed Is sown something about what 
It requires In the way of lime for its 
best development, then testing different 
quantities o f nme on diiTorent plots of 
ground, but always with the same crop.

FertlllK lnic an  O rchard .
Nothing Is tletter for fertilizing an 

orchard than raw hone meal and pot­
ash, says Hn expert orcliardlst. The 
bone will have nitrogen enough for the 
orchard In sod. and the phosphoric acid 
will become soluble by degrees as th« 
trees need it. The principal need ol 
your sandy soil in apples is potash, for 
not only Is such a soil usually deficient 
in potash, but apples take n large 
amount from the soil. We would ap­
ply 400 pounds per acre, mixed 350 
pounds of the bone meal and fifty 
[Kiunds of muriate o f potash. Then 
mow the orchard and use the out grass 
as a mulch for the trees. I n short; 
keep the orchard for apples alone, and 
devote all that grows on the land to 
the trees.

give the reward to myself, for on fair- 
minded girl could expect anything for
a mere tw o minutes’ work.”

A  queer look came Into Polly’s eyas.
“ And he expected me to go and g« 

the step-ladder, while he, an able 
bodied man, sat and laid traps for poor 
human nature. Tbauk you, Uncle Bil­
ly !"  and with a saucy courtesy she «as 
gone.

“ The experiment." Uncle Billy chock- 
led to the shade, “ was more successful 
than I foresaw.” — Youth's Companioa.

N o t  u S t e n  o u r  u p  her .

“ I understand that you huve a ns»
typewriter.”

"Yes.”
*‘ I)ld  you succeed In getting a bright

one?"
“ Yes, it's nickel-plated.”—Houstoa 

Post.

Plow Rnn by T ro llrg  W ires.
Electric plows are used with con­

siderable success in Italy, two [lower 
cars being stationed at ench side of 
the field with wire cables between

---------------- -----------— J c a a x  n i l  T / n\  ?btnlned from trolIpy
hut lettuce ciw only lie grown to per , T  P ° W * by ‘ he cables
fection In very rich and henvllv mo. r.rom one sllle o f t,le field to the other.and heavily ma­
nured ground. Plant In rows twelve or 
fifteen Inches npart: plants should bo 
set eight Inches apart In the row, and 
the seed sown In drill and when large 
enough thinned out to about eight or 
ten Inches. Give clean and thorough 
cultivation. Varieties o f lettuce are 
exceedingly numerous, and the selec- I 
tlon o f a few good kinds Is not with­
out difficulty.

The X f »  F la *  Indaziry.
An Industry new at lenst to Minne­

sota has been introduced during quite 
reeent years. It relafies to the manu 
faeture o f flsx straw Into binding 
twine. Professor 8bnw affirms |D

f t  — —  other,
the current being cut off when It 
reaches the end o f the furrow. The 
Plow is double ended and can lie run 
either way with ease. One man man- 
"ges the plow and another each power 
enr. The three men and the machines 
Plow from seven to fifteen acres ner 
day. * 1

H .m p .h ,r„  ,,nd tfc- Hmnm
At the last International I was much

2 T 1 nt ,he In various
luarters ns to whether the Hampshire

Thln| lir., ,h’* h"0"" °r ‘ vpe.
L w  a ',al " h°  ca,to Hampshire 
p in e  haem animals has no yPt
learned the A B r  o f what the tern

Orange Judd Farmer that one o f the IIIMn'. remarks Professor T  \Y
finest feature, of the new Industry ^  ln Agriculturist * '
Is thst It will tend very much to lessen 
waste on many farms o f the west No­
where prob- I, in ,|| t, „  rn lted  st 1

P rls *  W inner.
The Pessimist— I ain't you believe 

that marriage is a lottery?
The Optimist— I certainly do. 1 won 

a grand prize in oue once!— Yonkers growth 
Statesman- wssta.

F lr s n ln ,  the T oon «.
pald ing with hot strong soapsuds 

has the sin of waste prevailed to such I when tho'C, « » P -  »nd it
sn extent ss In the western and north- ,iTh ,  * 7  1 J '* "  "•‘» ‘ «‘washed 
western states. F l»x  straw wa,  , i  .  " I T .  h co" " lnlnK »  (f"«d  «mount 
most a complete waste. The greater >1 C arl'1 ,h*  llc*  * n<1 m ltw  will 
the number o f acres devote,! to the ' for the tlm«  ‘"»ng.

o f “ »  Creator w s. £  I ^  th'  ™ rk
*nd «ms‘ snt car, can keep 

I ire* of the pest*-

Don’t Get Wet!
T O W E R ’ S SUCKERS 

will keep you dry ss 
nothingelse will, because 

they are the product of 

the best materials and 

seventy years’  experi­

ence in manufacturing.

• t O W O is  A .  J. t o w e r  CO.
Boston, U.S.A.
TOWTB CAN AD LAM CO., OX 

' f S H  O R A ?®  T o res»«. C M  m

The Life of a Bag
depends on how 
honestly it it made

B F M IS  BAGS
are made on honor, of the bs*‘  ****  
inis.

That ia why they outlive others

You won't need to order hef • *°m 
if every order specifies “ BEMI»

Made for

GRAIN, FLOUR,
ORE, WOOL, ETC

Bern is Bro. Bag Co«
SEATTLE, WASHINGTON


