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AT WAR Wi

by Charlotte M. Braeme.
CHAPTER XXI—Continued.
' *It seems to me,” she thought, with
gap y smile, “that even the flowers
ow he is coming. I am sure those
rose are more fragrant, and the lilies
mnore brilliant. 1 can see their golden
hearts.”

She buried her face amid the cool,
desp lily-cups—she was as one be-
witched with the e¢harm of her own
Lady Fanshawe,
struck by her manner, ventured to re-
monstrate.

“Dear Lady Charnleigh, are you not
wanting in that great charm of all
well-bred women—pertect repose?”

Repote whils the leaves were whis-
ggging to the summer wind, iwhile the.

s and butterflies coquetted with the
flowers, while her own heart was beat-
ing with delight that knew 'no words,
every pulse and nerve thrilling! Lady
Charnleigh laughed aloud.

“I am not conducting myself as a
countess should,” she said. “I had for-
gotten all about what you call the dig-
nity of my position, auntie; I only re-
membered that I was, without excep-
tion, the happiest girl in the wide
world. It is time to dress, Ethel,” she
added, turning to Miss Dacre. “I want
you to look bewitching—I want'le beau
sabreur to fall in love with you.”

She spoke lightly and never saw the
death-like palior that came over the
sweet face. 3

“He has done something of $he kind
slready, Leonie, but it is with you, not
with me.”

“A fact which would show that he
had neither taste nor sense, if it were
true,” laughed Lady Charnleigh. “Let
me advise you as to what dress you
should wear, Ethel. Stand quite still,
and I will study you.”

She made a pretty picture, standing
with a studious expression on her face,
her finger laid on her lips. She could
not be silent for long.

“What dreamy, poetic beauty yours
is, Ethel! How strange that youshould
be so like the ‘Elaine’ we saw at the
exhibition! The painter must. have
known you.” :

“I do not, think s0,” said Miss Dacre.

“You remind me of starlight, and—
oh, Ethel, how beautiful the starlight
is, how calm, serene, and holy, yet giv-
ing one a vivid idea of hidden fire!”

“You began to speak of my dress,”
observed Miss Dacre, patiently; “and

ou have already reached the stars.
hen will you be on earth again?”

“I shall never behave like a countess.
‘A true lady of rapk,’ says auntie,
‘should be known 3}[J'y her dignified
silences and repose.’ Your dress, Ethel,
must be black lace over white silk with
silver flowers; you will personify star-
light then.” .

But her own toilet was not so easily
decided upon. That evening Lady
Charnleigh was difficult to please. At
last she chose a bewitching costume of
pale sea~green silk, half covered with
rich white lace, and looped up with
white water-lilies; a small lily nestled
in the coils of her fair hair; and with
this dress, recherche and poetical,
Lady Charnleigh wore a suit of mag-
nificent emeralds. :

An hour later and Lady Charnleigh
sat st the head of the table. Perhaps

two gentlemen she had ordered the
service of gold plate, which was usual-
ly reserved for state occasions. She
knetv she would have paid to few oth-
ers the honor she paid to Sir Bertram.

She had received him with gracious
words and kindly smiles; with them
she sought to hide the vague, happy
emotion that filled her heart. Paul
Flemyng saw the bright blushes on the
glad young face, and tried to believe
they were for him.

“%ou have some grand old pietures,
1 am told, Lady Charnleigh,” said Sir
Bertram; “may I ask you to show them
to me?”

“Nothing would please me better,”
she said; “after dinner we will go
through the gallery. Ethel, you are
always talking of pictures—will you
join us with Capt. Flemyng? I like
the gallery better than any part of
Crown Leighton.”

So after dinner they went. Lady
Fanshawe declined to accompany them.

“You must know every picture well,
considering the time you spend among
them, Lady Charnleigh,” she said.
And one or two of her hearers were
quite as well pleased that she should
remain where she was. 50

Few private mansions in England
could boast of a picture gallery so mag-
nificent as that of Crown Leighton. It
was large, lofty and  superbly decor-
ated. Insome places the walls are in-
laid with mirrors; the ceilings had
been painted by Le Brun; the windows
formed deep bays that were carpeted
with crimson cloth; and Sir Bertram,
who had an artist's eye for color,
thought he had never seen a fairer
picture than that of Lady Charnleigh,
with her robes of green silk and lace
sweeping the floor. How well the ar-
tistic, picturesque dress suited her!
How royally beautiful she looked in
those shining emeralds!

“You will be my cicerone,” he said.
“T suppose Captain Flemyng knows all
the glories of Crown Leighton.”

The girl turned to the young soldier
with a look of genuine frankness and
Yegret on her face.

“You are generous not to hate me,”
she said, “when you see all that I have
robbed you of.”

“You have given me more than you
have taken from me,” he returned; and
both look and words were so much pain
to Ethel Dac:e.

There was no lack of conversation
smong the four; they were all art-lov-
ers; they knew most of the world’s fa-
mous pictures; they could criticiss and
compare. Leonie, Lady Charnleigh,
showed perhaps the greatest and most
cultivated taste.

They lingered long in the gallery,
while the weslern sunbeams came
through the long windows and lighted
up the gorgeous colors on the wall;
they lingered as the young and happy
do, with laughing words and bright,
tender thoughts. They reached the
end of the gallery at last, and came to
a door half hidden by the velvet cur-
tain that hung over it.

“That is a room I have never yet en-
tered,” said Lady Charnleigh; “shall
we go in now?”

“What is it? A boudoir—a study?
It is just the place for an artist’s stu-
dio,” said Sir Bertram.

“It was the favorite room of the late
Lord Charnleigh,” observed the young
Countess. “Mrs. Fearon tells me he
used to lock himself in there, and af-
terward come out looking so sad and
sorrowful.”

“The secret of such lives as his is
always a tragedy,” said Paul Flemyng
to Ethel. “I have often thought that
the late lord of Crown Leighton had
pome sorrow the vorld knew noth-

of.”

mftywas Paul Flemyng who o({)ened the
door, and Lady Charnleigh drew back
with a little shudder, the color fading
from her brilliant face.

“] have such a horrible fancy,” she
said, with a nervous attempt at uglllx-
ter; “it is when I go in I shall find the
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The Story of a Woman's Atonement, |

late Earl sitting in hischair with stony
face and set eyes.” .

*You inay enter safely, Lady Charn-
leigh,” responded Paul; “the is
quite empty. Yet it looked ast ough
it had been recently used.”

o ve orders that nothing here
should be touched,” said the Countess;
“It seemed a kind of desecration to
enter the place.”

There was a book on the table, a

table drawn near the fireplace, a paper |

knife still resting on an uncut journal.

“How strangely silent the place is!
How different from the rest of the
house!” said Lady Charnleigh, with a

sigh. “Come away—I feel as though

the room were haunted.” 3

She turned away, but her attention
was drawn to Captain Flemyng. He
was standing before Eicture apﬁrently
engrossed by it. She called him by
name; he did not hear. She moved
forward and, touched him on the arm,
and was startled when he turned
round to find his eyes full of tears. She
looked at the picture; it was of a young
and beautiful girl, with sad, tender
eyes and a lovely mouth. A grave,
noble face it was, with a veil of sadness
on it—a picture that had in it a certain
pathos. Underneath, in faint char-
acters, were written the words, “Loved
and Lost.”

Lady Charnleigh looked first at the
picture, and then at the young soldier;
there was a certain resemblance in the
features that struck her.

“Who is it, Captain Flemyng?” she
asked, in a low voice.

“That is a portrait of my mother,” he
replied. “How comes it that it is hid-
den away here?”

“ ‘Loved and lost,” ” quoted Lady
Charnleigh—*“what dces itmean? Who
loved and who lost her?”

“I do not know,” replied Captain
Flemyng. “Pray parden me,
Charnleigh; I did not know that you
had a picture of my mother. I loved
her so dearly.”

“Are you sure it is your mother?”
she asked.

“Assureas I am of my own exist-
ence; she always had the same sad,
tender eyes, and when she smiled there
was something sad in hersmile. Those
eyes have the same look now—do you
not notice it?” :

Sir Bertram .and -Miss Dacre had
g‘oined them, and were listening to him

n wonder,

“A portrait of your mother here?”
questioned Miss lga,cre. “That seems
strange, Captain Flemyng.” k

“I loved her so much,” he said again;
“and she died when I was quite young.
Lady Charnleigh, will you grant me a
great favor?”

“You know I will before you ask it,”
she replied.

“Permit me to have this copied. It
shall be most carefully presarved.

7 “You shall have the original if you
will, I shall be quite content with the
copy.”

“You are very kind to me,” he said,
“but I will not agree to that. You
have a superstitious feeling about this
room; I have the same about this pic-
ture. I should not like to take it away
—it belongs to the room.”

“‘Loved and lost! ” murmured the

young countess. “What sorrowful
words! There is a story contained in
them—a sad story, too. What do they
‘mean?”

The brilliant tint had faded from
her; she had grown very pale and sor-
rowful, the violet eyes were dim with
tears—her whole aspect was changed.
Sir Betram looked anxiously at her.

“You are too imaginative, Lady
Charnleigh,” he said. “Come away;
you are growing sad and sorrowful.
Come out into the sunshine.”

‘Without a word she followed him.
They went through the corridor at the
end of the gallery, out on the western
terrace, where the flowers were all in
brilliant bloom. Paul and Ethel fol-
lowed them:. There, where the sun
shone and the song of the birds filled
the perfumed air, Lady Charnleigh was
scon herself again. The exquisite rose-
leaf flash stole back, the light came
into her eyes.

“I have an idea,” she said. “What
do you think, Ethel?
grand fete and ball here' at Crown
Leighton, and illuminate these grounds
and gardens—a fete that will last from
sunset to sunrise, and delight every-
body?” .

“I should like it ver:
sponded Miss Dacre.
men agreed with her.

“Captain Flemyng and you, Sir Ber-
tram, must come over to help me; it
will be my first grand entertainment.
Shall we {;eg‘in with charades? -1 am
so fond of charades; and we could get
up such really magnificent ones. What
do you say?”

“It would be delightful,” said Sir
Bertram, thinking of the rehearsals
and the number of times that he
should see Lady Charnleigh.

“What a simple, charming nature
she has!” remarked Sir Bertram to
himself, with a smile. “She was weep-
in% only a few minutes since, her heart
full of pity; now she is laughing at the
idea of a ball. She isa perfect Undine
—half grave, half gay—half child, half
woman—wholly charming.

He raised his eyes in time to see the

reen silk and white water-lilies van-
ish between the trees.

“We may as well follow,” said Paul
Flemyng. “Lady Charnleigh is all anx-
iety to put her scheme at once into
train; she has gone without doubt to
arrange the day for the ball.” sy

much,” re-
The two gentle-

CHAPTER XXIL

“I really ought to inaugurate my
reign by a grand festivity,” said Lady
Charnleigh. “I like to do everything
en reine; if I give a ball, it shall be one
to be remembered.”

They were sitting in the drawing-
room, and the young countess looked
radiantly lovely by the light of the
soft %lowing lamp. They were discuss-
ing the great event,

“You have but to will and dictate,”
said Sir Bertram; “we shall all be
pleased to obey.”

“Suppose,” she continued, thought-
fully, “that we commence with a din-
ner-party—no, that will not do—no one
under forty cares about dinner. and
this party shall be for the young and
light-hearted. We might begin with
charades and tableaux—people always
enjoy them; and then at ten o’clock we
could have a grand procession to the
ball-room, where we might dance until
morning. What do you think of that
program, Ethel?”

“It will be very pleasant,” said Miss
Dacre. She had been watching the
bright, animated expression on the
girl’s face, and the devoted attention
of both gentlemen to her “How could
I hope to charm while she is near?”
she asked herself. “She is so lovely,
80 gay; every moment develops a new
charm in her. Compared with her I
am as a moth beside a butterfly.”

Yet there was no envy in her heart;
her admiration for the young countess
was sincere and ardent; she did not
know that there were people who would
have preferred her quiet, spirituelle
loveliness to the radiant beauty of Lady
Charnleigh,
~“Well, that is agreed upon,” said the
mistress of Crown Leighton. “We
must have some good tableaux and
some excellent charades; and we can-
not do better than discuss now what
the tableaux shall be. There are four
?l us here—let us ea.c}x suggest & slc:ne

rom some great novel, m, or

“Thet is a wide ﬁeld,pole;a&y in-
leigh,” said Paul Flemyng; “there are
80 many great poems and plays.”

_ “But we each have our favorites, and

pades &

Shall we have a -

[ can choose from them. Sir Bertram
! you shall have the first choice. Ethel
{and I will hear what you gentlemen
suggest first.” - :
! *] think one of the plays I like last
. is the ‘Lady‘of Lyons,’” said Sir Ber-
i tram; “we could have a very effective
tableau from that, Lady Charaleigh—
the scene where the pretended prince
| describes his palace by the lake of
Como. It i3 a lovely picture; the fair
Paulina, with her golden  hair falling
round her, listening with rapt atten-
tion on her lover's arm. You would
make a beautiful Paulina, Lady Charn-
leigh.”

“But who is to be prince?” she
asked, with a blush and a smile.

“I should be most ha%Py,” began Sir
Bertram, but Paul Flemyng inter-
rupted him.

“The Prince must be dark, and you
are fair, Bertram. If you will permit
me, Lady Charnleigh, I will place my-
self at your disposal.”

She was disappointed, but smiled
graciously. Captain Flemyng thought
to himself that he had won a great vio-
tory over his rival, for such he began
to perceive Sir Bertram was.

Now it is your turn Captain Flem-
yng,” said the countess.

“One of the most effective I ever saw
was a tableau representing Romeo and
Juliet in a friar’s cell.”

“Ethel shall be Juliet,” put in Lady
Charnleigh.

“No,” said Miss Dacre; “Juliet was a
bright, radiant beauty. You would
look the character much better than I
should, Lady Charnleigh.”

“Let it be so then,” returned the
countess. “Who is to be my Romeo?”

“Romeo was fair,” said Sir Bertram,
quickly; “permit me to hold the distin-
guished office, Lady Charnleigh?”

She smiled to hide the happiness
which the bare idea gave her.

“Those will be two good scenes,” she
said. “Now, Ethel?”

“I am puzzled,” confessed Miss Dacre;
“there are so many grand poems.,”

“You - remember the

80 well as that. She was watching Sir
Lancelot ride away. You could assume
that expression of unutterable, hope-
less love; besides, your features resem-
ble Elaine's as depicted on the canvas.”

Miss Dacre smiled. One observing
her keenly might have scen how wist-
ful and tinged with pain that smile
was.

“You will make me believe that I am
Elaine, if you talk so much ‘to me of
her, Leonie.” ;

“Nay,” said Captain Flemyng, “it
will never be your fate, Ethel, to die
of a hopeless love.” :

The fair, spirituelle face gréw a
shade paler.

“I hore not,” she rejoined, quiet{.
“It would be a terrible love that would
make me lose my hold on life. It is
your turn now, Leonie. ‘What do you
suggest? I think that I shall like te
be Elaine.”

]TO BE CONTINUED. |

MARTYRS TO HUMANITY.

Some Instances of the Spirit of True
Scholarship.

the father of English history, is told
with touching simplicity by his
Cuthbert. The closing years of the
great scholar’s life had been devoted

into Anglo-Saxon, and he was above all
things desirous of completing the
translation in the hope of civilizing his
wild countrymen by giving them the
Gospels in their own language.

He had not completed the work when
his illness grew so severe that he could
no longer proceed with his writing,
He then dictated to Cuthbert and h
other pupils until he was on his death-
bed. when there still remained un-
translated the closing chapter of St.
John. :

“Venerable Master,” said Cuthbert
to the dying man, “there yet remains
one chapter.” *“Then take your pen
and write with speed,” said the dying
scholar., When it was done, Bede re-
peated the “Gloria Patri” and died.
And thus we have the Anglo-Saxon
gospels, the most complete record of
the language and mental habits of a
most remarkable people.

Over and above this, far more im-
portant than this. we have an illustra-
tion of the spirit of true scholarship,
of the self-sacrifice with which so many
scholars have lived and died for the
advancement of cizilivation and the
uplifting of humanity.

on the “Formation of Dew” was writ-
ten by Dr. Wells when he was on the
brink of the grave. Stephen Gray
continued his experiments until he was

others. He dictated thus to Dr. Morti-
mer, Secretary of the Royal Society,
while dying, and the language of his
description of his discoveries in the
use of electric conductors and non-

for breath.

the men who have done most for it.
It is astonished at the magnificent re-
sults promised and achieved by the sci-
entific use of electricity as a motor,
but it troubles itself very little about
Gray wrestling foot to foot with death
for a few precious minutes to give the
world the result of his painful labors.

These men who have not sought
place or money or glory have civilized
the world and have done all that has
been done to make the conditions of
human life more tolerable. Whether
called Christian or not, they are true
saints and martyrs of the religion of
humanity.

Age of Trees.

Elm, 300 years; ivy, 335 years; maple,
516 years; larch, 576 years; orange, 630
years; cypress, 800 years; olive, 800
years; walnut, 900 years; Oriental
plane, 1,000 years; lime, 1,100 years;
spruce, 1,200 years; oak, 1,500 years;
cedar, 2,000 years; yew, 3,200 years.
The way in which the ages of these
trees have been ascertained leaves no
doubt of its correctness. In some few
cases the data has been  furnished by
historical records and by traditions,
but the botanical archaeologists have a
resource independent of either, and,
when carefully used, infallible.

Of all the forms of nature, trees alone
disclose their ages candidly and freely.
In the stems ot trees which have
branches and leaves with netted veins
—in all exogens, as the botanist would
say—the increase takes place by means
of an annual deposit of wood, spread
in an even layer upon the surface of
the preceding one.

In the earlier periods of life trees in-
crease much faster than when adult—
the oak, for instance, grows more rap-
idly betWeen the twentieth and thir-
tieth years—and when old the annual
deposits considerably diminish, so that
the strata are thinner and the rings
proportionately closer. Some trees
slacken in rate of growth at a ve
early pericd of life, and Jayers of oa
become thinner after 40, those of the
elm after 50, those of the yew after 60.

Quite a I)ingnlst.
“How many languages can your wife
k?” :
“Eour, English, French, German and

the other she talks to the baby.”

icture of
Elaine, Ethel; nothing would suit you !

The scene at the deathbed of Bede, |
upil |

AGRICULTURAL NEWS

A FEW SUGGESTIONS FOR OUR
RURAL READERQ.

Cribbing Corn in the Field—How to Keep
Frost Out of the Cellar—Frult May Be
Had at Little Cost—¥Farm Noter.

¥rom City to Farm.

Some one has said that there is a
tendency in certain quarters to use
the word ‘‘practical” as a shield to
protect themselves against the neces-
sity of brain work. It is often. used
to excuse our own ignorance. Now
this is true of quite a number of
farmers living near me. There are
quite a few city men who have
bought farms around bere in the lust
8ix years. Most of them don't know
a great deal about farming by prac-
tice, but they know it all in theory
and do lots of experimenting. They
generally take to stock, as raising
corn and potatoes is too slow for
them. I am free to say that if they
stick it out for a year they generally
stay with us. Still a good many
‘‘peter out,” and some ‘‘practical”
farmer picks up a farm with good
buildinygs, fences, trees, etc.,, at his
own price. So plenty of my neigh-
bors are disposed to laugh at these
new-comers. They teem to forget
the successful ones, and thege, as I
think it over, especially the fruit
growers, are men who have had good
business training in the cities. I
know that these men plan better,
make every hour count for more, and
cut down the*small expenses that lots
of we country-born farmers don't
seem to notice at all- I estarted to
say that we ought to encourage this
coming from the towns to farms. It
will give us many new ideas and most
generally kind and agreeable neigh-
bors. There is room for more —
American Farmer.

How to Keep Frost Out of the Cellar.

It has been my plan to keep frost
out of my vegetable cellar by keeping
a lighted kerosene stove there during
the coldest nights. I began this plan
about a dozen years ago and it has
worked well. 1 use one of the larg-
est patterns, as my cellaris a large
one. If a farmer hus no kerosene stove
at hand, on an emergency he can
raise the temperature of his cellar
trom near freezing to seventy degrees
in a few minutes by saturating a
dozen old néwspipers ‘with kerosene
and burning these in ¢oal hods,, two
at a time.. Have the kerosene poured
on them just sufficient to saturate.

By using. two hods the unconsumed
fragments in the one fire can be put
in the other bLefore it is lighted,
. which will insure there being no fire
there when repacked with paper.
The precaution needed is to have a
clear space above and around the hods
of six feet and be sure that there Is
no fire left in the hod, and that its

to translating the Gospels from Latin | temperature is not at ignitish heat

when pouring the kerosene on the
paper. A quart used in this way will
in a few minutes raise the tempera-
| ture of a cellar of average size thirty
or more degrees. It is a dangerous
{ plan in the hands of a careless man,
but a careful one may be able some-
| times to save himself from a loss uf
hundreds of dollars by its timely use.
—J. J. H. Gregory, in Grange Homes.

Storing a Cabbage Crop.
The cabbages will be stored away
roots down. The usual custom of
burying the heads in New Jersey is
that they become sealed up when
frost is in the ground, and they then
rot when frost leaves. Last winter

| (a cold one) the cabbages were placed

in a row, roots in the ground and
heads out; then another row close to
the first, and so on, the whole form-
ing a compact mast of cabbages,

|

almost in articulo mortis, and when he ©0€ Trotted,
could no longersit up or write he dic- | frozen.
tated the account of his discoveries to | thawing.

conductors represents his last painful

!

which bed of cabbages was covered
with six inches of hay, stalks placed
on the hay and.a few boards (to shed
water) placed on the stalks. When

In his lessons on electricity Prof. { cabbages were wanted the hay was
Tyndall says that the beautiful essay 'removed, the heads eut from the

stalks and the hay replaced. They

lcould be had at any time, and were

always green and tresh looking. Not
although they were
The hay prevented sudden

When the cabbages were
gone the hay was removed, and the
stalks produced early greens. By this
method the ecabbage plantis kept
over winter alive, as the sprouting of
the stalks in the spring demonstrates.
Cabbage' growers should try it.—

as | 3
Tll))se world knows litt’e or *nothing of - Philadelphia Record.

Winter Care of Sheep.

I bhave learned by experience that
success in sheep husbandry depends
largely on proper housing, feeding,and
general management during fall and
winter. Have attained success as
follows: 1. Avoid as much as possi-

i ble exposure to inclement weather.

2. Don’t crowd too many sheep into
small inclosures, which is detrimental
to thrift. 3. Winter feed, bright
clover'hay and corn fodder for bulk,
and for grain rations equal parts in
bulk of oats, corn, and1 wheat bran,
in a ration of ten quarts per feed
twice a day to forty head. In addi-
tion, double handful of oil meal once
daily. 4. All weak sheep feed sep-
arately (especially cared for). All
breeding ewes separated from maic
flock at least ten days.before yeaning,
to become accustomed to new quart-
ers. 5 Regular watering indigpensi-
ble to thrift.—National Stockman.

Cribbing in the Fleld.

1t saves a good deal of labor in
husking corn to throw the ears in a
box as they are husked. Some will
fall outside wher fat husking is at-
tempted, buu it is easier to pick up
the scattering than to leave ali on
the ground. There is a further sav-
ing in the fact that these boxes at
night may be piled one on another to
the height of four, five or six tiers,
and a couple of wide boards laid
lengthwise of the crib will protect
them from rain or snow. Those who
grow sweet corn for seed often pro-
vide boxes to hold their entire crop,
and leave the corn thus cribbed - in
the fleld until it is dried out enough
to.market. With slatted boxes built
up one row wide corn will dry out
very fast. The boxes need not be
very expensive.

Leaves for Bedding.

If a farmer grows grain he has no
need to collect fallen leaves in the
woods for either bedding or manure.

They are not better for their purpose
than .is straw, and their manurial

|
|

|

value is not so great. The tree leavea
that fall in the woods are needed
where they fall, not merely for ma-
nure for the tree, but to form a mulch
and protect the soil from deep freed-
ing. - The feéding roots of trees in
forests are near the surface. Even
falls of snow and a mulch of leaves
protect them so long as the forest is
left alone. The leaves are not worth
the lavor of gathering for their ma-
nurial value. They may sometimes
be used by farmers who have no straw
for bedding purposes.

Sowing Clover.

When you come to the time of sow-
ing clover do not go by any arbitrary
rule as to ameunt of seed. The
amount needed for an acre depends
upon the soil and the time of sowing.

1t all the see.s grow there isenough-

seed in three quarts to make a fine
stand. Proltably alessamount would
be sufficient if this could be insured,
but it must be remembered that even
under the best conditiens all the
seeds donot germinate. Many plants
fail to get rooted, and of those which
do start a great number are after-
wards killed by heat and drouth,
frost, and inseots. The later one
sows the more seed will be needed, as
the soll is not so favorable for ger-
mination as it is earlier. Many
farmers use only a bushel to eight
acres, and they wonder why they do
not have a full stanl. The reason is
that they had not enough seed to
satisfy all the losses and yet leave
enough seed to produc:the stand. A
bushel to four acros is a safer allow.
ance, although that may be a little
more than is often needed. Perhaps
a Lushel to five acres isas near as we
can get for the average land.—Phila-
delphia Inquire. :

Light Stables.

It is important to have light
stables. Light is always conducive to
health, either for man or animals.
An illustration is the following: An
experiment was made by a stockman
on two calves sixty days old, the one
weighing 180 pounds was put in a
light stable, and another weighing
182 pounds, was put in a dark stable.
They were fed exactly the same and
given the same care in every respect,
and after three months’ time they
were again weighed. The one in the
cark stable weighed 360 pounds and
the one in the light stable weighed
430 pounds. Here is a very marked
difference, and it is attributable
solely to the effect which light has
on the health and growth of young.
stoek.—Independent.

Fruilt at Little Cost.

Those who own but little land, or
who are able to plant but few trees,
may still make provision for a fine
future supply. Let the owner set off
a small portion of ground for a small
orchard or fruit garden, even if he
cannot plant it at once. He may
procure two or three or half a dozen
trees, and set them out in line. The
needed care for this number need not
interrupt his other business for afew
years, whea they will begin to bear.
These few first sorts may be early or
autumn apples, which when they be-
gin to show their rich promise will
convey substantial enjoyment to the
family who have watched their
growth. In each coming season
more may be added, and in time a
handsome and ,thrifty orchard will
occupy the ground. If pains are
taken to plant ounly the very best
which may be done by setting only a
few at a time, an orchard of choice
fruit will be the result.

Tho Stability of Dalrying.

Dairy products, despite all com-
mercial panics, have held their price
better than any others Thisis partly
perhaps because the drought in many
sections lessened the production of
milk, butver, and cheese. But it is
true also that taking a series of years
together dairy products vary in price
less than any others that the farmers
can produce, and the business {s,
theretore, safer than most other kinds
of farming. The product can be
cheapened by selecting the best dairy
stock and weeding out animals that
prove inferior.

¥Farm Notes.

MATURE horses are best for family
drivers. Even when well broken a
horse is less reliable before he is seven
years old than afterwards. He is also
more subject to colic and other
troubles.

IN some classes of faim products,
over production has not so much to
do with the depression of prices as
has poor quality. Thisapplies equally
to products so widely different as
cattle and fruit. 3

LAND too rough for cultiyation
should either be seeded with good
grasses for sheep pastare or planted
with timber or fruit trees. There is
comparatively little land which we
are warranted in permmitting to re-
main absolutely idle

A sMALL farmer can hardly affora
to load himself up with expensive
machinery for cultivating every sep-
arate crop. Very often the farmers
of the neighborhood can unite to ad.
vantage in such purcaases. Practice
co-operation when you can.

ONE of the points which all agri-
cultural education tends to impress
on the mind of the student is the
need of thoroughness in all the oper-
ations of soil cultivation. This may
be attained without the instruction
of the schools, but in whatever way
it is attained, when carried into prac-
tice it is bound tb make the success-
ful farmer.

Odds and Ends.

A bread cloth should aiways be
sweet and clean, and never used for
any other purpose.

Ir the rollers of a wringer are
sticky or covered with lint pass a
cloth dampened with kerosene be-
tween them.

A coop broom holder may be made
by putting two large screws—nalils
will answer—into the wall about two
inches apart. Drop the broom be-
tween them, handle downward.

A coop and easy method to mend
small tears in an umbrella is to lay
the ragged edeges together as closely
as possibly and then stick a bit ot
court-plaster over. the tear on the
under surface of the covering.

1t pays well to do the mending be-
fore the article goes into the wash,
since the processes to which it is
there sivbjected materially enlarge

‘the holes, and it is petter and more

agreeable to wear if the washing fol-
lows the mending.

A HORRIBLE FATE.

Che Cruel Punishment Inflicted on a Chi-
nese Malefactor,

It has been said that the Chinese
inflict crueler punishment for legal
crimes than any other people. This
seems true if the latest re-
ports of the execution of a male-
factor there can be believed. Four

men were cap-

tured some

time ago at

Chin - Kiang,

4 near the mouth

of the Yang-

5 tse-Kiang, who

' had, for some

months past;

carried on a

systematio

course of kid-

naping chil-

dren, one .of

the most hei-

nous crimes

known to Chi-

neselaw. They

wereduly tried

and finally

sentenced to

death by the slow process of starva-
tion and exposure in a cage.

This sentence was first carried out
on the ringleader and one morning,
early in September, he was placed in
the cage, standing upright on a pile
of bricks a foot high, with his head
groject.lug above, and his neck tightly

tted into a hole in the roof.

There he stood in a crowded street,
the burning sun pouring its flerce
rays upon him, without food ordrink,
and jeered at by the passers-by who
regarded the whole thing as a very
good joke. His sufferings must have
been imaginable for the three days
that his wretched life lasted. On
the evening of the third day one of
the attendants, possibly moved by
pity, possibly wearied by his long
watch, knocked the pile of brieks
from under the malefactor’s  feet,
leaving the body .suspended by the
lower jaw and slow strangulation put
an end to what remnant of life there
was in about twenty minutes. The
body, the following day, was removed
in the cage to an open space beyond
the city to be exposed as a warning
to evil doers before final burial.

}.\
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A CHINESE CAGE.

THE CRANKY CAMEL.

He Is the Most Tiresome and Trouble-
some of All Anlmals.

If any other animal gives out it is
still possible te make it travel a few
miles by a judiclous use of patience
and a club, but not so with a camel.
When he lies down he will get up

REFUSES TO RISE

only when he feels like doing so; you
may drag at the string which is fast-
ened to the stick through his nostrils
till you tear it out—he will only
groan and spit. It was my first ex-
perience with camels, and I vowed
that it should be my last; for, taking
them altogether, they are the most
tiresome and troublesome animals I
have ever seen, and are suited only
to Asiatics, the most patient and
long-suffering of human beings, writes
Woodville Rockhill, in the Century.
Besides their inflrmities of temper—
resulting, I believe, from hereditary
dyspepsia, as evidencod by coated
tongues, offensive breaths and gurg-
ling stomachs, as I have seen with no
other ruminants—they are delicate
in the extreme. Theycan work only
in the winter months, for as soon as
their wool begins to fall, Samson-
like, their strength abandons them.

Two Hopeless Oases.

The Pall Mall Budget recently re-
called the fact that August had
brought about the one hundred and
eleventh anniversary of the loss of
the Royal George, and tells again an
absurd anecdote connected with the
tragedy. When it was announced
that the ship had gone down, with
some four hundred men, women and
children, the first feeling was one ot
incredulity, which speedily gave way
to horror and grief.

But even such a period of conster.
nation had its grimly humorous side.
The father of Uieutenant Durham,
who was on board the ship, received
a letter, and on reading it, burst intc
tears. 'To the inquiries of his family
as to the cause of his grief, he replied
in a broken voice:

“The Royal George has foundered,
and our dear Peter is drowned!” A
general outburst of tears greeted this
announcement, but presently it oc-
curred to some one to ask:

“Who has written to tell you,
papa?”

“Why, Peter, to be sure!”

“Peter? Why, then he is saved!”

“No!” answered the old gentleman,
groaning again. “He is such a liar
that no one can believe-a-word he
says!”

It proved that Lieutenant Durham
had swum to the rigging, after the
ship sank, and was saved.

This was the officer to whom his
father had said, when he was leaving
home for the navy, “Remember one
thing, Peter. Never tell a lie!”

Peter seemed somewhat surprised
at the admonition, and - his father
added:

“Always remember that you never
heard your father tell a liel”

“Zooks, father!” replied Peter,
promptly. “What a liar you are!”

Brushing Clothes.

A man who always looks well with
but a limited wardrobe says: “The
finest clothing in the world won't
make a man look well if his collar or
cuffs are sotled. On the other hand,
if the linen is.clean and fresh, if the
clothes are well brushed and if there
is a flower in the button-hole one al-
ways looks presentable. But whisk
brooms simple ruin clothes; you
should have a good bristle brush, not
too stiff. Then brush as often and
as much as you like, and your clothes
will look the better and .wear the
better for it. This is of especial in.
! to women, because they have to
look out for the stock of clean linen
and too often apply the clothes brush.*

AROUAD A BIG STATE.

BRIEF COMPILATION OF INDIl«
! ANA NEWS, §

What Our Neighbors Are Doing—Matters
of General and Local Interest—Marriages
and Deaths—Accldents and Crimes—Per«
sonal Pointers About Indianians.

Erief State Items.

THE town of Crandall is to be incom
porated.

SEVERAL large eagles have been
killed in Brown County this fall.

A MAN living near Metamora is 50
years old and has never had a tooth.

JERRE GALLINAN, L. E. & W. switch-
mah, fell under the cars at Muncie,
and was instantly killed.

MRS. AUGUSTA SCHMIDT, the wealthy
murderess, has been granted a change
of venue from Logansport to Kokomo.

A COMMITTEE has been nramed at
Anderson for the purpose of raising
funds to care for the poor of that town.

THE Darnell puddling mills, Muncie,
have been rented by a' company wha
\gill operate the works making muck

ar.

RupoLpPh SHULTZ was fined $100 and
sent to jail for four months at LaPorte
for fishing with a seine in Kankakee
River

TO VACCINATE or not to vaccinate is
the question now being agitated at
Terre Haute among the public school
patrons. . ;

DIPHTHERIA has broken out in
Wernle Orphans’ Home at Richmond.
There are now five cases which were
promptly quarantined.

GEORGE BURDEN of Marion, a colored
boy, 8 years old, was accidentally shot
and dangerously injured by his brother
Levi, aged 14.

WHILE men were driving a well near
Columbus, the drill passed through a
log at a depth of 80 feet and struck an
immense flow of gas at 200 feet.

MARY WARREN has brought suit
against the Evansville Standard for
$3,000 for malicious libel. She e¢laims
that the paper accused her of stealing.
ELMER LERE of Kdinburg, has brought
suit for $10,000 damages against the
Edinburg Starch Works Company for
injuries received while in their em-
ploy.

THERE are now flve factories and
over fifty buildings at Ingalls erected
since iast May, 'len brick residences
wero started this week, and every man
in the town is at work.

FIRE destroyed the house and barn
of widow Clarter and the honse of Tod
Lewis, at Martinsville, Mrs. Carter's
Joss is $2,000; insured for $500 in the
tna, of Hartford, Conn,

Miss DAIsY MYERS of Madison, is
trging to locate her brother, from
whom she was separated while a mere
babe, It is thought that he lives in
Wabash County and was adopted sev-
iarullyoara ago by a family named
.amb,

GEORGE HENDRICKSON, who was in-
jured a fow days ago by a premature
shot in Schuffarman's mine, south of
Brazil, is dead., Mr. Hendrickson was
one of the wealthiest and oldest miners
in the county, He leaves a wife and
family,

Miss CYRENA STACK, aged 15, who
stole a horse and buggy from a farmer
near Windfall, last week, and was cap-
tured with the rig 1n her possession,
pleaded guilty at Kokomo, and was
sentenced to six years in the Reform
School. '

A TERRE HAUIE jury hasreturned a
vordiot of 8300 damages against Park
County in favor of Daniel Sappenfield.
At a former trial a jury awarded $700
damages. Sappenfield met with an ac-
cident on a county bridge which was
out of repair.

WHILE in the act of lifting a door
lock from a shelf in the hardware store
of Charles Davis, in Wabash, John
Cochran was stricken with heart dis-
case and fell to the floor dead. He was -
64 years old, and moved from Peru to
Wabash in 1849,

FoUR casualties occurred at Evans-
ville one day recently. Minnie Proc-
tor, aged 12, was burned to death by
her clothes catching fire from burning
leaves; George Doller, aged 14, was
thrown from a horse and killed; Peter
Graef, a wealthy farmer, committed
suicide by shooting himself; Edward
Sweeney fell out of a barn loft and was
fatally injured.

THERE is a movement on foot in Pike
and Daviess County to ﬁet a parole of a
few months for Burr Hawes, Hawes,
it will be remembered, was sent to the
penitentiary from Petersburg last July
for eight years for assisting in burn-
ing the Daviess County Courthouse.
Hisson, Edward Hawes, is now in Pike
County circulating a paper for a parole
and has got many signatures, Since
Hawes' imprisonment his family have
had a good deal of sickness. is, to-
gether with the condition of his busi-
ness affairs at home, led his friends to
ask for the parole, :

ONE of the boldest robberies ever
perpetrated in Lawrence County oc-
curred the other night ashort distance
from Enon Valley, The victim of t1e
robbery was Mrs, Mary Williams, the
aged wife of John Williams, a farmer,
Williams was away from home. At
11 o’elock there was a rap at the door,
and when Mrs. Willlams opened it she
was confronted by three revolversin
the hands.of masked men. Tne old
laay screamed once, when all three of
the men sprang upon her, and ina
minute she was helpless, bound and
gagged. After torturing her for more
than an hour the old lady finally dis-
closed the hiding place of the money,
and the robbers secured $200 in gold,
after which they fled. Mrs, Will
was found next morning still bound
and faged. Her condition is serious,
and it is probable that she will not sur-
vive the shock and the injuries she
received. .

ROBERT POGUE, aged 92, died at his
home on North Union street, Union
City. Mr. Pogue is one of the oldest
Eioneers in that sectionof the country,

aving settled there when Dayton was
the nearest’trading point. He built
the first house on the ground now oc-
cupied by Union City, :

WALTER WUND CH, a reporte,
on the Evansvill§ Journal, has brough’,
suit against the Standard and Ger-
mania, papers of that city, tor $10,000
damages for libel. He claims that
they asserted that he broke into the
cash drawer in the County Clerk’s of- -
fice in search of a suppressed item.

MR. J. J. MORGAN, living near Jas-

er, the other day, shota squirrel that

ad but one ear and instead of teeth
had four tusks, two from the upper jaw
and two from the lower. The tusks
were about two inches long. 4o
WHILE Elder W. B. F. Treat, a
Christian miniswer of Muncie, was on
his way to take ina f - re~
ligious debate with Rev. John ‘
a Universalist
Jefferson Coun




