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A SISTER'S VENGEANCE 
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CHAPTER VII.—(Continued.) 
"Abel, mate, I'm ready for anything 

Bow," said Bart, as they went tluit morn
ing to their work. "Only say again as 
you forgive our luss." 

"Bart, old lad," said Abel, hoarsely, 
"I've naught to forgive." 

"Ha!" ejaculated Bart, and then lie be
fall to whistle softly, as if in the highest 
of Hpirits, and looked longingly in the 
direction of the jungle beside the mud 
creek; but three days elapsed before they 
•were set to hoe among the coffee bushes 
again. 

When they approached the jungle «i 
last, hoeing more slowly—for, much as 
tliey longed to go up at once, they knew 
that any unusual movement on their part 
might be interpreted by watchful eyes 
into an attempt at escape and bring 
down upon tliem a shot—Bart's voice 
trembled and sounded hoarsely as he said, 

playfully: . 
"Now, Abel; my lad, I'm going to talk 

to that there poll parrot. Now, then, 
-Polly! Pretty Polly, are you thereV' 

"Yes, yes, Bart. Abel, dear brother, at 
last, at last!" tame from the jungle. 

"Mary-Polly, my girli" cried Abel, 
hoarsely, as he threw down his hoe; and 
he was running toward the jungle, wlJur® 
a crashing soucd was heard, when Bait 
flung his strong arms across his chest and 
dashed him to the ground. 

•'Are you mad?" be cried. "Mary, for 
God's sake keep back!" 

The warning was needed, for from 
across tbe plantation the overseer and a 
couple of soldiers came running, every 
movement on the part of the prisoners be
ing watched. 

"Sham ill, ladi aham ill," whispered 
Bart, as a piteous aigh came from the 
depths of the jungle. 

"Fighting, sir!" growled Bart; rum 
fighting. He nearly went down." 

"He was trying to escape." 
"Escape!" growled Bart. "Look at 

him. Sun's hot." 
The overseer bent down over Abel, 

whose aspect helped the illusion, for he 
looked ghastly from his emotion; and he 
had presence of mind enough to open his 
•eyes, look about wildly from face to face, 
and then bettin to struggle up, with one 
hand to his head. 

"Is it the fayver, sor?" said one of the 
*oldiers, -whose name was Dinny Kelly. 

"No. Touch of the sun," said the over
seer. "They're always getting it. There, 
you're all light, ar'n't you?"' 

"Yes, sir," said Abel, alowly, as he 
picked up his hoe. 

"Sit down under the trees there for a 
few minutes," said the overseer. "Lend 
him your water bottle, soldier. And you 
"stop with him till he's better." 

Bart took the water bottle; and as the 
•overseer went off with his guard Abel 
was assisted to the edge of the jungle 
where a huge cotton tree threw its shade; 
and here Bart held the water to his com 
panion's lips. 

It was hard work to keep still while 
the others went out of hearing; but at 
last it seemed safe, and Abel panted out: 

"Mary, dear, are you there?" 
"Yes, yes, Abel. Oh, my dear brother, 

say one kind -Word to me!" 
"Kind word? Oh,-my lass, my lass, 

say that you forgive me!" 
"Forgive you? Yes. But quick, dear, 

before those men come back." 
"Tell me, then," said Abel, speaking 

•with his back to the jungle, and his head 
bent down as if ill, while Bart leaned 
over hip, trembling like a leaf, "tell me 
how you came to be here." 

"I came over in a ship to Kingston. 
"Then I went to New Orleans. Then to 
Honduras. And 'it 'was only a fortnight 

;ago that I found yon." 
"But how did you come here?" 
"I've got a small boat, dear. I asked 

and asked for months before I could find 
-out where you were. I've been to other 
Blantations, and people have thought me 
anad; but one day I stumbled across the 
•atlors ef a ship that comes here with 
••tores from the station, and I heard them 
aay that there were a number of prison
ers working at this place; and at last, 
after waiting and watching for weeks. 
I caught sight of you two, and then it 
was a month before I could speak to yon 

.as I did the other day.*' 
"And now you have come," said Abel, 

'.bitterly, "I can't even look at you." 
"But yott will escape dear," said Maty.  
"Escape!" cried Abel, excitedly. 
"Steady, lad, steady. 'Member you're 
', growled Bart, glancing toward the 

nearest sentry, and then holding up the 
-{bottle at if to see how much was within. 

"Yes, escape,'" said Mary. "I have the 
'boat ready. Can you come now?" 

"Impossible! We should be overtaken 
• and shot before we had gone a mile." 

"But you must escape," said Mary. 
•"You must get down here by night." 

"How?" said Bart, gruffly. 
•"Yon two must settle that," said Mary, 

•quickly. "I am only a woman; but 1 
have found means, to get here with a 
boat, and I can come again and again 
till you join me." 

"Then be cautioua. Only come by 
1 night." 

"I know. Trust me. I will not be 
seen. I will do nothing rash. To-night, 
as soon ns it grows dark, I shall be here 
expecting* you, for I shall not stir. At 
daybreak I shall go, and come again at 
night." 

"And mind the sentries." , t 
•'Trust me, Abel. 1 shall not licome 

now by day for six days. If at the end 
' of six nights you have not been able to 

escape, I shall come for six days by day, 
1 hoping that you may be more successful 

in the davlieht; for perhaps you will find 
that a bold dash will help to get you 
at way." 

"But the risk—the risk, girl, to you!" 
"Abel, dear, I am here to risk every-

!'• thing. I hive risked everything to join 
f you." 

"Yes," h« said, hoarsely. "But after
ward. Il'we do escape?" 

"Leave ihe plans to me," she said, with 
' -m little laugh. "I have boat and sail, and 
, the world is very wide. Only escape. 
- Take care; the men are coming back." 
* « • • •  • • *  

Five days passed, and the prisoners 
were not sent again to the clearing, while. 
In spite of every effort, they found that 
their chances of eluding the guard set 
over them by night were small indeed. 

Fettered by day, they were doubly 
chained by night. The building where 
they slept was strongly secured and 

* guarded, and in spite of the newness of 
the settlement it was well chosen for its 

i purpose, and stronger even than the pris-
5 oner* thought. 
' During the following week the prisoners 

<*!y once in the coffee plantation, 
' and *Hctly watched that they felt 

that to attempt an evasion was only to 
! bring destruction upon their hopes, per
il haoa canst Mary's imprisonment for at

tempting to assist prisoners to escape. 
"It's of no use, Bart," said Abel at 

[nt, despondently. "Poor girl! Why 
4id she come?" 

**H»lg ns away," said Bart, gruffly. 

Ill 

'Yes, but all in vain." 
'Pshnw!" cried Bart again, "when you 

ltnow she'll keep on coming till she's an 
old gray-haired woman, or she gets us 
away." , 

Abel shook his head, for he was low-
spirited, and not convinced; but that 
night his heart leaped, for ns he lay half 
asleep, listening to the thin, buzzing hum 
of the mosquitoes which haunted the pris
oners* quarters, and the slow, regular 
pace of the sentry on guard outside, there 
was the faint rattle of a eliain, as if some 
prisoner had turned in his unquiet rest, 
and then nil was silent again, ^ till he 
started, for a rough hand was laid upon 
his mouth. ' 

His first instinct was to seize the own
er of that liatul, to engage in a struggle 
for his life; but a mouth was placed di
rectly at his ear, and a well-known voice 
whispered: ... 

"Don't make a sound. Tie these bits 
of rag about your irons so as they won t 
rattle." , . 

Abel caught at the pieces of cloth and 
canvas thrust into his hand, and, sitting 
up in the darkness he softly bound the 
links and rings of his fetters together, 
hardly daring to breathe, and yet with 
his heart beating tumultously in lus anx
iety to know his companion's plans As 
he was tying the last knot he felt Bart s 
hnnd upon his shoulder, and his lips at 
his caf. 

"Quiet, and creep after me. lveep 
touching-my foot so's not to miss me in 
the dark." . .. 

Abel's heart thumped ngainst his ribs 
as he obeyed, taking Bart's hand first m 
a firm grip, and then feeling a short iron 
bar thrust between his fingers. 

Then he became conscious from nis 
companion's movements that he had gone 
down upon his hands and knees, and was 
crawling toward the end of the long, low 
stone-walled building that served as a 
dormitory for the white slaves whose 
task was to cultivate the rough planta
tion till they, as a rule, lay down and 
died from fever. 

Just then Bart stopped short, for there 
were steps outside, and a gleam of light 
appeared beneath the heavy door. Voices 
were heard, and the rattle of a soldier s 
musket. , . .. 

"Changing guard," said Abel to him
self; and he found himself wondering 
whether the sergeant and his men would 
enter the prison. 

Then there was a hoarsely uttered com
mand; the light faded away, the .steps 
died out npon the ear; there was a clink 
or two of chains, and a heavy sigh from 
some restless sleeper, and once more in 
the black silence and stifling heat there 
wis nothing to be heard but the loud 
trumpeting buzz of the mosquitoes. 

Softly, as some large cat, Bart resum
ed his crawling movement, after thrust
ing back his leg and touching Abel on the 
chest with his bare foot as a signal. 

The building was quite a hundred feet 
long by about eighteen wide, a mere gal
lery in shape, which had been lengthened 
from time to time as the number of con
victs increased, and the men had about 
two-thirds of the distance to traverse be
fore they could reach the end, and at 
their excessively slow rate of progress 
the time seemed interminable before, af
ter several painful halts, caused by move
ments of their fellow prisoners and dread 
of discovery, the final halt was made. 

"Now, then, what is it?" whispered 
Abel. 

Bart was slowly drawing out rough 
pieces of badly cemented stone—rough 
fragments really of coral and limestone 
from the nearest roof, of which the pris
on barrack was built. ^ 

At last, aftt.? what seemed an age, a 
faint breath or comparatively cool air 
began to play upon Abel's .cheek, as Bart 
seemed to work steaiUy on. Then his 
hand was seized and glided where it 
hardly wanted guiling, tun the young 
man's imagination had x>ainte<J all—to a 
rough opening level with the floor, a hole 
little larger than might have been tii»de 
for fowls to pass in and out of a poultry 
yard. 

They crept on in silence, and in the 
midst of the still darkness matters seem
ed to be going so easily for them that 
Abel's heart grew more regular in its 
pulsation, and he was just asking him
self why he had not had Wvention enough 
to contrive this evasion, when a clear and 
familiar voice cried, "Shtandl" and there 
was the click of a musket lock. 

What followed was almost momentary. 
Bart struck aside the bayonet leveled at 
his breast, and leaped upon the sentry 
before him, driving him backward and 
clapping his hand upon his mouth as he 
knelt apon his chest; while, ably second
ing hiai, his companion wrested the mus
ket from the man's hand, twisted the 
bayoget from the end of the barrel, and. 
holding it daggerwise, pressed it against 
the man's throat. 

"Another word, and it's your last!" 
his8«d Abel. 

"Sure, and I'll be as silent as Peter 
MuUoney's grave, sor," whispered the 
sentry; "but it's a mother I have over in 
the owld country, and ye'd break her 
heaft if ye killed me." 

"l^ook here," whispered Bart; "it's neck 
or -Aothing, my lad. If you give the 
alaim, it will be with that bayonet struck 
through you." 

"And would a Kelly give the alarm. 
aftSser he said on his honor? Sure, you 
mi(ht thrust me." 

'<Over with you, then, Bart." whispered 
Ab*l; "I'll stand over him here. Take 
the gun." 

Bart obeyed, and Abel stood with one 
havd upon the sentry's shoulder, and the 
baj onet close to his throat. 

?,ho man scaled the gate as easily as 
Bart had done before liim, and then Abel 
followed; but as he reached the top and 
shuffled sideways to the wall, which lie 
beairodo, there was the sound of a shot, 
folfawed by another, and another, and 
this fierce baying of (logs. 

, "Bedad, they've seen ye," said <he sen
try, as Abel dropped down. 

•"{.Silence!" hissed Abel, as there "ivas the 
louij clanging of a bell .with the fierce 
yelling of dogs, and they dashed oil, hand-
joined in hand, for the coffee plantation, 
awty down by the cane-brake and Ihe 
swamp. 

It the swamp they found men with a 
bow and pole ready and waiting for 
theiu, and thus made good their escape. 

CHAPTER VIII. ' 
Hud he been asleep and dreamed that 

he and Abel had escaped, and then that 
he was in the Dells' boat, with Mary 
poling it along? 

What did it all mean? Bart was in a 
boat, and behind him lay back the sol
dier with his mouth open, sleeping heav
ily. On his left was Abel Dell, also sleep
ing as a man sleeps who is utterly ex
hausted by some terrible exertion. But 
that was not the Devon coast upon which 
the sun was shedding its early morurog 
rays. Dense belts of mangrove did not 
spread their muddy roots like intricate 
rustic scaffoldings on southern li>aglish 

shores, and there were no clatters of al
ligators lying here and there amoofflM 
mud and ooze. 

It was trus enough. They did escapo 
in the night, and Mary had been there to 
help them with a boat; but where was 
she now? and who was this sturdy youth 
in loose petticoat-canvas trousers and 
heavy fisherman's boots? 

Bart stared till his eyes showed a ring 
of white about their pupils, and his mouth 
opened roundly in unison for a time. Then 
eyes and mouth closed tightly, and wrin
kles appeared nil over his face, as he 
softly shook all over, and then, after 
glancing at Abel and the Irish soldier, hs 
uttered a low— 

"Haw, haw!" 
The figure in the boat swung round and 

faced him sharply, glancing at the two 
sleeping men, and holding up a roughened 
brown hand to command silence. 

"All right," said Bart, half choking 
with mirth; and then, "Oh, I say, my 
lass, you do look rum in them big boots!" 

"Silence, idiot!" she whispered, sharp
ly. "Do you want that strange man to 
know?" 

"Nay, my lass, nay," he said, becoming 
sober on the instant. "But you do look 
so rum. I say, though," he cried, sharp
ly. "what's gone of all your beautiful long 
hair?" 

"Fire," said Mary, coldly. 
"Fire! what—you've cut it off and burn

ed it?" f , 
Mary nodded. ' 
"Oh!" ejaculated Bart, and it sounded 

like a groan, 
"Could a girl with, long hair have work

ed her passage out here as a sailor boy, 
and have come into that cane-brake and 
saved you two?" said Mary, sharply; rnd 
as Bart sat staring at her with dilated 
eyes once more, she bent down after gaz
ing at Dinny, still soundly sleeping, and 
laid her hand with a firm grip, on her 
brother's shoulder. 

He started into wakefulness on the in
stant, and gazed without recognition in 
the face leaning over him. 

"Don't you know me, AbeJ?" said 
Mary, sadly, 

"You, Mary—dressed like this?" 
> He started up angrily," his face flash

ing as hers had flushed, and his look dark
ened into a scowl. 

"What else could I do?" she said, re
peating her defense as she ^ad pleaded to 
Bart. Then, as if her spirit rebelle4 
against his anger, her eyes flashed with 
indignation, and she exclaimed hoarsely, 
"Well, I have saved you, and if yon' hava 
done with me—there is the sea." 

"But you—dressed as'a boy!" said Abel 
"Hush! Do you want that man to 

know?" • whispered Mary softly. "My 
brother was unjustly punished and sent 
out here to die in prison, while I, a help
less girl, might have starved at home. 
What could I do?" ' 

There was only one of the two equal 
to the emergency as the soldier woke np, 
and that was Bart, who gave his knee a 
sounding slap and cried aloud: t 

"Jack Dell, my lad, you've behaved like 
a trump, and got us away splendid. I 
only wish, Abel, I. had such a brother. 
Halloo, soger, where-shall we set yon 
ashore?" 

"Set me ashore?" said the Irishman, 
nodding at Mary? "what for?" 

"What for?" cried Bart. "To go back." 
"I'm not going back," said the Irish

man, laughing. "Sure, I want a change." 
"You can't go with us." 
''Sure, and you forced me t<> come, and 

ye wouldn't behave so dirthily as to send 
me back?" 

"But we're escaping," said Bart. 
"Sure, and I'll escape too," said Dinny, 

smiling. "It's moighty dull work stop
ping there." 

"But you're a soldier," said Abel. 
"T be sure I am—a sowldier of for

tune." i 
"You'll be a deserter if you stop with 

us," growled Bart. 
"Ye made me a prisbner, and I couldn't 

help meself." 
"Why, I wanted you to go back last 

night!" growled Bart. 
"To be ate up entoirely by the ugly 

bastes of dogs! Thank ye kindly, sor, 
I'd rather not." 

Dinny looked at Mary, and gave her a 
droll smile, which made her frown and 
look uneasy. 

"Can you . keep faith with those who 
trust you?" she said, quickly. 

"And is it a Kelly who can keep faith, 
me lad? Sure, an' we're the faithfulest 
people there is anywhere. And, bedadl 
but you're a handsome boy, and have a 
way wid you as'll make some hearts ache 
before ye've done." ' 

Mary started and turned a deep dark 
red, which showed through her sun-
browned skin. 

"I'll trust you," she said. 
"And ye shan't repent it, me lad, for 

you've done no harm, and.were niver a 
prishner. And now,' as we are talking, 
I'd like to know what yer brother and 
number noinety-sivin did to be. sint out 
of the counthry. It wasn't murther, or 
they'd have hung 'em. Was it—helping 
yerselves?" 

"My brother and his old friend Bart 
Wrigley were transported to the planta
tions for beating and half killing, they 
said, the scoundrel who had insulted his 
sister!" cried Mary, with flashing eyes 
and flaming checks, as she stood up 
proudly in the boat, and looked from one 
to the other. 

"They transported thim two boys to 
this baste of a place, and put chains on 
their legs, for giving a spalpeen like that 
a big bating? Gintlemen, I'm proud of 
ye!" 

He held out his hands to both, and, in
truder, as he was, it seemed impossible to 
resist his frank, friendly way, and the 
escaped prisoners shook hands with him 
again. 

"And now what are ye going to do?" 
snid Dinny, eagerly. 

"We don't know yet," said Abel, rather 
distantly. 

"That's jist me ease," said Dinny. "I'm 
tired of sogering and walking up and 
down wid a mushket kaping guard over 
a lot of poor fellows chained like wild 
beasts. I tuk the shilling bekase I'd been 
in a skrimrnage, and the bowld sergeant 
said there'd be plinty of foighting. Now, 
ye'll tak me ,wid ye, only I must get 
rid o' these soger clothes, and—look here, 
what are ye going to do with them 
chains?" • : ; 

"Get rid of . them." said Abel, "when 
we can find a file." ^ 

"I did not think of a file," said Mary, 
with a disappointed look. ; 

(To be continued.) 

The Difficulty. 
"I dou't see why eliere should be any 

difficulty about arbitration," said the 
social economists. 

"Neither do I," answered the man 
who delights in paradoxes. "Arbitra
tion would be very easy—if some peo
ple were not so arbitrary."—Washing
ton Star. 

Trj-ins to Shift the Blame-
Anxious Father—Do the best you can 

for him, doctor. That is all I can ask. 
If it is the will of providence 

Surgeon—Don't try to place the re
sponsibility on providence in this case, 
Mr. Mc.Tones. You brought the toy pis
tol for the boy yourself.—Chicago Trib
une. . 

The grocery taster occasionally gets 
the worst of it; occasionally he geta a 
black buy with a stolen raspberry. 

' '/'Proper Way to Store Ice. ^ . 
A correspondent of the ltural New 

Yorker explains the method he uses to 
store Ice. The illustration shows a 
cross section of his icehouse, with 
boards nailed horizontally on the in
side, of the poles. Frotn twelve to fif
teen Inches should be left between the 
ice cakes and the walls. Locate the 
Icehouse where good natural drainage 
may be secured. Tile may be laid, as 
Indicated at A, to secure more ade
quate drainage if ' needed. Cut the 
cakes so as to break Joints, say 18 by 

PBOPEBLY PACKED ICE. 

36 Inches or 15 by 30, as conditions 
may. require. It .will be impossible to 
make the cakes fit together perfectly, 
ho matter how expert the saw manipu
lator may be. On this account we put 
in one layer, fit closely as possible, 
then shave over the upper surface of 
all the cakes with a carpenter's adze. 
The shavings of Ice are swept Into tne 
erevlces between cakes. When freez
ing cold, a little water Is sprinkled over 
the whole surface to cement the layer 
solidly together. 

As each layer Is completed the saw
dust should be filled in around the 
sides level with the top and solidly 
stamped down. Allow no sawdust to 
remain on top of the various layers 
until the Icehouse Is filled. Ice is pre
served by being packed away from 
the air. As hot weather comes on the 
Ice will settle some. Be sure to keep 
the sawdust tamped down around the 
sides frequently during early summer 
and see that no airholes form.* When 
the ice Is all packed In, co$er with ten 
to fifteen Inches of sawdust < 

• ' 
Wheat in Corn Stubble. ' 

It has become an almost universal 
custom to sow wheat in the corn stub
ble, but as the results are not always 
all that could be wished, it is evident 
that, in some cases at' least, there is 
something wrong with the plan.. Wheat 
growers know Well that the grain re
quires soil rich In fertility, and they 
also know that corn drains the fertil
ity of the soil sadly, hence it follows 
that the soil must be strong in fertil
ity to give both the corn and the wheat 
crop. 

If the soil is not strong then the only 
possible advantage in using the corn 
field is In the fact that it has been 
well cultivated during the growing sea
son, and consequently is in good shape, 
without much labor for the wheat seed. 
It is quite probable that any fairly fer
tile soil plowed early and well prepared 
for the seed bed would produce quite 
as good results in the wheat crop as the 
corn stubble field unless the soil of 
the latter was strong In fertility.—In
dianapolis News. 

For Splitting Wood. 
Splitting wood is often attended with 

some danger, especially with small, 
round sticks. The following device is 

DEVICE FOB HOLDING WOOD. 

simple and very useful in the wood 
yard. Saw from a small log about ten 
inches in diameter, two pieces each two 
feet long. Nail boards on the ends as 
represented. A is the stick of wood to 
be split—Willard Sheaf, in Farm and 
Home. 

Poultry Raising; Pays oil n Farm. 
There are many reasons why poultry-

raising can be made profitable on a 
farm. One very important reason is 
that all the food necessary to raise 
chickens is grown on the farm, ready 
for use. A great part of the living of 
a chicken can be picked up by himself; 
especially is this true where cattle are 
fed extensively. Much of tbe chick
en's living is made from things that 
would otherwise go to waste. The in
sects that might be bothersome indeed 
serve for old Biddy's relish. All farm 
animals, to thrive well, need some 
shelter from winter's storms and sum
mer's heat. This is one of the most 
expensive items in the care of horses 
or dairy animals, but with all kinds 
of poultry a very small shelter will 
accommodate a large number. Just 
along the same line-comes the thought 
of inclosures. All other farm animals 
have to be fenced in to keep them 
home or in the right place at home, 
while the poultry roam over the whole 
farm.—Green's Fruit Grower. 

Concerning Bees. 
There is a fault often unknown and 

not suspected in the late swarms, 

which is that the queens which go out. 
with them may not be fertile, and if 
they come out after the drones have 
been killed off they cannot lay fertile 
eggs, liut only such as produce drones. 
She cannot be distinguished from a fer
tile queen, but tbe drone cells can be 
distinguished from Worker cells by the 
rounded appearance of the cap over 
them. If only such are found, destroy 
the queen at once, and either give the 
colony another queen or divide the 
bees that remain and the honey among 
other colonies, destroying the drone 
brood by uncapping it and shaking out 
the larva. If in cells of the worker-
liee size, it may be useful to put in 
other hives next spring, but If in the 
regular cell' of the drone bee, It is best 
to make wax of it, unless some may 
be saved to put in the frames of the 
best colonies that one may want to 
raise male bees from—American Culti
vator. 

Shredded Fodder. 
Many tests have shown that the 

shredded corn fodder heeds after 
shredding to be put where it will be 
kept dry. All attempts to stack It have 
given unfavorable results. It has heat
ed and spoiled, and those who tried 
it in this way have been ready to con
demn It. This is not so much because 
it does not pack closely in the stack, 
for the bulk of the long fodder'seems 
to be reduced by the shredding pro
cess, but it is so fine that the rain 
penetrates easily when dry, and when 
wet it swells and becomes so compact 
that the air does not enter it to dry it 
out. The long fodder with its flinty 
casing (literally flinty because it is 
largely silicate of potash on tbe out
side) does not absorb water excepting 
at the ends or places where the stalk 
Is broken, and then It does no.t pass 
farther than to the joints each side. 
Those who try shredding fodder should 
do so when it is perfectly dry, and then 
put It where it will keep dry." If not 
so, the porous center of the stalk ab
sorbs moisture, then swells so as to re
fuse the admission of air to dry it out, 
and then the next thing Is heating or 
fermentation, to be quickly followed by 
mould, and a food that is unfit for cat
tle and especially for milch cows, and 
dangerous to the health of young ani
mals.—New England Farmer. 

Valuable New Tomato. 
Early varieties of tomatoes are espe

cially valuable to market gardeners, 
and are always welcome for planting 
in tbe home garden. The Earliana, Il
lustrated from life, has been tested In 

THE EABLIANA TOMATO. 

various sections for several years, al
though but recently offered to the pub
lic. Under test It has proved earlier 
than any desirable sort by from a week 
to ten days, according to locality. The 
plant Is a strong grower and tbe fruit 
Is set in great abundance. In size it 
may be termed medium rather than 
large, but the form is that most desir
able of all shapes, round, while the 
bright red color will make It attractive 
to the consumer. The flavor Is very 
fine, a point particularly desirable for 
those who cater to the select city trade. 
Unlike most early sorts, this variety 
is solid, and has as yet shown no dispo
sition to crack. 

Feeding Straw. 
In some experiments which were 

made In feeding straw it was found 
that when linseed meal was being fed 
they had better results with the straw 
than with hay. The linseed meal pack
ed too closely and was but imperfectly 
digested. When cornmeal was given, 
better results were obtained from feed
ing hay than from the straw. Yet the 
value of straw as a cattle food when 
cut early is so well established that 
it Is now thought too valuable to be 
used as bedding in stables or yards, 
until the cattle have picked out the 
best of It and they reject only that 
which Is overripe. 

Dried Grass for Winter Grazing. 
In portions of Montana, Wyoming 

and western South Dakota it is cus
tomary to fence large areas of land on 
the general mesa or prairie in order to 
protect the range until winter sets in. 
No bay is cut in these fenced fields. 
The grass simply dried up in the fall 
and the cattle graze on It during the 
winter. , 

'••'•.'• • Form',Notes. 
Increase the food of the cow as long 

as the milk flow increases. 
Fowls having a free run will find 

their own feather-making food. 
Cedar brush hung Inside the poultry 

house will eradicate chicken lice. 
Skilled buttermakers lire In greater 

demand to-day than ever before. 
It is the milch cows and poultry that 

bring the ready money on the farm. 
It is useless to undertake to be a suc

cess with a breed unless they are your 
favorites. 

A change of food is appetizing and the 
more food a cow eats the more milk 
and butter she will yield. 

Carelessness and neglect more than 
ignorance, are responsible for most of 
the failures In the sheep business. 

While Improvements can be hastened 
by proper selection In breeding, Im
proved breeding can never make up foi 
poor feeding. 

A large number of cockerels In th* 
yards with bens and pullets are a nuis
ance, < and should be thinned oat as 
auickly as possible. 

ANTE LUCttA. 

If I esuld know that In some «««)•) 
This marred, Imperfect life might e er 

attain t . 
The goal towtrd which I almost hope

less strain, , 
With patience I could tread the paths oi 

Xime. 
Now, tortoise like, through winter's cheer

less rime, , . . 
And summer days that seem too fair tor 

pain, . 
I onward toil, the height afar to gain, 
Which seems each day more distant nun 

sublime. 
My soul has deeps that never yet were 

stirred, 
My heart has pulses which have never 

thrilled; 
They wait in vain some magic master-

Some unknown purpose to be yet ful
filled. v , , 

Death, when I meet, at last, thy dread 
eclipse, 

Be thou to me my soul's apocalypse* 

A SINGULAR GUEST 
«  >  » » <  

tfVIT? r. HENRY APPS, of Hoxton, 
]lV4( completed the fixing of the 

wires on the lawn of Hasleigh 
Court He looked up at the dim liglit 
in the dressing room, and chuckled 
softly as he bent the last yard of wire. 

"A trip In time," said Mr. Apps, 
"saves nine." 

He threw the rope ladder gently in 
the air, and at the first effort it caught 
the projecting nail. 

"Once oni board the lugger," quoted 
Mr. Apps, facetiously, as he mounted 
the rope 'ladder, " 'and the gurl is 
mine.'" 

He opened the window very gently 
and soon stood Inside the dressing 
room. Near the table in the corner of 
the room was an iron safe. 

"Well, I'm Jiggered," exclaimed 
Mr. Apps. He loosened the flaps of his 
fur cap and mopped his brow with the 
back of his hand. "Well, I'm jiggered! 
lr\hey 'aven't been and left the key in 
for me. I might have sived myself a lot 
of trouble if I'd a knowed." 

Mr. Apps swung open the heavy door 
of the Bafe and listened to the music 
down stairs. Young Lady Staplehurst 
was giving (as Mr. Apps well knew) a 
dance, a fancy dress dance, on her re
turn from the continent after her term 
of widowhood. 

"I'll jest see, first of all," he said,"that 
the coast is absolutely clear, and then— 
then for a bagful." 

Mr. Henry Apps stepped out into the 
broad passage. He slouched, with his 
jimmy sticking out of his capacious side 
pocket, a few steps toward the stairs. 
Suddenly a girlish figure turned tbe cor
ridor. 

"Bless my 'art!" cried Mr. Apps. 
"Why, how do you do?" said the 

young lady, stepping forward. She gave 
a soft laugh that was very pleasant. 
"This is really delightful. Do you know, 
I recognized you at once in spite of the 
costume." 

She held the hand of Mr. Apps for a 
moment, causing that gentleman to 
gasp for breath, and called one of the 
maids. 

'Just bring me a pencil and a card," 
ihe said: "I must arrange for a carriage 
to take Captain Norman to his hotel in 
the morning. I wasn't sure that he 
would come." 

'I can walk," remarked Mr. Apps, 
with restored self-possession. , 

"I won't hear of it When shall we 
lay, now?" 

"Say in an hour's time," said Mr. 
Apps. "I can go upstairs again alone, 
Change my togs and do all I want to." 

"And can't you stay longer?" 
She gave the card to the maid, and 

ordered it to be dispatched at once. 
'I've got a busy night before me," 

urged Mr. Apps, exclusively. He 
thought of his dog waiting on the lawn, 
and feared it might give an inopportune 
bark. Besides, the safe was still open 
and the diamonds wer§ waiting for 
him. He had noticed with satisfaction 
Lady Staplehurst was wearing none. 

"You were always an active man, 
captain." 

"Always a-doing something,." agreed 
Mr. Apps. "If _ it isn't one thing it's 
anothqr." He,shook his head reflective
ly. "I offen wonder I don't write a book 
about it all." 

"I don't believe you will know any
body here, Captain Norman," she said, 
as they walked down stairs; "but I 
couldn't help sending you a card, seeing 
how friendly we were on the Peshawur. 
Do you remember -those evenings on 
deck in the Red Sea?" 

She was really a very fine young 
woman, and in her costume she looked 
extremely well. . 

"Do I not?" said Mr. Apps, with much 
fervor. "Shall I ever forget 'em?" 

"And then the journey from Brlndisi, 
you know; and that funny little Ger
man—you remember him?" 

"He was a knock-out, that German 
was." 

"And the girl who played the banjo 
and " 

"It was great" agreed Mr. Apps— 
great" 

The large ballroom was very full. A 
small covey of brightly dressed young 
people flew toward the young hostess to 
complain of her temporary absence 
from the room and a broad-shouldered 
Gondolier shook hands with lier and 
took up her card with something of an 
air of proprietorship. 

"I thought I had left the key in the 
—excuse me." The young hostess took 
back her card from the Gondolier. "I 
im engaged to Captain Norman. You 
don't know him? Allow me." 

"Pleased to meet you," said Mr. Hen
ry Apps. " 'Ow's the world using you?" 

"That's an original costume of yours, 
Captain Norman," remarked the Gon
dolier. "I don't knatir that I've ever 
seen anything so daflngly real before." 

"Well, wot of it?" demanded Mr. 
Apps, with sudden aggressiveness! 
'Wot's the odds to you wot I like to 
wear? You needn't think you're " 

"Captain Norman," Interposed the 
young hostess, laughingly,"you mustn't 
averdo the part Look here. I've put 
your name down for this waltz, but If 
rou like we'll sit it out—that is, if you 
>romise to keep up that diverting 
2nd talk. I like It. Do you think you 

, an manage to do so?" 
"Ra-ther!" said Mr. Apps. 
"And It is a capital make-up. Captain 

Norman," she went on. "Do you know 

that at first, just for on« moment I 
thought you were a real burglar." 

"Fancy that now!" said Mr. Appa. Ha 
was relieved at seeing an obvious way 
out of his difficulty. "There's nothing 
like doing the thing in a proper, 
straightforward w'y." 

"And," said Lady Staplehurst with 
her fan on his arm, as they walked 
across the room, "you have got the East 
End accent capitally." 
" 'Tain't so dusty, Is It?" 
She beckoned to the Gondolier. 
"Captain Norman and I are great 

friends," she said, in an explanatory 
way. "He has not been long home from 
abroad, and he knows scarcely, any 
one." 

"Not a blessed soul," echoed Mr. 
Apps. 

"You must let me show you round a 
bit, Captain Norman," said the Gt»-
dolier, with determined geniality. "Can 
you come round to my club one night 
this week?" t i 

"Whaffor?" demanded Mr. Apps, to 
piciously. 

"Why, to dine! Say Thursday." 
" 'Eavens knows where I shall be on 

Fursday," said Mr. Apps. "I don't" 
"You must consider me at your dis

posal if you require any introductions. 
I know a good lot of people, and any 
friend of Lady Staplehurst's ; 

"Oh, come off the roof," said Mr. 
Apps, with much discontent; "wot's tlu 
use of torking?" 

"Isn't if capital?" asked Lady Staple
hurst of the Gondolier, delightfully. 
"How much more interesting it would 
be ill every one would only talk to me in 
their character." 

Lady Staplehurst rose with something 
of a hurry in her manner and spoke to 
Henry VIII. 

"What regiment do you belong to, 
Captain Norman?" asked the Gondolier. 

"Find out," said Mr. Apps. 
"Am I too curious? I know very little 

of the army, I'm afraid." The Gon
dolier was resolved to be agreeable to 
Lady Staplehurst's friend. "I always 
dodge the army nights in the house^ 
suppose you know several of the " 
vice members?" 

"I know as many as I want to know," 
said Mr. Apps, evasively. "A man in 
my position of life 'as to be a bit care
ful who he mixes up with." 

The hostess returned from Henry 
VIII. 

"I can make nothing of this aaa," 
whispered the Gondolier to her, as ho 
rose. "I think he's silly." 

"If you knew his qualities you 
wouldn't speak of him like that" Sho 
resumed her seat by the side of Mr. 
Henry Apps. 

"Well, blow me!" said Lady Staple
hurst, screwing her pretty mouth In her 
effort to Imitate the Cockney's accent; 
"blow me if this ain't a fair take-—I 
mean tike dahn," she laughed. "1W 
of no use, Captain Norman. I can't talk 
as you can." 

"It's a gift" "aid Mr. Apps, "tha^ 
what it is." 

"You don't want to be Introduced 
anybody here, I suppose?" 

"Not me." 
"You have heard of " 
She pointed in the direction of the 

Gondolier. 
"All I want to." 
"He's really making a big name in 

the house, you know. I watch his ca
reer with great Interest." 

"Thinks a jolly lot of hisself." 
"Oh, I think a lot of him, too," re

marked Lady Staplehurst, pleasantly. 
"And is that a jimmy sticking out of 
your jacket pocket? This is, indeed, 
realism. You don't know how it works, 
I suppose?" 

"Well, I've got a kind of hidea," said 
Mr. Apps. "Look 'ere. You put thit 
end in and " 

Mr. Apps found himself quite excited 
in the explanations that he gave. It 
was a new sensation to meet one who 
showed an Intelligent interest in bis 
profession, and he could not help feel
ing flattered. Looking up, he saw the 
Gondolier gazing at him. 

"He don't look that 'appy, that cjiap," 
said Mr. Apps. 

Will you excuse me for one 
ihent?" 

Wot are you going up to, miss?" he 
said apprehensively. 

"I want to speak to him." 
"Oh!" (with relief) "I don't mind 

that" ' a'-While Lady Staplehum was: making 
the Gondolier resume his ordinary ex
pression, Mr. Apps thought and thought 
The couples promenading' after the 
waltz looked curiously at him. 

"It's the rummiestshow you wasever 
in, 'Enery," said Mr. Apps; ""you're a 
'aving 'em on toast, you are; but you'll 
be glad to get upstairs agen. .You want 
them diamonds, that's wot you want 
Time means mpney to you, 'Enery." 

Lady Staplehurst hurried toward the 
doorway. A murmur of amusement 
went through the room as the guests 
saw a new arrival in the costume of 
a police constable, accompanied by a 
man in plain clothes. Mr. Apps, think
ing over his exploits, gazing abstracted
ly at his boots, regretting their want 
of polish, did not see them until the 
plain clothes man tapped him on the 
shoulder. 

"What, Apps, again?" exclaimed t)<» 
man. 

"Yus," said the burglar, discontents 
ly. "Yus, it is Apps agine, Mr. Walkei.' 
And vurry glad you are to see him, I've 
no dnht." 

"Always a pleasure to meet a gentle
man like you," said Mr.. Walker, cheer
fully, as he conducted him to the door
way. ' "I've wanted to run up against 
you before." 

Much commotion In the ballroom at 
the diverting little scene. General 
agreement that Lady Staplehurst was a 
perfect genius at entertaining. , ^ 

"I'.ut, loveliest jdrl," said the Gon
dolier, confidently, to Lady Staplehurst, 
"isn't this carrying a joke rather too 
far? That's a real detective." 

"I know," said the loveliest girl, trem
bling now a little. "That's a real bur
glar, too." 

"A real " 
"Yes, yes. Don't make a fuss. I don't 

want the dance spoilt Take me down 
to supper, like a good fellow.—Waver-
ley Magazine. 

* ••iitijl 

He Said Good-Night. 
"My!" he exclaimed, as "12" struck, 

"what a peculiar sound that clock has." 
"Yes," she replied, eagerly, "almcrtj 

human, isn't It?" 
"Human? How do you mean?" 
"It has such a sleepy and • tired 

sound."—Spare Moments. 


