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S8YNOPSIS.

New York police are mystified by a
of murders and other crimes, The
clue to the criminal is the warn-
ter which is sent the victims, signed
‘clutching hand.’” The latest vic-
of the mysterious assassin is Taylor
the ‘insurunce president. His
, employs Cralg Ken-
3 o famous lclomlﬂc detective, to
to unravel the mystery. What Ken-
Yy & mpluhes is told by his friend,
& newspaper man. Enraged at
determined effort which Elalne and
Kennedy are making to put an end
crimes, the Clutching Hand, as this
criminal ls known, resorts to all
sorts of the most diabolical schemes to
put them out of the way. Each chapter
of the story tells of a new plot against
lves and of the way the great de-
uses all his skill to save (hln pret-

ty girl and himself from death,

r FIFTEENTH EPISODE

£ ety
“THE SERPENT SIGN.

Rescued by Kennedy at last from
the terrible incubus of Bennett's per-
secution in his double life of lawyer
and master criminal, Elaine had, for
the first time in many weeks, a feel-
ing of security.

Now that the strain was off, how-
ever, she felt that she needed rest and
& chance to recover herself, and it had
occurred to her that a few quiet days
with “Aunt” Tabitha, who had been
her nurse when she was a little girl,
would do her a world of good.

She had sent for Aunt Tabby, yet
the fascination of the experiences
through which she had just gone still
hung over her. Bhe could not resist
thinking and reading about them as
she sat one morning with the faithful
Rusty In the conservatory of the
Dodge house.

1 had told the story at length in the

. Btar, and the heading over it had

>
&
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caught her eye.
It read:

THE CLUTCHING HAND DEAD.

Double Life Exposed by Cralg Ken-
nedy.

Perry Bennett, the Famous Young
Lawyer, Takes Polson — Kennedy
Now 'on Trall of Master Criminal’'s
Hlddon Mllllom.

Illlln 'hnood down the column
announced that Aunt Tabby,
she loved to call her old friend,
arrived and was now in the li-
with Aunt Josephine.
an exclamation of delight
dropped the paper and, fol-
M. almost ran into the

,.l’lllollldtomyou. half-
v | Hlaine, as she literally flung
rael lnbhrnnm-nml “I feel
_mxthoumumﬂl

 in the country, where
, it might make me
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across a large manila envelope, care-
fully sealed, on which were written
the figures “‘$7,000,000.” Too excited
even to exclaim, I tore the envelope
open and examined the contents,

Inside was another envelope. I
opened that. It contained merely a
blank piece of paper!

With characteristic skill at cover-
ing his tracks Bennett had also cov-
ered his money.

“Huh!"” I snorted to myself, “con-
found him.”

I threw the paper into a wire bas-
ket on the desk and went on sorting
the other stufrf.

Kennedy had by this time finished
unpacking the box and was examining
a bottle which he had taken from ft.

“Come here, Walter,” he called at
length. “Ever see anything Ilike
that?”

“l can't say,” 1 confessed, getting
up to go to him. “What is 1t?”

“Bring a plece of paper,” he added.

I went back to the desk where 1 had
been working and looked about hasti-
ly. My eye fell on the blank sheet of
paper which I had taken from Ben-
nett’'s envelope, and I picked it up
from the basket.

“Here’s one,” I sald, handing it to
him. *“What are you doing?"”

Kennedy did not answer directly,
but began to treat the paper with the
liquid from the bottle. Then he light.
ed a Bunsen burner and thrust the
paper into the flame. The paper did
not burn! {

“A new system of fireproofing,”
laughed Cralg, enjoying my astonish-
ment.

He continued to hold the paper in
the flame. Still it did not burn.

“See,” he went on, withdrawing it
and starting to explain the proper-
ties of the new fireproofer.

He had scarcely begun when he
stopped in surprise. He had happened
to glance at the paper again, bent
over to examine it more intently and
was now looking at it in surprise,

I looked also. There, clearly dis-
cernible on the paper, was a small
part of what looked like an architect's
drawing of a fireplace.

Craig looked up at me, nonplused.
“Where did you say you got that?” he
asked.

“It was a blank plece of paper
among Bennett's effects,” I returned,
as mystified as he.

Kennedy sald nothing, but thrust
the paper back again into the flame.
Slowly the heat of the burner seemed
to bring out the complete drawing of
the fireplace.

We looked at it, even more mysti-
fled. ‘“What is it, do you suppose?’ I
queried.

“I think,” he replied slowly, “that it
was drawn with sympathetic ink. The
heat of the burner brought it out into
sight.” {
‘What about it?

. . . .
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Elaine had gone to bed that night
at Aunt Tabby's in the room which
her old nurse had fixed up especially
for her.

Downstairs, in the living room,
Rusty also was asleep, his nose be-
tween his paws.

The living room was in keeping
with everything at Aunt Tabby's,
plain, neat, homelike. On one side
was a large fireplace that gave to it
an air of hospitality,

Suddenly Rusty woke up, his ears
pointed at this fireplace. He stood a
moment listening, then, with a bark
of alarm he sped swiftly from the
living room up the stairs at a bound
until he came to Elaine's room.
Elaine felt his cold nose at her
hand and stirred, then awoke.

“What {s it, Rusty?’ she asked,
mindful of the former days when
Rusty gave warning of the Clutching
Hand and his emissaries.
Rusty wagged his tail.
Was Wrong.

Elaine followed him down to the liv-

fng room. She went over and lighted

the electric lamp on the table, then

turned to Rusty.

““Well, Rusty?” she repeated, almost

as if he was human.

She had no need to repeat the ques-

tion. Rusty was looking straight at

the fireplace.

Elaine listened. Sure enough, she
strange noises. Was that Aunt

Iabby’s “Haunt?’ Whatever it was,

it sounded as {f it came up from the
very ¢epths of the earth.

m eonunnod to listen in wonder,

then ran to Aunt Tabby's bedroom

Something

| door, on the first floor, and knocked.

*_' at 't‘tbby woke up and shook
"memm -Aunt 'rmm" called

’uhghcun. “Joshua!”™
x,Mc the old couple came out
the living.room, still in thelr

ing it on her, “take this—keep it
near you!”

The noises ceased at length, as
strapgely as they had begun.

Half an hour later they had all gone
back to bed and were asleep. But
Elalne's sleep now was fitful, a con-
stant procession of faces flitting be-
fore her closed eyes,

Buddenly she woke with a start and
stared into the semi-darkness. Was
that face real, or 4 dream face? Was
it the hideous helmeted face that had
dragged her down {nto the sewer
once? That man was dead. Who was
this?

She gazed at the bedroom window,
holding the huge revolver tightly.
There, vague in the night light, ap-
peared a figure. Surely that was no
dream face of the oxygen helmet. Be-
sides, it was not the same helmet.

She sat bold upright and fired point-
blank at the window, shivering the
glass. A second later she had leaped
from the bed, switched on the lights
and was running to the sill.

Downstairs Aunt Tabby and Uncle
Joshua had heard the shot. Joshua
was now wlde awake.

“Wh-what was {t?” he asked, puff-
ing at the exertion of running up-
stairs,

“l saw—a face—at the window—
with some kind of thing over It!”
gasped Elaine. “It was like one I saw
once before."”

Uncle Joshua did not walt to hear
any more. He ran out of the room
and into the garden beneath Elalne’s
window.

He looked about for signs of an in-
truder. There was not a sound.

He happened to look down at the
ground. Before him was a small box.
He picked it up. “Here’s something,
though,” he sald.

Joshua went back to the house.

“What's in 1t?' asked Elalna as he
rejoined the woman.

She took the curious little box and
unfastened the cover. As she opened
it she drew back. There in the box
was a little ivory figure of a man,
all hunched up and shrunken, a hid-
eous figure.
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It was the afternoon following the
day of our strange discovery of the
fireplace done in sympathetic ink on

the apparently blank sheet of paper

Elaine Points Her Huge Revolver at

Kennedy said nothing for a moment.
Then he seized his hat and coat.

“If you don’'t mind,” he sald, “we'll
g0 back there with you.”

L ] » . o L L L

‘Wu Fang, the Chinese master mind,
had arrived in New York.

Besides Wu, the inscrutable Long
Sin, astute though he was, was a
mere pigmy-—his elave, his advance
agent, ag it were.

New York did not know of the ar-
rival of Wu Fang, the mysterious, yet.
But down in the secret recesses of
Chinatown, in the ways that are devi-
ous and dark, the oriental crooks
knew and trembled.

Thus it happened that Long Sin was
not permitted to enjoy even the fore-
taste of Bennett’'s spoils which he
had forced from him after his weird
transformation into his real self, the
Clutching Hand, when the Chinaman
had gilven him the poisoned draft that
had put him into his long sleep.

He had obtained the paper showing
where the treasure amassed by the
Clutching Hand was hidden, but Wu
Fang, his master, had come.

The night following his arrival, Wu
Fang was reclining on a divan, when
his servant announced that Long Sin
was at the door.

“Have you brought the map with
you?” asked Wu.

Long Sin bowed low again, and drew
from under his coat the paper which
he had obtained from Bennett. For
a moment the two, master and slave
in guile, bent over, closely studying it.

At one point of the map Long Sin's
bofiy finger paused over a note which
Bennett had made:

“Beware of poisoned gas upon open-
ing compartment.”

“And you think you can trace |t
out?” asked Wu.

“Without a doubt,” bowed Long Sin.

He went over to a bag near by,
which he had already sent up by an-
other servant, and opened it. Inside
was an oxygen helmet., He replaced
it, after showing it to Wu.

“With the aid of the science of the
white devil,” purred Long Sin subtly.

Outside, Wu had already ordered a
car to wait, and together the two
drove off rapidly. Into the country
they sped, until at last they came to
a lonely turn in a lonely road.

Long Sin alighted and disappeared,

the Helmeted Face Which Appears

at the Window.

in Bennett's effects, when the speak-
ing tube sounded and I answered it.

“Why—it'’s Elaine,” I exclaimed.

Kennedy's face showed the keenest
pleasure at the unexpected visit.
“Tell her to come right up,” he said
quickly.

I opened the door for her.

“Why—Elaine—I'm awfully glad to
see you,” he greeted, “but I thought
you were rusticating.” ;

“I was, but, Craig, it seems to me
that wherever I go something hap-
pens,” she returned. “You know, Aunt
Tabby said there were haunts, I
thought it was an old woman's fear
—but last night I heard the strangest
noises out there, and I thought I saw
a face at the window—a face in a hel-
met. And when Joshua went out, this
is what he found on the ground under
my window."”

She handed Kennedy a box, & pe-
culiar affair which she touched ginger-
1y, and only with signl of the greatest
aversion.

Kennedy opened it. There in the
bottom of the box was a curious lit-
tle ivory devil-god. He looked at it
curiously a moment.

*“Let me see,” he ruminated, still
regarding the sign. “The house you
bought for Aunt Tabby once belonged
to Bennett, didn't it?”

Elaine nodded her head. “Yes, but
I don’t see what that can have to do
with it,” she agreed, adding with a
shudder. “Bennett is dead.”

Kennedy had taken a piece of pa-
per from the desk where he had put
it away carefully. “Have you ever
seen anything that looks like this?”
he asked, handing her the paper.

~Elaine looked at the plan carefully,
uxmedyand I scanned her face.
She glanced up, her. expression show-
ing plainly the wonder-she felt.

| “Why, yes,” she answered. “That
looh like Aunt Tabby's fireplace in
the living room.”

G ~

with a parting word of instruction
from Wu, who remained in the car.
The Chinaman carried with him the
heavy bag with the oxygen helmet.

Long Sin hurried down the road
until he came to a trolley pole, then
he looked hastily at his watch. It
was twenty minutes at least before
the next car would pass.

Quickly, almost monkeylike, he
climbed up the pole, carrying with him
the end of a wire which he had taken
from the bag.

Having thrown this over the feed
wire, he slid quickly to the ground
again, then, carrying the other end
of the wire Iin his rubber-gloved hand
through the underbrush until he came
to a passageway in the rough and un-
cleared hillside—a small opening
formed by the rocks.

It was dark inside, but he did not
hesitate to enter, carrying the wire
and the bag with him.
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It was nightfall before we arrived
with Elaine at Aunt Tabby's.

Kennedy lost no time in examining
the fireplace.

At one point in the drawing a pe-
culiar protuberance was marked. Ken-
nedy was evidently hunting for that.
He found it at last and pressed the
sort of lever, A small gection at the
side of the fireplace opened up, dis-
closing an iron ladder, leading down
into one of those characteristic hiding
places in which the Clutching Hand
used to delight.

“Let's go down and explore it,” I
suggested, taking a step toward the
ladder.

Kennedy reached out and pulled me
back. Then without a word he pressed
the little lever and the door closed.-

“I think we'd better wait a while,
‘Walter,” he declared. “I would rather
hear Aunt Tabby’s haunts myself.”

We were sitting about the room
when suddenly the most weird and un-

2l

canny rappings began to be heard.

We listened a mome=nt, then Ken-
nedy walked over to the fireplace,
“You can explore it with me now,
Walter,” he said quietly, touching the
lever and opening the panel which
disclosed the ladder.

Together, Craig and I descended in-
to the darkness about eight or ten
feet. There we found a passageway,
excavated through the earth and rock,
along which we crept. It was crooked
and uneven, and we stumbled, but kept
going slowly ahead.

Kennedy, who was a few feet in
front of me, stopped suddenly and !
almost fell over him.

“What is it?” I whispered.

. L] . = . L] L ]

Long Sin had made his way from
the opening of the cave to the point
on the plan which was marked by a
cross, and there he had set up his elec-
tric drill which was connected to the
trolley wire. He was working furious-
ly to take advantage of the fifteen
minutes or so before the next car
would pass.

It was evident that Long Sin had
already been at work, digging and
drilling through the earth and rock.
He had gone so far now that he had
disclosed what looked like the face of
a small safe set directly into the
rock.

As he worked he would stop from
time to time and consult the map.
Then he would take up drilling again.

He had now come to the point on
which Bennett had written his warn-
ing. Quickly he opened the bag and
took the oxygen helmet, which he ad-
justed carefully over his head. Then
he set to work with redoubled energy.

The man must have heard us ap-
proaching down the tunnel, for he
paused in his work and the noise of
the drill ceased.

From our vantage point around the
bend in the passageway we could see
this strange and uncouth figure,

“Who is it, do you think?" I whis-
pered, crouching back agalnst the
wall for fear that he might look even
around a corner or through the earth
and discover us.

As I spoke my hand loosened a
piece of rock that jutted out and be-
fore I knew it there was a crash.

“Confound {t, Walter,” exclaimed
Kennedy.

Down the passageway the figure
was now thoroughly on the alert, star-
ing with his goggle-like eyes into the
blackness in our direction. He was
watched, and he did not hesitate a
minute to act.

He seized the bag and picked his
way quickly through the passage as if
thoroughly familiar with every turn
of the walls and roughness of the
floor.

Kennedy dashed forward and I fol-
lowed close after him.

We were making much better time
than our strange visitor and were gain-
ing on him rapidly.

Suddenly he turned, raised his arm
and dashed something to the earth,
much as a child explodes a toy torpe-
do. I fully expected that it was a
bomb; but, as a moment later, I found
that Kennedy and I were still un-
harmed, I knew that it must be some
other product of this devilish genius.

“A Chinese smoke bomb!” sputtered
and coughed Kennedy, as he retreated
a minute, then with renewed vigor en-
deavored to penetrate the dense and
opaque fumes.

We managed to go ahead still, but
the intruder had exploded one after
another of his peculiar bombs, always
keeping ahead of the smoke which he
created, and we found that under its
cover he had made good his escape.

At the other end of the passageway,
up in the living room of the cottage,
the draft had carried large quantities
of the smoke.

Long Sin, meanwhile, had started to
work his way through the bushes to
reach the waiting car, with Wu, then
paused and listened. Hearing no
sound, he replaced the helmet which
he had taken off.

Pursuit was now useless for us.
With revolvers drawn, we crept back
along the passageway until we came
again to the chamber itself. There,
on the floor, lay a bag of tools, opened,
as though somebody had been working
with them.

“Caught red-handed!” exclaimed
Kennedy with great satisfaction.

He looked at the tools a minute
and then at the electric drill, and
finally an idea seemed to strike him.
He took up a drill and advanced to-
ward the safe. Then he turned on
the current and applied the drill.

The drill was of the very latest de-
sign and it went quickly through the
steel. But beyond that there was an-
other thin steel partition. This Ken-
nedy tackled next.

The drill went through and he with-
drew it.

Instantly the most penetrating and
nauseous odor seemed to pervade
everything. Kennedy cried out. We
staggered back, overcome by the es-
caping gas, and fell to the ground.

Long Sin with his oxygen helmet
on again, had returned to the pas-
sageway and was now stealthily creep-
ing back.

He came to the chamber and there
discovered us lying on the ground
.overcome. He bent down and, to his
great satisfaction, saw that we were
really unconscious.

Quickly he moved over to the safe
and pried open the last thin  steel
plate.

Inside was a small box. He picked
it up and tried to open it, but it was
locked.

He paused for a moment to look at
us, then took out a piece of paper and
a pencil and on the paper wrote:
“Thanks for your trouble.”

Beneath it was signed by his special
ctamp—the serpent’s head, mouth
open and fangs showing.

Long Sin looked at us a moment,
then a subtle smile seemed to spread
over his face. At last he had us in
his power.

He drew a long, wicked-looking Chi-
nese knife and carefully tested its
edge. It was keen.
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In the sitting room Elaine, Aunt

Tabby and Joshua had been listening |

intently at the fireplace, but hearing
nothing.

They were now getting decidedly
worried. Finally the fumes which we
had released made their way to the
room.

“l can't stand it any longer,” cried
Elaine. “I'm going down there to see
what has become of them.”

Aunt Tabby and Joshua tried to
stop her, but she broke away from
them and went down the ladder. Rusty
leaped down after her.

Joshua tried to follow, but Aunt

Tabby held him back. He would have |

gone, too, if she had not managed to
strike the spring and ehut the door,
closing up the passageway.

Joshua got angry then. “You are
making a coward of me,” he cried,
beating on the panel with the butt of
his gun and struggling to open it.

Elaine was now making her way as |

rapidly as she could through the tun-
nel, with Rusty beside her.

It was just as Long Sin had raised
his knife that the sound of footsteps
alarmed him.

He paused and leaped to his feet.

There was no time for either
to retreat. He started toward Elaine
and seized her roughly.

Back and forth over the rocky floor
they struggled.
with frantic strength, he craftily, he
backed her slowly up against the prop
that upheld the roof.

He raised his keen Kknife.

She recoiled. The prop, none too
strong, suddenly gave way under her
weight.

The whole roof of the chamber fell
with a crash, earth and stone over-
whelming Elaine and her assailant.

By this time Joshua had left the
house and had gone out into the gar-
den to get something to pry open the
fireplace door.

Of a sudden, to his utter amazement,
a few feet from him, it seemed as if
the very earth sank in his garden, leav-
ing a yawning chasm.

He looked, unable to make it out.

Before his very eyes a strange fig-
ure, the figure of Long Sin in his oxy-
gén helmet, appeared, struggling up,
as if by magic, from the very earth,
shaking the debris off himself, as a
dog would shake off the water after a
plunge in a pond.

Long Sin was gone in a moment.

Then again the earth began to move.
A paw appeared, then a sharp black
nose, and a moment later Rusty, too,
dug himself out.

Joshua had run into the house to get
a spade, when Rusty, like a shot, bolt-
ed for the house, took the window at a
leap and, all covered with earth, land-
ed before Joshua and Aunt Tabby.

“See!—he went down there—now
he's here!” cried Aunt Tabby, point-
ing at the fireplace, then looking at the
window.

Rusty was running back and forth
from Joshua to the window.

“Follow him!” cried Aunt Tabby.

Rusty led the way back again to the
garden, to the cave-in.

“Elaine!” gasped Aunt Tabby.

By this time Joshua was digging fu-
riously.

Aunt Tabby rushed up as Joshua
laid down the spade and lifted out
Elaine.

They werc about to carry her into
the house, when she cried weakly, but
with all her remaining strength:

“No—no Dig! Craig—Walter!”
she managed to gasp.

Rusty, too, was still at it. Joshua
fell to again. Man and dog worked
with a will. *

“There they are!” cried Elaine, as
all three pulled us out, unconscious but
still alive.

Though .we did not know it, they
carried us into the house, While Elaine
and Aunt Tabby bustled about to get
something to revive us.

At last I opened my eyes and saw
the motherly Aunt Tabby bending over
me. Craig was already revived, weak,
but ready now to do anything Elaine
ordered, as she held his hand and
stroked his forehead softly.

Meanwhile Long Sin had made his
way to the automobile, where his mas-
ter, Wu, walited impatiently.

“Did you get it?” asked Wu eagerly.

Long Sin showed him the box.

“Hurry, master!” he cried breath-
lessly, leaping into the car and strug-
gling to take off the helmet as they
drove away. “They may be here—at
any moment.”

The machine was off like a shot, and
even if we had been free, we could not
now have caught it.

Back in Wu’s sumptuous apar:moat,
later, Wu and his slave, Long Siu,
after their hurried ride, distnissed all
the servants and placed the little bax
on the table. Wu rose and locked the
door.

Then, together, they took a sharg
instrument and tried to pry off the 1id
of the box.

The lid flew off.
eagerly.

Inside was a smaller box, which Wu
seized and opened.

There, on the plush cushion, Wy
merely a round knobbed ring!

Was this the end of their great ex-
pectations? ©* Were Beénnett’s millions
merely mythical?

The two stared at each other ia
chagrin.

Wu was the first to speak.

“Where there should have been
seven million dollars,” he muttered to
himself, “why is there only a mystic
ring?”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

They gazed Ia

mtsmmmu
Mluﬂnm Less than a year

As to the motive, it is recorded:
“The praises showered upon Nelson
‘were so extravagant that,” in the opin-
ion of Captain Hallowell, “he needed

He observed his officers one day
looking at it, when he came out upon
deck, and said: “You may look at it,
gentlemen, as long as you please, but,
depend upon it, none of you shall have
it” He seems to have carried it with

when he transferred his

this district and the northern portion
of Bohemia were the only considex
able hop regions. Although Nurem-
berg is favorably situated, it was not
until railroad transportation became
general about 1860 that other towns
in the vicinity lost their importance
as hop markets and Nuremberg took
the lead. Sinc¢e that time municipal

As they fought, she |

WAYS OF TACTFUL MURSE

Many Things That Should Be Ob-
served by Those Who Would Min-
ister to the Sick.

The best training in the world can-
not turn a woman who has not the
gitt for nursing into a tactful nurse.
Efficient and dependable she may
be trained to be, but tact and
sympathy must come by insight. How-
ever, there are certain rules and cer-
tain little niceties that anyone trained
or untrained can and should remem-
ber when they are in the sick room.

Be careful that you have no annoy-
ing little tricks, such as clearing your
throat, humming, rocking, drumming
with your fingers or making any un-
necessary noise that might be irritat.
ing to tired nerves. As most people
who have such tricks are quite nncon-
scious of them themselves, it is quite
necessary to stop and think occasion-
ally to be sure that you are guilty of
none of them.

Another habit most annoying to pa-
tients is one that many nurses have
of talking to other people, the doctor
or family. in an undertone or whisper
within hearing of the patient. This
is as unnecessary and discourteous to
an {1l person as it is to a well per-
son, and to many patients it is alarm-
ing as well. If you have anything to
say that cannot be said in the hearing
of the patient, go out of the room tn
say it.

A still more necessary point to re-
member is that the most exquisite
neatness must be the order of the sick
room. The slightest disorder is often
intolerable to a nervous patient. Re-
member that all the patient would
wish to have done in her room you
must do for her, otherwise she will
worry about it. If she is an habitual
person and accustomed to have her
furniture and personal belongings
just so, it will fret and worry her to
have them misplaced. Do not leave
medicine bottles, bandages or any
paraphernalia of the sick room in
sight. They are depressing as well
as ugly.

Do not insist upon straightening the
bedclothes if your patient wishes to be
let alone. Do not insist on anything
that is unnecessary in the way of at-
tentions or regulations. Above all,
hold it always in your mind that you
must study and conslder your pa-
tient’s personality and subdue your
own. Do not thoughtlessly impose
your will and habits upon a helpless,
nervous invalid.

Knife the Best Weapon.

“Today the defense stands pat on
earthworks, wire and machine guns.
The attack has tried gas, petrol,
bayonets, siege artillery, fleld artillery,
grenades and mines, and has come
out, generally speaking, second best.
Trench mortars have not developed
the requisite accuracy nor the re-
quisite destructive power. High ex-
plosive shells in sufficient quantities
have accomplished the best offensive
work, and the infantry is depending
more and more on a short, heavy
knife, which is the best for work
underground or in the dark. To sum
up: Killing the defenders of a posi-
tion is accomplished by shells fired at
least two miles away on the aver-
age; and, secondly, by what the
French call body-to-body fighting, for
which a knife is the best weapon.
The training of infantry on the con-
tinent will in the future, undoubted-
ly include the technique of hand-to-
hand struggles—for which physical
agility and strength must be devel-
oped.”—New Republic.

Modern Farming.

United States Secretary of Agri-
culture Houston was describing at
a dinner in Washington the changes
that have come over farming
methods.

“It's an age of machinery today,”
he said. “The milking machine has
succeeded the milkmaid. The phono-
graph has succeeded the melodeon.
The motor plow has succeeded the
horse plow.

“There's an appropriate story abopt
a young farmer who loved two girls
equally—the one slim and petite, the
other tall and herculean.

“The young farmer in this dilemma
asked his father's advice. The fa-
ther, puffing thoughtfully on a Havana
—for your modern farmer is too pros-
perous to smoke domestic cigars—
answered:

“‘There’'s so much machinery used
in farming nowadays, James, that a
big, strong wife is hardly needed. I
advise you to take the little one—
she'll eat less.'”

Food for Cattle.

A contribution to the old question of
using prickly pear (Opuntia) as food
for cattle takes the form of a bulletin
of the department of agriculture of
Bombay. The author describes ex-
periments at the government dairy at
Kirdee, in which six bullocks were fed
with a mixture of 100 parts of prickly
pear to six parts of cottonseed at the
rate of 72 pounds to each 1,000 pounds
live weight a day during six months.
The epines, which form the danger in
feeding prickly pear, were burned off
over a stove, after which the fodder
was cut into small pieces by means
ot a chaff cutter or a chopper. This
experiment and others proved that a
mixture of prickly pear and cotton-
seed will not only support life, but will
restore half-starved animals to a good
condition.

Scientific Station in Spitzbergen.

The German scientific station in
Spitzbergen, which was founded in
1911 by Professor Hergesell, and has
been constantly in operation, sum-
mer and winter, since that time,
ceased its valuable activities at the
outbreak of the European war. A
party of scientific men which had
sailed for Spitzbergen to relieve the
staff was recalled, and the party at
the station also succeeded in getting
back to Germany safely with all
their instruments and other equip-
ment. This institution has carried
on extensive investigations of the up-
per air with balloons, and was, in
fact, founded primarily to study the
conditions likely to be encountered
by the expedition which Count Zep-
pelin proposed to take to the North
Pole in an airship.
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