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D/IRK STREET 
Three Shadowed Lives 

CHAPTER IV. 
Here was a new, if small, item of 

mystification not readily to be account-
ad for. Here was one of the daughters 
of tbe late Noah Nash dating her let
ter calmly from a street that had no 
separate existence upon the nmp of 
London. What was the reason for itV 
Was there a motive for keeping the 
real address of the writer for awhile 
from the gentleman who had died with 
a fragment of his daughter's letter in 
bis hand? 

I sat over my breakfast and tried to 
think it out. Falling in my effort to 
arrive at any clear elucidation of the 
problem, I gave it up. Mr. John ICeneh 
would solve it for me, I had not the 
•lightest doubt, until I was on m.v way 
to John Kench, when the doubts seeui-
•ed to begin again and to press upon 
•me obtrusively. 

When I had discovered Mr. Kench 
he did not throw any light upon the 
matter; he stood and looked down at 
the. uncarpeted floor of his managsr's 
room, to which X had found my way 
op a rickety ladder. 

"No such place as Dark street, you 
-Bay! Well, I don't quite make this 
little game out," he commented; "but 
we can find the girls easily enough. 

•Oh, yes." 
"By writing to their last address?" 
"Not that way. i don't know their 

last address. Noah was never very 
•communicative about his daughters," 
he went on; "never let .von know too 
much. A pleasant old boy, but se
cretive and as prond as Lucifer." 

"And how do you purpose finding, 
these girls, then?" I asked. 

"By telegraphing to the manager of 
the Royal Eastern Theater—where I 
know Delia was playing a fortnight 
ago—and asking him to communicate 
with her as to the catastrophe that 9m 
•occurred here." 

"Yes. That will do—surely." I said. 
But 1 said it a little doubtfully. 

Still. I telegraphed to Acting Man
ager, Royal Bastern Theater, London, 
the following: 

"Please wire Miss Delia Nash's ad
dress to Arthur Ltesamer, or break 
news to her. Her father has died 
suddenly hare." 

The answer came back tardily in 
-the afternoon, and was what I had 
beared it might be: 

"Miss Nash has left tbe Eastern. 
;Don't know present address." 

"Please send last address," I replied, 
to which the response came: "67 Plais-
tow Terrace." 

I telegraphed to present owner of 67 
Plaistow Terrace my request for In

formation as to the whereabouts of the 
. Misses Nash, lately lodging or resid

ing there. The reply , came through the 
. -postofflce authorities: "House empty." 

I felt excited now, and on the war
-path. Sixpences and shillings were 
flying away with wondrous rapidity, 
but the riddle should be solved in some 

; way, I was determined. I telegraphed 
-to my deputy Fairfax; I begged him, 
'. as soon as possible to ascertain the 
rpresent address of a Miss Delia Nash, 
who was performing last week at the 

: Royal Eastern Theater, and who a few 
•days ago was living at 67 Plaistow 
"Terrace. "Her father has died sud
denly," I added. 

Fairfax was very brief in his reply 
: —In fact, all the replies I had receiv

ed were painfully brief. 
"All right. Oft at once." 

' After that I thought I should have 
-the patience to wait. I felt that the 
• case was in good hands; I knew George 
Fairfax was persevering, fond of ad
venture, warm-hearted, hard-headed, 

• clear-sighted, obstinate; just the man 
, to ferret out a little mystery like this 
- One more telegram dame to hand that 

night from him, just as I had fancied 
that it would; one more little item of 
sensation, perhaps, if I looked at it 
with George Fairfax's eyes: 

"Be very much on your guard. A 
> shady lot. Will write to-night." 

And this was the last message by 
-•(the wires fof that day. 

i . CHAPTER V. 
In the morning came li letter from 

'George Fairfax. Persevering and 
quick-witted, he had walked to the 
London tterminus, taken advantage of 
the new postal rules, and dropped his 
letter into the special receptacle for 
the night mails down. And so here at 
my breakfast table was his f red-hot 
epistle:. 

"My Dear Old Visionary Friend—I 
-am glad you telegraphed to me, be
cause I am sure you have got into 
one of your usual delightful scrapes, 
which turn up when you are left long 
to yourself. What on earth, and why 
•on earth, are you worrying your small 
fiddlestrings about the death of a poor 
old impecunious and probably unprin
cipled strolling player? Why can not 
you keep yourself to yourself, and 
take it easily by the sad sea waves, 
and collect your scattered nerves nud 
•senses and ozone all together, and 
conje back, the giant refreshed we look 
for, to. your legitimate work. I would 
;bet a hundred pounds that you have 
•taken upon yourself all the responsi-
bllty of this wretched stroller's af
fairs,made yourself answerable for all 
kinds of things and persons, in one of 
your stupid, go-ahead, slap-dash con
fidence tricks, for which you are es
pecially famous. There was such a 
long list of bad debts as I have un
earthed in that melancholy cash book 
•which you left me to lick into shape. 
3 have been round to every one of. the 
/beggars;'I have told them you are nc-
-tually starving for want of funds; and 
•only one man bas expressed a williiig-
uess to pay up, as soon as he hears 
from his son, who is doing pretty well 
In South Australia. And now you are 

.at it down In Breymouth, where we 
;all thought you would have been safe, 
with tbe place all to yourself, and be
gun pottering over other people's af
fairs, other people's troubles, other peo
ple's nonsense and tomfoolery. ' Ex
cuse* my strong, language; if it brings 

_you wund to a proper sense of your 
•* 

shortcomings, I slial not regret It. I 
have a reason for it. The Nashes are 
not worth your kind consideration and 
patronage, my worthy knight of the 
rueful countenance. 

"Sorry fate as Is the wind-up of the 
career of the paternal Nash, It is not 
for you to blubber over it, sweet youth. 
Mr. Nash may be not worth blubber-
fng for, and is indisputably better out 
of a rascally world. I have learned a 
lot about Nash and his daughters. I 
found the company at the Royal Bast
ern prone to be'communicative; and 
here is the result' of my researches. 
Old Nash ran awny from Ills Wife—or 
his wife ran awny from old Nash— 
doubtful which. He has left two 
daughters—one rather clever, but will 
have her own way, or chuck up her en
gagement, or hit the stage manager on 
the nose; and the other an aggravated 
edition of the first, with a spine gone 
wrong, or something. Both these 
charming young persons have bolted 
from Plaistow Ten-ace, without pay-, 
ing the rent—or at all events as the 
rent Is not quite due—have disap
peared. 

These two litle black sheep have cut 
away with the key, after slipping off 
in the middle of the night with every 
stick of their furniture. There's a 
piano, too, that was to be paid by in
stallments. seven years' hire system, 
and the instrument warranted not to 
fall to pieces before ihe last install
ment was due. That's a clear fraud; 
for Delia—pretty pastoral patronym
ic Delia:—has signed a bond as long 
as I am. and as tightly drawn lip as 
Shylock's, not to remove the article off 
the premises under pains and penal
ties that the Star Chamber would not 
have imposed in its palmiest dcys of 
oppression. 

"There! if that true and particular 
account be not soul-harrowing enougb 
to form a ghastly warning to you to 
leave these Nashes to themselves, I 
don't-know what is. I have written 
yon a grave, serious, • solemn epistle, 
which I hope yon willprofit by; I have 
set down naught in malice, I have 
extenuated nothing; I have not dis
covered where the vanishing ladies 
have got to; and it will not be their 
business to let any human being find 
out at present. So resume the even 
tenor of your way, dreamy friend of 
my youth, and let the world go hang. 
And if you were a wise man you'd 
slide as gracefully away from the re
sponsibilities Incurred in a spasmodic 
fit of emotional blunderheadedness as 
the Nash girls have slid off with tbe 
goods which the brokers would have 
bagged. A graceful withdrawal from 
public gaze for awhile covers a multi
tude of embarrassments and confuses 
a multitude of persons who are curi
ous-like as to what has become of you! 
When do you return? I am In no 
hurry to give up the reins, but I shall 
be glad to say to your hatchet face: 
'Welcome home, old boy!' That's wbat 
I and good Mrs. Matherway are wait
ing for with exemplary patience. Ex
cuse the brevity of this note. I would 
write at length, but train will be, off 
very shortly. 

"Yours always, 
"GEORGE FAIRFAX." 

I cannot say that this letter was 
wholly satisfactory to me. It was 
wordy and flippant; it was hardly Fair
fax's style, unless he was in extraor
dinarily good spirits. It implied per
haps that I was silly to go out of my 
way to show a little kindness, a little 
charity, a little sympathy with one of 
the unforunates with whom tbe world 
is always overstocked. It brought an 
ngly furrow to my forehead, too, ssf 
though it had tried my temper; It was 
too much in contrast to my own train 
of thought, which was not light and 
bright jnst then, which the dead play
er had helped to shadow strangely for 
me. 

Then I reread the letter, this time 
more critically, - and thought I could 
hear the beats of Fairfax's warm heart 
more clearly on a second perusal. He 
had guessed I was excited and wor
ried; he was not quite certain that I 
had not accepted responsibilities which 
I bad no right to burden myself with; 
there was more than one warning In 
his letter, however jestingly conveyed 
to me the warnings might be; 'there 
was anxiety, perhaps fear. And there 
was the wish 'to lighten Ay load in 
life, to brighten It by his sunny, san
guine nature, in every way that he 
possibly could. Yes, L did bear tbe 
beatings of my old friend's heart be
tween the lines which he had dashed 
off in a coffee shop. 

"Dear old George," I soliloquized; 
as frivolous and thorough as ever; you 

know more of the world than I do, and 
yours Is the wisest of advice." 

The wisest and yet the most com
monplace—the most natural advice in 
the world, to be summed up in four 
hard, churlish words, "Mind your own 
business." And yet I never dreamed 
of following it; not for one fleeting in
stant did it suggest itself to me that I 
should leave Mr. Kench and Noah 
Nash's stagy friends, relations/and ac
quaintances to shift for themselves in 
the best way that might occur to them. 

If I could not see the end of it all, 
I would see as far to the end as I 
could. In my own way. too, it is pos
sible that I was as thorough as my 
medical representative at Newington. 

CHAPTER VI. 
To the best of my ability, then, I 

saw the little tragedy out, and took no 
advice from Fairfax. I wrote the next 
day to tell him of my fixed intentions, 
and he was charitable enough to 
spare me any protests on the subject. 
He did not even write me a second flip
pant epistle of enormous length, but 
begged me earnestly to take it coolly, 
and wished me very heartily through 
"the whole business." He promised, 
at my special request, to continue bis 
inquiries for' the sisters Nash, and 
communicate with me should any news 
turn up. 

I was grateful. He bad blnted that 

I should Uot "worry;" but I felt that 
It was in the power of friends to wor
ry me most of all. Hfe knew I had 
made up my mind. He was u wise 
friend to say no more. 

Well, I suppose I did worry. I was 
not strong enough yet to take even 
the death of a strolling player witb 
composure—1 who had walked the hos
pitals and seen so much of death. I 
was somewhat Irritable under my new 
responsibilities; I was conscious that I 
was not acting coolly and sensibly; 
that I was giving my feelings too 
much play; that I was puzzling over 
problems which I had no right to at
tempt to solve; that, failing in the so
lution of'them, I was at times angry 
and confused. The pitiable condition 
of Mr. Kench's company distressed 
me; as I knew more of them all, so 
their hard, brave fight to hold together 
under the adverse circumstances of 
want of patronage and want of money, 
and the cheerful way in which they 
encountered and surmounted those 
difficulties, interested me unduly. 

There was trouble, too, over the in
quest of Noah Nash; a fussy coroner, 
a still more fussy local doctor, both of 
whom took me to tnsk for Interfering, 
android me that I had no right to or
der the removal of the body of Mr. 
Nash to his lodgings before the proper 
authorities had taken the matter in 
hand and decided wbat was to be done. 
I was reminded that I had been defy
ing the law; that I had been extra offi
cious—a stranger in the town—In tak
ing the matter up, and that I might 
consider myself fortunate if I escaped 
a prosecution. I found myself involv
ed in a small paper "war with the au
thorities, until the Inquest was over, 
and a gracious permission given t6 
bury Nash in any way that best pleas
ed me and Mr. Nash's friends, and till 
the funeral was over—at my own ex
pense pro tem., as it was delicately pnt 
by Mr. Kench—"merely prp tem., sir" 

-I knew very little of that peaco and 
rest which I had come all this long 
way from London to seek. 

And during all that time no sight or 
sound of Noah Nash's daughters—the 
phantoms of Dark street; no knowl
edge on their part of the father's de
cease, or a studied silence which It 
was not considered politic to break till 
tbe remains of Mr. Nash had been de
cently Interred. 

(To b» eon tinned.) 

BUTTE CITY'S GROWTH. 

No Camp Brer Bo Favored with • 
Succession of Great Discoveries. 

Butte City grew up bardlly out of 
the bare desert, grew like the natural 
denizens of that high, rugged, appar
ently uninhabitable plateau—tough, 
reslstent, of strange aspect, aping no 
Eastern growth, adapting itself to tbe 
rigorous conditions of an unamlable 
land. By no stretch of Imagination 
would any of tbe early pioneers, trail
ing westward with white-topped 
schooners, have selected this mountain 
basin of Montana as a site for a city, 
tbe future metropolis of a great State. 
Approachable only by crossing high 
mountains, almost bare of vegetation, 
scantily watered by desert streams, 
with a ragged unlovely butte rising 
in the center, the valley seems the last 
spot in the world that men should 
choose as. a home.' But the pioneers 
who first came here thought nothing 
of scenery, or ease, or comfort, or 
homelik'eness; they burrowed into tbe 
stream-beds, seeking gold. Hundreds 
of little towns they built in the desert, 
a few shack houses/ saloons, gambling-
places, a wild riot of life, to-morrow 
forgotten. So Butte appeared, hardly 
forty years ago, witb no better pros
pects than scores of other mining-
camps, the same rough life, the same 
law of the six-shooter. 

But this barren valley was wonder
fully fayored of nature. For a time 
the stream-beds gave forth riches in 
placer-gold, and when the placers be
gan to fall, and But^e was threatened 
with the same fate that bad swept a 
hundred other mining-camps into obli
vion, there were yet men who had 
faith in the town. For years they 
struggled onward in poverty, seeing 
the camp gradually decreasing in im
portance and population; and then sud
denly silver was discovered, then cop
per. No mining-camp in the world's 
history, perhaps, was ever so favored 
with a succession of great discoveries. 
Many camps have been famous for 
gold alone, or silver, or copper; none 
has ever yielded such enormous wealtb 
in all three. Following the opening of 
the first bonanza mine—the Anaconda 
—scores of claims were taken up, and 
it was not long before Butte had risen 
to its present eminence as the greatest 
center of copper production in the 
world. W 

Her Sense of Humor. 
They were seated tete-a-tete, she on 

one side of tlie fire and he on the oth
er. The gas in the room was burning 
low. • 

"Yes," she said, "Grace has been 
very ill. The other day the doctor'told 
her to go to a warmer climate." 

Suddenly he shouted in laughter. 
Her face showed an expression. of 

blank amazement. He laughed tbe 
louder. Her countenance grew red 
with vexation; his apoplectic as the 
laugh grew. 

"It seems to amuse you," she said, 
still puzzled. | 
» "It does," he laughed. I' 

"You might explain yourself," she 
said icily. 

"I am surprised to find physicians 
consigning their patients to such places 
so openly. Are you not?" 

"Oh!" she exclaimed in great dis
gust. 

And thereafter the room grew so 
chilly, despite the red fire, that he left 
within a short time. 

"Some women couldn't see a Joke if 
it weighed two hundred pounds and 
you hit them with it," he muttered as 
he trudged off. . 

"Behold the Savior of mankind" 
was written by Samuel Wesley, the 
father of the founders of Methodism. 
It was written In 1709, just before the 
fire In the Epworth rectory, and the 
manuscript was found in tbe garden, 
half burned. John Wesley gave it a 
place In his first collection of hymns, 
printed at Charleston, S. C., in 1TB7. 

There is a miniature Indian corn 
growfiNn t razll. The ears are not. 
larger than a little finger, and the 
grains are the stzs of mustard seeds.. 

fv 

HAJTOT HCN ABOUT SPHAT CAHHIAGE. 

Handy Bprayinn Risr, 
One of the greatest difficulties the 

farmer or horticulturist meets, in 
spraying Is in carrying ubout the pump 
and barrel. The stonebont often must 
be used where the rows are narrow, 
but the draft is much easier if pump 
is mounted on wheels. I have arranged 
a platform on a pair of wheels 
which is a simple, handy rig. Tbe 
axle is shortened to about 4 feet, ipak-
ing a very compact arrangement that 
will turn in a very small space, t For-
spraying potatoes when the rows are 
3 to 3% feot apart, the axle should be 
0 feet long, so that the horse may go 
between two rows, while the wheels go 
between rows on either side. 

The barrel, wheji the pump is mount
ed on the si<!e, is held in place by two 
bands of iron 1 Inch wide and about 
3-16 Inches thick, fastened by the 

books e, into tbe eyes a a, and 
drawn firmly into place by a nut on 
the bolts b b. If tbe pump is mounted 
on tbe end of the barrel, as with tbe 
kerowater, etc., it is held In place on 
the (Rl^tform by four rods d, that hook 
ay;er,[,tj>e Chine of the cask and are 
bolted through the platform at c c. 

This rig Is light and strong and can 
be driven In among trees and vines 
much better than a cart or wagon. 
The driver walks behind and drives 
and pomps while either one or two 
lines are used. With a good standard 
pump more work can be done in a day 
with Oils outfit than with any I am 
acquainted with.—Prof. S. T. Maynard 
In Farm and Home. 

The Hartshorn Pear. 
The Illustration of the Hartshorn 

pear Is about one-half size. The va
riety has been tested for a number 
of years in different parts of the coun
try and pronounced promising. It Is 
claimed to be a cross between the 
Bartlett and Winter Nellls, and with 
such parentage Should be first-class. 
The fruit is of large size, skin thin, 
greenish yellow in color, with small 

THE HARTSHORN PEAR 

russet dots. The flesh is white, fine
grained, juicy knd of delicate flavor. 
It ripens late in the season and is a 
wonderfully good keeper. At present 
nurserymen have but a small stock of 
the variety, and consequently trees are 
high in price. However, the variety 
is so promising that one would be safe 
In setting a few trees, at least—In
dianapolis News. 

Methods of Fertilizing Meadows. 
There bas been much controversy 

over the metliod to be employed in 
fertilising meadows to obtain the best 
results, bat experience has shown that 
most meadows must be treated as in
dividual plots of, land; that Is,' fer
tilized according to its especial needs. 
A meadow that bas been cropped for 
a long time naturally will require some 
reseedlng and that the fertilizer be sup
plied at different times and be com
posed of different Ingredients. On the 
other hand, a - meadow in good con
dition and not too old will require 
only top dressing with stable manure 
and even this must be done in accord
ance witb the needs of the particular 
meadow to which it is applied. As a 
rule, ten two-horse loads of manure 
to the acre put on witb a manure 
spreader so as to properly and evenly 
cover the ground, is the quantity that 
will give good results at the minimum 
of expense. The use of the spreader 
Is urged In applying for/the coat is 
not only even but is fine and in the 
best condition for good results and 
quick action. 

Shipping iSni for Hatching. 
I^lscusslng the packing of eggs for 

shipping—that is. In small quantities 
for hatching—a Michigan Farmer cor
respondent writes that he prefers a 
good strong basket to any other kind 
of package. He puts a layer of ex
celsior in tbe bottom of the basket, 
wraps each egg in paper, then In Ex
celsior, and places in the basket small 
end down. When the layer is full It 
should be so firm that there is no mov
ing about of the eggs with the motion 
of the basket If more than one layer 
of eggs is used he puts a good thick 
layer of excelsior on top of the first 
layer and proceeds as before, finishing 
with a layer of excelsior.' When the 
basket is full he stretches stout un
bleached muslin across the top and 
sews to the edges of the basket, draw
ing it tight. Then he plainly labels 
the basket so that it will be carefully 
handled. He says a half bushel basket 
will hold' fifty eggs packed in this 
way. 

From Grain to Gr^ss. 
Every owner of a cow welcomes the 

time when the animal can be turned 
out to pasture. In changing from dry 
feed to grass it is well to go somewhat 
slowly, especially if the flow of milk 
|s large, says Dairy and Creamery. The 

young, immature grass, especially In 
early spring, as Is well known, con
tains a large amount of water, a con
dition commonly called "washy.", 
Wheat and rye pastures are of the 
same nature. The dry feed ration 
should therefore be continued and be 
gradually reduced for •. two • weeks or 
more after the grass Is large enougb 
for feeding.-

,̂... 
Freak Farming, 

There are radically different Ideaa 
as to what the better agriculture 
should consist In. The real farmer 
is said to adhere too closely to the 
ways of bis fathers. He plods. The> 
city maq who goes to the country 
would correct ail this by overturning 
It. He sees revolution In everything 
with which he has. to do. Ways of 
doing business are not so much im
proved as revolutionized. The new 
things are of different kind froin the 
old. The automobile is not an im
provement of the horse and carriage; 
It is a new creation. The new tele
graphy uses no wires to carry its' mes
sages. ' The X-rays allow us to see 
through a board, The man who is 
familiar with all this wants to in
troduce some wholly new and startling 
thing when he goes into farming. .He 
would reform it and revolutionize it. 
The upshot of it Is likely to be a kind 
of freak farming. He will grow some 
specialty, perhaps popcorn, pigeons, 
liquorice, ginseng, wormwood, madder, 
basket wlllo^ Angora goats, skunks. 

The point Is tEat these small crops 
and factitious enterprises are mere 
side issues and really have no great 
effect on agricultural prosperity as a 
whole. They may be very profitable 
here and there, but they are for the 
few and special conditions. Mere 
specialties cannot revolutionize a great 
series of businesses like the agricul
tural businesses, that engage four 
times more fixed capital than manu
factures. We have probably about 
reached the limit of "fancy farming," 
except as it may be practiced as a 
mere diversion. In the upheaval of 
old Ideals, we have made many Im
practical experiments, but the farmer 
stands by tbe old things, improving 
them slowly and surely year by year. 
We must be near the point of collapse 
of all kinds of freak farming.—Conn-
try Life In America. • .."-.j 

Herb Culture. 
A young man inquires about the pro

fits of sage. The common herbs, in
cluding thyme, sage, savory, marjory, 
fennel, etc., are sold to some extent in 
large markets, either in bulk to manu
facturers, or in bunches for the retail 
trade. The prices paid at wholesale 
would equal $200 or more per acre, 
and the plants are not hard to raise, 
although gathering and bunching re
quires considerable time. The diffi
culty Is that the demand is very limit
ed and the trade is mostly in the hands 
of a few growers, who have furnished 
their specialties for many years. New 
growers would find some trouble In 
making a place for the product in large 
amounts. Small amounts can be 
grown profitably by those' who have 
retail vegetable routes. A trade in 
herbs could be added without mncb 
difficulty. If all the crop Is not sold 
green In bunches, the remainder can 
be dried, boxed and sold In winter; 
the demand is best In late fall and 
earlj winter. Herbs may be grown 
as a second crop, the seed being start
ed now and the plants set after early 
pears. Set 8x12 Inches and cultivate 
until the crop covers the ground. Cat 
alternate rows In September and let 
the other rows fill the space. • • 

Farm Notes. 
Don't crop tbe farm to death. Raise 

some stock. 
The busiest farmer is not always 

the one who does the most work. 
Clean milk never came from a can 

that was not clean when tbe milk went 
into it 

Attend to tbe feed of the work horses 
just as carefully as to the meals of 
their drivers. - '•' • ;: 

There is nothing that will turn the 
wastes of the farm into money faster 
than growing pigs. . ' 

Some one has asked if alfalfa will 
not become a pest. Yes, when money 
becomes a pest alfalfa! will be in the 
same boat 

Corn will bring twice as much in a 
hog as in a sack. So will bay in a 
cow bring twice as much as in a 
bale. 

Does it pay to save a cenfs worth 
of food in the dishwater containing 
washing powders and kill $20 worth of 
pigs by feeding such slops? 

The way to' keep the work in hand 
is to keep it in mind. Great assist
ance can come by the use of a small 
memorandum book in which can be 
written the things that are most es
sential. ' 

One-half of the clover hay in th» 
country is not saved so as to secure 
the best results. If not cut too late 
or too early it is improperly cured. 
It is a difficult matter to get it just 
right. 

An Imposition that is often practiced 
on the woman—the farmer's wife espe
cially—is if there is an old, ringboned, 
spavined, crippled horse that Is stove 
up generally and good for no earthly 
use it is kept for the women to drive, 

The solution of the' boy leaving tbe 
farm'depends on tbe conditions. Some 
of the inducements are not alluring for 
boys to stay on the farm. Again there 
will be great inducements for them to 
do so. There are boys who left the 
farm who bettered themselves v and 
again there are scores of them who 
have not done as well as they could 
have done had they remained on the 
farm. It is not encouraging to, rent 
land of some rich farmer and give 
him about all that can be raised and 
be his serf at the same time. 

When to spray apple trees depends 
upon the purpose desired. Use Bord
eaux mixture when the bnds are swd-
lirig, and if canker worms are abund
ant spray also when the blossoms are 
about to open. After the blossoms fall 
spray again with Bordeaux mixture, 
also Paris green, repeating both appli
cations a week or ten days later. In 
about ten days or two weeks another 
application may be made of Bordeaux 
mixture. These remedies or preven
tives are for scab, bud moth, coddling 
moth, tent caterpillar, curcullo and 
canker worm. 

ETTY BAWLINS had a bank 
account, and a huge one at 
that But Betty had a greater 

fortune in her face, for she was as 
pretty as a spring beauty, and though 
•he was perverse and pouty when she 
wanted to be she was ordinarily as 
sweet as a vlplet. 

Betty lived in the summer time at 
Lowland Glen, not many miles remov
ed from Fort Sherman, a big garri
son with enough young officers on 
duty to fin the ranks of a company 
bad they been forced to drop the sword 
and shoulder the Krag-J orgenson. 
Betty loved the miltary—what girl 
doesn't?—and • if the truth be told 
Betty's heart was set on marrying into 
the soldiery, but she had made up her 
mind secretly that he couldn't think of 
looking at anything less than a colonel, 
and when she thought of it she sigh
ed, for the colonels in Uncle Sam's 
regulars were all so dreadfully old, and 
Betty was only 19, mind you. 

There was young Roy Lanyard sta
tioned at Fort Sherman. He was 
mighty good looking, Betty admitted 
this to herself, and it wouldn't be a 
bit hard to love him, but Roy was 
only a captain, and nothing but a 
colonel would do. Captain Lanyard, to 
get into tbe middle of things at once, 
was Just as desperately in love with 
Betty * as a young soldier just old 
enougb to know his own mind can be. 
He didn't care a rap about Betty's 
bank-account; in fact, he never gave it 
a thought. It was just Betty herself 
that'he wanted, but he didn't dare say 
SOw 

Now Betty had another failing, not 
uncommon among American girls not 
old enough thoroughly to understand 
that Yankee husbands are the best in 
the world, and that was a firm belief 
that the ideal condition in married life 
would be that which would' come from 
a husband who was a combination of 

: m,' •> 

OAPT. SOT LANYARD LOOKED ON AHD 
WAS MISEnABLE. 

Englishman and English army officer. 
"The colonels are younger over there," 
said Betty to herself, "and they are 
all of aristocratic family, and, oh 
well, Englishmen are just too lovely 
for anything." 

The summer colony at Lowland Glen 
was pnusually large that season. There 
were bunches of swell doings, as the 
slangy Yale counsln of Betty would 
put it. Tbe army officers from Fort 
Sherman were much In evidence, and 
one young captain in particular was 
very much In evidence In the vicinity 
of Miss Betty Rawlins. Betty saw the 
evidence clearly, and how she did wish 
that the president would retire some 
lew hundreds of superior officers so 
that Boy Lanyard could tack the ab
breviation "CoL" to the front part 
of his name. 

One day there wa* excitement at 
Lowland Glen. Sirs. Calumet had in
vited two Englishmen, one of them an 
army officer, to spend the month with 
them at their summer home. The 
news reached Betty the morning after 
the arrival of the Calumet's two 
guests. Twenty young women had 
told her about it Let the girls alone 
for spreading news of this kind. "And 
Betty," said one of her informants, 
"one of the Englishmen is a colonel in 
his majesty's service, and young and 
good looking at that" 

Betty's heart gave a thump. "At 
last" she murmured to herself. , 

The next aftemoon Betty met tbe 
Englishmen at the Dexter Country 
Club. Her heart fluttered a little as 
the younger of the two men—the oty^r 
was old and out of the running—was 
Introduced to her. Colonel Reginald 
Southcote was his name. It fairly 
rang of aristocracy and militarism. 
Betty knsw that he was a simon-pure 
Englishman all right enough because 
of his .n?une, his accent and tyls clothes 
—which didn't fit r 

For the next week Colonel Reginald 
Southcote was Betty Rawlin's shadow. 
Captain Roy Lanyard looked on and 
was miserable. Betty gave him-; two 
dances and about three words during 
the entire week. 

"No show for one of Uncle Sam's 
poor artillerymen when there's one of 
King Edward's men with a drawl and 
a monocle about," sighed poor Captain 
Boy. 

Colonel Reginald Southcote was not 
long In finding out that Betty Raw
lins bad a pot of money and that she 
adored the military. Betty asked him 
one day what his regiment was,, and 
he replied promptly: "I am the colonel 
of the Royal Yorlcbshire Regiment,'* 
he said. 

Betty had heard tales about English? 
men pretending to be what they were 
not but the colonel looked hontst 
enough, and the girl was half ashamed 
of herself when she went to a library 
in the city and took down a British 
military gazette from the shelf and 
looked for Royal Yorickshire Regi
ment She found it all right, and with 
the name of Reginald Southcote set 
down as colonel thereof. 

From that time Betty was very cor
dial to the colonel. She turned the 
conversation occasionally on .the Boer 
war, expecting,to hear some deeds of 

modestly told, but the colossi 

was strangely silent'on tlie subject of 
field service, and Betty put it down 
to a brave man's reticence when It 
came to speaking of his own nets on 
the field of battle. Betty might not 
have liked It had she known that when 
she was looking up the colonel's regK 
ment he was making Inquiries in cer
tain financial circles about the extent 
of her bank account. The report seem
ed to please blm, and he proceeded to 
make hay while the sun shone, and it 
was "A particularly cloudless month at 
Lowland Glen. 

Betty knew with a girl's Intuition 
that an offer was not far awriU. *l&fe 
felt la pang, however, every tiMjjBie 
saw Captain Lanyard and sa^lRv 
miserable he looked, though he^ywd 
to pat a brave faceion the matter. If 
the truth be told, Betty cried: a little 
In the privacy of her room when she 
looked at the glorious oil flag floating 
in the sunshine at the flagstaff peak 
in the fort, beyond, and sighed and 
sighed again. ' • y-> < 'Vl1' • 

One day Lawyer Coke, 'frlrfi^looked 
after Betty Rawlin's estate, heard 
from a close friend that a° certain Eng
lishman had been Inquiring about Bet
ty's financial standing. "Fortune hunt
er if not a fraud," said old Coke.to 
himself, and then, as luck would have 
It, he happened to pick up a copy of 
the Broad Arrow, the journal of the 
united services of Great Britain. 
La-dryer Coke looked at It His eyes 
fell on a paragraph, and he chuckled. 
He folded the paper up, put it in bis 
pocket and took the first train for 
Lowland Glen. He marked- the para
graph in the paper and put it where he 
knew Betty would be sure, to pick it 
up, and from the nature of the lpublica-
tion he knew she would be sure-
it from start to finish. 

Betty Rawlins felt that the liovr/*vaa 
coming when she would have to an
swer a question put to ber by Colonel 
Reginald Southcote: She was think
ing of this when she picked up the 
Broad Arrow. She knew what the 
paper was, for she-had heard of it. 
She read it eagerly. The date of the 
paper was three months back. The 
marked paragraph caught her eye. She 
read this: 

"General Powell-Baden inspected the 
Royal Yorickshire Regiment last 
Thursday. It was the first training 
day of this militia organization for a 
year. The new men were in poor trim, 
and Colonel Reginald Southcote, who 
has seen no foreign service and very 
little at home, had hard work to give 
commands and to sit his horse prop
erly. The regiment will need overhaul
ing to bring It up to even militia stand
ards." 

The paper dropped from Bet 
ers. "Milltiamiin; never saw a "da-
real service; couldn't sit on his horse;" 
and thai Betty gasped! Her thoughts 
turned to another paragraph that she 
had read In an American journal. It 
told bow one Captain Roy Landyard 
bad received the Congressional medal 
of honor for personal gallantry in the 
saving of the life of a comrade under 
fierce fire in the Philippine Islands. 
' Betty knew that night at the ball at 
the hotel that Colonel Reginald South
cote was seeking her out but she. 
avoided him. Captain Roy Lanyard 
met her and she smiled on him, and: 
there was a look in^Jhe^eyes that made 
the young soldier's heart" leap. "Won't 
you go for a walk with me?" he said. 

"Yes," she answered softly. 
As they passed down the hotel steps 

the moonlight fell full upon them, and 
Lawyer Coke, who was standing on 
the veranda, smiled, and, being a bit 
of a wag, he turned to ti friend who 
bad been watching the course of 
events for a montb past and said: 

"Alas! Poor Yorickshire."—Chicago 
Record-Herald. j -
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T«le of m Orateftal MooseN 
The moose and elk liberated ii| 

Adirondacks' by< tbe St&te of Xew 
York and William C. Whitney during ^ -
the last twtt years have played rather ; 
odd pranks In the gardens of,,the na-
tlves and with loads of hay in tran-
sit, but it cannot be said that they 
are vng^t^f|li|i^tmals^sajrs a New 
York Time's writer. Th%&Qine of tbe 
moose this winter ha* been* In the •: 
vicinity of the Brown's Tract ponds, • 
and there on, Saturday evening the , 
crew of a " freight train "on tbe Rac- i 
quette Lake railroad discovered a cow 
moose In distress. The animal had . 
been walking along the shore of a 
pond and broke through the ice and 
plunged about in the hole for some } 
time, unable to help Itself. ; 

^•rAccordIng to ,the story told by a 
trainman, 'be; and; Jils companions 
looked on Vlth vaiying emotions, but 
finally summoning their courage, they 
went to the animal's assistance and 
got It out of the water with the aid 
of boards, , Instead of /talcing to the 
woods after its rescue the moose fol- . ' 
lowed the trainmen about as a pet : 
dog might, a£te all of their luncheon ; 

that they could spare, warmed Itfajf : 

at the feide:of the »locomoaye',v 

the way of the train and veCusaUP^H 
even When the train was compMUra to 
move away. Its gratitude was evi
dent ' •••! • •'! 

The elk and, moose with which It Is ; 
hoped to restock the Adirondacks ha\e \ 
taken gppd care ..of %»mse^v.es dur
ing tjie.,virihtei\,r The klll|ng of a young 
bull moose near. Newcomb,lins aroused 
public feelina^consid^rably. ' ' mm 

' Hnmaiiity :iml Policy. .H 
;!'Slc^mper^ was. finding fault because .y 

the* &re 'engitie * hprsesy^a^^driven so jgjgH 
reckfessly1 fk'st." •' •' pi. : 
i >'rii;/b6trif* his house, jr^s on fireMj 
he'd, j favor driving them ii fgood deal 
faster*." " M 

"No, he wouldn't. He's got that old 
shell of his Insured for twice it 
value."—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

— "V s 
A woman usually follows fashions in 

dresing her hair till the supond baby ' 
comes, when she hasn't time to expori-j 
ment, and clings to the style prevalent f 1 
then till her death. ' • , 

A man's strength develops when lie' 
has something to do; not when be i| 
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