“A DEAD REC

KUN ING,

.ere, and that Mr. Pringli

CHAPTER V.—Continued.
Then the la.dm-;mked = ROh. Fics
left alone. He 3 :
than he bad looked _ifl the air
alder 1y. All the lighed down by
-’rﬁmfdj'ut of hir heavier than he
A nw‘b.lﬂ is afraid of my tak-
oL & Tn said to himself, with a
mn::ﬁ‘ﬂilﬁ as his wife closed the door.
Sor darling! if I were to take cold
and have a fever and dis, it would be
the best thing that could happen eith-
er to her or me/* He began to pace
the room gslowly, his hands behind
him, and his eyes bent on the ground.
““Nearly three months have passed since
Karovsky's visit, and nothing has yet
been dome. Only two more weeks are
left me. Coward that I am, to Dave
kept putting off from day to day do-
ing that which I ought to have done
long ago. Even this very afternoon
when I reached Beaulieu, I had not the
courage to go in and
Von Rosenberg. My heart failed me,
and I turned back. If I had begun one
letter to him I have begun a dozen,
only to burn or tear them up unfinish-
ed; but now there is no time for fur-
ther delay. I will warn him that if he
wishes to save his life he must leave
here immediately, and seek some asy-
lum where his enemies will be power-
less to harm him. Shall I vaguely hint
at some shadowy danger that impends
ever himf or shall I tell him in plain
terms why and by whom the death sen-
tence has been recorded against him?
Shall 1 write to him anonymously, or
shall I sign the letter with my name?
Better tell him everything and put my
name to the letter; he can themn act on
the information in whatever way he
may deem best. In doing this, as Kar-
ovsky said, I shall be sealing my own
doom. Well, beiter that, beiter any-
thing than the only other alternative.”
H« h:lted by one of the windows, and
stood gazing out of all the pleasant
features of the landscape he had learn-
ed to know and love so well. "It seems
hard to die so young, and with so much
about me to make life happy,” he sad-
ly mused. "I think I could meet my
fate on the battlefield without a mur-
mur—but to be murdered in cold blood
—to be the mark for some stealthy as-
gassin! Poor Clara | poor darling! what
will you do when I am gone? He
sighed deeply as he turned from the
window. His eses were dim with tears.
Presently he seated himself at the
davenport, and drew pen and paper to-
wards him. ‘*No more delays; this very
night the Baron shall be told. But
pow shall I begin? in what terms
shall [ word my warning?'’ He sat and
mused for a minute or two, biting the
end of his pen as he did so. ‘Then he
dipped the pen into the inkstand and
began to write: "My dear Baron, from
information which has reached me, the
.accuracy of which I cannot doubt, ITam
grieved to have to inform you that
your life is in great and immediate
geril. You hnve been sentenced to
death by the Chiefs of one of thosa
Secret  Societies of the jexistence of
which you are doubtless aware. Your
only chance of safety lies in immediate
flight."
“What shall 1 say nexty” asked Ger-

ald of himself: *“Shall I tell him
that''—

But at this juncture the door was
opened, and Mrs. Brooke came hurried-
ly into the room. “O Gerald, such ter-
rible news ! she exclaimed, breathless-
ly.
rﬂﬂr&ld turned his letter face down-
ward on the blotting-pad. “Terrible
news, Clara?"” he said in a tone of studi-
ed indifference. Has your aunt’s
spaniel over-eaten itself and'— :

“Gerald, don't!"” she cried In a pain-
ed voice. “Baron von Rosenberg 1s
dead—murdered in his own house less
than an hour agol”

Gerald rose slowly from his chair as
if drawn upward by some invisible
force. The sudden pallor that blanch-
od his face frightened his wile. _
sprang forward and laid a hand on his
arm. He shook it off almost roughly.
“Tell me again what you told me just
now,” he said in a voice which Clara
scarcely recognized as that of her hus-

band.
She told him again. "“Murdered! Von

confront

She | ning.

Rosenberg! Imypossible |"
"Dixon brought the news; he has just

ridden up from King's Harold.”
Gerald sank into his seat again,.

eyes were fixed on vacanc

His |
for a few !

moments he looked as ifd his brain had |

bean paralyzed. :
Miss Primby came bustling in.

“D'h.

again.

young pusson
Towers all in a hurry, who says she
must see you without a minute’'s de-

_cy white and scared like,
the dp. “Anything amiss, Mr. Prin-
lr1'* says L, with a jers ol my thumb

went and Gerald W2%owards the house as the dog-cart pass

ed me. But he only stared at me and
my poor master, the baron, was found
on without a word. Then 1 turns 1O
the lodge-keeper’s wife and sees that
she has her apron over her head, and
is crying. “Anything serous aIniss
mum §” says I. “l don't Enow whatl you
calls serous, young man,” says she, “bul
my poor master, the baron, was found
murdered in the little shally in Lhe
garden only half an hour since—shot
through the heart by some blood-thirsty
villain,” [ didn't wait to hear more
sir, but made all the haste I coul
home."”

No word spoke Gerald. The man
looked at him curiously, almost doubt-
ing whether his master had heard a
word of what he had said. e

“Thank you, Dixon; that will do,’ sald
Mrs. Brooke. The man carried a fing-
er to his forehead and made his exit.

“Poor dear barom!” remarked DMiss
Primby for the second time. “There
was something very fascinating in his
smile.”

“Clara, tell me,” said Gerald present-
ly. “Am I in truth awake, or have

only dreamt that Von Rosenberg 18

dﬂﬂ.d T:!

“How strnnge}i( you talk, dear, lam
afraid you are ill.”

“There you are mistaken. 1 am well
—excellently well. But teli me this;
ought 1 to feel glad, or ought I to
Iee% sorry? On my life, 1 don’t know
which L ought to feell”

“Gladt O Gerald!”

"“Ah; I had forgotten.
know." ¢ Tion

“You no longer confide in me as you
usaed to do." :

He took no notice of the remark.
‘“Iet the Dead Past bury its dead;"'’
he said aloud, but speaking exactly as
he might have done had he been alons,

“No need to send this now,” he mul-
tered in a lower tone as he took up his
unfinished letter. *“If I had but sent

You don't

it a week ago, would Von Rosenberg |
be still alivet Who can say?’ Crossing .
to the chimmnefy-piece, he lighted a

match and with it set fire to the let-

ter, holding it by one corner as he did |

s0. ‘When 1t had burnt itseif away he
began to whistle under his breath.
“Q Garald!” said his wife in a
grieved volce.
*1L had forgotten.;
vsky would say."” _
“l am grieved to say so, dear, but
his brain seems slightly affected;”
w}%ibipﬁrﬂd Miss Primby to her piece.
ul
ton.”
Befors Clara cculd reply Bunce came
in with a lighted lamp half turned

Pardon—as Karo-

[ 'von Rosenbegg

i
brought up on a canal barge. It was |
ber boast that she could drive a horse
or steer a barge as well as any man
between London and the Didlands.
But there came a day when the girl
could no longer either drive or handle
the rudder. Ague got her un i1ls merci-
less grip.

The barge-mun for whom |

she worked landed ber at King's Huar-
old with instructiouns to a relative of
his to
But before this could be done Mrs.
Brooke had found out the sick girl. She
was placed in a decent lodging, and
the mistress of Beechley Towers paid
all expenses till she was thoroughly
restored to healtl, But not only did
she do that; she went to see Margery
three or fouwr tiumcs a week, and sat
with her, and talked with her, and
read to her, and tried in various ways
to let a few rays of light into the girl's
darkened mind. Sometimes it hap-

ned that Mr. Brooke would call for

is wife when she was on these expedl-
tions, on which occasions he would al-
ways stay for a few minutes to have
a chat with Margery, so that in a little
while there was re such gentleman in
existence as “Muster Geril.”” But to-
wards Mrs. Brooke her feeling was one
of boundless piatituderand devotion;
it was like the devotisn of a dumb ani-
mal rather than that of a rational be-
ing. Willingly, gladly would she have
laid down her fifﬁ fur her henefactress,
to go back to her old life on thecanal,
About this time it wus that the Baron
set up his establis@y-
ment at Heauwlieu. An assistant was
required In the laundry-® Margery
thought she should like the situation,
sa it was obtained for her.

“Why, Margery, what can be the
matter ¥ Why do yow waunt to see me
so particularly ' asked Mrs. Brooke,

"lf‘tt's about him—about Muster Geril,”
she managed to gasp out. O mum!
the polis is coming, and ['ve run‘d all
the way from Bulluo to tell you.”

“The what 1= coming, Margery?"

“The polis, mum,” answered the g;rl
with one of her uncanny laughs. Dliss
Primby, who had never heard anything
like it before, gave a little jump and
stared at Margery as if she were some

strange animal escaped from a men-

| agerie.

“I'he police, I suppose you mean?"
Margery nodded, and began to Lite a
corner of her apron.

“You must be mistaken, child, What

. can the police be coming here for "

“To take Muster Geril.”

“To arrest wy husband ¥ Margery
nodded again. “What can they want
to arrest nuu fcr ¢

“For murder.'

“For murder!” ejaculated both the
ladies.

There was a moment's hreathless

-

down. He lefi the curtains undrawn,

for a soft yellow glow
over field and woodland.

Brooke c¢rossed to the couch on which
her husband had seated himself, and
taking one of his hands in hers, said:
“Dearest, you must not let this afiair,
shocking though it be, prey too much
on your mind. It is not as if you had
lost an old and valwed friend. DBaron
von Rosenberg was but an acquaintance

—i man whose name even you had ;

never heard six months ago.'”

His only reply was to softly stioke
the hand that was holding one of his.

Clara waited a little and then she
said: “Will you not come and dress fon
dinner §" : _

He rose abruptly. “Dress for. din-
ner !"” he exclaimed with a strange dis-
cordant laugh. “How the comedy ar
tragedy of life jostle each other! Grim
death claps on the maski of Momus and
tries to perswaide us that he is a merry

gentleman. Here a white cravat, a
dress coat, the pleasant jingle of knives
and forks. There, a pool of blood, a

cold and rigid form, a ghastly face v ith

blank staring eyes that scems appeal-
ing to heaven for vengeance. Y es,
lett us go and dress for dinner; for, In
truth, you and 1 ought to rejoice and

make merry to-night—if youw only knew

.‘,‘.hrlll ‘

“arald, you frighten me."

“Nay, sweet one, 1 would not
that;” he answered as he drew her to
him and kissed her . "I am In a
strange hwmor to-night. [ hardly
know myself. 1 couwld laugh and 1

could sing, and yet—and yet—poor Von

Rosenberg!"” . He twrned zway wilh

a sigh.

At this moment in came Mr. Bunce
“If youw please, ma'am,” he said

Brooke,” "hére’'s a strange
come rtunning to the

to Mrs.

.I.“-}'- e

atill lingered

L
1
|

pause. Gerald, with one hand on the
back of a chair, and one knee resting
on the seat, had the ilmpassive air of

' . 'a man whom nothing more can sur-
were you I would eall in Dr. Pres- |

prise. He had gone throwgh so much
ofi late that for a time it secemed as if
Ep fresh emotion had power Lo touch
L.
“Great heavem! Margery, what are
you talking about?’ said DMrs. Drooke

~with blanched lips.
‘As soon as he had left the room Mrs. |

“They say as how Muster Geril shot
the gentleman—the Baron—what was
found dead about a hour ago. Not
as I believes o word of ii,"” she added
with a touch of contempt in her voice.
A pistol set with gold and with funny
fipures scratched om it, was found not
far from the corpus, and they say it
belongs to DMuster Geril.”

“My Indian pistol which I lent (o
Von Rosenberg ten weeks ago,” said
Gerald quietly.

“"And now the polis have gone for w
warrin to take him up,'” added the girl.

“A warrant to arrest my hushand ¥

Again Margery nodded. She was a

- girl who, as a rule, was sparing of her

and |

words,

“1 the murderer of Von Rosenberg !"
said Gerald, with a bitter laugh. “Such
an accusation would be ridiculous if it
were mot horrible.”

Mrs. Brooke wrung her hands and
drew in her breath with a half moan.
The blow was so overwhelming, that for
a few moments words seemned frozen on
her lips.

Gerald turned to the window, '"‘Can
the irony of fate go further than this,”
he said to himself, "that 1 should ba

s accused of a erime for refusingt to com-

mit which my own lifle was to have

- paid the penalty !”

do '

‘I'he “strange young pusson’” had fol-

lowed close on his heels. “Yes mum,
without a minute’'s delay,” she con-

| trived to gasp out, and then she stood

panting, unable to articulate another
word. She was breathless witly run-

‘“Wwell, it ever!"” exclaimed the scan-
dalised Bunce, turning sharply on her.

“Why, you aimt ®ven wiped your
shoes."” _ _ .
“I'hat will do, Bunce, thank you,'

said Mrs. Brooke with quist digniuy.
Bunce sniffed and tried to screw up
his nose further than nature had done
already. *“Sich muwk!"” was his com-
ment to himself as he left the rooun.
The person to whomn this depreciatory

In came Bunce once more carryin
ai card om a salver which he presentec
to his master.

Gerald toolk it and read, “Mr. Tom
Mr. Starkie ?*

“Says he wants to see you very per-

_ ticler, sir.”

“Into which room have you shown

' Starkie 2"

“Into the blue room, sir."

“Say that I will be with him 1n one
moment. Come, Clara, come aunt,” he
said with a smile, as soon as Bunce had
left the room ; “let us go and hear what
it is so *“perticler” tnat Mr. Tom has
to say to me."”

None of them noticed that Margery'
had stolen out on to the terrace, and
was there waiting and watching with
her gaze fixed on a distant point
of the high-road ®here it suddenly
curved, before dipping into the valley
on its wny to the little market town
of King’'s Harold. Twilight still ling-

- ered 1n th>» west, amdl Margery's eyes

epithet was applied was a girl of sowe |

sixteen or seventeen summers, Margery
Shook by mame, who was dressed n a
coarse but clean bib aund apron, a short

my dear Clara can it be p&*\ﬂl]]lﬂ tqhﬂti cotton frock C-Ul"l.ﬂi.dﬂl'ﬂri*ly the worse lor

this dreadful—dreadful news is truei” | yaar,

“Only too true, 1 am afraid, aunt.”
“Poor Baron! Poor dear man! What

a shooking end! I never Kknew a man |
with more charmi manner’. Cut |
off in the flowar of his age, as one

may say.”

“Perhaps dear,
Dixon and question
to her husband.

He simply nodded. Mrs. Brooke rang
the bell and Dixon the groom entered.
“You had better tell your master all
you know about this frightful trag-

you would like to see
him,” said Clara

The man cleared his throat. Gerald
stared at him with eyes that seemed to
see far beyond him—far beyond the
room in which they were. “I had been
down to King's Harold, sir,"” began Dix-
on. “to see Thompson, the farrier, about
the chestnut mare, and was riding back,
when just as [ got to the REeaulieu
Imt% tes I see the dogeart come out
wil Tr. Pringle the baron's man in
it, along with Dr. King, and another
gent as waas a stranger to me. Seeing

| locks.

gray worsted stockings, thick
shoes, and a quilted sun-bonnet, from
under the flap of which har nut-brown

' hair made its escape in tangled elf-like
Her b i.gilt hazel eyes had in |
L

them more of the expression of some
half-tamed animal than that of an or-
dinary human being. Her features,
thouwgh by no means uncomely, were
somewhat heavily moulded and did not
respond readily to emotionai expres-
sion. For the rest she was a well-
grown strongly-built girl, and when
she laughed her teeth flushad upon you
like a surprise.

Margery's laugh, if laugh it could
be called, was perhaps the most singo-
lar thing about her. It was witch-
like, weird, uncanny ; it never extend-
ed to her eyes; it brokXe out of the most
inopportune moments; to have Leen
awoke by it in the dead of night, and
not to have known whenoe it emanated
might have shaken Lhe nerves of Lhe
strongest man. :

Margery was an orphan, and until

 were almost as keen as those of 4 hawk,

(1'o be Continued.)

BRIDAJL SUPERSTITIONS.

A’ bride 8o far defied superstition as
to be married May 13 last. She had
also 13 tiny bridesmaids, had 13 car-
riages and a thirteen-days' honey-
moon.

Another unsuperstitious maiden be-
came engaged on the 13th of a certain

' month and has fixed on the first Fri-

day in May as her wedding morn-

ing.
Several May brides have testified to

the happiness of their married lives,
and one woman declared that, although
she became engaged on a Friday, fix-
el on the unlucky day as the oneset
apart in each week for the lovers' walk.
got married on a Friday, had 13 guests
at the wedding table, and set up house-
keeping in May, she has never had a
moment’s serious unhappiness in all her
eight years of married life.

——

ART IN THE COUNTRY.
She painted an exquisile picture—

The colors were &spr nice and
Lthick ;
Then, while ‘neath a tree, she [ell

dozing,

wis sSixteen vyears old, had been { A call gave the finishng lick.

'of cows he owns and seeking to have

ass her on to the workhouse. '[ them better, and fed more cheaply, a

! losses practically corrected and put in-

igmi_n is Temoved from the ground,mil-

AGRICULTURAL

THE COST OF MILK.

Some ome has said that where one
man is found agonizing over the herd

lot of other farmers are trying to add
to their Tevenues by cutting down the
wages of the factory operator, and pay-
ing no attention to cheapening the pro-
duction of milk. One of the factors that
hinders more than all else in the pro-
gress and promotion of the dairy in-
dustry, says Country Gentleman, isthe
refusal of the awverage dairyman to
change hir methods and get into the
drift and current of dairy thought and
action. The result is that he is mea-
suring everylhing about his business
by a standard of forty years ago, when
dairying was all a home affain, and n.]
balanced ration was Stack hay, and a
wood-lot was 2 stable, These methods
will not do now. It is assarted that if
the incomes of the railroads of this
country could be augmented one mill
per ton a mile, the increase of revenues !
would be eighiy million dollars year-
Iy, and make tlwem all paying proper-
ty. What would it mean to the dairy-
men of this country if their cows could
all be put into the five and sixd thou-
sand pound miik cdlass, and the cost
of keep reduced one-third, and the es-
timated wustes of the dairy and its!

!

—
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let. or corn mny be sown for a forage
crop, and as lale as August first -
nps and some othar root orops ¥
yield second returns after ths smwll
grmin sown in the spring has yielded
s o .

“'ﬁf‘ﬁ there is not an abundance of
permanent pasture, this may be add-
el to by sowing Tye early Inm auntumn
which will furnish grazing in earl
winter as well as in early spring, wit
litile deLrimen]l;ntﬂ its 1]_.r.:rn::n ; ETaln
which may be rvested in early sume-
INeT. 'I‘lmy rye arop, in fadt, if hand-
led properly, may be harvested early
enough to permit the following of eith-
er mallet or late mm.wﬂhﬂ %-ﬂllﬂl‘ fn;
soiling purposes in early autumn an
to lmgrilln:ff and removed from the

und as provender, in time to be fol-
owed by winter wheat or rye agaun.

Many stockmen o not realize )
worth of root and vegetables, and it
i only by patient and exhaustive ex-
perience with such food that they will
prove this worth oconclusively. For tha
warking horses and the dairy stock,
roots and vegetables ars of peculiar ad-
vantage in giving them a varely
moist food which is a counterpart of
the cheap, dry provender, so much of
which is fed to the stovk that i1s not
being fattened for market. . ]

On the other hand the fattening ani-
mals need a cooling vuriety of food to
counteract occasional bad influences of
nioh and heating foods that are potent
for fattening purposes. One will be sur-
prised to note the invigorating effect
on the appetite of faitening animals
where a moderate allowance of rootls,
vegetables or ensilage is furnished
along with the rich, carbonaceous food
at. reguiar imtervals. ¢ .

In the case of all the weanlings it is

rticularly important that they be

urnished with a cooling food in win-
ter along with the heavy grain food
which ig called for to m the rTapid

to the credit side of the account ? Woutd |
it. not be a fact that the profits of dairy- |

ing woulil be increased fully 100 'parj

cemnti.? ¥

Now, three things are needed in malk-
ing things about the dairy yieid greal-.
er revenues, and ithey are outlined in

the above gquery. The want to-day is |

a great reduction in the cost price of |
producing milk. It 18 costing too mugh |

for the price recewed. The thief who
stole the five «dollars and was by his
shirewdness enabied to hold on Lo a dol-
lar and a haif of i, remarked that that |
wina what he called thrift; but it is |
not thrft for the owner Lo feed acow
$5 worh of fool and investmment and |
only get $3.50 badk; and yet tLhis is |
wiiilt is ta¥Xing place with fully one-
th.rd of the cows in the United States,
There is more to Lhis matter than this
showing. All over the dairy territory,
where dairying has beem the rule for
seventy-five years or even more, there
hivs been a depuelion of Lhe soil going
on that has in dollars been quite as
much as inbterest and depreciation of
the landl in vaiue. Director Dawley, at
the New Yorkh institutes last winter,
ehowed Lhat on ihe older farm pasiure
lands as muchh as §250 worth of pot-
a=h alone had been cropped off in grass
since the settlement of the land, and
only in rare instances had any attempt
been made Lo restore even this part
of the 'loss of removed fertility., Camn
any plan of farming be made profit-
able tihat does not in some way main-
tain at least the [ertility, and does not
have a belfer cow than is now shown
to I tthe average, feod at a much
smaller cost than now?

PPut in this light, a cow that gives
3,300 pounds of milk in a year, eals
practically as much and to keep up her
milk to its normal [low requires as ridh
protein food as does acow tht gives
a half more milk. If the cosl of the
milk of the first cow is equal to the |
value of her milk, them 1,600 to 2,000
pounds additional milk given Hy tilse
secoml cow would be in Tound num-
bers all profit. 1f by the intelligence
of the dairyman this ration can be re-
duced in cost, so that instead of $35,
which is now Tegarded as approximate-
ly thie cot of the yearly keep of a |
cow, Uhe cost, with ensilage, veas, hman
amidl millet, be reduced to $20 or 825,
there would be a most subscantial di-
vidend mrade of Uhe outlay of a litile
dai inteliigence. Milk is coslting too
mu:{l. amyl ave poor cow, every fan |
of hny feed, and indifferent care adda |
o its cost. Markel prices of bulter |
and cheese are not based uwpon what |
milk oosts to make. ‘Ihe last is the far-
mer's problem

VARIATIONS IN FOOD.

On the stock farm, too often, there
is lack of variely in the food for Lhe
anvimals:. Im muny parts of the ooun-
try, only a small acreage of corn is the .l
rule of the average farm. ‘The fod-
der, a= a rule, is considered useless in
a large part. The toughened
stalks, after pgtripped of the blades
when dry, were formerly of little feed-
img wortl.

OfF late it is claimed that the pith of
corn stalks wlwen freed {rom the oul-
side of 1lwe ataik may be ground into
a meal similar to wheat bran and that
it thus has o good feeding value in that
it modifies the condensed meal of olh-
er grain, when mixed with it.

If there is any truth in this claim, and
if the machinery for separating the pith
is mot expeusive, farmers in distriots
where wheat is not grown may find the
pith brana desirable substitute for the
wheat bran which must be shipped for
considerable distance in some places. In
a small way farmers might experiment
and determime whethar there is any
merit in this article and thus be pre-
pared to consider intelligently the
alaimms of the manufacturer who will
soon be Tendy probably to sell Lhem
an impiement for hulling out this sub
stance and grinding it. We are inclin
ed to think there is little in this claim,
but we are willing to pass this along
as news for what it is worth.

It is to be remembered, however, Lhat
the average farm affords consideralve
varietly if there is only patient fore
thought to provide it. The carn fiel |
will often furnish peas, pumpkins, ans

other varieties of vegetables along witl
the growing corn with little detriment
to the corn itself. After the asmail

| radius of filty milea

growth desirable and to maintain the
vigor of digestion which goes far to
promote good health.
Care must anlso be exeraised when the
pungsters are %m:mg on immature
rass that they have a libaral supply
of bright, dry hay to counteract any
bad iJElu#ucﬁH from too muonh moisiura
in their food.

Colts, calves and lambs are always
benefited from their earliest age by ac-
cess to bright hay.

e ey ——

OILING THT HARNESS.

Harness will last much longer and
look much better if kept well oiled,
and. will mot get so stiff after being

~exposed to a day’s rain.

During the epring it is difficult to
keep harness firom getting wet, and it
will pay well before the season’'s work
begins to see that it is thoroughly oil-
ed. In doing_ ihe work, the harness

should be taken apart, washed cleam,
u ng warm water and castile soap, and
then wiped dry, when the oil should be
applied. 1f so cleun ithat washing 1s
not needed, it will be better to wipe
of with a wet rag as the oiling can
be done better. It is the best to take
harness all apart, in order to get at all
the parts and oil thoroughly.

Good harness oil canm be purchased
all ready for u=e, or neatsfoot oil, with
a little {amlp black, will be found good.
If the harness has not been oiled for
some time and is hard and dry, it will
be be:t to go over them twice, finish-
ing all up, and tlien commencing with
the first piece amnl going over again.

After every part ‘has been thorough-
ly oiled, it <hould all be hung up over
a frame of =ome Kkind and allowed to

dry. It ehould not be hung in the
sun or whein the wind strikes, as
it will dry too rapidly. The oil

should have plenty of time to soak in,
I. ke most other work on the farm,
if undertaken it will pay to do well.

ITEMS OF INTEREST.

A Few Parngraphs Which May Prove YWorlh
Rending,

The seaport and lake towns of the
United States have a population of
over 106,000,000

Hand painted shirt fronts are consid-
ered quite dressy by many of the Lon-
don fops. _ .

Last year, in Suffield, Conn., 1,250
acres were devoted to the culture of
tobueco, and the yield averaged $2X)
Per acre,

Cuoiness male infants, when Lhey are
a month old, have their heads shaved.
A banquet is usually a part of the cere-
mony

i he profit on an industrious and well-
managed ben, says a Kansas farmer,
averares two and one-tenth cents per
day, all the year round.

'he mistake of a Chicago druggist, in
substituting canbolic acid |for soma
harmless medocina in an eye-wash, caus-
ed a cnild to lose thva sight of one of
its eyes

With one hand, Frank Butler, of Wa-
terville, Maine, recently lifted a weight
v. one thousand pounds. He asserls Lhat
no other man in the State can egual
this feat of strength .

‘The collection of postage stamps which
rauss tuird 1n the world i3 owned by
'I. W. Ayer, of Bangor, Me. He recent-
ly sold a single stamp ol the Hawtiiar
issue of 1851 for thirty-five hundred dol-
lars _

A man of considerable weight in Ok-
lahomn is Colopel P. S. Rucker. Ior
years he has carried off the premium
w8 the [at man at every Territorial fair,
He weignus four hundred and ninety-sev-
en pounds

Wm. Johnson, of Richmond, Va.,
while fishing, fell overboard, and imme-
diately sank out of sight. When his
companions raiged the seine, @ long
time afterward, Johnson's body  was
found entangled 1n the twine,

One of the trains on the Southeastern
Railway, England, running belween
London and Hastings, comprises HIX
passanger cars, which were built In

Troy, N. Y. The entrances are al
the ends, and they are lighted by elec-
tricity.

A pistol dropped from the pocket of
a pious colored gentleman while he was
on his knees in prayer, in a church in
Crystal Springs, Ark. Complaint  was
made against him for carrying concenl-
-] weapons and a fine was Lthe re-
sult

The varieties of clhmate in Greece are
amazing. Sir Wm. Gell, while tfH.'-'i*.'l-
ing through the Morea In March, said
nat be found summer in Messenia,
suring in Laconia, and winter in ‘Ar-
adia, without having moved beyoni a
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