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THE THREAD OF LIFE

SUNSHINE AND SHADE.

CHAPTERK XANXIX —ArFreR Loxg GRIEF

“ab Paix

The time to stand upon trifles was past.
Let him (ur (he rivk of meeting Massinger
by the wey or tor, Warico Relf must needs
go round and tferch K ste to comfort and
consule poor ving Winitred. He hastened
AWAY at tav Lop ol e speed to the Villa
Rossa. :.° the door, both girls to.ether
met hiov, 1lsic had just returned, basket
in hant, from the Avenue Vittorio-Em
manueic, aol had learnt from Edie g0 much
of the ¢ nteuts of Warren's hasty letter as
had been ictended from the firet for her
edification,

Warren drow ner aride gently into the

tiny salon, and motivned to Edie not to
follow ther  [lsie’s heart beat high with
wonder, Sio wos aware how much it made
her pulee quickon to see  Warren again—
with something more than the mere
fraternal greetivg shejpretended. Her little
gelt-deception broke down at last : she
knew she loved him— in an unpractical

way ; and sho'was almost sorry she could

never, never nale him happy.

Bat Warcen @ grave face bade her heart
atand still for » boat or two next moment.
He had cleaciy something most serious to
comu.unicate - something that he knew
would profound!y distress her. A womanly

alarm came over her with a vague surmise,
Could Warren be going ta tell ther ?
Oh no! Impossible. She knew dear War-
ren too well for that ; he at least could nev-
er be cruel.

If Warren was goiog vo tell her that, her
faith in her kind would die out for ever.

¢ Well, Warren ?” she asked with trem-
ulous eagerness, drawing closer up to him
in her swees womanly confidence, and gaz-
ing into his eyes, half afraid, half affection-
ate. How could she ever have doubted him
were it only for asecond ?

¢ Klsie,” Warren cried, laying his hand
with ‘unspoken tenderness on her sha
shoulder, I wan: you to come round at
once to the pension oo the piazza.—It's
better to tell it all out at once. Winifred
Massinger's come to Uan Remo, very ill—
dying, [ fear. She kvows you're here, and
she’s asked to see you.”

Eisie's fuce grew red and then white for a
moment, and she trembled visibly. ¢ Is he
there?’ she aaked, after a short pause,
Then, with & saddea burst ot uncontrollable
tears, she buried her face ic her hands on
the table.

Warien socthed her with his hand tenderly,
and leaning over her, told, in haste and in a
very low voice, *he whol2 sad story. *“1I
don't think he'il be there,” he added at the
end, ‘‘Mrs. Masainger said she wouldn't
allow him to enter the room. Butin any case
—for that poor girl's sake—you won't refuse
to go to her now, will you, Elsie ?"

** No,”" Kisic answered, rising calmly with
womanly dignity, to face it all out. **I
must go. It would be cruel and wicked of
course to shirk it. For Winifred's sake,
I'll go in any case. Buat Warren, before I
dare to go"—— She broke off suddenly,
and with a woman's impulse held up her
pale face to him in mute submission,

A thri!l coursed throngh Warren Relf's
nerves ; he stooped down and pressed his
lipg fervently to hers. *‘ Before you go,
you are mine then, Klsie!” he cried
eagerly.

Elsie pressed his hand faintly in reply.
“] am yours, Warren,” she anawred at
last very low, after a short pause, *‘Butl
can’t be yours as you wish it for a long time
yet. No matter why. I shall be yours in
heart.—I couldn’'t have ﬁona on any other
terms. And with that, I think, 1 can go
and tace it.”

At the pension, Hugh had already brought
the Euglish doctor, who went in alone to
look after Winifred. Hugh had tried to

mpany him into the bedroom ; but Win-
red, tne to her terrible threat, lifted one
stern forefioger beforo his swimming eyes
and criad out *“ Never !" in a voica so dog-
gedly determined that Hugh slank away
abashed into the anteroom.

The Kngiish doctor ntoE d for several
minutes in conaultation, an inifred spoke
to him simpiy and unreservedly, about her
husband.

“Send that manaway!” she oried, point-
ing to Huul, as he stood still peering across
from the glnom of the doorway. ‘I won't
bhave him in here to see me die! Iwon't
have him in here! It makes me worse to
see him about the place. I hate him!—I
hate him !"

““You'd better go,” the doctor whispered
softly, looking ‘him haid in the face with
his inquiring eyes. *‘‘ She's in a very ex-
cited, hysterical condition. She's best
alone, with only the women, A hus-
band's presence often does more harm
than good in such nervous crises. Nobody
should be near to increase her excitement,—
Have the kindness to shut the door, if yon
please. You needn't come back for the

resent, thauk you."

And then Wini‘red unburdened once more
her poor laden eoul in convulsive sobs. *'I
want to see Elasiel I want to see Elsie!"

“Miss Challoner?” the dootor asked sug-
geatively. He knew her well as the tender-
eat and best of amateur nurses,

Winifred explained to him with broken
little cries and eager words that she wished
to see Elsie in Hugh'’s absence.

At the end of five minutea’ soothing talk,
the doctor read it all to the very bottom
with profescional acuteness. The poor girl
was dying. Her husband and she had never

ot on. She hungered and thirsted for

uman sympathy. Why not gratify her
yearning little soul? He ped back into
the bare and dingily lighted sitting-room.
“I think,” he said persuasively to Huagh,
with authoritative suggestion, *'your wife
wonld b+ all the better in the end if she
were left entirely alone with the womenkind
for a little, Your presence here uﬂdantlr
disturbs and excites her. Her condition’s
oritical, distinetly critieal., I won't conceal
it from you, She's over-fatigned with the
journey and with mental exhauvstion. The
alighteat aggravation of the hysterical aymp-
toms might cArTy her off at any moment. E{
I were yonu, 1I'd stroll out for an hoar.
Lounge along by the shore or up the hills a
bit. 1'll stop and look after her. She's
quieter now. You needn’t come back for at
Joast an hoor.”

Hugh kpew in his heart it was best wso.
Winifred hated him, not without ocause,
He took up his bat, crushed it fiercely on

his head, and strolling down h{ himself to

f despai bare ben hI:“ﬂh. ulml
of utter despair on a bare ¢ch in the coo
fresh air of an Italian evening, He thought | if not for his—do see him and speak to him,

in a hopeless, helpless, irresponsible way

the water’'s edge, sat in the

?huut poor dead Elsie and poor dying Wini-
red,

salon,

door of Winifred's bare and dingy

woman of the hotel and the English dcctor.

ante-room,
Winifred.

Oh the joy and relief of that final meeting !
The poor dying girl rose up on the bed with
a bound to greet her, A sudden flush crim-
soned her sunken cheeks. As her eyes rested
once more upon Klsie's face—that earneat,
sorious, beuutiful face she had lov-
ed and trusted—every shadew of her
fear and misery faded from her look,
and she cried aloud in a fever of delight :
““0 Elsie, Elsie, 1'm glad you've come, I'm
lad to hold your hand in mine again ; now
die happy I"

Elsie saw at a glance that she spoke the
truth. That bright red spot in the centre
of each wan and pallid cheek told its own
sad tale with unmistakable eloquence, She
flung her arms fervently round her feeble
little friend. ** Wionie, Winnie|” she
cried—my own sweet Winnie! Why didn't
you let me know before? If I'd thought you
were like this, I'd have come to you long
ago!"”
“Then you love me still " Winifred mur-
mured low, clinging tight and hard to her
recovered friend with a feverish longing.
“I've always loved you; I shall aiways
love you,"” Elsie answered slowly. * My
love doeen’t come and go, Winnie. If I
hadn't loved you more than I can say, I'd
have come long since. It was for your own
sake I kept 8o lnpg away from Eou."
The English doctqr rose witb a sigh from
the chair by the bedside and motioned the
women out of the room.—**We'll leave you
alone,” he said in a quiet voice to Elsie,.—
“‘Don’t excite her too much, if you please,
Miss Challoner. But I Enow I can trust
ou. I leave her in the very beat of hands.
ou can only be soothing and restful any-
where,"”

The doctor’s confilence was perhaps ill
advised. As soon as these two were left
by themselves—the two women who had
loved Hugh Massioger best in the world,
and whom Hugh Massingsr had so deeply
wron and so cruelly injured—they
fell upon one another’s mnecks with a
great cry, and wept, and caressed one an-
other long in silence, Then Winifred,
leaning back in fatigue, said with a sudden
burst : ‘'O Elsie, Elsie! I can't die now
without confessing it, all, every word to
you : once, do you know-—more than once 1
distrusted you !"

“ ] know, my darling,” Elsie answered
with a tearful smile, kissing her pale white
fingers many times tenderly. ‘I know, I
understand. You counldn't help it. You
needn’t explain. It was no wonder,’

Winifred gazed at her transparent eyesand
truthfal face. - No one who saw them could
ever distrust them, at least while he looked
at them. *‘ Elsie, ” she said, gripping her
tight in her grasp—the one being on earth
who could truly sympathise with her—** I'll
tell you why : he kept your letters all in a
box—your letters and the little gold watch
he gave you.”

‘ No, not the watch, darling, " Elsie an-
awered, starting back,—** Winnie, I'll tell
you what I did with that watch : I threw it
into the sea off the pier at Lowestoft.”

A light broke suddenly over Winifred’s
mind ; she knew now Hugh had told her
the truth for once. *‘ He picked it up at
Orfordness,” she mused simply. * It was
carried there by the tide with a woman's
body—a body he took tor yours, Elsie,”

‘¢ He doesn’t know I'm alive even now,
dearest,” Elsie whispsred by her side. ** I
hope while I live he may never know it,
though I don't know now how we're to
keep it from him, I confess, much longer.”
ThenWinifred,emboldened by Klsie’shand,
poured out her grief in her friend’s ear, and
told Elsie the tale of her long, long sorrow.
Elsie listened with a burning cheek. *¢If
only I'd known ! she cried at last. *¢If
only I'd known all this ever 8o much soon-
er | Bat I didn't want to come between yon

two. I thought perhaps I would spoil
all. I fancied you were happy with one
another,”

““ And after I'm dead, Elsie, will youn—
gee him 1"

Elsie started. ‘‘Never, darling,” she
cried. ** Never, never |"

““Then you don't love him any longer,

dear?”

“Love him? Oh no! That's all dead
and buried longago. I mourned too many
months for my dead love, Winifred; but
after the way Hugh's treated you—who
could I love him? how could 1} help feeling

harshly towards him ?"

Winifred pressed her friend in her arms
harder than ever. *‘ O Elsie I" she cried, ‘I
love you better than anybody else in the
whole world. I wish I'd h ou always
with me, If you'd been near, I might have
been happier. How onearth could I ever
have ventured to mistrast you 1"

They talked long and low in their con-
fidences to one another, each pouring out
her whole arrears of time, and each under.

standing for the first moment many things
that had long been strangely obecure to
them. At last Winifred repeated the tale

of her two or three late stormy interviews
with her husband. She told them truth.-
I.’ullz, just as they occurred—extenuating
nothing on either side—down to the vary
words she had used to Hugh : **Yon've tried
to murder me II;T slow torture, that you
might marry Elsie :"” and that other tsrrible
sontence she had spoken out that very
evening to Warren: ‘‘He shall not
enter this room again till he enters it to see
me laid out for buriai.”

Elsie shuddered with unspeakable awe
and horror when that frail ynuntﬁ pilrl. 80
delioate of mould and so graceful of feature
even still, uttered those awful words of
viadiotive rancour againat the man she had
pledged her troth to love and to honour.
*“Oh, Winifred |" she cried, looking down

at her with mingled pity and terror traced
N

Five minutes after Hugh bad ieft the
‘“ pensgion,” Warren Relf and Elsie mounted
the big centre staircase and knocked at the

The * patron " had already informed them
that the signor was gone out, and that the
signora was up in her room alone with the

Warren Rolf remained by himself in the
Elsie went in unannounced to

e, — —_——

in ev line of her compassionate face,
“you didn't say that! You could never
have meant it '

Winifred clenched her white hands yet
| harder once more, ** Yes, I did,” she cried.

I meant it, and I mean it. He's hound-
ed me to death ; and now that I'm dying,
he shan't gloat over me "

“ Winnie, Winnie, he's your husband,
your husband ! Ramember what you pro-
mised to do when you married him. Oh,
for my sake, and for your own sake, \Vinnie,

just once, forgivingly."

“ Never !" Winifred answered, startin
up on the bed once more with a ghastly
energy. ‘‘He's driven me to the grave ; let
him have his punighment !"

Elsie drew back, more horrified than ever,
Her face spoke better than her words to
Winifred. ‘* My darling,” she cried, *“‘you
must see him. You must never die and
leave nim £0.” Then in a gentler voice she
wdded imploringly: *'Forgive us our tres-
passes, a8 we forgive them that trespass

against ua,"

Winifred buried her face wildly in her
bloodless hands, ‘I can't,” she moaned out ;
“I haven't the power. It's too late now,
He's been too cruel to me.”

For many minutes together, Elsie bent
tenderly over her, whispering words of con-
solation and comfort in her ears, while Wini.
fred listened and cried silently.
after Elsie had soothed her long, and wept
over her much with soft loving touches, Wini
fred looked up in her face with a wistful
gaze, I think, Eleie,” she said slowly. *I
could bear to see him, if you would stop
with me here and help me.’

Elsie shrank into herself with a sudden
horror. That would be a crucial trial, indeed,
of her own forgivcness for the man who
had wronged her, and her own affection for
poor dying Winifred. Meet Hugh again,
so painfully, so unexpectedly! me
back to him at once, from the tomb, as it
were, to remind him of his crime, and be
fore Winifred's eyes—poor dying Winifred's!
The very idea made her shudder with alarm.
** 0 Winnie,"” she cried, looking down upon
her friend with her t gray eyes, ‘I
couldn’t face him. thnn&hh I should
never she him again, 1daren’t doit. You
| musn’t ask me.”

|\ ““Then you haven't forgiven him ycur-
self I Winifred burstouteagerly. ** Youlove
him stlil! You love him—you hate him !—
Elsie, that's just the same as me. I hate
P:llm—-hut. 1l love him; oh! how 1 do love
him !"”

She spoke no more than the simple truth,
She was judging Elsie by her own heart.
With that strange womanly paradox we so
often see, she loved her husband even now,
much as she hated him. It was that indeed
that made her hate himso much: her love
gave point to her hatred and her jeal-

o [ ¥
H‘E?Hu, darling,” Elsie answered, bending
over her closer and speaking lower in ner
ear than she had yet spoken. *‘Idon't love
him ; and I don’t hate him. I forgive him
all!l I've forgiven him long ago —Winnie, I
love some one else now. I've given my heart
away at last, and I've given it to a bstter
man than Hogh Massinger.”

“ Then why won’t you wait and help e
| to see him ¥~ Winifred orted once more in
her fiery anargf.

¢ Because—I'm ashamed. I can’t look
him in the face; that's all, Winnie.”

Winnifred clung to her like a frightened
chila to its mother's skirts. **Elsie,” she
burst out, with childish vehemence, ** atop
with me now to the end ! Don't ever leave
me !"”

Elsie's heart sank deep into her bosom.
A horrible dread possessed her soul. She
suw one ghaatly possibility looming before
them that Winifred never seemed to recog-
nise, Hugh kept her letters, her watch,
her relics. Suppose he should come and—
recognizing her at once—betray his surviv-
ing passion for herself before poor dying
Winifred ! She dared hardly face so hideousa
chance. Andyet,shecouldn’tbeartountwine
herself from Winifred's arms, that clung zo
tight and so tenderly around her. There
was no time to lose, however : she must
make up her mind, *‘‘Winifred,” she mur-
mured, uqinq her head close down by the
dying girl's, *I'll do as you say. I'tl see
Hugh. As long as you live, I'll never leave
ou "
= Winnifred loosed her arms one moment
again, and then flung them in a fresh access
of feverish fervour round her recovered
friend—her dear beautiful Elsie. *‘ You'll
stay here,’” she cried through her sobs and
tears ; ‘“you'll help me t> tell Hugh I for-
give him ?"

“I'll stop here,” Elsie answered low,
“‘ and I'll help you to forgive™him.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.,)

~a———

Whales of the Seottish Isles.

Few people would guess the etymolo
of na.‘iug'?whun applied to a whlﬁ. Prmgg
ed as it was exaotly like this in the columns
of a weekly contemporary. It is really
“¢ ca'ing,” the Scotch for calling, that name
being given to this speciea of whale from the
curiouns bleating sound they make., A
stranded calf whale Las a very pitiful call
for its dam, which the latter answers in a
harsher tone. The name is really local to
the Scottish islands, the proper name being
the deductor, the whales being 20 called be-
cause they roam about the sea under the

dance of a leader in the shape of an old

Il. In the early spring, just before the
breeding reason, there is a very keen com-
petition for this office, and more than once
the contending bulls have both been known
to die from the effects of the encounter.

The whale is not a very large one, bein
only from sixteen to eighteen feet long ; it
has ocoasionally been taken in immense
quantities among the shoals and channels of
the Hebrides, Orkneys, Shetlands and Fair
Isles. When a herd makes its appearince
the natives lose no time in collecting all the
boats, guna and harpoons which they can
lay their hands on, They then try all they
can to get seaward of the shoal, and if they
su endeavor, by advancing with blow-
ing horns, splashing oars, firing guns and
shouting, to drive the terrified cetaceans on
shore, Once they are stranded a terrific
attack is made, and hundreds have been
slain in a single battue. The scene is one
of the moat picturesque it is possible to
witness in the north of Scotland, It is
quite another affair from the ocoasional
grounding of a Greenland whale, the ca'ing
whale g of an entirely different aud far

more gregarious species,
A ——

The girl who seeks to marry for the sake-
of & bank acccunt Is quite likely to be
check.-mated,

£ ! oilettes,

At last, | ¥
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-FI.IR AND ABOUT WOMEN.

————

Fasuiox NuTES,

Milliners include among their I:IEI.I;E
charming sccessories fancy muffs that ma
the dress-bonnet designed for the opers,
theatre, ete. These mufir are very elabor-
ate and varionsly shaped. Birds, feathers,
ribbons, buckles, metal galloons, and orna-
ments of cut steel, jet, gold, silver, and
bronze, are used in the construction of what
appear to be less articles intended to secure
warmth than ornamental adjuncts to dressy
However, for special occasions,
these trifles, even with the thermometer at
gero, are not to be sneeezad at, Imagiua-
tion certainly keeps out a great deal of cold,

visible means of comfort, if they do but
little real service. The larger fur muffs are
certainly best for general and usefal wear,

Pretty easy gowns for home wear show
the back closely fitted with the waist cut off
just an inch or so below the the belt, To
this is shirred or pleated full breadths of the
dress fabric. The fronts are like a long half-
fitting Directoire redingote, and are very
often of entirely different material and pat-
tern fromr the back drapery or even the back
of the bodice. These fronts open over a
skirt that is shirred three or four inches from
the belt down. A shirred walst or a shirred
oke, with a blouse etfect below, shows on
the front of the open redingote, The sleeves
match the back drapery in kind, and the easy
gown as a whole, though made up of two or
three fabrics or dress remnants, is a pretty
and very becoming suzcess. ‘e have in
mind, as we affirm this, a picturesque *‘ easy
gown' made after this fashion by a wealthy

oung lady with a decided taste and genius
fnr dressmaking, who, making use of the
best portions ot a wine satin gown and an-
other of wine satin with a velvet stripe, con-
structed the above-mentioned frock with
these materials and the aid of a perfect-fit-
ting Directoire polonaiss, which she changed
and modified to suit her own particularly
beautiful figure and charming funcy.

Not only are moat of the low bodices of
rich evening toilett«<s made differently on
each side, but very many of them are made
with each side of the front of a different
color ; for example, one London gown his a
a shirred bodice piece of golden-green cre
de China starting low on the right shoulder,
This is carried diagonally to the left side and
shirred to the belt, There are no darts, but
the bias goods is drawn over the fitted silk
lining to fit iike a glove. Draped from the
left shoulder is a width of exquisitely beauti-
ful old-rose lace, which is also arranged to
detine the figure perfectly. A green and
gold shot satin gown brocaded with pink
roses in raised velvet has one side of the
the bodice draped with gold lace, The op-
posite side of the brocade, with a Mousquet-
aire revers of green velvet overlaid with em-
broidered pink roses, buds, and foliage,
The V-shaped necks are eo becoming that
they will remain in favour, while many toii-
ettes are equare in front and pointed at the
back. Many of the magnificent Pompadour
dresses of stately satin brocide are cut
gquare both front and back. Other brocad-
ec gowns have low round neeks that are cut
with a modest depth, just showing the top
of the shoulders,

OxE oF THE RICHEST SOVEREIGNS,

* The little Princ:ss of the Nethkerlands,
when sho becomes Qaeen of Holland, will
be one of the richest sovereigns, if not the
richest sovereign, in Earope. Thne civil list
of Holland, which is secured on the revenues
of Borneo, is very laree—£3 000,900 per
annum, it is said. The Duchy of Luxem-
tourg passes to the Grand Dake of Nassan,
and then becomes a portion of the German
Empire, but the Kingdom of Holland, not
coming under the operation of tha Salic law,
descends to the King's little daughter. She
is a bright, intelligent, clever child, with a
good deal of character and determinaticn.
The marriage of the King and Queen,
despite the disparity of age, has been a very
happy one.

WELL-FAID LITERARY LADIES,

" The Pall Mall Gazette announces that
“ the largest sum ever given to a woman for
any single story "’ has iu“ been paid to Mrs.
Hodgson Burnett in America, the amount
being £3 750. 1t is :«Fit}r that- such non.
sense should be printed. George Eliot re-
ceived £7,000 for ** Romola,” and her gains
from ** Adam Bede,” * The Mill on the
Fioss,” and ** Middlemarch” were even more
considerable. Many women have received
larger sums than £3,750 for a story, and
more than a hundred years ago Miss Burney
was paid £2,000 for *‘Cecilia.”

“MADAME” NATHALIE,

About two hundred packing cases and
trunks, containing Queen Nathalie's person-
al effects, have been sent to Jersey, where
her Majesaty is going to stay. The King has
kept nothing belonging to the Queen, and
has even restored all the presents that Wwere
Flﬂu to their majeaties jointly. The letter
n which the Sarvian Legation at Belgrade
notified the divorce to the Queen was ad-
dressed ** Madame [Nathalie de Keachko,
and orders have been given to the Legation
to ase no other style in official communica-
tions with the ex Queen,

(Goss1p,

The oldest femsale professional thief in
the country is Hn{ Fitzgerald, now in the
Tombs at New York and eighty years of age,
She has spent the greater portion of the last
sixty years in prison, She was arrested oue
day last week for pluklng pockets, and
made a desperate fight for liberty. She be.
gan her wicked career at eleven jears of

age.

Leap year is nearly past, and with it the
prufuﬁ:ﬂl opportunity for the so called ‘un-
appropriated.” But cvery year seems to be
a leap year across in Bulgaria. Mrs, Na.
thaniel Conklin in ** From Flax to Linen"
quotes a Bulgarian missionary as saying
that in his country the girls ask the impor-
tant question as frequemt'y as the young
men, and he also intimates, on further in-
quiry, that he has himself had the oppor.
tunivy to decline two proposals. What a
rare country Balgaria must be ! :

An Indiana lady is the Frnud possessor of
General Harrison's recipe for salad

and here it is just as he wrote it out at her
requeat : —** For each person four teaspoon.
fuis of oil, and a little more ; one and one

and these little ringer-cosies are at least a |)

r. The dry
“PE: in the oil &' 4

s add a8 of garlic sad
of salt.” The general is a lover
kinds of salads, and if there is
on his table he proceeds to tr
t into & salad, mixing the dressing \
according to the above preparations.

A golden crown, beautifully gemmed and

which was worn by some of the most
notable, titlel women in France, is besng
exhibited in Philadelphia, It is massive,
ablaz with diamonds and Sorquoises and
was made in 1820 by the Crown jeweller of
France for the Duchess de Berrl, In the
centre of the front is a torquoise about the
size of & pigeon's egg, and the same kind of
jewels are spread over the surface all round.
About these are scrolls of E:lrd' in which are
set diamonds 200 in number. The diadem
is valued at $75.000, and after the Duchess
death 1t passed to the head of the Ducheas
D'Angouieme, and was subsequently worn
by the KEmpress Eugenie,

g

A Remedy for Drought.

Capain Pierce, in his address on Silos
and Eosilage, before the Farmers' Co
in Kansas city last week, said some m
which, if there is half a8 much in them as
he thinks there is, are well worth not only
study, but general application. He referr-
ed to a field of his own corn that was
injured seriously by dry weather. He di
not care to take any risks on the weather's
uccount, so he set hands to work cutting u
the corn and putting it in the silo. He E
now feeding that corn to his cattle, and it
is as good feed as any he has, He said that
if he had left the corn standing in the field,
it would have so dried out as to be compara-
tively worthleas,
Judgi from his own e ce in this
case, he believes that farmers in the west-
ern part of Kansas, if they would prepare
gilos, could save every bit of their corn in
dry seasons by doing just as he did in this
case. He is now getting the full value of a
fair corn crop that would have been of bub
little worth had he not saved it as he did.
This matter is worth more than a passing
notice, There is a great deal in it, or there
is nothing, and the personal ex of a
man like Captain Pierce, who is f

Pe | cattle in large nembers, is entitled to great

weight., He fed five head of cattle last
winter on the corn which had grown on one
acre of ground. The stocks were cut up
when the corn was In dough, and put in
silo. H: used alittle hay and straw with
the ensilage. A silo is not hard to make,
and it need not be expensive. The secret
of success in preserving green food is in
keeping air and water out of it. A silo
may be made under ground or above ground ;
it must be strong, and the ground must be
well drained. An excavation on a side hill
is a good place, but it may be built wholl
above the ground, A strohg framewor
tightly lined with boards, tight emough io
keep out the air, is all that is needed. The
stalks of corn ought to be cut into short
pieces by a cutting machine, but where that
18 not convenient, lay them down straight
in the silo in such manner as to get the
moet in, and then tramp it solid as the
filling is done. When the silo is full, cover
the stalks over well with hay or straw, then
lay boards on that the right 1 to reach
fully across the silo and just short enough
to slip down inside as the corn settles.
Cover the whole this way, then throw a few
pieces of scantling across the boards and
put a heavy weight on. Rocks or earth
may be used for weighing. Letlit be heavy,
say 300 pounds to the equare yard. Some
persons do not use weights, they simply
cover well with or subatance
and let it got. But Captain Pierce began
witk -weights and he advises their use,—
[Kansas Farmer.

-

~ Coal 0il Johnny's Bootblack.

On the Uil Creek flats between Tituaville
and O: Ci.y is situated the famous farm
that provsd to be such a mine of wealth to
the late John Steele, or *‘Coal Qil Johnny,"
a8 he was better known. The wonderful
wells that spouted their streams of wealth
into the lap of the giddy t'Et:n:n‘.l:l oeased to
flow many years ago, and the farm was lon
considered valueleas for oil purposes. Wi
the later improved methods of prndnu::ﬁ
oil, however, the old placeis being

and iz once more the valu-
able oil farms of the region. It is now owned
by J. W. Wait, who was a street urchin at
Roaseville, a mile from the farm, when
*Coal Qil Johnny" was in the zenith of his
wild ocureer. As a boy, young Wait fre-
quentiy blacked Johnny Steele's boots, or
held his team, and received for the service
anywhere from £5 to $50, whatever happen-
ed to suit the whim of the spendthrift, who
believed there was no end to his suddenl
acquired riches, It was not years til!
*‘Coal Oil Johnny"” was a labourer, working
for a dollar a day. There are about a dozen
new wells drilled on the place, and eve
one of them is profitable. The place
make young Wait a rich man. He has been
operating the property about a year and
values it at £6,000. He has a production of
1,600 bar-els a month.

The Good Nﬂt:md Japanese.

I think the Japanese are the most good
natured and courteous race I ever saw. I
never heard an lngr{. word said the
whole time I was in that country, and as
an illustration of their courtesy take th
which I saw myself : It was in the rail
station in Yokohama. I had just returned
from Tokio. The railroad aystem is just the
same a8 that on the continent, cars and all.
You buy your ticket for your destination,
and when you J:at there you pass through a
gate just wide enough to let you pass
through ; here a man stands who takes your
ticket,

We were certainly 200 ns who got
out at the station, were ed
by a man who was evidently of some rank,
When he got to the gate he stopped ; we all

stopped. Then he bowed low three
times to & man who was stan outside of
the gate, The bowing is done placing

the hands on the legs near the waist
and then bending the body and sliding the
handa down to the knees. After he had
got through the other returned the saluta-
tion, bowing three times in the same way,
All thhdﬂm we lm still and there was
no crow or y @VOry one seem

to think it thlr:nmt nnhnllhlngln%
world, Yet had this been in Kurope, jast

ing, | think what a row it would have oreated |

Just imagine a whole train fall ot
nt.nndlnﬂ still and walting for » minate or

! half of vinegar, a salt-spoonful of salt, one

two while two persons greeted each other, —
Samuel F, FH’R e




