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How Mother Nature Tears Away The Tinsel
Story of Hardship,

of Life—~An Inspiring

Youth and Love.

S

T hud come out of the old rrm-

housse above Fraternity, and
without rnuch caring in which direc-
tion she turned walked across the
stubble of the freshly cut .asidow
toward the edge of the woods At the
crest of the hill,

This meadow was really a high
Platean; it waas fringed with ushes
which grew along the orumbling
stons wall which hordered it. and
with birek and wild cherry treas here
And there along its edge DBetweasn
these trees she could Jook .broad
Anross a wooded valley. down ~hose
middis mundanh the dead water of
the Oecorge’s River, backed up v the
mi'l dam at the village.

There had been a light she or at,

dzwn, woarce sufficient to settle the
dust: and the als, thus clariried, lent
lovely colurs to the countrysida. Lieep
arean of hemlock and spruce ard
pipe. ettraggling tracery of hackma-
tack, highter green of the birch tops
pimoat yellow 'n the heart of the
wocds: the blue of distont halllslles:
the blue of the sky; the yellow glory
of sunlight drenching everything In
&b uneus sirilp of meadow white
dalpies blooined. Thers were birds
abhout,

But to all thessa ma'‘lers Lucla
Meore was oblivious. Hhe knew cnly
that ber father was stubdorn and
unreasonable, har mother supine, the
worid at an {11 turn. Drope of water
on the stubhble wet her ankles: dust
and waler combined to mnuddy her
mp=acticable shoes: an occcaslonal
bramble tore st her aliken stockings.

She came to the stone wall .t the
brink of tha hill and chose a large
boulder half-shaded by an apple tree
that was all run to suckers, .nd sat
down on it, her feet vropped upon a
atone below, her elbows on her kaees,
her chin cupped in her hands, The
girl's eyes were sulky, and .er lips
pouted. There was a hint of wolor
not their own upon these lips of hers,
and her syebrows were plucked to a
thin line, their smooth arch dlatort-
&d by the frown she wove. Her dress
was short, and her present posture
revealed her thin, unformed legs
which confirmed the almost ema-
clated slimness of her figure. Che
stared unseelngly across the ovely
Iand.

. Industrious Johnny
OWN the slope below her 4 to

the right Johnny Dree was
dusting kis orchard. His well-tralned
team knew their work: they A ew
the sledge on which he had secured
the dusting machine up and down
hetween the wide-spaced rows: snd
Johnny himself controlled and a'-
rected  the blast of dust =hich
smothered the trees, depositing It=elf
on every Il and twig. Now and
then, at the turnings, he called a
command to the herses: or ran
&head to tug at their reinas

He was doing two men's work and
doing It with very llttle effort. ¥ is
voleed, pltched musically, carried far
Rcrose the still hillside on this quiet
morning: and the whir of the .uster
carried farther. The spouting souds
of heavy dust rose above the trées, to
setlis swiftly down again., FLucia
Mocre heard his wvolce, heard tho
duster’s purring, punctuated by the
bark of the exhaust: she looked in
his direction and saw the vinlant]y
spouting dust, and wondered ho he
was and what he was dolng. She
had an uncontrolled curiosity, and
after a few moments her awakencd
interest brought hér down the nlilL

Bh. entered the orchard at he ide
where the Wolf Rivers were .lanted
A& hundred trees of them, the fruit
already filllng and coloring. Johnny's
father had set out this amall srchard
with discretion; a hundred Wolt
Rivers, a hundred Starks, a hundrad
Ben Davises. Hardy apples, ensily
tended, ecasily handled, easily mar-
keted. Wolf Rivers for fancy -ade
for the great city hotels to bake and
to serve, crispy browned, with rich
cream; Btarks and Ben Davises for
keeping through the winter.

Johnny was in the middle of tho
Starks when he saw Lucla oming
toward him among the trees. After
the fashion of the countryside, he
looked at her with frank curlcsity
He bad seen her, at some distince,
onde or twice hefore, wince Wal'er
Moore bough! ths run-down farm on
the hill-top above hls orcharé. Had
summsa=ised Lis iImpressions or .ouge,
pluckel Mrows short drésses In o
elngle phrase, "a cily girl™ The-a
Was no mailre In thsy appellation: {*
wAS slmply & cassiMentions. Her an-
proach now dld not embarrass bing-
there is a Jeli-respect In sush men
ot esasly Jsturbed.

e bl paused betwesn two trees
*t & print he was aporcashing, ancd
whe hie ¢riae neer whert sh: ctood
0o stopusd the hirses and waltaa o
her 0 spsaik her errand

A First Encounter
L

TTIA locked at him wurioisly,
but he was only two or thres years

Bhe war fust tweuty years oid,
oliler, and she wis used to coys. His

girl, stermful and '-uhall!mu.|

He 413 emlile this time. “The Aost's
polson,” he explained. *J¢ iticks to
the leaves, and they esat 1t with the
lsaves, and it kills them.™

“Why?™ she asked.

He understood that ashe was In-
terested not In the process but the
reason for it. “So they won't hurt
the trees; so the trees will bear bet-
ter.” he told her.

“Papa doesn't do that to
she gald.

He turned away, and she thoaght
he smiled. “That's right,” he 1greed.

&he looked around her, “And thers
are lols more apples on your trees
than on ours, too™

“That's because T dust
spray 'em and take care of them,” he
sald. “You've got to treat an apple
trese right If you want it to bear
right.™

Bhe came gingerly to his side and
inspected the duster and asked ques-
tlons abou? it Wrinkling her nose at
the mmell of the dust; and he an-
swered her questions, warming a
Httle at her interest in that which
WaRr dear to him. She percalved that
she pleased him, angd hretended aven
ETeater interest, and smiled at him
in har most charming tashion. Turn-
jed from the machine to the trees
about them, plucked an apple and
bit Into* I and threw It away with a
Erimace.

His engine atill
barked: he showed no
shut off its ignition and give his
time to her. Bhe discovered a wWaxy
bandage upon one of the trees and
asked what It was and he told her it
Was a graft, and would have added
#ome sxplanation, but her altention
tlitted elsewhere

“Where do you llve?™ she asked
presently, “That house up thers?"

“Yes™

“Is it your house?

“My mother's and mine,” he replisd.

She turned the full battery of her
é€yes upon him. “Why haven't you
come up to ses a fellow?™ she asked.
‘I've_been awfully lonesome here”™

He was not at all disconcerted, as
she had expected him to ba, =
badn't thought of It™ he sald *"I'm
pretty busy.”

“You'll think of it now, won't you?™
she begged prettily. Ehe was, this
morning, in a reckless mood; she had
bean, was still, a spolled child.

“l1 might” he assented, and she
thought agaln there wWas a smlle
deep hidden in his eYes.

“I'm used to having boys erazy to
come and see me,” she sald wistful-
I¥: and he did smile: and she was
satisfled with this much of victory.,
and turned and ran away. From the
border of the orchard, she looked
back and lifted her. hand to him. He
touched his hat In a restrained

our ‘rees™
L

‘sm and

coughed and
disposition 1o

fashlon by way of response; and she
ascended the hill, at peace with the
world again.
And this was the first encounter
between the tender of trees and
Lucia Moore.

Lucia a Problem

ER father had bought the farm

during the winter from Dan
Howe, who moved away to Augusta.
Dan, Fraternity sald, made a Eood
thing out of {t. He had pald elghteen
hundred, two years before, and had
sold off three hundred dollars’ woarth
of hard wood for ship timbers, cart-
ed to Camden. The price Moore pald
him was thirty-threes hundred
dollars.

Moore had thought the figure
high; but there was in the man a
bunger for contact with the soil His
father had been a farm boy, had
harked back to his youthful days in
reminiscenoce during his later Yoars,
His death left Moore some fifty-two
hundred dollars, and made it possible
for him to escape from the small
store he had run for years In Som-
erville, at a yearly profit less than
he might have earped as salary.

He and his wife had percelved, by
that time, that Lucla—they had
christened her Lucy—was a problem
in need of solving. Lucia !lked mov-
Ing pletures, and dancing, and boys,
and she was not strong. Country life,
they thought, would be good for her:
and Moore 4id not ecavil at Dan
Howe's price., Save for u few Lun-
dred dolilars, he put the remainder
of kus legazy, end his own savings,
Into & newly organized automcbile
company which
promising. and cams
above Fraternity.

bince than he haé been ieaming by

be boecgat for scvenly doliare

mlix to feed them, and -that the
directions in printed manuals of Lhe
art of farming are not so complecte
and 8o reliable as they sesan.

He wia not a practical man, Even
tha automcbile Investment had turn-
ed out badly; the company was naw
quietiy defunot, without evem the
formality of a receiver. And he owed
A mounting bill at Will Bissell's
stcre. If it had bean possible, he

would have escaped from the farm

jand returned to bondage
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Lucy,” he sald wearily. “You're talk-
ing about impossible things™

The swilt temper which sometimes
possesscd the girl flamed up at him.
“You make me sick!” she cried. “You
just sit back and let the world walk
over you.
this farm, and now you're going to
sit still and let it smother you. Why
don't you try to do something, any-
way? Johnny says you've got good
orchard land as there {s. But You
Just look wise, and think you know
it all, and won't do anything.”
Her mother said wearily;
you oughtn't to awear at
father.”

“Well, he makes me mad!” the girl
eried, furlously defiant. “He's such
& stubborn fool!™

Moore wiped his forehead with
his handkerchiet and smiled weakly.
“l1 guess I'm a fallure, all right,
Lucia.," he agreed. “You're right to
awear at a father like me.™

At his humility, her revulsion WAS
a8 swilt as her anger had been; ten-
derness swept hor She pressed
against him where he sat beside ths
table, and with her thin arm drew his
head agalnst her fleshless bosom.
“You're not, either, papa!” she cried
passionately. “You're always go
patient with me. But I do wiash
you'd talk to Johnny Dree!*

He reached up to touch her cheek
caressingly. “That's all right,
honey,” ha sald.

“But you will talk to Johnny ™
The man nodded at last. “All right,
Lucy. Yes, I'll talk to him.*

A Girl’s Rebellion
OHNNY DREE iovnd a little time,
even during the busy weeks of
the apple plckin=, ‘o go with Moere
through his orzhard, and to search

out the trees scattered along the
stone walls, Ps began the work of

“Lucy,
your

prebakly oot worth i, and Lhst pian:“'f"d"h
cannot proiitably be raised with no i MuUch had bean

pruning and trimming them, showed

seemed to him |Moure, ard shkowed Lucy, how to
o the hills !-:mzt:nua il. Bade Moore plew under

the thick son arsund the base o’

each tree. “Nothing like Erass to

experience (hat a horse which can | 5t®al the water an apple tree needs”
g | D@ expialnad,

“Grass 's worse than
Uefore tha snow came,
dous. Moore sald
oncéd, diffidently:

“I'd Jxe to blre you Lo help me
along ‘with thils, Dree'"

But Jehnny shook his head. “You
don't want tu lure help only when you
bave tn" he sald. “' just come up
when I'm not busv at home, You can
help me with haying and things,
some time."”

The seasons marched monotonous-
ly on. The erlsp evnshine of fail
days, with frost t'cgling in the alr,
Fave way to bleaker weather, ani
thlntnlh-hllrlwnn!hnhmlm
when snow lay thalck acrdss the
hills, blanketing everything.

The routine of Mttle tasks lald ii-

E
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You've stuck yourself with |

| were gelling to like it. maybe™ And
| 50 passed on, leaving Her curiously

| chastened by nis very mildness.

There was sn interminable 1Ine-~
| ness in the days. %o rise early, to do
| the morning choves, and cook, aad
eat, and wash dishes, and dust and
cook, and eat, and wash dishes, and
sew, and cook, and eat, and wash
dishes, and read *he paper, and go
fumingly to bed. This was Lucia's
bitler life.

But because It 1s impossaible te 514
Indignation always at its highast
pitch, there were bours when =sne
forgot to be unhappy; thers wa e
hours when she found something ke
pleasure in tais ordered simplicity
of life. Now and then Johnny came
in of an evening, and sat In the
| dinlng room with them all and talk-
| ed with ber father = bout apple trees:
|and Lucla liked, at tivst, to praciiae
her small cajoleries upon h'm. He
quickly began to call her Lucia, then
Lucy as her rather and mother 4iG.
Bhe preferred tha simpler pame,
upon his simple lips.

When the <now thinned ppl 2is-
apptared. and newy grass pushed
 Ereenly up throuzh the brown ilat
| clothed the fields, she was stronger
 than she had ever Leen. Her arms
|wer- rounding, ner figare assum. ng
the proportions for wnich it was s
signed; and her color ro longer re-
quired external application,

When Johnny ‘oek Aloore into his
own orchard and showed him how
to apply the dormant apray, and bhow
to search out Lhe bhorers in the Fase
of the treea and kill them with a bit
of wire or with a plug of pulroned
cotton, and all tha ether mysteries
of orchardry, Lucy liked to go a'ong,
and learned to d> these tasks as well
as Johnny, and better than her [a-
ther did. The trees throve and put
out a great burst of bloom, and all
the hillside was aglow with coor.
Lucy began to see hope gf re'rase
from this long bondage here. When
the apples were sold, if the market
was good, Johnny thought they might
make five or alx bhundmel dollars In
A Yyear,

“l Hate This Farm”

HEN one midnight she awo'te
shivering in a sharp blast from
her open window, and drew fresh
blankets ever her: and in the morn-
ing there was white frost on the
ground, and Johnuy came up the hill
with a phllosophic smile upon his
face. Moore met him at the kitchen
door.

“Well,” sald Jahony slowly. “"We
don't do well this year. This frost
has nipped them. ! guess not beariag
wlunnmrtr-luhnutnlﬂ
a better start"™

Moore acceptad the cdlamity with
mild protest. Sald blankly: “Ne
apples. Why, I've got to have soi.s-

s
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“You fool! You fooll” she cried. “There've got to be cpples!™

“Be still your nolre,” he mald, no
more loudly than paicre. But the in-
sistence in hia velce constrained her,
and she began to weep bltterly, and
slumped against hira, shaken and half
fainting.

“You can't talk that way.,” he told
her. “It's no way- to talk. You got
to be a sport, It's a part of the busi-
ness, Lucy. Now you go in the house
and wash your face and help with
breakfast. I want to talk to your
father. Go along.”

Her father watched her; and his
face was white with surprise and
consternation. But Lucy turned and
went obediently into thea house, and
he looked after her, and looked at
Johnny Dree; and Johnny grinned, a
little gheepishly.

“You see,” he sald, Ignoring what
had happened. “Thing is, you can
raise some garden stuff, and some
chickens and things, and get along
We're due for a good year next
year."

Walter Moore nodded. *“That's all
right, he assented, and looked again
at the door through which Lucy had
gone. “But I'd llke to shake hands
with you, Dree. I'd like to shake your
hand.™

Deepening Understanding
HE stole patience of the farmer,
who serves a capriclous mas-
ter and finds his most treasured
works casually destroyed by that

master's slightest whim, takes time
to learn, but is a might, armor,
when it has been put on. It was
Johnny's Dree's heritage; it was In
remoter line, the heritage also
Walter Moore. It bore them through
that summer, and through the frost-
hued glory of the fall

There is a pleasure In a task well
done, regardless of reward; and when
Moore surveyed his trees, he found
this pleasure, Johnny Dree confirm-
ed it. “They're like money in the
bank, Mr. Moore,” he sald. “YTou
can't loss Iit, and It pays you Inter-
est right along. We're due for a
good apple year, next year.”

Moore modded. *“I'm beginning to
like it here,” he assented. *“It was
tough, at first. But I'm no worse In
debt than I was last year, and I
ought to bear”™

“Aye,” sald Johnny Dree. *“You've
got something to build on, now, It'll
g0 easier, from now on.”

Mocre had learned many things, In
these months that had gone: and so
had Lucy. And so had Johnny Dree,
Luecy was teaching him a thing he
had never had time to learn; she was
teaching him to play. When snow
came, he brought her, one day, snow-
shoes; and thereafter they occas-
ionally tramped the woods together,
following the meandering tralls of
the small creatures of the forest

mkm-hmnmmmm

-—-B;r Ben Ames Wi]i-iams

of| Lu

BY H. S BARBOU

Fraternity folk are
not overly soclal in thelr inelin-
ations. Once he took her to a
grange dance, and she found hlm
surprisingly adequate In this new
role, found an unsuspected pleasure
in the rustic merry-making she
would, two years before, have

Bissell's store,

seorned,

Johnny did not smoke. and she
asked him why; he said he didn't
want to waste the money. Yet once
when he went to East Harbor, he
brought her a flower, in a pot: and
whén she asked him iIf that wasan't
wasting money, he smiled a little

and said he did not think it was,

Self-Discipline
()HE‘ day, 40 torment him. she
cried: *I'd give a lot for a
I haven't had one for‘days.

me some next time
I don't dar. buy

cigaret.
Will you get
you're at the store.
them there."

Johnny merely amiled at her and
replied: *“I guess if you ever did
smoke them, you don't any more."

OUne day her snow-shoe caught on
A broken stub and threw her for-
ward into the snow. She sald: *Oh,
damn!" More in jest than in anger.
Lifting her to her feet, he com-
mented:

“l shouldn't think a girl
swear much.” .

“1 like to." she Insisted. It
make me feel good when I'm mad.”

“1 never could see it helped me
any” he rejoined, mildly, enough. But
the thereafter guarded her tongue,
until the necessity for restralnt had
disappeared. Self discipline was ons
of the things she learned from
Johnny.

You could hardly say they had a
romance. They grew together, as
naturally ‘as stock and sclon~graft-
ed by his skilful hands. They had
this great community of interest In
the trees which were his work,
which she had come to love. Thelr
forward looking eyes were centred
on the harvest time, now a scant
year away, when the fruitlon of
their labors could be expected: and
their anticipations were tranquil
and serene,

They talked, sometimes, of what Ne
meant to make of his life. “You
won't always be a farmer, will you?®
ghe asked.

“I guess I will,™ he told her,

“Slaving away here?™

He smiled a little, *“There's & man
up in Winterport.” he said. “He
planted some apple trees tweanty
Years ago, and more and more slnce,
and he's got ten thousand trees,
now. I went up there two Years
ago on the orchard tour the Farm
Bureau runs. He cleared over twen-
ty thousand dollars, that Year, on
his apples,

“Ten thousand trees. T've only got
four hundred: but I'm putting in two
hundred more next spring. and more
when I can, and my land s better
than his, and there's more around
me I can buy. It's clean work. You
can learn a lot from an apple tree,
and eating apples never did anvbody
much harm. And you've time for
thinking, while you work on the
trees—"

Bhe slipped her hand through his
arm |in understanding, as they
tramped along.

lu December hls mother, who had
suffered for half a dozen years from
4 mysierious weakness of the heart,
was taken sick with what at first
seemed a slight cold. In carly Jan-
uary, she died. Walter AMoore and
his wife and Luey were among those
who followed thes little cortege to
the receiving tomb where—becansa
the frost had fortified the earth
against the digging of a Erave — his
mother's body would lie till spring.

Lucy was mysteriously moved by
the pity of this: that A& woman
should die, and yet be kept walting
for her final swest repose in the
bosom of the earth. After supper
that evening, she drew on coat and
heavy overshoes and muffied her
hpm:l against the bitter wind that
biew. “I'm golng down to cheer up
Johnny, mama* she =ald.

Moore and his wife, when the door
had eclosed behind her, looked at
eéach other with deep understanding.
“Well,” he said, Buess Lucy's
gone."

But his wife smiled through
€yes. “SBhe's come back to us these
last two years™ she sald. “No mat-
ter what happens, she can't really
E0 away again.”

“You’re Mighty Sweet”
DUW‘H at Johnny's houwe, Lucy
knocked at the kitchen door and
Johnny let her In. e was washing

dishes and putting them away. “I've
finished supper, just finished supper.”
he sald aswkwardly.

“l wanted to comfort you, Johnny,”
cy told him.

He looked at her, rubbing his plate
in his hands with the cloth, “That's—
mighty nice,” he sald

“You mustn’t be unhappy 1 don't
want you to be unhappy,” she ex-
plalned, still standing just within the
door. She was plucking away her
wraps, lald her coat a=ide

‘You're a mighty swaet girl” John-
ny told her, rubbing his plata as
though the motion of his hands had
hypnotized him.

“l1 want to take care of ¥y04,” said
Lucy.

Johnny considered, and saw (hat
she had come a little nearsr where
he stood. "1 guess 't would be rice
if we got married,” he suggested
“Wouldn't ¢

Lucy suddenly smiled, tenderly
amused at him. Her Eif-&l. full of
tears, were dancing, * think it
would be mice, Johnny,” she agreed
And moved a little nearer st'll. She
did not have to go all the way.

The plate unbrokem by its fall,
rolled across the floor toward the
Stove, and tilted over thers, and
whirled to rest like a dy¥ing top, oscil-
htl:z to and fro on 8 ¢im with a
sound faiatly like the sound of bella.

They were married o March: and
as though upon a sl
back from the land, taking with It
and In due time the grass
through the sod. and the

would
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| ormous. And this was one of those

years when elsewhere Orchards had

falled, so that prices wers enbanged
and buyers were sager.

The Tree's Lesson

OHE day in October, une Sunday
afternoon, when Johnny and
Lucy had gone up the kil to bhave
dinner with the older Lo Johnny
and alter Moors walked into the

orchard and surveyad the trees.
“A big year,” Johnay sald. "The

blggest | ever saw, Tour apples will
bring ¥you close to seven hundred

dollars.™
Moore nodded. “It makes me—kind

of humble,” he said “It doesn't seam
possible. And—it's so different from
what my life has been. S0 great a
change, these last twop Yyears—"

Johnny looked up at him. “You've
told me,” he assented. Aanl he smiled
a little. “You know, I've sald to Lucy
sometimes, you can learn a lot from
an apple tree, If it's go: grass and
weeds around its roots, they starve it
for water; and the scals and the

aphis and the borer hurt it; and the
suckers waste its -u-cn.ut&

“You were kind of lixe that when
you came up here. You'd been crowd.
ed In with g lot of other fo! a
and weeds around yuu, cutting off
the alr and the good things you
needed.

“And the way you llved, thers wers
all sorts of things hurting you; po
exercise, and no time to yoursalf, and
Lucy's dancing all night, and smok-
ing, and your Inside work and all, the
way the bugs hurt a tree.” He smiled
apologetically, “And things like that
stock of Yours, sucking your mondy
the way suckers drain a tree—"

“That's right” Moore agreed "1
couldn't see it then; but I feit it, even
then. And 1 couldn't belleve these
treed would coms back, and maore

than | expected to be so differsn
myself, up here, i fesl new, an
strong, now. Like thes trees. All the
wasteful things trimmed out of our
lives, Mrs, Moore was never so
well. And Lucy—I bave to thank
you for Lucy, Dree, Bhe useq to
worry me. She doesn't, now™
(Copyright, 1924.)

Eucalyptus Oil Ia
Used in Motor Fuel

THE Australian government Is in=
teresting Jtself in certain experi=
ments which have been made withi

the intent of asing eucalyptus ofl as
a motor fuel. The sxperiments were
performed by Captain C. M. Dyer,
who claims to have sstablished that
eucalyptus oil can be used in Eage-
line engines, with efficlent means of
vaporization. The unly difficulty is
that it wlll not start an engine from
cold without priming. On the other
hand, the calorific walue is high,
Tests made with chéap cars are re-
ported to have shown that a run on
gasoline gave twanty-four miles to
the gallon. When the cars wére. run
on a mixture containing half gado-
line and half eucalyptus oll, twenty=
eight miles were obtained per gal-
lon, while when un on eucalyptus
oil alone, as much as thirty-
six miles per gallon of the fuel
wera oblalned. He siutesd that suca«
lyptus ell will mix well with gaso-
line, benzol and alcohol, and that it
acts as a decarbonising agent,
maintalning the cy'inders and plstons
free from carbon. Thire are seveaty
different wvarieties of the eucalyptus
tree In Australia. The oll yields
ranges from 003 to ¥5 pounds per
thousand pounds oi the leaf treated.
Distillation Is a simple process, re-
quiring no skilled labor. The main
difficulty of manuficture on a large
scale would be laber for gathering
the leaves.—Chemical Age of Log-
don.

Steam Locomotive
Without Any Fire

SING a mass of hot water for

U the storage of steam in the
form of heat, is the basis of &

steam acoumulator which is béing

employed in & varlety

More recently, this

of ways

principle
has been successfully applied by the
Baldwin Locomotive Works to =
number of locomotives in order to
meet special operating conditions,
Where smoke or gases are objection
able and electritication ip unware
ranted, these locomotives fill & need.
The reservolir Is fllled about twoe-
thirds full of water. The water is
then heated from a stationary boller
lo a pressure equivalent to 200
pounds per square inch. A reduo-
ing valve delivers steam to the ey=
linders at approximately 60 pounds
pressure. As the steam is drawn off,
the heat stored In the watsr causes
further evaporation and In part re-
plenishes the steam supply. The
charge of steam or hsaat will usually
last from three to four hours, when,
it s again necessary to rechargs the
reservoir from the statlonary plant,
It might seem that this system
would suffer unduly from heat loas-
es, but it ls, of courss, a simple mat.
ter to give the reservolr the neces
sary Insulation.—Sclentifie Amaerl
can

Wind Your Watch .
In the Morning

ARRY HOLTON,
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