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<HAPTER XXXVI.—(Continued.)

, twenty years—it was the secret that

““What do you mean? ‘'asked the Wyllis had torn from his dying hold—
young man, haughtily- “I neither un- it was the marriage certificate of Basil

derstand you nor your story, woman.

What power could you have over Rob-

ert Clive?”’

“The power of one who held his hon:
er in Ler hands—the power of one who,
By a word, could disgrace his name—
e name that he would have left &
proud legacy to his ¢hildren—the power
of ons who could at this moment cast
those children, dishonored and penni-
less, upon a cruel world. My power,
wyou ask? Ha, ba! Mr. Clive, it is too
great for even the haughty master of
Clive Towers to defy, for it reaches to
mis father's grave. Now, what are
gour terms? How will you treat with
e ¥

“5s the traitress, the hypocrite, the
«would-be despot that you are!” ex-
.elaimed Herbert, fiercely. “Leave the
rroom, woman—leave my presence!—1
. defy you to do your worst!”

The slender form of the housekeeper

- trembled with passion.

“your father's name, your father's
grave, aye, your father's children, all
shall feel, know my power, before an-
other sun has set! Scorned and dis-

. Benored, who will look upon the once
Baughty Clives? Once more, think—
- ¢ghink of your father's honor!—your
father. who guarded Lis secret for your
sake, for five-and-twenty-years—think
-of him!"” L
«J ean think of nothingi” exclaimed
“$erbert—“nothing but the silent devil
you have Rarbored in your breast for
twenty vears! Begone, I say, woman,
.and do your worst] Spit out what ven-
em you please upon the grave of your
' Benefactor, who fed and sheltered you
—aon the children of the sainted woman
who befriended you! I ask mothing
. from—I will hear nothing from you!”

«“Tkis very night—aye, this very
- might"—she panted like some furious
_animal—*“I will go to the lawyer's! I
qwill put my information in his hards.
[ will ruin you, shame you, dishonor
wou and yours forever. Already the
whisper has gone forth, and 1 will give
#t a thousand tongues! The story shall
Be in every mouth, on every lip, before
every eye! You defy me? Ah, Mr.
«Clive, you defy one whom even youl
Maughty father dare not defy!”

“sye. I defy you!’ answered Herbert
finginz his arm about the waist of his
trembling sister, and motidning the en-
taged woman to the door. S oy
father feared you, I do not! Go, I say!
ELeave this house, never to return. Do
your worst. Any compromise with
&uech as you would be the basest dis-
fonor! 1 have done no wrong, I fear
‘me evil, and, for the rest, I scorn to
parley with you. Go, I say! You have
deope harme enough, already, in blight-
ing, by your mysterious threats, the
tender flower at my side. Go! This
night, at least, I am master of Clive-

“gwers ,and if it be my last command
ander this roof, I tell you to leave it
~forever?”’

“J go,” she sa‘d, trembling with pas-
sior—*I go, and woe unto Clive Tow-
ers, and all within its walls when Re-
becea Wyllis leaves it in wrath! Woe,
woe—a hundred times woe!”

- .. CHAPTER XXXVIL

True Steel.

“Late that same evening Dr. Bond sat
‘alone in his cosy study. He was
glancing at a letter he had received
that day—a letter written in a dainty,
feminine hand, and bearing the post-
.mark of a far-off Swiss town.

“poor little girl"’ murmured the doc-

~gor %o limself. “She never forgets a
prom:ise. She writes to the old mamn,
- as she said she would, though I can see
. ¢he heartbreak in every line. Ah, well,
well, T feel a3 if ‘it will all come right,
- thouzk human passion is an awful
~¢hing to pit against human bappiness!
The dark demon generally ¢arries the
day. Harkl what is that?’—a fearful
&hriek rang out into the air, that made
the cool doctor spring from his chair—
“in the name of heaven, what is that?

“Doctor, doctor—oh *doctor! Theére’s

a sick weman out here on the road,”
_maid the little mulatto, entering, with
' mis bhig black eyes open to their fullest
» eapacity. ‘“She’s got some dreaful sort
.of Gt on her, an’ she’s a-callin for you.”

“can I come in?” said a-sepulchral
~goice at the door, and the tall form of
Rizpah, Jooking like some ghastly, ash-
en cogpse, appeared on the threshold.
«f ot me come in and—and die—die in
peace! I have it—I have it!” and she
awaved 4 paper package above her head
with a wild triumph. “Look to it, Har-
#v Bond; you were her friend, her lov-
er! Look toit, that I may die in peace!
¥ ¢hrottled her as she stole out in the
_darkness! I tore it from her bosom!
‘Ha, ha, ha! Rizpah has not been
-watehing ail these weeks in vain! 1
.would have ¢lawed him from the earth
-gf he had carried it to the grave with
‘mim; but she had it—the wild-cat, the
panthress! She would have kept hei
-pest warm with the rotten secret! but
‘§ have it. Oh, my boy, my boy, the
~wild welf that reared you was true—
~¢rue to the last!”

“Rizpah, Rizpah!” the doctor caught
~the tottering woman in his arms,
«grirat have you done? What is this
.you have done? Good God, there is
2blacd on your clothes!”

“Aye, aye!” was the feeble, though
«gtill fierce answer; ‘“Dblood, blood—her
vbleod! We fought each other for our
.own! I met her in the darkness—
rsghe, the false servant, of whom the
«gtars told—the woman that Robert
QClive feared! T met her and I dragged
#At from her breast! Look to it, I say—
sfook to it, Harry Bond, that I may die

peace!” o5

The doctor picked up the paper tha:

thad fallen from the dying woman’s
p. Kor weeks and weeks Rizpah
fhad been dying.

It was worn and time-stained, torn
-and blurred; but it was the paper that

“#ad laid on Robert Clive's breast, can-

&ering and poisoning life for five-and-

i Clive and SyDbil Lee.

“Is it right—is it right?’ asked the
quivering, ashen lips of the woman be-
fore him—*“is it right? Tell me, quick!
If I could live—ol, God, if T could only
live!”

Tt 18 a4l
soothingly.

right,’ said the doctor,
“Peor Rizpah! may hLeav-
en judge you more mercifully than
earth. You have, mad and Dbloody
though the deed may have been, re-
stored your hoy to his rights. This pa-
per makes the son of Basil Clive and
Sybil Lee the heir of Clive Towers.”

“My boy, my boy!” murmured poor
Rizpah. *Tell him that I did it. Tell
him that I waited, T watched, I never
wearied—that in the dead of night I
crept around Clive Towers, like—like a
vengeful ghost, till 1 kuew that she—
she, the false, silent woman—had the
secret of Robert Clive; and then—then
the "blood-red star was shining—the
star of fate, of doom—and I—I1 felt my
blood warm and my hand strong, and
I—I throttled her as she walked in the
darkness! I—I Come nearer, Harry
Bord—come nearer. I—I cannot see
vou. Tell him, my boy, my nursling—
that I was true—true to the last. When
he is great, and rich, and honored, let
him think of— O, Lord. I suffer! I—L
Her eyes are on me, but I—I do not
fear. Let the boy think of the wild
wolf that nursed him, that reared him,
that lived for him, and—and died for—
for him—died for him alone!”

She fell back, 'mid the lounge pil-

lows, writhing in the death agony, her
[ livid lips still striving to articulate the
i loved one’s name, her hands motioning
wildly. towards the paper the doctor
held in his hand.
“It is all right,” he whispered. “Poor,
deluded Rizpah! May God judge you
more mercifully than man. It is all
right.”

“Right! right!”"—she sprang up with
a dying effort while her sunken eyes
seemed to glitter with supernatural
fire. “Aye, it is right! Have not the
stars told me of this hour for five-and-
twenty years—the blood-red star, the
star of triumph, of justice, of death!
Aye, aye! I have lived to see it. And I
charge you, Harry Bond, in the name
of Sybil Lee, to see’'that my boy—that
her boy—has his own. I charge you
with my—my dying breath!”

The doctor caught the tottering form
in his arms. It lay there, stiff, and
gaunt, and helpless. Rizpah’s hour of
triumph had been her last,

\
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That same night, a hideous, livid
corpse was found on the forest path,
leading by the haunted hollow—a slen-
der, black-robed woman, whose light-
grey eyes were protruding horribly
from their bloody sockets—whose ev-
ery feature was distorted by the ago-
nies of a terrible death.

There were  dark purple marks
around the throat that seemed almost
like the prints of a wild beast’s tal-
ons, and the white, slender hands still
clutehed in their stiff fingers shreds of
gray hair, that told of a fearful strug-
ole between the mad woman and her
vietim.

But, the purpose that had lived in
Rizpah’s breast for five-and-twenty
years had nerved her murderous hand
with fearful power, and Mrs. Wyllis
had fallpn a victim to her own venge-
ful purpose, even as she was bending
her steps toward Lawyer Grey’s to tell
him all. .

Before the inquest was held at Clive
Towers, Dr. Bond sought an interview
with Herbert Clive.

He found the young man in his
father’s study, pale, stern, yet eomg
posed.

He bad mever looked so manly, so

handsome, so fitting a “master’” in the
home of his birth. All his boyish light-
ness—the impulsive eagerness of other
days—seemed goneo,
Care and sorrow, doubt and danger,
had come to the glad ehild of fortune,
and moulded him inte a man, whose
sterling metal nceded even further
proof.

After the first greetings, cordial, al-
though grave, as befitted the occasion,
were over, Herbert himself began the
conversation,

“I am glad you have come, doctor.
There is an old standing pledge of
friendship betieen us, and that I now
call upon you to redeem. I have come
home to find a shadow resting upon me
and mine—a cloud upon my father’s
memory—a suspicion resting upon his
grave. This unfortunate woman who
has just met so terrible a death, taunt-
ed me last evening with words that my
blood would boil to repeat. She dared
to propose to me—to the son of Robert
Clive—a compromise, a disgraceful
compromise, that alone eould shield my
dead father’s name from obloquy!”

“You refused, then?’ said the doctor,
eyeing the young man keenly.

“I ordered her from the door,”’ an-
swered Herbert, haughtily. “Whatey-
er may come upon me, I make no
terms with dishonor. 1 scorn any
safety that must be purchased Dby
aught so debasing as a bribe.”

“Bravely said!” exclaimed the doc-
tor, grasping the young man’s hand cor-
dially. “You ring out true to any
blow, my friend, and I'd give every-
thing I am worth, te shield you from
the heavy one that awaits you. But
you are no weak woman, to need an
anodyne, and I speak to you as a man
to a man. Here is the secret of which
this wretched woman gained posses-
sion—the secret which your father
guarded for five-and-twenty years, the
secret that destroyed his happiness,
that caused him to die at last wretch-
ed and conscience-stricken. Here it is.
1 give it to you, Herbert Clive, to do
with it what you will.”

The doctor handed Herbert the torn,
soiled paper—Rizpah’s dying charge—
the marriage cortificate of Basil Cliv
and Sybil Lee. y

. ~

He saw the young man's face pale,
even to the lips, as he looked uponm;’i
but there was no faltering in the voice,
no shrinking in the dark, clear eye, -

“This means that the man of whom 1
have once or twice heard my father
speak is the rightful heir?”

‘“rhe rightful heir,” repeated Dr,
Bond, gravely. “Basil Clive, the elder,
left no will, and his entire property de-
scended to the heir-at-law. This cer-
tificate was committed to your father
by his uncle on his death-bed, with the
charge that he should do justice to his
unknown son. But”— r

The doctor paused. It was hard to
condemn the dead father to the living
son. It was hard to say to Herbert
Clive that the strong, stern being who
had given him life had darkened that
lite with the stain of dishonor.

“I see, 1 see!” replied the young man,
in a tone that grew hcarse, despite his |
efforts to master it. “I see now the
hold this woman had on my father.
My father! Oh, God, my poor, poor
father!” ‘

No anger, no reproach, no condemna-
tion—only infinite pity, tenderness,
sorrow for the dead.

Dr. Bond felt like clasping the young
hero to his heart, and holding him
there like a son.

For a moment there was silence,
then Herbert spoke again, clearly and
calmly:

“There is, of ecourse, sir, but one
thing to be done, and that is justice—
complete and immediate justice.”

“It was your father’s dying werd,”
said the dector, softly—"“justice!”

“I am glad of it,” continued Herbert,
“though I would not have needed this
solemn mandate to shape my course,
I will see Lawyer Grey and relinquish
all my claita to Clive Towers at onee,
in favor of the lawful heir. Do you
know aught of this—this Basil Clive?
He is a stranger to me.”

“Have you never seen him?” asked
the doetor, evasively. 3

“Never to my knowledge,” answered
Herbert, simply. “I have heard my
father speak of him as a wild, reckless |
man.”

“He felt Irimself to be a wronged
man,” said the doctor. “I have met
him, and kmew Basil Clive to have a
noble generous heart, that will respond
at once te sentiments such as you have
manifested. For this reasom, and Dbe-
cause I have your imterest truly at
heart, T would aet as a mediator De-
tween you. Let there be no formal in-
terposition of the iron hand of the
law. As friends and kinsmen, let this
matter be amicably arranged between
you. It will be better for the living,
and”—the doctor laid his hand in w
friendly manner on Herbert’s shoulder,
while his voice softened inte tender-
ness—“apd far better for the dead!” |
“As you please, sir,” answered Her-
bert, simply. *“I—I will shrink from no
pain or mortification that awaits mes
but—Dbut,” the clear voiee shook slight-
ly, “my dead father’s memory is sa-
cred to me. F—I would shield it if pos-
sible at any cost—save that of justice.
I leave you to make what arrange-
ments your generous and disinterested
friendship may suggest—I leave you to
make what terms you please with Ba-
gis Clive. From this moment I relin-
quish all claim to Clive Towers; and,
with my broken-hearted sister, I will
seek another and humbler home.
Thank leaven, I} have youth, health,
energy, and, I trust, talents enough to:
gain an henest livelihood, whereveyr my
fortune may be east!™

“Nobly spoken, my friend—nobly
spoken! Tet me help you,” said the
doctor, clasping the young man’s hand
with an emotion he could not repress.
] am an old man, with none to eare
for—with mnonre to aid. If God had
blessed my barren life with a som like:
you. I would fe2l that, come fortune or
misfortune, riches or poverty, sickness
or health, life weuld not have been
lived in vain. Leave Clive Towers if
you will, in my hands, and be sure
that your trust will not be abused.
But do nothing in haste. Take your
time. Youth is always ‘headlong. At
sixty-five, we learn. the wisest and
hardest lesson is to wait.”

CHAPTER XXXVITI.
False Frieands and True.

1t was about twe weeks after the

evemts narrated im eur last chapter|
that a young officer, dressed in a hand-

some uniform, rode up the avenue |
reading te Greylawns, and, dismount-

ing at’ the deor, was warmly welcomed

by Miss Marian.

“This is indeed, ah unexpected pleas-

ure,” she said, leading him into the

parlor. “I thought yeu were exiled

for six months, at least, Licutenamt.

Do sit down here by the fire and ex-

plain yeur appearanee.”’

“I reeeived the most singular neote
from Iannie”” I'enton IForest replieds
in an amazed tone, “and I came on at
once to ask for an explanation. Is
anything wrong at Clive Towers?”

“Dear me, wrong?’ repeated Miss
Marian, meaningly. “Have you mnot
heard? But I forget—you have been
away o long, and everything has been
kept as quiet as possible. You know
Mr. Robert Clive is dead?” ,

4T heard that,” answered Fenton,
quickly; “but he left IFannie—that is,
he left a Landsome estate to his chil-
dren. She writes me all sorts of sen-
timental nonsense about poverty and
disgrace.”

“Poor girl!” murmured Miss Marian,
soltly; “ it is very hard for her to
bear. But pride must have a fall. I
altvays felt the grandeur of the Clives
was built on a very shaky foundation.
There have been all sorts of rumors
floating olout for the last three
mornths, but no one could say anything
was positively wrong until Mr. Clive's
death. He took to opium-eating, you
know, and, oh, died most wretchedly!
Then the housekeeper, Mrs. Wyllis,
who was always /in his confidence,
was found stranesled in the woods, and
though it was all laid to some wild
gipsy or mulatto woman’s door, there
are whispers about that Herbert Clive
knows more about it than he chooses
to tell. There were family secrets in
the woman’s possession that it would
not do to let loose. And Dr. Bond is
at the Towers now, though he will
give no explanation of his presence
there. And Herbert and Fannie went
off this morning, goodness knows
where, and they say there is another
heir coming from Europe, and that
these Clives never had any right to
the place at all. O, dear! they have
been the talk of the country for miles
around, and they will never be able to
hold up their heads again.”

|

sald Fenton, rising and pacing the
pmom. excitedly. “Poverty and dis-
grace! Why couldn’t they keep the
matter hushed up? What is the use of
blowing the affair all over the coun-
try? A pretty mess for a man of hon-
or ‘o ko mixed up in?”

“I do hope, for your sake, Fenton,
that there was nothing serious be-
tween you and Miss Fannie!” said Ma-
rian, kindly. “Of course, she is a dear,
sweet, lovely girl; but, as things are
now, she couldn’'t expeet—""

Miss Marian paused. It was rather
a difficult sentence for ber to con-
clude,

“Oh, she doesn’t,” said Fenton, hast-
ily, tearing the little note he held inta
mirute fragments. “She doesn’t ex-
pect, of course, that—in fact, she
knows I'm a poor devil of a fellow,
and—well, In short, it was only a
pleasant flirtation;' nothing serious at
all—notking serious. But I did think,
though,” and a malicions gleam shot
into the dark-brown eyes that poor
Farrie had thouzht wells of truth—*1
really did think that you and Herbert
were going to make a match of if, till
that golden-haired houri came on and
bewitched him. As it turns out, you
had a lucky escape. What will be-
come of the poor fellow, anyhow?
Friends and fortune gome at one
swoop!”’

“I never would have thought of Her-
bert Clive under any circumstanees,”
gaid Miss Marian, scornfally. “Fan-
nie was a dear little creature, but
there was always something about
her that I couldn’t exactly trust. You
may depend upon it, they would have
hushed up this matter if they -could.
It had te break out, and I, for one, am
surprised that they kept it dark so
long. I've had my suspicions—and
well founded ones they were—for
months”—Miss Marian pursed up her
mouth and shook her head sagely, as
she repeated—“for months and
months.™

(¥To Be Continwed.)y

OREGON MINING TOWN.

Plixns for Its Rapid Bnilding in #
Few MonthsSurvey of Site €Conv
pleted Mareh 10.

Two months ago the only building av
the junction of Clear and Granite
creeks was & log cabin 10x12 feet,
owned by Ed Benson, and built in the
days when the creeks swarmed withs
placer miners. Now the site is oceu-
pied Dy the rapidly-growing town ol
Lawton. The survey of the town site:
was completed March 10. Three feet
of snow covered the ground while the:
survey_was in progress. J. MeCarthy
completed the first building, Feb. 25,
nearly two weeks before the town was
Taid eut. Lawton now has fifteen busi-
ness buildings under way or mnearing
completion. Besides these, there are:

and for dwellings.

Home building has been retarded be-
eause of the searcity of lumber; the
saw mills giving preference to the or-
ders of these who are getting ready  for
business. Reugh lumber is helidl at
$14 per 1,000 feet. and No. 1 flooring,
Kiln-dried, at $30. Between $20,000
and $£307000.has been invesied in build-
ing in two months. If present plans
are earried out many more buildings
will be erected during the spring  and
suymmer.. Thirty-seven lots have been
sold on Spokane avenue, the purchaser
in each ease agreeing to build within.
three months: Performance of this
clause of the econtract depends unow
whether the growth of the town will
justify further building.

Much work will be done this summer
to beautify tlie town. Spokane-avenue
willl be graveled its entire length
Clear ereek will be moved 400 feef, to
its origiral chanrel, from which it was
diverted years ago by the placer min-
ers. About 1,200 feet west of town
and 300 feet above it, in the hills, is a
Tak ewhiclt is: available for water sup-
piy. Electrie lights and munieipal or-
ganization will probably come:- in the
fall. TLawton will draw its trade fron:
the mining properties, which are at its-
doors.—Pertland Oregcnian.

From the Mare's Mouth..

Sir Rebert Finlay, the new attorney
aeneral, like most counsel with a large
practice, knows what it is: to receive u
disconeerting reply fronran apparently
cuileless witness, and tells:a good' sto-
ry- against himself in illustration. Ere
was engaged in a case of breach of
warranty of a_horse, the age of the
animal being the chief matter in con-
troversy, and he had to: cress-examine
a hostler; a yokel, with ewery appear-
ance of rustic simplicity.

“Upom what authority do you swear
to the age of the mare?” he asked.

“I'm sure of it,” was the reply.

Half a dozen more aquestions failed
to elieit any more speeific answer.

“But how do you kmew?’ thundered
Sir Robert, at last.

“I had it from the mare's own
mouth!” replied tle heostler.—Lomndon
Chronricle.

Perils of Translation.

The translating of the English spir
itual songs into the foreign languages
often eauses ludierous readings, which
are quite equal to any of the slangy ir-
reverence of the impudent young
American.

A certain missionary relates that he
got an Indian seholar to assist him in
translating into the Indian vernacular
the hymn—

Rock'of ages, cleft for me,
Let me hide myself in Thee.

Imagine his surprise and chagrin to
read thas following loose lines:

Very old stoue, split for my Dbenefit,

Let me ‘get under one of your frag-
ments. g

—Memphis Scimitar.

It Cut Both Ways.
“A penny for your thoughts, Miss
Clambake.”
“Why dou’t you say something orig-
inal. Mr. Sawhorse?”’
“«Why don't you think something
original, Miss Clambake ?’'—Cleveland

Plain Dealer.

Dramatic Expansion.
“Do ‘you think ‘Uncle Tom's Cabin’
can hold the public another season?”
“Oh, yes; we've introduced a planta-
tion cake-walk
Record.

People don't go to the sea shore SO
mueh to see the shore as they do to
see the sea. o ST R

“This is what her note weans, then."

several tents that are used for business- |

this year.”—Chicago

|FARM AND GARDEN.
MATTERS O; INTEREST 1"0
AGRICULTURISTS.

Some Up-to-Date Hints About

tivation of the Soil
Thereof—Hortleal
# Floriculture.

Cual-
apd Yilelds
viti aad

The Soy Bean.

The soy bean is a native of Jjapan,
taking its name from a saucemannufac-
tured from it. The bean is boiled and
mixed with certain proportions of rice
and salt, and the compound allowed
| to undergo a certain process of fer-
mentation, which results in a delicate
brown sauce. The beans also take the

place of meat in the diet of the com-
mon people, animais being too expen-
sive in the densly populated island. As
an article of human food in this coun-
try it has not been popularly accepted,
as the beans contain a large quantity
of gluten, and are very difficult to
cook. As a feed for live stock, how-
ever, there is: m» doaht of their value,
whether grown for the hay crop: or
for the beans thrashed, to feed witll
. some other grain. feed, like Ilndian
| corn or Kafir corm

| The soy bean is an upright, branch-
| ing, tree-like stalk from one and one-
'half to three feet high. The branches

‘apward near the maia stem; the num-

closely the plants- are grown.
‘pods when ripe are short, flat, brown
rand fuzzy, contzining, from one to four
beans, usually three.
'very close to the stems, from the sur-
‘face of the ground to the tops, there

_on a single plant. The flowers are not

F19: %8,

Soy-bran: zctnal
size of pod and
bean.

te a violet blue. The leaves are large;
stem and drop off as the beans ripen.

Sheep In the Forest Reserve.

Secretary Wilson, of the Department
of Agriculture; has received a com-
munication from Sweretary Hitchcock,
‘of the Department of the Interior, aske
ing his aid in solving the problemn off
grazing in the western forest reservees.
'The Division of Farestry will com-~
mence immediately an investigation
'which will last saveral months. The
- controversy over the alleged evil ef-
i fects of sheep grazing has involved.
‘ western cattiemen, woolgrowers, and
farmers in a bitter war for many
years, and the resent increase: oft inni~
gation has added to the Dbitterness
Government: actiom in the maiter has
been hastened by the establishment off
forest reserves. In view of tiie injumy
to the forests in many sections from
overgrazing, all reserves except those
in Washington and Oregon, and the
Black Mesa Reserve, in Arizona, which
{s to be opened to 200,000 sheep at 3
cents a head, are closed to sheep by an
order issued last May. THhis step has
raised a storm of protest from wool-
growers, who insist that no harm is
done by grazing under pneper restric-
tions. Many are reported to have
driven their herds into if:e mountains
last summer in defiance of the law.
Against the sheep owners are ar-
rayed the cattlemen and farmess, and
especially the irrigators, who claim
the practice means disaster to agricul-
ture in the lowlands. These argue that
sheep destroy the fovest cover in the
mountains and thus diminish the
water supply. They are said not only
to eat the young growth which is to
perpetuate the forest, but to tramp
down innumerable seedlings and de-~
stray the layers of leaves necessary te
keep the soil in good condition. Sheep
herders are accused of burning large
areas in order to secure a growth of
grass. While the government will
decide the matteér only in the case ol
the forest reserves, these include a
large part of all the summer ranges
of the western sheep raising states,
‘and the results will be of great. import-
ance to the American wool-growing in-
dustry.

As no general rule can be applied,
each reserve will be studied separately.
The first step of the Division of For-
estry will be to collect impartially tne
testimony of both sides. [Lists of
questions will be sent to thousands of
sheep men and their opponents. About
July 1 an examination of the reserves
will begin. A number of botanists, ir-
rigation experts, and similar scientifiv
men will be secured from all parts of
the United States, and they will spend
several months in the fleld. In addi-
tion, all fiald parties of the Division ot
Farestry engaged in other wark in the

.come out near the ground and grow
ber of branches depends upon how:
The

The pods grow

‘being at times as- many as 200 pqQds.

peominent and vary from a pale white:

jrregular in shape, borne on a long:

interested regions will be required te
give to the sheep question also. Sec-
retary Hitchcock has asked the De-;
partment of Agriculture to give special’
attention to the following phases: Re--
lation of grazing to taxation and the
general prosperity of speeified locali-
ties. Relation of grazing to forest
fires. Relation of grazing to the pres-
ervation and reproduction of forest.
Relation of grazing to irrigation and’
water supply. Effects of grazing by
different kinds of stock. Moderate
grazing and overgrazing.

Horticultural OMeﬁntlom

The cow pea promises to be as good
a friend to the fruit grower as it is to
the general farmer that cannot grow
clover., It can be grewn for a few
months in the orchard or between the
rows of blackberries amd raspberries,
and in fact in connection with almest
any bush fruit. It is easily disposed
of, the long*vines making it easy to
handle it rapidly. Even the straw-
berry grower may find this plant a
serviceable ally. Perhaps it will pay
to put it en the land lately occupied
by a strawberry bed. Land so treated
should scon be serviceable for anothew
bed.

L] L .

The strawberry root louse has been.
recognized as a strawberry pest since
1882, in which year it was described
by Prof. Forbes. Proi. Weed took up-
the study of the insect and named it
Aphis Forbesi, in honor of Prof.
Forbes. It is now quite generally
known as far east as the Atlantic
eoast. In New Jersey and Maryland
this year it is reported to be doing a
.| gnod deal of damage. Fortunately the
insect is wingless and can spread. but
slowly. It is, however, believed that
‘nhe ants help it to spread, by carrying
‘lice to new beds. The ants also do
.| some- damage te the plants by tunnel-
| ing areund the strawberry roots so
that the lice can find good feeding
.| ground,. the pay the ant receives being
the: honey-dew the lice exude. It is
|'a difficult insect to fight when it. has-
‘once’ obtained a foothold, as its work
'is.largely under ground. The best way
to do: wizen the insect has appeared in.
a: neighborhood is tc put out new. beds.
on. absolutely e¢lean ground and see-
‘that no colonies of ants are near
enough ta assist the plant lice to.new-
pasturage:

Water Lilles In Pots.

A. few years since, the water lily-
‘was cultivated omly in a few botanical:
gardens, and was universally suap-
‘posed. to- be manageable only by. the
specialist. But year by year it has-
outgrown these guarters and proves-it-
self to, be- a plant for the million, says
Vick’s-Magazine. Any person possess-
ing water and a two-gallon pail may
/have agupatic plamts and flowers. Wa-
‘ter hyacinths, water poppies, parrot’s-
feather and even the miniature nym-
,phaeds may be grown in a vessel
1(wooden preferred) having a su
ficial. area of eme square foot. Tubs.
the size of eil or whisky barrels;
'sawed in two, make suitable vessels
for a variety of nymphaesas ani
lotuses. A most pleasant addition: tol
‘a. lawn, noticed lately, was a group of’;
four tubs—three of them placed: in. a|

In the*

-l 'the fourth—maying a pyramid. 4

flowers and umbrella-like leaves tow-
ering up seweral feet high, while par-

‘the sides almest completely hiding the-
'tub. In the lower tubs were red,
white and blue nymphaeas with soms
other aquaties, while around the mar~
'gins a few rocks were placed, and in~
terspersed with moisture-loving plants
—the whols making a mound of fresh,
‘bright green foliage and brilliant cal~
‘ared flowers, all summer. Tubs, pails
jor casks fer water lilies should be
\ﬁlled two. thirds full of good, nich
1loam, the roots planted two inches
‘deep, then be given a warm, sunay
' place, and kept full of pure water. At
| frost the water may be poured off, and
the tubs carried over winter in a warm
cellar oz under the benches of a. green-
house.

Beet Ai'.my Worm.

Every kind of worm is called an
army warm when it appears. in suffi-
cient numbers. A warm that has long
been known to injure the beet last
year appeared sufficiently numerous
to he ealled the beat army worm. It
was officially noticed by the ertomolo-
gist of the Colorado Experiment Sta-
tion. Last year a first broced of cater-
pillars appeared at about the time for
thinning the beets and desiroyed most
of the plants after thinning. One
method of destroying the early brood
is to mix one part by weight of Paris
' green or Londen purple with twenty
parts of common flour, and then dust
'the mixture over the plants before
' sumrise in the moming. In this
| strength a light dusting will be suffi-
eient. In the early morning the leavag
kave on them enough maisture to hald
the flour amd poison. It may also be
applied after the leaves have bLeen
moistened by a shawer. To apply the
poison, make a small cheesecloth sack
about five inches in diameter and ten
inches deép. Fill it with the mixture
of poison and floar and walk aleng a
row of plants shaking the sack over
them. This can be done quite rapldly
when one has learned how and is eco-
nomical of poison, and does not re-
quire wheelbarrow or wagan to carry
pump and tank. When the plants be-
come large, as in cage of treatment for
the second brood, it will probably ba
better to use a barrel or tank and
spray pump.

The Chinese government has pro-
hibited the exportation of pheasant
skins because the European demand
had so increased the price that thae
birds were being recklessly slaughtered
and would soon have been extermie
, hated, et

triangle, their inner edges supporting:'

:upper or central tub was a lotus, its- )

rot’s feather was trailing down. over |
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