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Curaau Gregg. Hian: aboard with Horn- 
if. m f*rM 1*4* • mwr. aocidrntilly 
*am a t. t* P*1 4*cr ip! of a yuuni: girl. 
Tu» *. -.1 m unjuil a fttfr in roi**.! 
Tb* p4«« Bni (tut lkiri!<r it a fraud 
Mi (hr tawia'ft name a tain In 
l.n ad* i. tkig; u trapp- 1 m arly to hi* 
Oral* by a U<nwr a» rvutt < »!inio Visit- 
ing te hiift.fm tin gg meets Muriel 
luStbreun ll*rwky appear* and Mum-4 
iMrnAu an baa a* Martin Wotxlrolfe. her 
*a*b«r » bond Otrsc nn a tupy of tie 
torn plnatugra.pl> or. lie l»l* and finds 
that Ihr yuuag girl is MurhTs friend. 
WuadcuP* ilsuip ant. Or«g: discover* 
tb* Wiy <4 a taurd- rod woman in Ran- 
aoab wood Th» body ttaappear* and la 
Ms p&a» a f-.uad tbr bo-Jr of Olitno. 
Morel aad Gregg ararrii Kan nor h »—»d 
Isusetber. aad find the body of Arnold*. 
MMU*! m. Dim tbr poller go to the 
OMl tbr body baa disappeared. In l*oti. 
Boa <«r*-gg no- la Ousts. alive and well. 
Ik a u* » tb- young gtrl of the turn 

(dueftacraph aad find* that site la Elm 
lhati more of Bwuti «n. rg. who baa 
lairs br to Abo Finland, and that she 
btddft a mot affecting Weudiwffe. On 
Hft return to Kannrh Gregg finds th- 
Ie«b»ti > M frtun Hylton Chgtar. who 
bug railed tberr Hr gura to Atm. and 
after a tut with the polar chief, ift con- 
*»i4 la (be place where Elm* id lm- 

CHAPTEft XI. 

The Cautle of the Terror. 
IU tag nun rowed me do* n the 

•wattes river. 
After nearly g mil*- the stream 

agate tsentf out Into a broad lake 
•tore, tti the distance. I saw rising 
sheer and high from the water, a long 
•snare building of three stories, with 
a tall rtuud tower at one corner—ar. 
«M medieval es*tle it seemed to be 
Prom owe of ti -vail windows of the 
tower, as we < .e into view of it. s 

light urns afct:.. g upon the water, and 
mg guide suescg it. greeted in satis 
tatm* it had undoubtedly been 
ptac*d there as signal. After waiting 
•ve w autre or so. he pulled straight 
arrow the lake to the high, dark towe- 
that drat ended into the water. The 
(dace »u as gnat aad silent as any I 
tod ever sees, aa isnj regnalde strong- 
hold of the days before siege guns 
were BitfeUtd. the lortrres of some 
feud*! prince or cour t who had prob- 
ata; held the surrounding country in 
taraidotn A smalt wooden ledge and 
half * doceu step* led up to a lor. 
■ o**w. * atci. opened noiselessly. 
•»< the dark figure of a woman stood 
peering lurt li 

•If gwde altered some reassuring 
••ei ia fuiutii ia a low half-whisper, 
aad thra alowljr pushed the boat aloi g 
t* the ledge, saying: 

Tour high nobility may disembark 
There Is a! present no danger." 

I rose, gripped a big rusty chain to 
ateady myself, and climbed into the 
■arrow doorway ia the ponderous wall, i 
Where I I wand myself in the darkness 
hewde the female who had apparently ! 

bee* expecting our arrival and watch 
mg oar signal 

Without a word she led me through , 
a short presage and then, striking a 

mate*. b* • big old fashioned lantern. 
Am the Ugi: fell upon her I recognized 
that aha was a member of some re 

hgmaa cder The thie ascetic coun- 1 

tenant* wms that of a woman of 
atrott: chare-ter. and her funereal 
habit teemed much too large for her 
stewed shrunken figure. 

The slater speaks French?" ! haz 
arded in that language, knowing ma- 
te moat eon seats throughout Europe 
French is known 

“Out. m sieur Fut are you not afraid 
to venture here! So strangers are 

permitt*d here. 700 know. If your; 
presume*- was discovered you would 
not leave this place alive—so 1 warn 

you By admitting you I am betra; mg 
my treat, and that I should not hare 
done were it not compulsory." 

T'omptilsory '• How ?“ 
"The order of the chief of police. 1 

Even here, we cannot afford to offend 

So the fellow Horansk 1 had reallv | 
ken faith with me. and at fcis order 
lh* rioted door of the convent had \ 
►hi opened 

Of course cot." 1 answered. "Rus- 
ataw .■J.rialoora is ali-powerfal in Fin- 
land nowadays. But where ia the 
taffy— 

To* are still prepare to risk your 
•tarty and life— sh< a.-ked in g hoarse 
voter, full of grim meaning. 

“I ata.” I said. "Lead me to her. 
"To*, are oa Russian soil now. 

msteur not English." she remarked 
la her brake* English. “If your ob- 
ject were known, you would never be 
spared to return to your own land 
Ah!” she s-ghed. “you do not know the 
mysteries and terrors of Finland 1 
am a French subject, born in Tours, 
and brought to Hctsingfor* u hen I w as 

•Brest. I have bora in Finland forty 
five years Once we were happy here. 

hut since the czar appointed Baron 
Obt-rR to be governor general—” and 

he shrugged her shoulders without 
finishing her sentence. 

"Baron Oberg—governor general of 
Finland!" I gasped. 

“Certainly. Did you not know?” she 
sasd. dropping Into French. ‘“It is 
f> 'Ur years now that he has held su- 

preme power to crush and Russify 
these poor Finns. Ah, m’sieur! this 
eoumry. once so prosperous, is a blot 
upon the face of Europe. His methods 
axe the worst and most unscrupulous 
of any employed by Russia. Before he 
came here he was the best bated man 
in Petersburg, and that, they say, is 
why the emperor sent him to us.” 

“'Where does this baron live?” I 
asked, surprised that he should occupy 
so high a place in Russian offiiialdom 
—the rtp« esentative of the czar, with 
powers as great as the emperor him- 
self. 

"At the Government palace, in Hel- 
singfors." 

““And Elma Heath is here—in this 
grim fortress! Why?” 

"Ah. m’sieur. how can I tell? By 
reason of family secrets, perhaps. 
They account for so much, you know.” 

The fact that the baron was ruler of 
Finland amazed me, for I had half ex- < 

pected him to be some clever adven- 
turer. Yet as the events of the past 
flashed through my brain, 1 recollected 
that In Rannoch Wood had been found 
tiie miniature of the Russian Order of 
Saint Anne, a distinction which, in all 
probability, had been conferred upon 
him If so, the coincidence, to say the 

i least, was a remarkable one. I ques 
tioned my compauion further regard- 
ing the baron. 

*'Ab, msieur,” she declared, “they 
call him ‘The Strangler of the Finns.’ 
It was he who ordered the peasants oi 
Kasko to be flogged until four of them 
died—and the czar gave him the Star 
of White Eagle for it—he who sup- 
pressed half the newspapers and put 
eigtieen editors in prison for publish- 
ing a report of a meeting of the 
Swedes in Helsingfors; he who encour- 

ages corruption and bribery among the 
officials for the furtherance of Russian 
interests; he who has ordered Rus- 
sian to be the official language, who 
has restricted public education, who 
has overtaxed and ground down the 
people until now the mine is laid, and 
Finland is ready for open revolt. The 
prisons art filled with the innocent; I 
women are flogged; the poor are starv-j 
;ng. and The Strangler.’ as they call 
him, reports to the czar that Finland 

* 

is submissive and is Russianized;" 
1 had heard something of this abom- c 

inable state of affairs from time to 
time from the English press, but had ! 
never taken notice of the name of thej 
oppressor. So the uncle of Elma j 
Heath was “The Strangler of Finland.' j 
the man who, in four years, had re-1 
due ed a prosperous country to a state | 
01 ruin and revolt! ! 

“Cannot 1 see her at once?" I asked 
* 

feeling that we had remained too long t 
there. If my presence in that place { 
was perilous the sooner 1 escaped from i 
it the better. i 

"Yes, come," she said. "But silence! \ 
" alk softly," and holding up the old; 
-.orn lantern to give me light, she led 
me out Into the low stone corridor 

* 

again, conducting me through a num-f 
ber of intricate passages, all bare and 1 
gloomy, the stones worn hollow by the • 

feet of ages, into a small, square* 
chamber, the floor of which was car-; 
peted, and where, suspended high 
above, was a lamp that shed but a; 
faint light over the barely-furnished j 
place. Beyond was another smaller! 
room into which the old nun disap-, 
l>eared for a moment; then she cams’ 
forth leading a strange wan little fig-* 
ure in a gray gown, a figure whose ■ 

face w as the most perfect and most * 

iovely I had ever seen. Her wealth j 
► of chestnut hair fell disheveled about j 
her shoulders, and as her hands were' 
clasped before her she looked straight 
at me in surprise as she was led to- i 
wards me. 

She walked but feebly, and her coun- j 
tenance wag deathiy pale. Her dress, i 
as she came beneath the lamp, was, 1 ■ 

saw. coarse, yet clean, and her beauti- 
ful. regular features, which in her', 
photograph had held me in such fasci- 
nation. were even more sweet and 
more matchless than I had believed 
them to be. I stood before her dum-f 
founded in admiration. 

In silence she bowed gracefully, and , 

then looked at me with astonishment. • 

apparently wondering what I, a per- 
fect stranger, required of her. 

“Miss Elma Heath, I presume?" I 
exclaimed at last. "May I introduce 

myself to you? My name is Gordon 
Gregg, English by birth, cosmopolitan 
by instinct. I have come here to ask 
you a question—a question that con- 
cerns myself. Lydia Moreton has sent 
me to you.” 

I noticed that her great brown eyes 
watched my lips and not my face. 

Her own lips moved, but she looked 
at me with an inexpressible sadness. 
No sound escaped her. 

I stood rigid before her as one 
turned to stone, for in that instant, in 
a Hash indeed, 1 realized the awful 
truth. 

She was both deaf and dumb! 
She raised her clasped hands to me 

in silence, yet with tears welling in 
her splendid eyes. I saw that upon 
her wrists were a pair of bright steel 
gyves. 

"What is this place?” I demanded 
of the woman in the religious habit, 
when I recovered from the shock of 
the poor girl’s terrible affliction. 
"Where am I?” 

“This is the Castle of Kajana—the 
criminal lunatic asylum of Finland,” 
was her answer. "The prisoner, as 

you see, has lost both speech and 
nearing.” 

"Deaf and dumb!” I cried, looking at 
'he beautiful original of that destroyed 
photograph on board the Lola. “But 
uhe has not always been so!” 
* "No I think not always,” replied 
the sister quietly. 

“But she can write responses to my 
questions?” 

“Alas! no,” was the old woman's 
whispered reply. “Her mind is affect- 
ed. She is, unfortunately, a hopeless 
lunatic.” 

I looked straight into those sad, 
wide-open, yet unflinching brown eyes 
utterly confounded. 

Those white wrists held in steel, 
that pale lace and blanched lips, the 
inertness of her movements, all told 
their own tragic tale. And yet that 
letter I hud read, dictated in secret 
most probably because her hands were 
not free, was certainly not the out- 

She Raised Her C'asped Hands to Me 
in Silence. 

pourings of a madwoman. She had 
spoken of death, it was true, yet was 
It not to be supposed that she was 

slowly being driven to suicide? She 
had kept her secret, and she wished 
the man Hornby—the man who was to 
marry Muriel Leithcourt—to know. 

The room in which we stood was evi- 
dently an apartment set apart for her 
use, for beyond was the tiny bedcham- 
ber; yet the small, high-up window 
was closely barred, and the cold bare- 
ness of the prison was sufficient in- 
deed to cause anyone confined there to 
prefer death to captivity. 

Again 1 spoke to her slowly and 
kindly, but there was no response. 
That she was absolutely dumb was 

only too apparent. Yet surely she had 
not always been so! I had gone in 
search of her because the beauty of 
her portrait had magnetized me, and 
I had now found her to be even more 

lovely than her picture, yet, alas! suf- 
fering from an affliction that rendered 
her life a tragedy. The realization 
of the terrible truth staggered me. 
Such a perfect face as hers I had never 
before set eyes upon, so beautiful, sc 
clear-cut, so refined, so eminently the 
countenance of one well-born, and yet 
so ineffably sad, so full of blank un- 
utterable despair. 

She placed her clasped hands to her 
mouth and made signs by shaking her 
head that she could neither under- 
stand nor respond. I took my wallet 
from my pocket and wrote upon a 

piece of paper in a large hand the 
words: "1 come from Lydia Moreton 
My name is Gordon Gregg." 

When her eager gaze fell upon the 
words she became instantly filled with 

excitement, and nodded quickly. Then 
holding her steel-clasped wrists to- 
wards me she looked wistfully at me. 
as though imploring me to release her 
from the awful bondage in that silent 
tomb. 

Though the woman who had led me 

there endeavored to prevent it, I hand- 
ed her the pencil, and placed the paper 
on the table for her to write. 

The nun tried to snatch it up, but 1 
held her arm gently and forcibly, say- 
ing in French: 

"No. I wish to see if she is reaily 
insane. You will at least allow me 

this satisfaction.” 
And while we were in altercation. 

Elma, with the pencil in her fingers, 
tried to write, but by reason of her 
hands being bound so closely was un- 

able. At length, however, after sev 
eral attempts, she succeeded in print- 
ing in uneven capitals the response: 

“I know you. You were on the 
yacht. I thought they killed you.” 

The thin-faced old woman saw her 
response—a reply that was surely ra- 

tional enough—and her brows con- 

tracted with displeasure. 
"Why are you here?” I wrote, not 

allowing the sister to get sight of ray 
question. 

In response, she wrote painfully and 
laboriously: 

"I am condemned for a crime I did 
not commit. Take me from here, or I 
shall kill myself.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed the old woman 

“You see, poor girl, she believes her- 
self innocent! They all do.” 

•'But why is she here?” I demanded 
fiercely. 

“I do not know, m'sieur. It is not 
my duty to inquire the history of their 
crimes. When they are ill 1 nurse 
them; that is all." 

"And who is the commandant of this 
fortress?*' 

"Colonel Smirnoff. If he knew that 
I had admitted you. you would never 

leave this place alive. This is the 
Schusselburg of Finland—the place of 
imprisonment for those who have con- 

spired against the state.” 
“The prison of political conspirators, 

eh?” 

| “Alas, m'sieur, yes! The place in 
which some of the poor creatures are 

tortured in order to obtain confessions 
and information with as much cruelty 
as in the black days of the Inquisition. 
These walls are thick, and their cries 
are not heard from the oubliettes be- 
low the lake 

I had long ago heard of the horrors 
of Schusselburg. Indeed who has not 
heard of them who has traveled in 
Russia? The very mention of the 
modern bastile on Lake Ladoga, where 
no prisoner has ever been known to 
come forth alive, is sufficient to cause 

any Russian to turn pale. And 1 was 

in the Schusselburg of Finland! 
I turned over the sheet of paper and 

wrote the question: "Did Baron Oberg 
send you here?” 

In response, she printed the words: 
“I believe so. I was arrested in Hel 
singfors. Tell Lydia where 1 am." 

"Do you know Muriel Leitheourt?” 
1 inquired by the same means, where- 
upon she replied that they were at 
school together. 

"Did you see me on board the Lola?” 
I wrote. 

"Yes. But 1 could not warn you, al- 
though 1 had overheard their inten- 
tions. They took me ashore when you 
had gone, to Siena. After three days 
1 found myself deaf and dumb—1 was 

made stf.” 
“Who did it?” 
“A doctor, I suppose. People who 

said they were my friends put me un- 

der chloroform." 
1 turned to the woman in the re- 

ligious habit, and cried: “A shameful 
mutilation has been committed upon 
this poor defenseless girl' And I will 
make it my duty to discover and pun- 
ish the perpetrators of it.” 

“Ah, m’sieur. Do not act rashly, 1 
pray of you," the woman said serious- 
ly, placing her hand upon my arm. 

“Recollect you are in Finland—where 
the Baron Oberg is all-powerful.” 

"I do not fear the Baron Oberg," I 
exclaimed. "If necessary, I will ap- 
peal to the czar himself. Mademoiselle 
is kept here for the reason that she is 
in possession of some secret. She must 
be released—1 will take the responsi- 
bility.” 

“But you must not try to release her 
from here. It would mean death to 
you both. The Castle of Kajana tells 
no secrets of those who die within its 
walls, or of those cast headlong into 
its waters and forgotten.” 

Again 1 turned to Eltna, who stood 
in anxious wonder of the subject of 
our conversation, and had suddenly 
taken the old nun’s hand and kissed 
it affectionately, perhaps in order to 
show me that she trusted her. 

Then upon the pape.- 1 wrote: “is 
the Baron Oberg your uncle?” 

She shook her head in the negative 
shewing that the dreaded governor 
general of Finland had only acted a 

part towards her in which she had 
been compelled to concur. 

“Who is Philip Hornby?” I inquired, 
writing rapidly. 

“My friend—at least, I believe so." 
Friend! And 1 had ail along be- 

lieved him to be an adventurer and an 

enemy! 

•'Why did you go to Leghorn?' 1 
asked 

“For a secret purpose. There was a 

plot to kill you. only 1 managed to 
thwart them,” were the words she 
printed with much labor. 

“Then 1 owe my life to you," I 
wrote. “And in return I will do my ut- 
most to rescue you from here, if you 
do not fear to place yourself in my 
hands.” 

And to this she replied: *‘I shall be 
thankful, for 1 cannot bear this awful 
place longer, i believe they must tor 
ture the women here. They will tor- 
ture me some day. Do your best tc 
get me out of here and I will tell you 
everything. But,” she wrote, “1 fear 
you can never secure my release. 1 
am confined here on a life sentence.' 

“But you are English, and if you 
have had no trial 1 can complain to out 

ambassador.” 
“No, I am a Russian subject. I was 

born in Russia, and went to England 
when I was a girl.” 

That altered the case entirely. As a 

subject of the czar in her own country 
she was amenable to that disgraceful 
blot upon civilization that allows a 

person to be consigned to prison at the 
will of a high official, without trial oi 

without being afforded any opportunity 
of appeal. 1 therefore at once saw a 

difficulty. 
Yet she promised to tell me the truth 

if I could but secure her release! 
Could I allow this refined defense 

less girl to remain an inmate of that 
bastile, the terrors of which I had 
heard men in Russia hint at with 
bated breath? They had willfully 
maimed her and deprived her of both 
hearing and the power of speech, and 
now they intended that she should be 
driven mad by that silence and lone- 
liness that must always end in in- 
sanity. 

“I have decided,” I said suddenly, 
turning to the woman who had con 

ducted me there, and having now re 

moved the steel bonds of the prisoner 
with a key she secretly carried, stood 
with folded hands in the calm attitude 
of the religieuse. 

"You will not act with rashness?” 
she implored ia quick apprehension. 
“Remember, ycur life is at stake, as 

well as my own." 
"Her enemies intended that I, too, 

should die!” I answered, looking 
straight into those deep mysterious 
brown eyes which held me as beneath 
a spell. “They have drawn her into 
their power because she had no means 

of defense. The man is awaiting me 

in the boat outside. I intend to take 
her with me.” 

"But. m'sieur, why that is irnpos 
sible!" cried the old woman in a 

hoarse voice. “If you were discovered 
by the guards who patrol the lake both 

I night ahd day they would shoot you 
both.” 

"1 will risk it.” I said, and linking 
my arm in that of the woman whose 
lovely countenance had verily become 
the sun of my existence. I made a sign 
inviting her to accompany me. 

The sister barred the door, urging 
me to reconsider my decision, but I 
waved her aside. 

Elma recognized my intentions in a 

moment, and allowed herself to be con- 

ducted down the long intricate corri- 
dor. walking stealthily, and as we 

crept along on tiptoe 1 felt the girl’s 
grip upon my arm, a grip that told 
me that she placed her faith in me as 

her deliverer. 
Without a sound we crept forward 

until within a few yards from that un- 

locked door where the boat awaited us 

below, when, of a sudden, the uncer- 

tain light of the lantern fell upon 
something that shone and a deep voice 
cried out of the darkness in Russian: 

“Halt! or 1 fire!” 
And, startled, we found ourselves 

looking down the muzzle of a loaded 
carbine. 

A huge sentry stood with his back to 
the secret exit, his dark eyes shining 
beneath his peaked cap, as he held 
his weapon to his shoulder within six 
feet of us. 

“Speak!” cried the fellow. “Who 
are you?’’ 

At a glance I took in the peril of the 
situation, and without a second's hesi- 
tation made a dive for the man be- 
neath his weapon. He lowered it, but 
it was too late, for I gripped him 
around the waist, rendering liis gun 
useless. It was the work of an in- 
stant. for I knew that to close with 
him was my only chance. 

(TO BR CONTINUED.) 

Florence Nightingale's Statue. 
“The I*ady With the Lamp." statue 

of Florence Nightingale, has been un 

veiled without ceremonial, in Water- 
loo place. London. The statue stands 

high on a red and gray granite pedes- 
tal. and makes a notable and an ap- 
propriate addition to Waterloo place 
By its side, fully harmonizing with it 
in general outline, is that of Sidney 
Herbert. The effective background 
for Doth is the Crimean memorial. The 
sculptor portrayed his subject in a 

sympathetic pose, standing in the vo- 

luminous skirt of the early Victorian 
period, with the lamp borne in the 
right hand. This statue of “The Lauv 
With the Lamp” is tne first public 

: statue of a woman in London other 
than those of roya! ladies. 

OZOHE JAG IS THE LATEST 

Brae mg Air of the Mountains ft Now 
Carried Into Stuffy Offices 

wd Factories. 

Aa or owe jag! Oar of the newest 
•.sags ( assure you. and right on the 
SMi of the departing jag that came 
hr way of a morning bracer o an ete 

sia« cocktail 
The ozone lag is meant to carry the 

%w a(a mountain top to your stuffy 
eft or or year still stuffier factory and 
work room Instead of haring to sneak 
•at when nobody is watching, to get 
year accustomed eyeh>pener over the 

her. this stoat stimulant is handed 
tnwf gratis hy the boas himself 

Where* er introduced, everybody. 
fiwm the offer boy and typewriter to 

the head of the establishment. in- 

iffpt ia thte sew air beverage, wbicb 
as warranted to make the palest cheek 
0am tike a Gloucester fisherman's and 

great* aa appetite that will carry dis 
ires* to the heart of the stoutest 
hawdirg-bouse mistress 

The ozone is turned loose where all 
ca< breathe It. “What is the actual 
JtV" I qaired of a Philadelphia 

; manufacturer who has really wit-' 
neesed the results of wholesale ozone 

jars. "Makes all hands work faster 
aDd yet grow fat," was the reply. 

The latter result will make it un- 

popular in spots, but ought to encour- 

age its sale to persons of the Connie 
Mack type. Factories in this town are 

really trying this plan to introduce 
more ozone by artificial means. Phy- 
sicians teli me that even in large 
quantities it will do no harm, but will 
make the blood tingle as if a mild al- 

I coholic stimulant had been adminis- 
tered.—Philadelphia Ledger. 

Famous Bridge Builder. 
Gustav Lindenthal. who is building 

j the Hell Gate bridge at New York, 
the greatest structure of the kind in 
the world, which will have a length of 
three and one-half miles, is an Aus- 
trian by birth. He received his tech- 

I nie&l education at Brunn and Vienna, 
j and before coming to this country in 
i 1S74 h j had had considerable practical 
experience in railroad building. His 

; first work In the United States was 
as an assistant engineer on the force 

j constructing the Centennial exhibition 
1 buildings He became a citizen and 

took up railroad building. Some of the 
greatest bridges which he has built 

span the Alleghany and Monongahela 
rivers, though he has also spanned the 
Mississippi and other streams. Though 
famed as a bridge builder he prefers 
to be known as a man who has had 
more to do with laying out railroad 
routes. 

Hot Story. 
A contributor to the China Herald, 

telling of experiences during a sum- 

mer trip into the desert, narrates that 
while he watched a lizard run across 
a sun-baked open strip of sand, it dis- 
appeared in a puff of vapor. The in- 
tense heat of the sand had turned 
the moisture of its body into steam, 
the pressure of which rose so high 
that the little creature was blown 
Into bits so minute that no trace of 
it was afterward to be found, (n 
backing up his statement, be quotes 
an old prospector’s allegation that in 
Death valley, during the heat of the 
day, water poured from a canteen will 
not reach the ground, being turned 
into steam as fast as it leaves tbc 
mouth of the canteen. Can yon beat 
it?—Engineering and Mining Journal 

PEOPLE TAKING TO WALKING 

Most Healthful Form of Exercise Has 
Become a Popular Fad Among 

All Classes. 

Walking has taken a hold on popu- 
lar fancy as a sport, pastime, recrea- 
tion and form of exercise. Walking 

i h°s been urged upon the people by 
men and women interested in public 

; health, by physical culture enthusi- 
asts, by nature students and by the 
press. Every person converted to 

walking has become a missionary, and 
> unusually with all the spirit of a con- J 
vert. The walking habit, which is be 

I ing contracted by an increasing num- 

ber of persons yearly, is a relatively j 
new habit 

| In those days usually referred to 
glowingly and somewhat indefinitely 
as the "good old times," walking was 
not practiced as a pleasure, but only 
as a necessity, and as a necessity it 
was avoided wherever possible. The 
average person did not move around 
much unless with the aid of a horse 

j or a horse and trap There was not 

j much going to and fro on foot. Walk j i ing was apt to be considered as a aim I 

of povert'- or as evidence of dementia 
On the other side of this question it 

may be said that in the olden time 
more men got their fxercise in the 
open by their daily work than now 

Cities were small, aud men were 

generally not called on to walk long 
distances. The c:vb or the omnibus 
came into operation on the city thor- 
oughfare. then the horse car. the 
cable and the electric car Now the 
automobile is here. The ratio of in- 
door to outdoor workers increased 
and the means and opportunities for 
moving from place to place without 
much physical exertion multiplied 

Paper Covers a Protection. 

Undeniably, paper covers are of 
some aid in preserving the fresh ap- 
pearance of books, but neither the ap- 
pearance nor the feeling of a covered 
book is agreeable. Still, for those who 
have no objection to them, covers are 

a good thing. Nothing is better than 
ordinary brown paper, except in some 

unusual cases, as. for example, the 
cook book, which, as every good house- 
keeper knows, should be covered with 

.- i 

60 SLOW IN FEEDING NEW CORN TO HOGsl 

Healthy, Vigorous Bunch of Hogs. 

With new corn the greatest danger 
Is in overfeeding. Farmers who have 
old corn left over who will take the 
trouble to mix it with the new, can 
feed the new crop to very good ad- 
vantage because the green stuff is 
greatly relished by the pigs and It 
adds to the palatability of the old 
corn. 

But it is a mistake to start hogs on 

new corn alone and all well informed 
feeders know that it takes more grain 
and longer time to make fat hogs from 
new than from old corn. 

Another thing: It is belitfVed by 
many nog raisers that heavy feeding 
with new corn produces cholera. 
While this is not likely, it Is almost 
certain to produce disturbance of the 
digestive organs and prevent that 
steady laying on of fat which is the 
aim of all feeders. 

We all know-that corn is the most 
fattening feed that can be used but | 
many of us have not yet learned that 
constant and heavy feeding of this 
grain alone produces serious trouble 
and does not make as good pork as 

when fed judiciously with other kinds 
of food. 

When a hog is stuffed with corn and 
nothing else, he socn becomes over- 

fattened and his growth stops, simply 
because he does not get the proper 
material in his food to make bone and 
muscle and his fat is piled on a small, 
weak frame. 

A corn-fat hog is also deficient in 
rich blood, lacks stamina and is in a 
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poor condition to resist any disease 
that is liable to attack him under such 
condition. It is all right to crowd pigs 
from birth to maturity provided they 
are crowded with growth as well as 

fat. 
The first two months must be spent 

in building up a frame work and con- 

stitution which will carry a load of fat 
which is to be put on during the close 
of the feeding period. 

The wise feeder does not figure so 

much on the amount of fat he can put 
on his hogs as he does on how quickh 
and cheaply he can prepare them for 
market and how much profit he can 

make during the feeding period. 
The farmer who has a hundred 

acres of corn and no clover pasture or 

alfalfa is not in a good position as re- 

gards hog feeding. Clover, alfalfa, 
wheat bran, pumpkins and skim milk 
are all necessary to the proper feed- 
ing of hogs from the time they are 

pigs to the time they are sent to mar- 

ket. If a man has no sensible knowl- 
edge of balanced rations, he can, if 
he is a close observer and possessed 
of common sense, generally tell when 
his bogs are making the right kind of 

growth. 
If he observes his hogs becoming 

chubby with rolls of fat. *kin pale, 
showing anemic conditions, listless 
and lacking in snap and vigor, he will 
know that they are getting too much 
corn and will change or vary his ra- 

tion to overcome these unfavorable 
conditions. 

DESTROY WHITE FLY 
ON TOMATO PUNTS 

Department of Agriculture Rec- 
ommends Fumigation With 

Hydrocyanic Gas. 

For white fly on tomatoes the ex- 

perts of the department of agriculture 
recommend fumigation with hydro- 
cyanic acid gas. Special care is ne- 

cessary for the use of this poisonous 
gas. however, and in some cases it is 
undesirable or impractical. In such 
cases an all-night fumigation with a 

tobacco extract is recommended. This 
should be followed the next day by a 

syringing with whale oil soap or its 
equivalent. The best brands of whale 
oil soap, used in the proportion of one 

to one and one-half ounces per gallon 
of water, have been found to destroy 
all of the white flies except the eggs, 
a small percentage of the nearly ma- 

ture pupae, and from 25 to 50 per 
cent of the adults which escape the 
spray by flying from the plants. It is 
not advisable to syringe tomato plants 

i ip greenhouses at any time, when 
avoidable, as syringing interferes with 
pollination and produces a damp at- 
mosphere which promotes rot, but the 
injury by syringing may be as noth- 
ing compared with that which is 
caused daily by the insects. 
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HARNESS OILING IS 
JOB FOR RAINY DAY 

Little Use in All Kinds of Weather 
Works a Great Change 

in Flexibility. 
Harness oiling is a rainy day job on 

the farm and a regular part of the j 
stable work in the city. 

It’s a vitally necessary part. too. 

There's no trouble about spoiling a 

harness—the question with the horse 
owners is how not to spoil harness. 

A very little use in all kinds of i 
weathers works a great change in the 
Sexibility and “snappiness" of harness 
leather. It gets hard. dry. lifeless— 
crossed and recrossed with little 

; -hecks which eat into the leather and 

| soon bring it to the breaking point 
I ■ Ever}' man who owns or drives a 

i horse knows that the preventive and 
I cure is oiling. 
i • 

Up-to-Date Dairying. 
A visit to a first-class dairy farm 

in these days will show how every 
modern invention is seized upon and 
applied to expedite the business of 
caring for the animals and milk. The 
stables are almost as cleanly as par- 
lors while everything is carried on so 

systematically and methodically that 
there is a great contrast between the 
methods of today and the olden time. 

Most Profitable Hogs. 
Hogs that make the most profitable 

feeders are those that are heavy feed- 
ers, says Professor Samson of Oregon 
Agricultural college. Careful teste 

show poor feeders used 463 pounds of 

feed for each 100 pounds of gain; big 
feeders required only 418 pounds on 

the average. 

Storing Vegetables. 
Late-sown carrots, beets, etc., store 

much better than those which are 

sown early and are too old when 
harvested. j 

MAKE PROFIT WITH 
SHEEP ON ANY FARM 

Properly Cared For, They Have 
Fewer Ailments Than Any 

Other Farm Animal. 

For the man who has rough or poor 
land with short pastures, sheep are 

much more profitable than cattle. 
On a farm of 100 acres or over, it 

pays much better to sell sheep as mut- 
ton instead of stock for other people 
to fatten. 

Sheep should be graded according to 
size, putting the prime ones in a lot to 
be fed by themselves, and if you are 

determined to keep the poor ones put 
them in a different lot and do the 
best you can with them. Better sell 
them, though. 

If your ewes drop their lambs and 
these are in need of attention which 
their mother cannot give them, dilute 
cows’ milk with about one-third wa- 

ter. 
There is nothing better for sheep 

than clover, except possibly alfalfa. 
Some farmers say they do not keep 

sheep because they are subject to 
disease, which is a great mistake; be- 
cause properly cared for sheep have 
fewer ailments than any other farm 
animal. 

No animal op the farm is an dainty 
as the sheep when it comes to drink 
ing water. It must be clean before the 
sheep will touch it. 

If you have had no experience with 
sheep do not buy a ram on your own 

judgment, but get some man who 
owns sheep to buy it for you. And 
don’t be stingy in the matter of price. 

The big fairs are great object les- 
sons which the farmer who tries to 

keep up with the times cannot afford 
to miss. 

If you intend to go into the sheep 
business better go to tho state fair 
this fall. 

CHICKEN DRIVER IS 
NOT HARD TO MAKE 

Simple Palm Leaf Fan Wired to 

Long Stick Will Prove En- 

tirely Satisfactory. 
Not very easy to drive young chick- 

ens where they don't want to go. "Shoo- 

ing” with the apron or throwing up 

the arms only serves to frighten them, 
and rarely accomplishes the object de- 
sired. 

A simple palm leaf fan wired to 
a long stick, used gently, the young 
chicks may be guided in any direc- 
tion, and are never frightened. 

This device is especially good for 
the purpose of driving ducks, as they 
are extremely nervous and easily 
frightened. 

Good Place for Calves. 
The little calves should have a yard 

with some trees in it. Make this yard 
large enough so that the grass will 

grow on it. A dusty road is not 

good for little calves, especially dur 

ing fly time. Have a shady, green 
pasture of good size. The flies will 
not bother calves so much in a pas 
ture of this kind- 

Harbor No Scrubs. 
If yon have not already done so, 

determine to harbor no scrub mala;; 
ob the farm another year. 


