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CHAPTER XVIil—Continued
L

Father Luclen had Jost laid down
his singlestick when a boy brought
him u letter In mo unknown hand-
writing. A letter was an lmportant
avent in the cure's day, He put on his
speciacies, sat down, opened the en-
velope, and began to read,

It was from the priest st 8t. Joseph,
and stated that Nanette Bonnat had
glven him the full story of the adven-
tures upon the isiand, together with
an aceount of the activities of Plerre
and Simeon Duval,

Bad ar Father Luelen had known
conditions at Ste. Marle to be, he had
never guessed at the revelations which
Nanette had made to his confrere,
His Indignation apliled over, and he
paced his study In agitation for wev-
eral minutes. At last, struck with an
insplration, he took up his singlestick,
put en his cap. fur cont., and Enbw
ahoes, and started off toward Bie.
Marie.

It was ahout an hour later when the
few loafers In Simeon's saloon looked
up to see the cure standing In the
doorway. Sinee the lumbermen had
gone Intoe camp for the winter the
glorles of the dance hall had faded
and disappearéd, but Slmeon siill did
a thriving lUquor business, He saw
the cure and cume waddling forward,
his pale blue eyes blinking with mock
bumlility,

“Come wm, father,” he sald suavely.
"We don't often see you here, What
will you bave? A drop of gin? A Ilit-
tle brandy, now® Or maybe you're
looking for some of the girls to dance
with

The men grinned and nudged each
other. It Is not often that one sees &
cure balted.

“You're a sport, father” sald Sim.
eon. “What sort of stick do you eall
that, with a knob each end 7"

“I phall come to that later” an-
swered the cure, "Slmeon, Bimeon, how
often have I spoken to you about the
evil that you are doing here! It I &
statutory offense to sell llgquor with-
out a. license, but it Is an offense
against God to run this sort of place,
Blmeon, for the good of your soul, will

not close down this place and

d a different Vife?"

The mild words and humble attl-
ture of the old priest were so comienl
that nobody could conceal his amuse-
moent any longer. A roar of laughter
ahook the shack., Simeon yawned.

“I'l think sbout my soul when I'm
#ick.,” he answered.

“You may be very slck at any mo-
ment, Simeon, without expecting 1t

“I'll take the chances of that" an-
swered Slmeon,

“Simeon, T am growing tired of
spenking to you. De you koow that
your house ls a plague-spot In this vil-
lage? Simeon, for the last time, won't
you close up for good and all?”

“Ab, father, you mean all right”
sald Simeon, “but that's your job, 1
bet you're just as much a sport as
aaybody here, If only you let yourself
go. Come on now, and get Into m
game with us”

“Simeon,” sald Father Luclen, “you
were asking me about this stick, I'll
show you what It's for, Look!"

Smack | went the hazel knob on Sim-
won's head,

Bimeon was so flabbergasted that
he fell back agalnst the plank table.

(Smack, Bmack!) “Are You Going to
Closs DownT™

Aa for the cure, he seemed transfg-

mred. Holding the singlestick in the

‘middle, he twirled it untll It looked

Mke & kuobby streak of Mght, while he
pirouetted llke a dervish

I» reality he was golog through the

t foot exerclse marked com-

“Come on, Slmeon,” sald Father Lu-
elen, ficking him across the nosd,

which Instantly beesme ensunguined, )

Whh a howl of wrath Slweon came
forward, and the slnglestick descended
lq- his head with a thud that was
. mpelghbors  mald  afterward,
across the street. Anotber thud from
; and Slmeon was blink-

“Get up, Simeon : I'm golng to cure
your soul,” sald the cure. “Are you
going to close down?"

Simeon struggled to his knees, With
an unwonted agility he dodged the sin-
glestick (movement 19 had always
bothered the core) and rushed forward
with arms extended, llke a bear. But
Father Juclen lhand movement 17 pat,
and movement 17 Is  especially de-
gigned for this. FPlacing the right toe
nguinst the left heel, he made a half
turp. Smack! Simeon was reclining
agninst the counter, his hands over his
head, snd blood streaming through his
fingers,

“Simeon, Slmeon."
(smack, smack!)
close down?”
Simeon lifted up his volee In a long,
melancholy howl., He struggled feeb-
Iy to his feet, and instantly went down
agaln under a terrific blow across the
right ear (movement 22A),

“In your soul better, Simeon?" nsked
Futher Luclen,

Simeon blinked np into the ring of
faces about him, It was an extraor-
dinary thing. but, though everybody
seemed very much Interested In his
predieament, nobody showed any signs
of Interfering to help him. Publle
opinion was very fickle in Ste. Marle.
“Now you may get up, Slmeon,”
anld the cure, and Slmeon hastened to
obey. His eyes traveled quickly lo
the direction of an empty brandy hot-
tle upon the counter. If he could get
It Into his hand. $

Smack! went the singlestick, and
Simeon wns down again with a roar
like n polesxed buoll.
“What did you do
whimpered.

“T'm helpilng you the best way |
know, Simeon," answered the cure
mildly. “Are yon going to close down?"
“T'tl Hhave you arrested” Slmeon
velled, “I'll write to the bishop about
yow."

Crnsh went the singlestick, “Are
you golng to have me arrested? in.
quired Father Luglen,

“No." mutterad Simeon, covering his
henad with his hands,

Crash! Simeon's hands flew apart
a8 If they were attached to springs,
"Are you golng to write to the bish-
op? asked the cure.

“No. For God's sake let me go,
you d—— bully !"

Simeon snatched at the knob on the
end of the slnglestick nearest him. but
movement 4 provides for that, and the
erack of a broken flnger wus distinetly
nudible to the Intensely Interested
speetntors,

“When are you going to clogs down,
Simeon?" demanded Father Luclen,
standing over the prostrate liguor
seller,

“At once!"” yellad S8imeon, bursting
Into tears. “For God's sake don't hit
me again ™

Slmeon looked so abject that the
cure had not the heart to continue his
punishment, He looked about him. A
singlestick describes a cirele having a
radius of seversl feet. Exercise 2
cleared the counter In a Jiffy, leaving
n wreck of reeking spirits nnd broken
glags,

When the cure turned upon the en-

thusinstic, shouting throng, the grins
died off their faces.
“(iet out of hore, my children!" he
shouted, And, twirling his singlestick
with Indescribable velocity, he brought
it down om one head after another,
much as #e might strike a row of
fence posts, The terrible Implement
seemed to fiv in all directions at the
same time, Father Luclen cracked the
lnst man across the shoulders and sent
him fiylug Into the street

"For God's sake don't lenve me
alone in here with him!* moaned 8im-
eon from the floor.

Father Luclen eame back and stood
over him, twirllng his  sluglestick
meditatively. At iast he Iald it down
upon the counter,

“1t's all right, Simeon, my son" he
sald gently. “1 think I've cured you
now. I'm going to hear yvour confes-
slon, A mwan never knows when he's
golng to be sick, Simeon, Let me hear
you say your Act of Contrition, If yon
huven't forgotten It"

“Walt & wioute,” pleaded Simeon.
YAre you golng to see my brother
Louls afterward?’

“I've seen him," answered the cure.

“And Jean Poullot, and Albert
Drouin, and George Molsan, and—"

the cure
going to

wald
“are yon

that for?™ he

“I'm going to" replied the cure
grimly. So Simeon, with &8 new ex-
pression of gratification, eame back

into the church

When, Afteen minutes later, Futher
Lucten emerged from the shanty, Ste,
Murle was an extraordinary sight,
Every drink-shop had locked up, thelr
owners had fed, and the streets were
phcked with crowds which, at the sight
of the priest, set up a yall of delight.
The women pressed about him, sob-
bing thelr gratitude. 1t was with dif.
flculty that he could make bls way
through the feminine bodwguard thnt
accompanied blm along his way, and
after he had persunded them to go
home the distant cheering still rang in
hir ears,

“1 sonll come back every woek," was
Father Lucien's Iast promise to Nte
Marie, *I shall break the head of
every man who has brandy In his
bouse.”

“God bleas you, father.” came back
from a hundred thronts,
And, belng at last satisfied that Ste.

ever likely to be, Father Lucien took
the homeward road to St, Bonlface
again,

the village when he encountered Lafe.

“Hello, Father Lucy! Where do
you come from?" asked the latter,

“I've Just been paying a pastoral
vigit to Ste. Marie,” sald the cure de-
murely,

Lafe stared at bim.
call that? he demanded,

“That I= a singlestick”™
ther Luclen, "It is a good exerciser
for old men like vou and me, Lafe™

“Sort of lUght double elub.” sald
Lafe. “What's that halr on the end,
father? Say, that looks ke hlood,
don't 1t

“That s Simeon Duval’'s” the cure
answered, “You see, Mr., Lafe--"
Lufe stopped short. “Father Luecy,
d'you meun to tell me you've knocked
out Simeon?

“I'ty afrald so, Mr. Lafe. T conldn't
get into hig soul In any other way.
But I'm getting there, Next time I
shnll have learned some more oxer
clees, and then—"

“You closed up Ste. Marle?”
“Well, for the present. yes™
mitted the cure. “But next time—"

“Shake, father,” sald Lafe, stretch-
ing out his hand. “By George, you do
get resuits after all when yon start
in. But why didn’t you do that be-
fore?”

“It wns your friend, Monsieur As-
kew, who put the thought Inte my
head,” sald Father Luclen, “By the
winy, Mr. Lafe, I have a letter from a
friend In 8t, Joseph"

“St. Joseph? Why,
Nanetfe Bonnat—"
“Precisely, And she has told every-
thing about the wvislt to the Island,
concerning which, as you are aware,
Muademolselle Rosny—"
Liafe shook his head.
use, father," he sald.
her and told her.
yarn ain't true. But she's like all
them Rosnys. She hates herself so
much hecause she knows It ain't troe
that she hates him more. And he's
golng to leave 8t. Boniface."

“Pat, tut!” sald the cure. *Mr®
Lafe,” he added serionsly, “we must
stop this. It Is not for me to Inter-
fore, but at least the truth should he
known, T am golng to see the girl Ma-
rie Dupont.”

“I'm golng that wey.” sald Lafe. “I'll
go with youn, I'm Hlilary Askew's
friend, And I'm uneasy about him.
I've Just been to the camp, and they
tell me he's gone hack to St. Boniface."

It was growing dark, The two set
out with quickened pace, hut It was
quite dark before they saw the cot-
tages of St. Bonlface hefore them. As
the wharf eame Into view Lafe uttered
un exclamntion.

“The schooner's gone!" he erled.
“"Whose. Mr, Lafe?"

"“The captain’s, That other one's
Inld up for the season. I hope to God
Hilary aln't done anything foolish and
slipped the cable.”

They almost ran to the captaln’s
house, The Interior was dark, save
for the dull flicker from the stove.
The cure flung the door open, ‘They
heard a sobbing within, Carefully Fa-
ther Lucien struck a mateh and 1t the
lamp, disclosing Marle Dupont kneel-
Ing, her fuce in her hands, beside the
vinbers, She looked up with an ex-
pression of utter despair,

“Where is thy father?

“He has sailed, with Leblane and
Plerre, and Monsleur Askew is sboard,
und Madelgine Rosny—"

“What!" khouted the cure, pulling
her to her feet. “Thou art dreaming,
chila

"They plunned to kill Mongieur As-
kew, I went to mademoiselle, nand we
drove to the wharf. She sprang
aboard, and the ship salled, half an
hour ugo. They will kill them."

Father Luclien went white und began
to tremble, “Marle Dupont, swear to
me—" he begun.

“Ah, mon Dleun, it Is true.
iti*

“Why didn't thou come to me?"

“1 wus afrald.”

The cure translated to Lafe
she speaks the truth—" he begun,

“It Is true, 1 guess” aald Lafe.
“Quick, father, let's get the other
schooner and go after them. It's our
only chance. T'll go. Darn Iit, If they
hurt & halr of Hilary's head, or—or
mwademolselle's, 171 send the gang to
hell I erled Lafe, half sobblng

“But It 18 Impossible!™ cried
cure, “Who will sall her?

“Come with me, father,” fdnswered
Lafe, a flicker of whimsieality appear-
Ing on his face, n8 In sueh moments,
“1 guess I'm In charge now, see? Let's
go to the store.”

There were the usus! loafers Inslde.
Yex, It was true the schooper had
shlled, and it had surprised every-
body, because Captaln Dupont  had
announced that he waonld wot sall for
some days, And he had ot his erew
behiind. But then evory
that he was ga'ng out of his mind

Lafe cut the shurt.  “Ask
them who enn sall the schooner.” he

“What d'von

ad-

that's where

“It nin't any
“1 been to see
She knows that

I swear

“yf

the

aons

Eossips

sald to the cure,

Marie was closed as tightly as it was | derstood the

sald Fa- |

knew |

Only one man could sall the schoon-
or through the lce, All the rest were
in the wnmln.umn-}lurlo Baptiste un-

st and the currents,

“Where s ha?

The storekesper shrugged his shoul-
ders. “"He was here half an hour ago

He went through the Himits Instead | to buy more traps, but he has gone
of mlong the shore, and was pearing | Into the woods again—"

At that Instant Baptiste entered the
store, saw Lafe, and scowled,

“This trap Is broken—" he began,
holding It up for the storekeeper to
view It,

The cure pounced on him. “Baptiste,
come with me. Thou dost not go into
the woods tonight. Thou must take
us aboard the schooner—"

Baptiste's jaw fell, *“Mon pere, It s
Imposeible” he stammered

“Dupont hag gone—"

"Gone?" c¢ried Baptiste, running to
the doar.

e cure followed
thon
him,
'rew

him. “Baptiste,
must sail the schooner nnd find

He 18 mad. He has left his
belilnd him and taken Leblanc
and Plerre. And Mademolselle Rosny
1% In their hands—"

“What?" shouted Baptiste.
At once I go—"

“And Monsleur Askew, whom they
have gworn to murder—"

“1 do not go,” sald Jean Baptiste,
and stopped dead,

The cure caught him by the arm.,
“Listen to me, Jean, His life and that
of Mademolselle Rosny are perhaps at
stake.”

“l do not go!" eried Baptiste again,
and snatched up his trap, He strode
to the door and turned fercely upon

“I go.

“But When God Calls a Man to Duty,
He Must Obey.”

Father Luelen, who followed him, "“Let
him dle!™ he shouted, “You know,
mon pere, you know what he has done
to me and mine!"

Lafe, who understood hurdly a word
of this colloquy, caught a preclse sense
of what Baptiste was saying, partly of
the gestures, but more by his faculty
brought out through dialogues on
many evenings with his friend Trem-
blay. He togged at the cure's arm.

“Tell him that story ain't true, fa-
ther,” he sald, “"That's what's worry-
Ing him*

But Father Luclen resufoed, as If he
hnd not heard:

“Kven so0, Jean, Mademoiselle Ros-
ny's life, perhaps, is In danger. And
even If that were not so, thon must
return good for evil, Else his blood Is
upon thee,'

“Let it be there! T wonld have killed
him, only they pulled me away.,"

“It 1a thy duaty, my son,” sald the
cure gquletly, “It Is a hard test, Jean,
but when God calls & wan to duty, he
must ohey,

Baptiste began to bresk down, “Ah,
mon pere, you #ask me the hardest
thing In my life,” he groaned. “In

the forests | have seen his face before
me. | have dreamed that I had him
by the throat, and started up with joy.
I have struggled, and 1 have contrived
to fight down my desire to slay him.
And now you tell me I must sove him,
No, no, mon pere. Save the girl—yeos,
But let some one else sall the schoon-
er.”

“Say, Father Lucy, why don't you
explain to him that that yarn's a lle?”
persisted Lafe,

But agaln the cure
“We shall sall

lgnored him.
AN woOn B8 possible,
Jean.” he sald. “Go back to the store
and instruct the storekeeper to tele-
phone to the crew—Drouln 18 one, and
the others T do not know, And then
return to me."

Jean-Baptiste stood like a statue. He
hung his head, muttering. Then, slow-
ly. he ralsed it and smiled Into the
cure's face,

“Enough,
gEravely.

“Well, 'm darned I exelalmed Lafe.
“"Say, father, why didn't you tell him
It whasn't true, that story?™

then, T go he sald

The cure smiled whimsieally and
Inid Wiy bhand om Lafe's shoulder.
“Ah, Mr. Lafe.” he answered, “when

exareise will enre o paralyzod b, we
ilov not wse the cruteh”™

Lafe stard at him, And slowly he
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| begun to understand, Father Luriw‘ll

By VICTOR ROUSSEAU

ways were often inscrutable, but some-
how he got there In the end,

“By jJing, you're a brick, father!™ he
erigd, striking the priest between the
shoulders. “And, say! I tuke it all
back—everything! Go on and bless
the cabbages. Go on praying out fires
Go on, go on! You've got the knack
somehow—only 1I'm—1'm Jinged if 1
see how you do (it tHl it's all over!”

Baptiste, who had been telephoning
insfde the store, came out. “Drouln
and Lachance will be at the wharf in
fifteen minutes, Monsieur Tessler,” he
sald,

The cure nodded and took Baptiste
by the arm. The three began to stroll
toward the wharf. When they arrived
at the wharf-head, however, Inuleg;l
of proceeding townrd the schooner the
cure led the way, still holding Bap-
tiste, roward Dupont's cottage. Bap
tiste stopped near the door, -

“Where nre you taking me, Father

Luclen?' he asked, "1 do not go
there.”
And, as the cure seemed bent on

proceeding Inside, he wrested himself
away.

“No, mon pere,” he snld firmly, *1
have obeyed thee once tonight, but
now thou askest what I8 beyond thy
right or power. 1 do not enter there."

“My son,” answerad the priest,
“sinee thou hast chosen rightly
night, 1 tell thee now that that story
was pot true, It was Plerre and Les
blane who took Marie Dupont to the
Island, ‘and Monsleur Askew and Mon-
gleur Connell here found her and
gaved her from them, and brought her
home, In my pocket I have a letter.
Tomorrow thou shalt read it and un-
derstand."

“Mon pere!"” stammered
and began to tremble,

‘Learn it from her lips.'

“Mon pere, I'do not go Inside that
house, If it is true, I am not worthy.
Besldes, she hates me, nnd —"

St holding his arm the cure opened
the door. “Marie Dupont!" he ealled.

The girl stumbled toward the door,
gaw Baptiste at the cure's side, and
n\.-red a frightened ery.

iather Luclen took Jean Baptiste by
the arm and led him Into the house,
He closed the door gently, but not
before Lafe had seen Murie In Jenn's

Baptiste,

.

arms. Lafe swore softly.

“What's the muatter, Mr. Lafe?"
asked Father Lucle

“Nothing,” auswered Lafe shortly.

“l was just thinking of Shoeburyport,
Mass., that's all, You wouldn't under-
stand, At least—"

He looked nt the cure, and then It
oceurred to him that he was viewing
him from an entirely different angle.
For the first time In their acquaintance
it occurred to him that Father Lucien
was really & man undernenth his long
soutane,

When, a few minutes late, the priest
opened the door, Marle and Jeun came
tforward with linked arms, and thelr
expressions were transformed. Jean
grasped Lafe by the hand and looked
at him earnestly, but did not say a
word,

“Come now.” sald the cure. “The
men are walting on the wharf for us.
Bon soir, Marie.”

“I go with Jean,” said the girl

CHAPTER XVIIL,
The Rescue.

Out of the darkness a little Hght be-
gan to glow, It shone and sparkled,
und suddenly raced skyward, disclos-
Ing the outlines of the schooner
stranded upon the edge of the fce field,

Baptiste drove hls vessel stralght
toward It, running upon the gale, The
little group upon the deck watched In
terror a8 the fames spread, until i
could be seon that they enwrapped the
entire fore part of Dupont's schooner,

Dupont, in his madness, evading
Broussean, had set fire to the lumber
with the ald of the petroleum kegs
which he earried in the hold. And
Brousseau, at the whesl, wus striving
desperntely to run the burning vessel
back iInto open water and cust her
upon the leefree shore of the south
pussage, beyond the point. In his
fear he had forgotten Madelelne and
Hilary

As Madelelne erouched on the lee,
siill frantically endeavoring to recall
Hllary to consclonsness, the thinning
mists rolled back, Looming up out of
the darkness, and approgching rapidly,
wis the second schooner., At the same
time voices halled them. They had
been seen.

Broussesu, upon the poop, yelled In
answer, And he hegan to mun to and
fro in his excitement, possessed oonly
by the fear of death by fire,

The flames spread. The cabin was
now Involved, and a great column of
smoke was shooting skyward, carrylng
with a fery spark cloud.

Dupon came out of the smoke, his

face alight with fanatic madness, He
caught him by the arm,
“Seée the fine fire!" he shouted. “He

won't get out of that In a hurry. 1
told her that I would give her his life
for the name, but T have not got the
name. The name! What is 1t? The
nnme ™

His volee rang out across the heav-
Ing water, and, us he ealled, Baptiste
swung down the wheel, und the second
ship glided alongside and passed.

It drove off loto the distunce, driven

Hlustrations by Irwin Mpyers
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by the whipping wind, but not before
Dupont's words had been heard.

lirom the group upon Baptiste's ship
A figure disengaged lherself and
stopped forward, It was Marie Do
pont. She polsed herself upon the
deck, nnd her voice rang out above
the gale and the sea.

“T glve you the name,” she cried.
“It is Edouard Brousseau. It is he,
and I give you my secret which 1 bave
borne all my life. Take 1t!"

She fell back Into Baptiste's arme.
And It seemed as If, with the breaking
of the inhibition, her past life, with
Itn feare and terrors, was melted into
the life of happiness that was to be,

Dupont had heard her, For a mo-
ment they could see the-tall figure of
the old man, with his wind-tossed halr
and heard, standing as if petrified
apon hig blazing deck. Then he cried
out like n sereaming sea-bird, and his
arms closed about the man at his slde.

As Baptiste turned and tacked It
conld be seen that the old man was
holding Brounssean with one arm, As
ensily ax If he hald a ¢hild, while his
free hand controlled the wheel agaln,
Whnt reserveir of strength he drew
upon, what mirmele of seamanghip,
eontld never bhe known. But, as if na-
ture were alding him, a veering gust
cuught the =alls, and with a backward
movement the schooner began to glide
through the entrance of the lce fleld
Intoopen water,

The fire was all about them, Scereams
came from the rlm\r?mi ship, but they
came from PBrousseau, stroggling In
Dupont’'s arms. Not a sound ecame
from the captaln’a lips, *

The vessel galned her freedom, she
turned nand began to drive eastward,
toward the Gulf and its open water,
Faster and faster she went as the wind
compelled her, The horrified watchers
upon the deck of Baptiste's schooner
snw the bhluzing vessel glide into the
distance, a blazing eomet, and Dupont,
blnck against the heart of the fire, and
Broussean In his arms,

- - ] - L] . L]

Little was afterward remembered
concerning the rescue. Bot from that
night legends hegan to spread along
both shores ; Of Baptiste's senmanshlip, .
and of Hilary, who, single-handed,
saved the heiress of the seignory from
Brousseanu and the two outlaws.

But none of the prinelpals In thess
events eare overmuch to dwell upon
them, even in memory. And, though
memories live long In silence, gossip
soon dles.  All this is becoming a loeal
legend, such as mothers tell to thelr
hahies.

But the 8t. Bonlface mill now hums
from dawn till dark, and the asbestos
mine has hronght in 1ts workers and
made St. Bonlface quite a flourishing
viliage in the north country.

Twice a month, when he pays his
pastoral visit, you mny see Father
Lucten, 1111 hale and strong, patrolling
Ste, Marle with a ecurlous hazel stick,
fashloned with s knob at each end;
and It {8 said that Ste, Marle s one of
the best parishes on the north shore.

On Sundays, seated In the parish
church, may be geen Simeon Duwal,
nodding his hepd approvingly as, point
by point, the cure takes up his de-
nunciation of liquor selling. For Fa-
ther Luclen renlly reached Simeon's
sonl with his hazel stick,

Marie has the hest house in the vil-
Inge, for Baptiste does a thriving trade
earrying the 8t, Boniface lumber,

Hete Is Clarice, whd looks, somehow,
just as one might have expected from
Lafe's descriptions.

*He wouldn't come home." she says
to Hilury, “go I had to come after him.
But he's coming home next October, to
gee his children and the new house”

“Booght and pald for"” sald Lafe.
“Yes, | guess that's correct, Mr., As-
kew, Though I'll he bark some day to
see you all, It aln’t so bad, this coun-
try—except for that plok and hlack
poreh Baptiste's put on his house,
Darn him, what did he want to do that
for? 1 tell yon how it Is;: These peo-

I ple can't help breaking out somewhere

nnd somehow ; it's in thelr blood, that's
what It Is"

But In hig heart he knows that the
winter will see him back in 8t. Boni-
fuod

Mapdeleine smiles, and puts her arm
through Hlary's,

THE END.

Wage Successful War on Pest.

The worst enemy of the grape grow.
ers In Californla Is a minute Insect
called the “thunder fiy,"” because (t ap
pears In greatest numbers in hot and
sultry weather, when thunder storms
are frequent, A man out there has ln-
vented & suction apparatus, with a teq-
horsepower blower, that Is placed on
wheels and driven through the vine
vards, harvesting the pests from ths
vines as it goos nlong. It Is sald te
work very successfully.

Marmot Skins in Demand.

A large business Is done In Man-
churian marmot skins. The marmot Is
very mueh llke n woodchuck, but it pos
sesses a flner coat than does our wood-
chuck. Thousands of these skins are
shipped from ports in northern Man-
churin by parcel post through the
Japanese post officé, but skins of the
cheaper grade are forwarded by
freight Io the usual way.




