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CHAPTER VIL—Continued.

He dropped her into a fauteuil. The
whole company surrounded her, pale
and aghast. In blackened shreds, her
burned draperies fell away. The man
who owned the cloak loosened it, and
showed her to them all, scorched, col-
orless, pale with pain, but making not
a sound.

“Good heaven! what
they cried.

She looked only at the tall, gray-
haired figure who stood regarding her
compasaionately.

“My poor child, you are suffering!"
he sald. “Let me ke you home at
once and call a physiclan.”

“You, too, are burned,” she answer-
ed. “Look at your hands.”

“Don't mention it. I am a strong
man—you a child. Will you come at
once? Shall I take you in my arms?”

In rushed the manager.
her hurts for a moment—
can you not?’ he cried. “They in-
sist upon seeing her—they are quite
wild, in fact.”

Paulette started
little scorched hands,

«7 will not go on!" she cried. *I
have looked my last upon them. Did
you hear them hiss me tonight? They
shall never see me again—never!”

The manager stared.

“You can't mean that! You are ex-
cited, Miss Rale. Hear them! They'll
pull the house down!™

“Let them!” she answered. “lI am
going home—do you hear?—going
home! Good-night!"

“But the piece can't go on till you're
shown,” cried the distracted manager.

“T will not! I will not! Tell them
I am sick—dead! Tell them I will
never play before them again—never!
1 will starve in the street first!” With
dark, dilateq eyes, with yellow hair
flying, she rushed to the man who had
brought her off the stage. “Take me
away!” she cried, wildly. “I cannot
breathe this air a moment longer. Oh,
brave, good hands that fought death
for me tonight, take mo away! Bave
me! 1 will not o on there, I tell you!
1 shall fall dead before them all!™

By the thunder of heaven! No, you
shall mot!” he answered, and wrapped
her quickly In the cloak which had
already done such good service, and
without another word, hurried her out
of the green-room and down the staira
to the street below.

“Your home—where ig it?" he de-
manded.

She gave him the street and num-
ber, holding helplessly to him as they
stood in the cold winter night on the
jcy pavement. Curiously the street
lamp dipped and danced before her
sight. Far off, as from a star, she
heard the man with the eagle beak and
gray mustaches say:

“Bless my soul, girl, you are ill!"

After that a frightful thunder,
which must have been the carriage
wheels, pounded her ear-drums likea
Vulean's hammer. Then Paulette was
no longer Paulette at all, but a bit of
thistle-down fanned by hot winds
through infinite space—desert winds,
scorching simoons that burned and
blistered her with their breath. A Ilit-
tle while and she was a leaf strugglingz
in & whirlpool, and then a buoy, beaten
and lost on an ink-black sea. Ages
rolled over her, and again she was hu-
man, with veins full of fire instead of
blood; she was falling down abysses
without end, and Megrim’'s wrinkles
looked up at her from infinite depths
below, and then the face of the man
who had saved her at the play, and
then Varneck's, pale and bloody, and,
last of all, the dark, dreadful one of
St. John. These also passed, and she
was dead—an atom floating to meet
the sun leagues up in heaven and a
great peace came over her, and then
she heard a volce—the same tnat she
had heard before, as from a star, and
it said: “Will she live?”

Another volce answered, “We will
hope so. She has youth and a good
constitution.”

Terrible days.

Out of a face thin and white as a
snowflake, Paulette's eyes opened one
fine morning on actual life once more.
Two persons stood whispering by her
bed. One was Megrim; the other a
tall, iron-gray man, with a front like
Jupiter. In a thin rasping voice she
called out to him, querulously:

“Oh, you are here, are you? I left
you down there in the pit. Very per-
gistent of you! Besides, yvou haven't
yet told me your name.”

He leaned over and looked down on
the sick little creature,

“Ah, monsieur general,
ter!” sald Megrim.

“Dose her off to sleep,” he answer-
ed, gruffly, which Megrim immediately
did, and a great slumber settled down,
soothing and sweet, upon Paulette.

an escape!”

up, clinching her

she is bet-

From that hour he was continually
coming and going before her—this
great, strange man, whom Megrim

called “monsieur general."”

“Is that your name?” Paulette quiv-
ered one day as he stood at the foot
of her bed, looking down on her.

“You may call me what you like," he

answered, indulgently. “My name Is
Gullte.”

“Do you live here?” like a curious
child.

“No,” he replied, in the same tone;
“many miles away, in Maryland.”

“So far!" she =ighed. “What, then
are you doing In this place?

“Taking care of you,” he said, smi!-
inz.

“l have been sick, I suppose?”

“Very sick."”

“You don't see a hand mirror any-

where about, do you?"

He tossed over some articles on a
table, found one and brought it to her.
She took It with a trembling hand,
looked and saw a little white face,
with enormous eves staring out from
its hollow oval and short, yellow hair
curling round It in babyish rings.

“I wasn't scarred, then?” she shiv-
ered.

“Not at all,” said he.
She dropped the glass and relapsed
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into silence. Presently monsieur the

general vanished, and Megrim entered.
“Sit down, sald Paulette; *“I want

to talk with vou. 1 have been sick

for weeks, 1 suppose?”

“Qul.”

waAnd sickness is expensive, as I

learneq in poor papa’s time. I3 there
any money in the purse?”

“Not a sou.”

The little sick mouth dropped dubi-
ously.

“But 1 seem to fare sumptuously,
Megrim, and the roof still covers us.
How Is that?”

“Monsleur the general,” sald Megrim,
laconically.
“What!
“Qul.”
Shes was sllent a space, staring up
at the blank wall.

“What news have you heard, Me-
grim, since I have lain here?”

“] have heard, mademoiselle, that
monsieur who was shot has recovered
enough to leave the city. I have heard
his rich mother came in haste to take
him far hence from You. Nothing
more, mademoiselle.”

A spesm contracted the thin faceof
the little convalescent.

“Think! there waa another person.”
“I have seen no other—heard of no
other, mademoiselle. Monsleur the
manager came—I told him you were
fll. Monsieur the general came also.
Ah, mon Dieu! What should I have
done but for him?"

“He Is rich, 1 suppose?’ sald Pau-
lette. *

“Sans doute. He has blue blood also,
and he is a hero—he has been in the
war.”

“I will try,” faltered the little sick
creature, with her thin hands pressed
to her head—“I will try and think
what is to be done, Megrim,”

The next day she begged to be tak-
en up and placed in a chair by the
fire. She was moping forlorn over the
coals, her wasted little figure half lost
in the wrapper flung around it, her
smooth brows knit, her dubious mouth
drawn down, when the door opened
and General Guilte appeared, swart
and tall, on the threshold.

“What! up and dressed?” he began,
entering briskly. “Good! And what
are we doing, pray? Not crying?”
“No,” she echoed, “not cryirg.”

He paused by the fire, and looked
down on her like a cedar of Lebanon
on some lily of the field.

“But we are, though!”
“Don't contradict. We are
spirits—we are crying!”

He does it?”

he cried.
out of

She shook her head. He regarded
her with something very like grim
humor.

“] have been prying into your his-
tory,” he said, in a dry voice, “and I
find you are what people call alone In
the world, my dear.”

“True,” she answered.

“And tired of the stage? I think I
heard you say as much the night I
first saw you."

“All the old spirit has gone out of
me!"” she cried, atriking her thin hands
together. “I could not act now to
save myself from starving.

“Then let me put the case,” said he,
surveying her from under his bleached
brows. “By the thunder of heaven,
you cannot be left to your own re-
sources since you have none—am I
not right when I say you have none?"

She nodded again, and mournfully.

“I am a desolate old man,” he went
on, slowly; “the last of a bad stock;
there's but one person living in whose
veina my blood flowa.  Life at Hazel
Hall, especially with Hilda, Is gloomy

as death. 1 would be glad to see there
once more something Dbright and
cheery and young—something like

you, my dear.”

He stretched out to her suddenly his
two strong old hands.

“A look in your face, so like another
face 1 once knew, has touched me to
the heart. Come girl! from this hour,
if you will, enter on a new life—be-
come the child of my adoption—the
child of my old age.”

Weak as she was, she sprang up In
her chair, staring at him blankly.

“Do you mean it? Can you mean
it?" she cried.

“Surely. Do vou not owe your life
to me? A man always feels kindly to-
ward the thing he has befriended. I
came to the north on business, It Is
now aeccomplished, and I return to
Maryland. But I shall place you for a
time In the convent school of St. Cath-
erine—you see that I have thought the
matter over before today, and already

planned your future. Forget your
past life. To Hilda and all others you
will be my ward, left in trust by a

save us both
Will you hu-
Paulette?

dead friend—this will
from curlous questions.
mor an old man's whim,
Will you come?

“Will T come?" she echoed. “Oh,
vou mock me! Will one who is drown-
ing accept a hand thrust out to save
him? Oh, gladly, joyfully! and I blesa
you for it—I bless you for it!™

She ran to him like a child and kiss-
ed his hand and fell at his knee and
told over the story of her life—how
Jean Rale had found her years before
on the Beverly rocks: how he had
trained her for the stage and died.
One thing only she omitted—St. John's
name and her fatal marriage. This
she could not bring her pale lips to
tell. He listened kindly.

“My poor child,” he said, “forget it
all, as I told you, and begin another
and happler life. Of the scandal which

filled the city weeks ago | neither ask

nor care. Thiz child-fuce of yours
gives it the lie direet—let us never, on
any pretense, mention it. We must
leave the city as soon as you can
travel. Rest easy, and grow stronz
with all apeed—your future is now set-
thed.”

She paled a trifle under his earnest
eves,  Could she open her heart to him
further—Ilay bare to him its one great
svceret,  She thought of the vow she

had made St. John. Her cold lips re-

mained dumb,

“1 will love you always—I will bless

PEARY’S EXPLORATION PARTY AND CREW—SCENES ON ONE OF HIS PREVIOUS POLAR TRIPS.

In the sclence of warfare there s an old trulsm to the effect that it takes a more skiliful general to conduct a
retreat than an advance. Robert E. Peary, the arctic explorer, always has kept his retreat in mind when making
an advance on the pole; hence the food depots and caches he has established on each of his up journeys. When he
was last in the arctics prior to his discovery of the pole these caches of food undonbtedly saved his party from
starvation, for along the course he took there was little game to be found. These pictures show a food cache
in the snow and one of the dog trains that tbe explorer used in his hike to the “farthest north.” Anthony Fialn's
party doubtless would have perished but for the supply of food which the Duke of the Abruzzi left when he ad-
vanced toward the pole and retreated over another route. Dr. Cook was so lightly equipped on his polar dash that
he ran out of food before he reached the game country on his return. He and his Hskimos were without food for
three days and for weeks had only the scantlest rations. :

o

you with my latest breath,” was all
she said. i 1y
When he had left her Paulette hur-
ried to her little escritoire, took from
it St. John's portrait and her certifi-
cate of marriage, and white and shak-
ing, carried them to the hearth. Her
black eyes flashed, her little figure
seemed to grow tall as she stood.

“I will begin a new life,” she mur-
mured. “I will forget everything;
why should I not? He has forgotten
and forsaken me.”

She tore the certificates in shredsand
tossed it in the grate, She cast the
portrait after, without so much as a
glance at the face it held. She drew
a deep breath, as if throwing off a
heavy burden. :
“Perish,” she muttered, “the only
proof of a great folly! Yes, I am free,
for now no soul will ever know it—no
living soul beneath the sun!™

CHAPTER VIIL

Dr. Philip Gower walked up the
village street, opened the gate of his
trim garden, and between rows of
aprouting box advanced along the path
to his white cottage. It was in the
twilight of a spring day. A window
of the modest dwelling stood open, and
beside it sat a woman in a mourning
dress, with some light sewing lying in
her lap, gazing anxlously out on him.
It was Dimple.

As his hand touched the door she
started up, thrust her book aside and
flew to meet him. She put her two
hands on his arm and stared up in his
face with dllating eyes,

“Has it come?" she asked, breath-
lessly.

“Yes,"” he anawered. “Yes, yes, thank
God!" And he drew her gently back
into the room and closed the door.

They sat duown side by side in the
window. Her breath came In gasps.
She was trembling from head to foot.
The doctor's face, too, was like asnes,

“Here,” he sald, quickly, and drew
from the pocket of his coat a letter;
“It i3 your turn to open it this year,
Dimple,”

Making no sound, but with a strain-
ed, white face she snatched it from his
hand, tore off the corner of the en-
velope, drew out a slip of paper and
read as follows:

“How long will you keep silent?
Where is the child? Answer, and then,
and not till then, shall you hear tid-
ings of that which you have lost.”

The paper fluttered from Dimple's
hand. She flung her arms around the
doctor's neck.

“She is alive, then!" she cried, wild-
ly. *S8he is still alive, my poor dar-
ling!"™

His worn face worked. He picked
up the scrawl—read it through him-
self eagerly, hungrily. Then sat
lent, held it in his hand, Dimple's arms
tightening about him, Dimple's face
hidden on his breast.

“Yea," he answered, heaving a great

sl-

sigh. “Thank heaven; yes. Is not this
the same as all others?”

“Word for word.”

“Our enemy does not design to
waste consolation on us. Let us add

it to its fellows—come."

They rose together and went to an
old desk in a corner of the room. The
doctor opened a drawer in which lay
a package of letters, the exact coun-
terpart of the one he held in his hand.
Dimple loosened, with a tremulous
touch, the ribbon which bound them.
She counted them over one by one.

“Fourteen!"” she said, piteously, “and
every one received on Moppet's birth-
day! Oh, Phillp! do you think our
enemy Knows it is her birthday?"

“Not likely,” he answered, “because
it is also the annlversary of her loss."

lived without her fourteen years. She
is sixteen today, Philip.”
He did not answer. They stood, side
by side, leaning over the old desk, the
strange letters spread before them.
Fourteen years have not changed them
greatly. The doctor Is still shabby
and poor and hard-worked. He I3
somewhat gray, and there are deep
lines In his patient face, although he
is stlll what one would call a young
man.

As for Dimple, as long a3 she lives,
suffering or otherwise, she can never
be anything but a falr, sweet woman,
Her wonderful hair, in which Moppet
used to play, is stlll bright and abund-
ant. No dimples show In her face
now, because she never smiles; but In
her sober, black dress, which she haz
always worn since her child’s loss,
with her falr hair and her melancholy
blue eyes, she looks unutterably sad
and unutterably lovely.

To this pair the fourteen years
mean one long, ceaseless search, hope
continually baffled, pain and yearning
and bitterness without end. The four-
teen letters in the old desk bear tha
post-mark of as many different places.

Wily is the foe with whom they
have to deal. Every year a new ad-
dress is appended to the cruel, monot-
onous scrawl which comes to prick at
their sore wound. The doctor has
wasted his strength and living in the
search, offered rewards, sought again
and again to entrap his baffling enemy
through the medium of these same
letters; but all in vain. Fourteen
years; and he is still childless, and
Moppet is still, as it seema, forever
lost.

“And to think,” says Dimple, touch-
ing the letters with her trembling
hand—*"to think, Philip, that we look
forward so anxiously to these—that
the great hope and fear of our lives
are the few words that terrible woman
sends from year to year.,”

Dimple has long and long ago heard
the whole story.

“Terrible!"” echoed the doctor, sadly.
“Yes; for she is assuredly mad. The
way in which she clings to her belief
in my guilt, without proof and wlith-
out reason, convinces me of this."

“Mad!" the unhappy mother shud-
dered, “and she has been the keeper of
Moppet all these years! Moppet i3 In
her hands today, suffering who knows
what! Oh, the frightful visions, sleep-
ing and waking, that I have of my
poor darling!—the dangers 1 3see
threatening her! How I have prayed
to know that she was safe and happy!
How many times I have promised
heaven to be content with only that!
But I have had to do without it.”

“Dimple!" He gathered her bright
head tenderly up to his breast, Sor-
row Is a mightler bond than happineas
—fit had welded these two hearts in-
dissolubly into one. “Wherever she
is,” he sald, “she is in God's hands.
There Is no other consolation for us
beneath the heavens. Truly, it is a

heavy cross for such shoulders as
yours,"

“Do 1 bear it alone?"’ she answered,
bravely., “My dear boy's halr is white

at the temples before its time—there
are crow's feet under hils eyes, Six-
teen today, Philip—our baby, Moppet!

What has she been doing all these
years? How-—where has she lived
without us? She must be nearly
grown to womanhood. Shut your
eyes, dear, and fancy for a moment
what she is like"

Her face was uplifted to his. What
a pleture It made In its tenderness and
yearnlng and patience! The sunset

light poured in through the open win-
dow angd fell upon both like a halo.
“I fancy her,” sald the doctor, “small

of the village girl I wooed and won
seventeen years ago.”

“Dear boy, no,” said the doctor’s wife.
“Moppet was like you, even as a baby.
She had your dark eyes. She mustbe
tall and a brunette, Do you think it
possible, Philip, that she can have any
recollection—the  faintest—the very
falnteat, but still a recollection, of us,
dear?”

“It is not probable,” he replied, pain-
fully.

“I find It very hard—do not you?—
to imagine her a grown-up woman—
to think of her as anything but a baby
nestling in my arma or sitting on your
study floor at play with these.”

She touched reverently a heap of
playthings lying beneath the lettersin
the drawer—a child's playthings, care-
fully gathereq together—a doll without
a head, rattles and rings, a wooden
soldier, a half-worn slipper, with the
mark of milky teeth upon the toe.

“Come,” sald the doctor, drawing
her back from the sad mementoes as
if he could bear no more, “let us add

this last letter to the others, Dimple,
and close the drawer for another
year."

She aizhed deeply, but did not re-
sist.
They went to the window and stood

there together and looked out on the
sunset lying low and far beyond the
trim, pleasant scented garden.

“Do you remember, dear boy," said
Dimple, "how loth I was that you
should go to Hannah Duff's that night?
Do you believe the child was ever
really left with her, and If so, what
did she do with it?"

“It was left, without doubt,” answer-
ed the doctor. “The woman was thor-
oughly in earnest. What she did with
it is another matter, Mayhap the
father returned and claimed it—
though, from the scene I witnessed on
the night of its birth T am led to think
this rather doubtful. It is plain there
were partles whom the mother feared
—from whom she devoutly wished to
withhold the child, They got posses-
sion of It, probably—Hannah Duff de-
livered it up to them.”

“What parties, Philip?”

“Sure enough., I have no -clue.
Strange 1 did not recognize the moth-
er when she came here so cleverly dis-
guised to bribe me the night before
Moppet's loss?"

“Was It herself, Philip, or some mes-
senger?”

“It was herzelf; but I did not suspect
the truth till afterward.”

“I wonder,” mused Dimple, “If she
was t%a wife of that man—that Cap-
tain Forrest, as he called himself."

“Wife or mistress, There seemed to
be sore trouble between them, Forrest
was but an assumed name—the detec-
tives could make nothing of it. The
secret of that child's loss, and of our
loss also, lies I fear, with Hannah Duff
in her grave, zald the doctor, thus
summing up the whole matter.

Presently the room grew dark, and
they turned from the window and
Dimple rang for tea. Very sad and
subdued, the two sat down to It on
this sad anniversary night—the doc-
tor's dark, thin, careworn face at one
end of the table, Dimple at the other,
with her pallor and her black dress
and her yellow hair.

“Wherever she may be tonight, God
bless and keep her!" sald the little
mother, solemnly.

“Wherever she may be tonight, God
bless and keep her!" answered Dr.
Philip.

(To be Continued.)
————————————

&7 The average woman s not satls-

and fair like you—the image, in brief,

“True,” slghed Dimple. “We have

fled to do as she pleases unless she
fied to do as she pleases, unless sne
pleases,
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DAMAGE BY INSECTS.

Interesting Figures Furnished by
Commissioner Watson.

Few people of the state realize the
great damage that Is done to all crops
of the atate annually by the Insects.
Within the past several years the
peach orchards have been practically
wiped out by the San Jose scale and
the ravages of the wire worm down
in Colleton county is a very striking
example of insect damage to crops.
Whole peach orchards have been de-
stroyed and abandoned by the own-
ers, However, within the past year
severnl orchards have been planted
and are doing remarkably well by the
use of varlous kinds of sprays, espe-
cially so In the Ridge section of the
state,

The birds are most effective In
fighting the Insect plague. By statis-
ties It is shown that the birds in South
Carolina destroy over 100,000 buah-
els of insects every year and save the
atate milllons of dollars. - According
to statistics it is shown that the In-
sects destroyed over $18,000,000 worth
of the crops of the state during the
past year. The Audubon soclety la
doing very effective work In protect-
ing the birds and the people are be-
ginning to learn thelr value to man-
kind and join In the work of protecting
them. :

Commissioner Watson has prepared
some very interesting data concerning
the amount destroyed last year by the
insects In the state.

Insect damage to crops in South

Carolina:
L
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Cotton .$60,000,000 10 § 5,000,000
Cergeals,

wheat, bar-

} T ST 8,000,000 10 800,000
Tobacco . 2,600,000 10 260,000
Truck ..... 10,000,000 20 2,000,000
Corn .eees 26,500,000 10 2,560,000
Hay ....... 1,100,000 10 110,000
Rice TR 500,000 20 100,000

Total damage ......eveee $11,270,000
Poultry, ete. ...... T Y 200,00
Damage to forests ....... .. 5,000,000
Products In storage ....... 2,000,000

Grand total ............. $18,470,000

There is no estimate made for fruits,
as there are no figures as to totals,
but close observation has shown dam-
age to be at least 50 per cent, the larg-
est fruit growing areas having been
deatroyed entirely.

Cotton Estimate.

The estimate in the case of cotton
and corn is at least 5 per cent below
actual damage, the general average
for the country being taken, nor Is
damage to gardens taken into account,
which would swell the total enormous-
ly. Damage to farm forests, pecan
groves and similar orchards, Is lke-
wise omitted for want of aggrezate
figures. The total loss can not fall
far below $20,000,000. Nearly all of
this ls preventable in time by wise
protection of birds, the only efficlent
check on the depredations of insects.
The loss to the entire country last
year through insect ravages hasbeen
set down at something over $1,000,-
000,000 by the entomologists of the
biographical survey of the department
of agriculture,

According to the careful survey of
Dr. Willlam T. Hornaday, director of
the New York Zoological park, South
Carolina had a net loss of 32 per cent
of its birds during the perlod from
1883 to 1898 (15 years). From 1898 to
1902 when the Audubon soclety of
South Carolina began to be effective
the slaughter of the birds went on at
a constantly Increasing rate, so tnat
by 1908 60 per cent of the birds had

been lost, This taken in connection
with crop damages I8 exceedingly
ominous,

The Audubon Society.
Commissioner Watson in his “ast
annual report has the following to say
concerning the Audubon soclety: “The
United States department of agricul-
ture advises farmers throughout the
country to join the Audubon soclety
and back Its work. As the Audubon
soclety is the foremost agency In the
world for protecting Insect-eating and
song birds it i3 well to give its plan
and purpose,

“The Natlonal Assoclation of Audu-
bon societies in New York city is the
parent of all of the various state Au-
dubon societies and it was organized
by a few patriotic men for the purpose
of saving the birds of America. In
the year 1896 there was a rapld spread
of the soclety into various states until
each state in the Union has an Audu-
bon soclety and I8 glving more or less
attention to the protectlon of the birds.
In 1907 the legislature of South Caro-
lina chartered the Audubon soclety of
South Carolina, whose declared pur-
pose was to educate the people up to
the value of birds, game and non-mi-
gratory fish to the state, Since Its or-
ganization the soclety has been actlve
in thls work of educating the people
nlong the lines Indicated. The aecre-
tiry has published a great many artl-
cles in the dailly and weekly press on
the value of birds and on the best way
of protecting them. The soclety has
published and circulated the laws and
has issued two annual reports. The
secrctary has also made a canvasa of
the stote, securing members and or-
ganizing branch socletles for the fur-
ther prosecution of the work and to
get the prineciples of bird protection
understood by the people., Addresses
have been delivered at many places
for the purpose of enlisting people of
the state In the cause.”

The report further says: “Farmers
must realize that the time has come to
demand more protection from the laws
than they have recelved Iin the past.
The rapld multiplication of hunters,
white and black, has led to the de-
struction of thousands of Insect-eat-
ing and song birds, as well as to a de-
crease of game that I8 alarming. The
burden of all of this falls directly on
the farmer; he haa to pay the freight.
Most farmers agree that something
should be done to protect the birds and
to save great losses entalled on the
crops by the slaughter of the birds.
Briefly, the sltuation of South Caro-
lina to the west, girdled by the moun-
tains, on the east washed by the At-
lantic and plerced and watersd by nu-
merous rivers, and with an Immense

.|vored have been swept by pestilence

most peculla;igr_ : re.vond.i:y the Al-
mighty. While other atates less fa-

and devoured by plagues, our own has
escaped.

“Now the time has come when the
great protecting agency of the Lord,
the birds, is being swept away with a
besom of destruction and If this Is
permitted South Carolina will no lon-
ger enjoy the immunity from Insect
pests that has marked her for nearly
two centuries. It takes a wvery ahort
time to destroy the birds of a state,
but a long time Is required to get
them back, and some go never to re-
turn.”

WATER POWER TRUST.

Gifford Pinchot Tells of Its Peril at
Irrigation Congress.

At one of the sessions of the recent
irrigation congress, held in Spokane,
Wash., Gifford Pinchot, the chief of
the forestry bureau, directly charged
that there was a water power trust in
process of formation.

“Not only this,” he sald, “but this
water power trust does not have any
hesitancy about appearing before this
congress, In the persons of Its attor-
neys, to seek to break down the last
remaining opposition to ownership of
all the power in the country.

“In fact, I know one genial and ur-
bane gentleman who is now here help-
ing the trust's cause. The time for

rotest s very short, and the w-
power trust will show but little con-
sideration to the common people if
once the power of the country is cen-
tralized. In power there is life, and
the water power trust will eventually
control all other trusts."

Equality of Opportunity For AllL

Mr. Pinchot named one power cor-
poration which, he charged, was after
the control of water power. His
speech was in part as follows:

“The first thing we need In this
country, as President Roosevelt 8o
well set forth in that great message
which told what he had been trying
to do for the American people, s
equality of opportunity for every cit-
fzen. No man should have less and
no man ought to ask for any more.
Equality of .opportunity is the real
object of our laws and institutions.

“It goes without saying that the
law is supreme and must be obeyed.
Our civilization rests on obedlence to
law. But the law s not absolute. It
requires to be construed. Right con-
struction of the law works and muat
work in the vast majority of cases for
the benefit of the men who can hire
the best lawyers and who have the
sources of Influence in lawmaking at
their command. Strict construction
necessarily favors the great interests
as against the people and in the long
run cannot do otherwise. Wise execu-
tors of the law must consider what
the law ought to accomplish for the
®general good. The great oppresaive
trusts exist because of subservient
lawmakers and adroit legal construc-
tions. Here is the central stronghold
of the money power in the everlasting
conflict of the few to grab and the
many to keep or win the rights they
were born with, Legal technicalitles
seldom help the people. . The people,
not the law, should have the benefit of
every doubt.

Water Power Trust Now Forming.

“There could be no better illustra-
tion of the eager, rapid, unwearied ab-
sorption by capital of the rights which
belong to all the people than the water
power trust, not yet formed, but in
rapld process of formation, This
statement is true, but not unchallenged.
We are met at every turn by the in-
dignant denlal of the water power in-
terests, They tell us that there is no
community of interest among them,
and yet they appear year after yearat
these congresses by their pald attor-
neys asking for your influence to help
them remove the few remalning ob-
stacles to their perpetual and com-
plete absorption of the remaining wa-
ter powers,

“They tell us it has no significance
that the General Electric Interestsare
acquiring great groups of water pow-
ers in varlous parts of the United
States and dominating the power mar-
ket In the reglon of each group. And
whoever dominates power dominates
all Industry. Have you ever seen a
few drops of oll scattered on the wa-
ter spreading until they formed a con-
tinuous film, which put an end at once
to all agitation of the surface? The
time for us to agitate this question is
now, before the separate circles of
centralized control spread into the
uniform, unbroken, nation wide cover-
Ing of a single gizantic trust. There
will be little chance for mere agita-
tlon after that. No man at all fa-
millar with the situation can doubt
that the time for effectlve protest Is
very short. If we do not use it to
proteet ourselves now, we may be
very sure that the trust will give
hereafter small consideration to the
welfare of the average citizen when in
confilet with its own.

“The man who really counts is the
plain American citizen. This s tha
man for whom the Roosevelt policles
were created, and his welfare is the
end to which the Roosevelt policies
lead. As a natlon we are fortunate at
this time in this fact above all others
that the great man who gave his name
to these policies has for his successor
another great president whose admin-
istration Is most solemnly pledged to
the support of them.”

It is on account of this speech that
the bellief is expressed in Washington
that Mr. Pinchot has imperiled hia
chances of long remaining in the gov-
ernment service.

Fertilizers.—Fertilizers may be di-
vided Into two general classes—direct
and Indirect, or nutritive and stimu-
lant, A direct or nutritive fertilizer
is one which furnishes nourishment
to the growing crop. Nourishment
means almply nitrogen, phosphorie
acid and potash., These are the three
ingredienta which must be renewed
through the medium of manures and
fertilizers, A stimulant or indirect
fertilizer Is one which does not furnish
an actual plant food to the soil, but
by its stimulating actlon renders
avalilable some plant food which pre-
viously exiated in the soll In an Insolu-
ble or unavallable condition,

1< Don't give all your sympathy to
the poor, The rich need some of It.

¢4 A man doesn't have to celebrate
his gzolden wedding to discover that
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ABOUT KING’S MOUNTAIN.

Col. Robt. A, Thompson Was at the
Celebration of 1856,
Editor of The Yorkville Enquirer.

I had the good fortune to see your
splendid paper of August 27, Instant.

The article on the first page In rela-
tion to the "King’s Mountain Monu-
ment” interested me very much,

I remember the celebration of the
battle of Kinz’s Mountain in 1865. I
think Col. John 8. Preston of Colum-
bia, and BSamuel W, Melton made
speeches on that occasion. I knew
both of these gentlemen. Melton was
either editor of your paper, or one in
Chester. Melton's speech was printed
in pamphlet form. I think one or more
days were spent at the battleground.

Col. Benj. Cleveland, on of the heroes
of King's Mountain, removed to Pen-
dleton district, now Ocones county,

Tugaloo river, near where the south-
ern rallway crosses that stream and
enters Georgia. His descendants built
a monument to his memory, Immedi-
ately on the line of the rallway in
little town of Madison. Ons of
neighbors was “Horse Shoe
son,” .of Revolutionary fame, and
the hero of the story, entitied “Horse
Shoe Robinson.”
Obadiah Trimmier of Spartanburg,
another Revolutionary soldr, was.
also a neighbor of Col. Cleveland. Ex-
Gov, Perry gives a very Interesting
sketch of Col. Cleveland, in his history
of that section, where he (Perry) was
born.
See sketch of Col. Benj. Cleveland
by Dr. Landrum of Spartanburg, 8. C.,
pages 222 and more,
Very truly yours,
Robt. A. Thompson.
Walhalla, 8, C., Aug. 30, 1909,
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CURTISS, THE AVIATOR.
American Flier Who Has Broken Spesd
Record at Rheims Aviation Mest.
Glenn H. Curtiss has agaln, made

t

exploits at the great aviation

fast increasing history
victory In the contest
la Vitesse, value (

($2,000, was a splendid climax to hi
week of endeavor. He ounndtl.

in twenty-five minutes forty-nine sec-
onds, corrected time. R e o 5% 8

Curtiss, now the lion of Europe, 18
really a gasolene engineer. Aviation
Is merely a side with him, in
which he differs )
who have given
tiss eats

line
from

mdl’ “ M ., e 3 ;-“.. I-'_
fortune and determined his vocation.
It has never been stated that Glean

that Hammondsport is mostly on edge’
and that he got a cramp in the calf
from pedaling his rusty old machine
up and down hills, Then he caught
sight of one of the early editions of
the gasoline engine.

“Why not tie that engine on my bi-

cycle and save me all this trouble?”
he reasoned. He collected more old
junk. When he had enough, he trad-
ed It for the parts of an antiquated
gasoline engine. A few weeks of se-
clusion in the paternal barn followed,
untll one day Hammondsport was al-
most interested in seeing young Cur-
tiss iy up and down its angular street
on his old bicycle, propelled by a gas-
oline engine he had in some occult
manner attached to the frame, He
kept on at that enterprise until by and
by he began to build motorcycles.
Eventually he had a factory that em-
ployed several hundred men, which
made him a rich man.
When our best aerialists began
wearing dirigible balloons some of
them went to Curtiss for & motor that
would push their gas bags. It natur-
ally followed that the trying out pro-
cess took place at Hammondsport,
and Curtiss in time became identified
with the manufacture of flying ma-
chines of one sort and another. Then
he tried his hand at it for himself and
produced the June Bug, that famous
pony bullt little ‘contraption that won
the first prize offered in America for
a flylng machine that would really fiy.
Mr. Curtiss Is a gasoline engineer
first and an aviator second. He I8
chiefly interested in the performance
of the motor. As the motor Is the
very heart of the aeroplane, his
American friends and French rivals
may be pardoned for the Interest with
which they watched his performances
at the international flying races at
Rheims, And the joke of it all is that
it started when he traded for that old
two dollar bilcycle twenty years ago.
—New York Globe.

African Fire Season.

Unlike a good deai of South Africa,
Rhodesia 18 largely wooded. In some
places the forests are of value, but a
large proportion 13 not valued for
fts timber. The grass in this part
of Africa grows to phenomenal heights’
in the valleys, and especially In the
valleys of the Sabl and Zambesi riv-
ers it reaches Its greatest helght. To
day that the grass ls often twelve feet
high ia no exaggeration. Naturally it
is very easy to lose one's way In this
grass if one is unfortunate enough to
stray from the beaten track. It is the
custom there to burn this grass off
each year when it gets dry. This Is
usually in August and September, or
even in October. The fires burn for
miles, and as the country s largely a
wilderness little damage is done by
this method of deatroying the grass,
It is a beautiful sight at night in the
fire season to see the hills for miles
around encircled with flames,

After the grass has been burned the
ralny season usually begins, and it is
then that the country is at Its pret-

tiest. The grass ls then green and the
foliage on the trees i3 beautiful. The
old leaves drop off gradually and the
new ones take their place before the
trees are bare. The new leaves are of
all shades of the rainbow, and it Is
much Illke the fall scemery in this
country when the dead leaves are
falling from the trees. Waterfalls are
numerous in the mountains and there
are many of great height, although the
rivers are usually small In volume.,—

domain not under cultivation, 18 one

all 1s not gold that glittera,

Springflield, (Mass,), Republican,

course in this thirty kilometer race

Curtiss is lazy, but the fact remains




