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THE WHIRL AND THE GIRL~
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“'(Copyright, 1907, i)y the New York Her-
ald Company—All Rights Reserved).

‘ '4 HAT reminds me,” said Cruller,
“of the big storm at Catalpa;
unquestionably the most popular
storm 1 ever did see. Catalpa
mothers used to say to little John: ‘Be a
good boy, son, and see what Santa Claus’ll
Ybring you” Now they say:
boy, son, and see what the cyclone’ll bring
you.”

“At the very moment it struck the Rev.
Arthur Arlington was saying: ‘My dear
Cruller, show-me a cord of wood, show me
g ton of coal (outer air already full of
wood and .coal)! Show me a freeholder

who is not wavering between his pocket- |

book and his beautiful shade trees; a
yenter who is not burning cellar steps a.qd
pentry shelves (freeholders and renters in
sight, obviously doing nothing of the sort)!
Then look at old Herman,’ thundered the
Rev. Arthur; ‘Herman, sitting there on his
big heaps of fuel and saying with - his
worldly grin: ‘Bore for natural gds, boys,
§f you don’t like my price. You ought to
thought of this before you began calling
ane names. I may be flying in the face
of Providence. I dare say I am, but I'm
going to have all the fun I can out of this
shere kindling corner.’ §a2
“My reverend friend got_no further than
shese remarks, for at this the cyclone
‘jerked the blind aside and ehook its finger
‘at him. ‘I beg your pardon, doctor,” said
i, but—’ :
| %My dear Cruller, don’t say a word,”

rried the good man; ‘don’t say a word.
Run for the cellar, I will fetch Eliza-
‘beth’s canary.

“Never in all my Hfe had I imagined
thet a parsonage could behave in so un-
geemly a manner. It was positively kit-
temish. First it snapped me off the bottom
p as roguishly as a trolley car, and the
b o windows peered down at me

e ell with a coquettish sweep of
Wheir green blinds. Then it bombarded me
with a bit of chimney and & cast iron
ump, wi the cellar stairs in flippant
dieu, and bounded into the air a quarter
mile, where, like a daylight fireworks
mb, it exploded into kindling, and out
ated the Rev. Arthur Arlington and be-
gan to soar and swoop like a hawk.

“] was proud of my friend. I never saw

msn make a better appearance under
he same, that is, over the same circum-
tances. He was dressed for the De Soto
wedding, and wore his high hat and his
hite cravat and his gloves and his gait-
hers and his long black coat. In one hand
he still held his book and in the other was
the bird cage. Behind his back the long
soat ' tails were signalling frantically for
thelp, but, whether he was looping the
ps or shooting the shdots or spinning
his head, he continued to wear the
igh hat with considerable dignity. \
 “The air was growing hazy with real
lgnd personal property, and I saw that my
-g-i:nd would soon be able to descend from
is perilous position by stepping from one
flying object to another. But the Rev.
Arthur Arlington needed a fire escape
mbout as much as a swallow. For a man
of his age and sedentary habits his per-
formance was simply wonderful. Santos
Dumont would have been a mere child. It
was a pleasure to watch him dive into a
flock of hurtling timbers or float leisurely
ecross the point of some lunging miseile.
He imitated the surf fiders, standing on-a
barn floor, and even improved their trick
of capsizing, so as to ride feet up, like
the human fly, It was wonderfully inter-
esting work.

“In that pure upper air, at least, it
avould appear that the ministry might es-
cape for a moment from the efforts of the
worldly to place it in a false light. But
no! In eluding a section of chicken wire
fencing that was bound to play at boa
constrictor, the Rev. Arthur flew close to
@ girl whom I recognized as a waitress at
the Mechanics’ Hotel. This girl, though
any friend did not know her in the least,
threw her arms around him in the most
demonstrative manner and forced him into
@ sort of waltz step with an extremely
Jong glide. I was wild at such a thing, in
gight of the whole town, too, but the good
man only freed himself with gentle firm-
ness and avoided her further attention by
diving through a hogshead.

“A young man that I had not before
ﬁn now began a determined but hope-

effort to reach the doctor. He would
pause to wave his arms and legs about in
the most frantic way, and then would re-
sume his wild flight. But he always ap-
peared to swoop when my friend soared
and, when he might have closed in on the
Jevel, he indulged in quite unaccountable
antics. Once I thought he would win, but
he stumbled over a big red woodshed that
flew in between them and, before he could
get clear the doctor had hid in a hay
stack and blown away. 1 could only im-
agine that the young man wished to ar-

‘Be a good |"

ange for his funeral eervice before he
! been killed. .

“T never dreamed that my friend would
{win his way back to the cellar, but he |
iwas a regular pigeon for homing instinct.
‘T did not see him circling down—I had;
"{a]f a brick in my eye at the moment—
@0 that I was pleasantly surprised to find |
him occupying the apple barrel by myi
gide. The high bhat, acting' as an air
eushion, had taken up the exuberance of
his arrival. His splendid coat tails were:
but mangled stumps, and the cage was
as limp as a towel, but those devoted
cuffs and gaiters as they stuck out of that
barrel were wonderfully expressive of
long-suffering resignation. The good man
had forgotten his anger at Herman.

“T pulled Dr. Arlington out of the bar-:
rel. !
“ My dear Cruller,” said he, ‘will you be
#o kind as to help me off with my hat?

“ ‘Certainly,” said I. ‘Lucky Mrs. Ar-
Bington is out of town. She wouldn’t half
Jike your flying so high.’ !

“The gaod man clapped his hand over
sny mouth. ‘You must not talk that way!” |

“T stared. My friend smiled. i

“ ¢ mean you are to turn your back to!
the storm.’

“‘Oh,’ said I. :

“You do not know our storms. More!
than one man has had his jaw dislocated
by talking into the face of the wind.” |

“I stepped aside to give a flatiron full
choice of a resting place. ‘You have some
of the most interesting scenery in the,
world about your town,’ said I. |

“ ¢ really never could see the Baptist|
steeple from here hefore.’ i

“¢And what do you think of Herman
now? I added. ‘Kindling, kindling every-:
where, but never a one to burn. |

“You do not know Herman. This will
do him good. He will be out in the morn-
ing with some kind of ecleaning up mo-!
nopoly.” i

“ By the way,” said I, ‘who was that |
pice Jooking young fellow up there?’

“ My dear Cruller, replied the Rev.
Arthur, ‘he is the young man who has’
convinced us that Herman, our secret|
enemy, lost us the new railroad. We na-|
turally said hard things of Herman and|
he, having our little branch line under his;
thumb, is now making us pay for our dis-
approbation. Young Blair deserves all the.
more credit, for, at the time, he was en- |
_gaged to Myrtle Herman'—
| “q bek your pardon, Doctor,” said I
i#but there’s a lost piano above us that
| ean’t make up its mind whcther it be-
Jongs bere or next door.

i

t won't

0

3

7

f

THREW HER ARNMS ARQUND HIM TN
THE MOJT DEMONJTRATIVE MANNER.
My father'ag

“ ] never did like that Herman piano,’
said the Doctor. ‘I, do not like its tone.

“The piano made a joyous swoop for us,
but struck just beyond the wall with a
cry of anguish.

“At the same moment young Herman
blew in. He would have made another
clean miss, but he carromed off a cotton-
wood stump and spun around on his ear
like a broken bug. He was wound up so
tightly that he didn’t know a thing till
we had spun him around the other way
for a minute and a half. Then he stared
about wild eyed.

“ There, there, old chap,” said I, sooth-
ingly, ‘you’re a good second.’

“‘Oh, Dr. Arlington; oh, Dr. Arling-
ton!” cried the young man, ‘where is
Myrtle?

“I was disgusted, after all that flourish,
too.

“‘I must find her!
man.

“ ‘Impossible, my dear Charles,’ said the
minister in his bedside tone. ‘I have not
seen the girl today. But she alwdys comes
along about this time. I must urge you
to be calm, my dear Blair. Sit down for|
a moment, you are sure to see her pass. |

“Young Blair was of an extremely ard-
ent nature. He would not be réstrained
in the least. He had tossed me into the
potato bin and was apologizing to Dr. Ar-
lington as he heaved him off his feet, when
a sort of beruffled cannon ball spread out
its arms at sight of us, said ‘Charley!’ and
shot into his arms.

“ ‘They’ve got the range,’ said I. i

“Miss Myrtle Herman was locked in her |
lover's embrace and, for a 1ninute, we |
thought we had lost the combination. She |
was as nice a girl as I ever met, but she |
had thrown herself into Charley’s arms!
with all the abandon of a first love and !
137 pounds, and Charles was a bit dazed |
at his good fortune. But when he had |
had a round of artificial respiration "and. |
we had pulled his left shoulder into joint
and tied his right eye in he began to cheer |
up and be his old self. i

“ Dr. Arlington,” I said, ‘I'll venture |
you never had a finer pair oi doves flutter |
in on you. .

“Myrtle started guiltily. She had not
noticed before that Charley’s arm was
around her waist or that her head was
on his shoulder. She drew herself away
proudly and found a resting place on a
big lonely cabbage and began to cry: ‘I
marry Charley now—everybody
knows I won’t.

“We should have had a tremble of soft

cried the young

: music here to make the thing seam just

patural, but, under the union rales, it is!
very hard to get a band together during a |
cyclone. !
“ ‘Oh, remember, Myrtle,” cried Charley, |
‘that 1, not your father, am the victim. |
What if he lose a few thousands? His|
friends? His reputation? These are as
nothing—I love you? i
“ ¢ know how true that is, Charley,” |
said the girl with simple dignity, ‘but you |
should have thought of that before you |
blackened my papa’s name.’
“ It was my duty as manager of the in-|
dependent elevator.’
““If you had been certain-—yes!

| you spoke from mere inference, rumor.’ |
“‘Can we never be friends? H

“‘Never! My father didn’t
town, so you can't prove he did, and if
you can’t prove it you were wrong to say
it, and—’

“‘Give me a fair chance, Myrtle, and
lgll Jprove him the blackest scoundrel alive
if—

“ ‘Hurroosh!" The end of my nose was
scorched. 1 didn't see a tning, but 1t
sounded; it fell like a skyrocket. We
turned to stare, and there, quivering in
the wall, was a horrid, splintery javelin.
Mpyrtle fell into Charley’s arms with a

i coming down.
/manly instinct, was examining the pocket-
! book. She held up a ten-dollar gold piece,

arms.
' sweetly tremulous voice, ‘Charley, Char-

i
! bravely.

gell the | him first.

=S

shriek. ‘Tt is my father!
trousers,” she cried. ‘Oh, I saw them
brought home from the tailor’s not half
an hour ago—and now—and now—I am
alone in the world!’

“It was all too true. On that hideous
splinter fluttered the most beautiful, the
most sacred portion of a human trouser.
It really was a shocking sight, that splen-
did imported cloth. But still 1 should not
have called it tragic. °“Cheer up, Myrtle,’
said I, “for your father could hardly have
had these new trousers on yet.’

“T broke off the splinter and was hand-

ing Myrile the remains to dry her tears
on when out fell all that was left of a
long flat pocketbook.
. “Myrtle burst into renewed sobs. &he
was certain that her father’s latter end
had come. He certainly had beaten the
storm out by no more than a lap. But
that was enough.

“ ¢ gtill think you are wrong in'being
so seriously affected,” I began. “The trous.
er of a few years ago was tight, glove
fitting, a trouser that could not be trifled
with. But now, you must remember, it

| is loose, easy, accommodating. I am per-

fectly confident that your father was able
to shrink aside in these beautiful trousers

and give this ferocious splinter full pos- |

session of the premises. Let us examine
this fragment. Do we find any evidences
of struggle, of bloodshed? No! There are
even no threads of lisle or of silk. I am
convinced from the general nature of the
formation that your father, having taken
the alarm, was on his way to the cyctone
cellar. This being the case, my dear Miss
Herman, it is evident that he was running
very close to the ground and' that this
right hip pocket, which has been torn out
by the roots, was the highest, bleakest,
most expeosed portion of his anatomy, and
that it still rode, a human Mount Blanc,
when the rest of him had descended to
safety. One step more, my dear young
lady, and these beautiful trousers had been
spared to die a natural death.

“The storm haa abated. Myrtle dried
her eyes. Various stray objects, having
no further excuse for staying up, were
Myrtle, with natural wo-

through which the wood had been driven,
making a golden washer. A pair of old
shoes rolled into the cellar. A skirt that
any washerwoman would have been
ashamed of tried to throw itself into my
Then Myrtle Herman said in a

ley, forgive me! You are justified.’

“The thing would have been quite per-
fect if we could have had the incidental
music—-Myrtle, with sweetly downcast
eyes, holding out the convicting letter;
Charley struggling to mingle a reasonable
joy with a befitting regret.

* ‘Charley was right, the girl said
“I'his leaves me no doubt. Papa
did work against the town in his own in-
terest.”

* *Dearly beloved,” said I, stepping for-

]wm’d, ‘observe our friend, the Rev. Ar-

thur Arlington. He looks like a stage
tramp, but what do we see in his eloquent

Buc;e_ve? Is he here by mere vagary of the

tempest? No! He started out this after-
noon to perform a duty. The wind saw
But men of his stamp are not
so eacily turned from the path of duty.
‘T'here in his hand is his little book. He
had it when he started out; he has il
now. Shall you and I bar the way? No!
The laborer is worthy of his hire. You
know that good old saying, ‘When the sky
falls we shall have larks’ Then, blessa
vou, my children—stand up, join hands;
tum, tump titum; tum, tump, ti-tum”—

* ‘How dreadful!” cried Myrtle with a
gasp. ‘1l mewc® icoked such g 1right in my
hfe.

v vy BY V VY
STANLEY R.OSBORN

“But Charley, who could have taken his
coat off three different ways without un-
buttoning it, scraped the mud from her
 cheek and kissed her. ‘Never were you so
beautiful,” said he, with the love light
| shining in his one good eye.

e ‘—To have and to hold from this day
| forward, for better for worse, for richer
 for poorer, in sickness and in health, to
i love, cherish and to obey, till death do us
e

{ jiThe eyes of the Rev. Arthur were
| dreamy. He held out absent fingers and
| paused. ‘The ring,” he prompted, in a
;}whiﬁper. Silence. ‘The ring!” he insin-
| nated, raising imperative eyebrows. Char.
{lic stared at Myrtle. Myrtle blushed.
| ‘Give her the ring,’ urged the Rev. Ar-
| thur.

! “‘q am the best man? I interrupted.
Nobody denied it. “Then here is the ring,’
said 1, and handed them the golden wash-
er. It fitted to a size.

“Proceeding, these two had been joined
together for no man to put asunder, and 1
had been referred to as ‘this good com-
pany,” when the good man stopped again
suddenly. - ‘Dear, dear!” he remarked.

“T should have remembered the service

my cue and, stepping up, gave the bride a
good kiss.

better. 1 admit it. But I took this for bride’s father,” said I.

‘“‘How shocking!’” said Dr. Arlington,
evidently much affected.

“ ‘I don’t care,’” said I stoutly, ‘it’'s al-
ways done.’

" ‘But we have no license!’

“It was really quite dreadful, coming
that way, so sudden. And they were most
unreasonable about it, too; said it was all
my fault. .

“‘How could I know he was going to
think of it? 1 asked sulkily. i

““You should have spoken of it your-
self,” groaned the Rev. Arthur. ‘I have
been in such a whirl; I hardly know hali
that has happened.’

“ 4 feel just like erying,’ said Myrtle.

“‘Oh, cheer up,” said I. ‘We'll get you
a license somehow.’

“‘But my dear Cruller, I really could
not consent’'— began the good man.

*““T'o anything illegal'— interrupted
Myrtle.

“f you could help it,’—added Charlie.

“ “Which you can’t,’ I concluded. ‘No
man can put asunder, you know.’

“ Really this is most deplorable,’ said
Dr. Arlington, ‘most deplorable. I never
did such a thing in my life.’

#<As for that,” said I, ‘it is the couple,
not the service, that can’t be put asunder.
We can, you know, take a recess.’

“«Judge Calhoun should have got down
to his office by no‘w,’ said Charley. {

“<And you can run through the last bit |

to show him the work,” said I. |
“¢And in the meantime,’” said Charley, |
‘what could make a better certificate than |
-this paper to which I owe my happiness?
Dr. Arlington, fill it in on the back.’ |
“The Rev. Arthur wrote on a Washtub.!f
Charley looked at Mpyrtie. -Myrtle looked |
at Charley. I looked about. It was un-:
questidnably the best thing to do.

‘Even |
if we did drop in informally,’ said I, ‘we‘
have not fallen short of a wedding break-
fast. Here is a case of champagne with
two bottles uncracked.’

«“¢And some things put up in cans,’ said
Charley.

“‘And a lovely leg
Myrtle.

of mutton,” said

A

“Done to a turn,” said I.

“‘And two fine fat chickens’'—

« Plucked, but not roasted,’ said Char-
ley.

“‘And a pumpkin pie.’

“‘No, squash,” said I.

“‘And rolls.’

“‘And raised bread.

“<And,” said I, ‘if we had a spade we
could get a cake of the kind that mother
used to make when she was first married.’

“‘For a pick up wedding,” said Charley,
‘the presents are not half bad. Jersey calf
' from the Fontanelles.”

“China set, 350 pieces,
friends of bride,” said I.

“ ‘Klaborately hammered asilver service,’
gaid Charley.

“ Picture, The Fall of Man, from Mrs.
Arlington,” said the doctor,

“ ‘Half dozen old shoes; no rice,’ re-
marked Myrtle.

“ ‘Mantle clock, face badly broken out
and hands—er—chapped,” I said.

«“#I'he Kennards express regrets with a
dead pup,’ observed Charley.

“+Cook book,” said I; ‘sign, ‘“Boarder
Wanted.”’

“‘Don’t you believe in signs, Myrtle!”
| eried Charley, hotly.

! “<And half a ton assorted coal from

from married

| “My unfortunate allusion caused Myrtle
ito dry her eyes again on the relic. ‘Poor
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‘on here and put

! soft coal, coke, shingles, sheathing, laths,

g tle,”

papa! If he could see his heartless daugh-
ter now. What would he say?

“At this an answering voice spoke up.
It was a calm volce, an impersonal Vvoice.
It said: ‘Oh, don’t mind me, Myrtle. You
can have the good will and the rubbish
Leap for a wedding present.’

“We stared at one another. ‘Father's
voice!™ quavered Myrtle. ‘Father's voice
from—from heaven!’

*1'He voice chuckled. ‘No,’” it said, ‘they
put me off the very first station on the
line.”

“We turned our eyes up and discovered
a remarkable object roosting in a tangle
of wires. It wore a bit of art glass window
and a ruff made of coats and vests, and a
baby carriage on its foot, which hung
down like a pendulum. It crooked a finger
and smiled at us through a red and blue
fleur de lis, and Mpyrtle, after staring at
it for a moment with the greatest aston-
ishment, said, ‘Father!’ in a dreadful tone.

“I, myself, recognized the familiar trou-
sering. \

“ ‘Needn’t shout so, Myrtle,’ said the
Hon. Samuel Herman, ‘Needn't shout so.
There’s trouble on this line, but I ‘guess
I've caught everything said so far.

“‘And you've seen it all? cried Myrtle.

“‘Got here in time to see her father
given away by the bride. My own pants
seat, §oo! Regular—er—turn coat, I call
it, comforting the enemy that way.’

“ <t may have grown confused in the
storm,” I ventured.

“You became separated during the ex-
citement,’” said Charley.

“‘And you could hardly expect it to
recognize you, you know,’ said I, ‘having
scarcely seen your face.

“Herman ecratched his chin meditative-
on the art glass.

“« It should be treasured as an heirloom,’
I mumured.

“‘If I ever get down from here,’ said
Herman, I take the first train out of
town. I want some place where the judg-
ments of Providence ain't so high geared.’

ly

“But what will become of me,’ cried
Myrtle.

“‘I will”’ said Charley.

““You are a forgetful girl,’ said I.

“ ‘This storm was a little private blow
up,” said Herman. ‘1 can see fine from
here—my residence, my elevator, my
vards, my grocery building, my row of

cottages. Smooth work, I call it, picking
anAd choosing like that, and about thz only |
mistake she made, I guess, was shaking]
you out of your scale house, Charley, and
sending up the Rev. Arlington. I don’t'
mind a bit of fun now and then with my
neighbors, but I've got no right to stay
their lives in danger.
Anyway, 1 was going to retire in a few
months.’

*“ ‘I beg your pardon,’ said I, ‘but while
you're in the conning tower, glance out
z}nd tell us why we hear such joyous cheer-
ing.’

‘A most unsuitable time for merry
making,’ said the Rev. Arthur. ‘I do hope
none of my'—

‘“ “They are, notwithstanding,” returned
the Hon. Sam. They're celebrating the
end of the kindling corner. They're squab-
bling over who shall have the stuff in the
streets, The whole town, you know, is
covered three inches desp with hard and
dimension lumber, splinters, sash and
doors, cordwood, cobs and kindling.’

“‘And, for all they know, we may be
crushed beneath it,” cried Mpyrtle. ‘A
strange lack of interest.

“ “Wrong again,” said the magnate. ‘In-
terest? Well, I guess! They're out just
hustling to save that stuff before I can
walk back to town and take it from ’em
They don’t forget me—not much.’

* ‘But who's going to help father down?
exclaimed Myrtle.

“ ‘Hold him on the wire a minute, Myr-
said Charley. ‘I'll run for the hook
and ladder boys.’

“¢f T had an overcoat'——began father.

“‘A long, close fitting overcoat,” said I.

“‘1 should be proud—

“‘Speech by the Mayor, music by the
band, fellow townsmen crowded below
ing, ‘Down with Herman; down with

“But as it 8- —

“ ‘Night will soon throw her sable gar-
ment round you.’

“‘As it is,” repzated Herman, ‘here’s to-
day’s Advance, blown to me direc: from

the publishers and not due by train till ]

nine P. M. Charley can get the crowd to-
gether in the square with it.

“ ‘While I drive under you with a load
of hay,” said T.

“‘And a pair of hand-me-down'—

“ ‘Hurray!’ yelled Charley, waving the

paper; ‘hurray!” The new railroad’s com-
ing to town just the eame!’ A

¢ ‘Shut up, you patriotic idiot,’ said the
Hon. Samuel Herman; ‘don’t attract at-
tention here. Run up to the square and
set’ em shouting there. I don’t much mind
the railroad nor my business—had wind
insurance anyhow—and my reputation
never was so much, and I always did ex-
pect to lose my daughter; but I swear I
can't see what a judgment of Providence
has to do with a brand new sixtesn dollar
pair of pants.’”

PROMINENT MEN
SPEAK AT AMKERST
WINTER FAIR

W. W. Black Won Dr. Pugsley's

Cup —Poultrymen Elect Officers—
- Seed Growers’ Association.

Amherst, N. S., Dec. 4—Another day
of unqualified success attended the Win-
ter Fair and an ever increasing attend-
ance was present. The judges made rapid
progress with their judging and every-
thing passed off harmoniously as usual.
‘The evening was one of great interest and
was attended by about 1,200 people. C.
A. Archibald, of Truro, who is an ideal
chairman, presided and introduced the dif-
ferent' speakers, who were: Thomas 8.
Mason, Staffordville (Ont.), subject, The
Hog as a Paying Market for the By-pro-
ducts of the Farm; i.. H. Newman, secre-
tary-treasurer Canadian Seed Growers,Ot-
tawa, subject, The Place of the Canadian
Seed Growers’ Association in Maritime
Agriculture; John Gardhouse, Highfield
(Ont.), subjeet, The Horse as a Revenue
Producer of the Farm, and How to Breed
and Rear Them; L. F. Jarvis, Montreal,
subject, Ideas to Be Sought After By
Breeders of Poultry., ‘

The magnificent trophy, the silver cup
donated by Hon. Wm. Pugsley, minister
of public works, for the best animal of
any age in class four, to be won three
times, not mecessarily consecutively, be-
fors becoming the property of the exhibi-
tor—no animal shall win more than one °
cup—was won by W. W. Black, of Am-
herst, with a yearling grade Hereford
steer in a strong competition with high
grade Shorthorns.

A special prize of $25, donated each year

| by Percy B. Evans,.of St. John (N. B.),

to exhibitors, who have never heretofore
exhibited, has proved a great incentive to
getting new blood in the show ring and
this year there was as a result of this
gix new members in one section and five
in another. The prizes have not yet been
awarded in this competition.

The annual meeting of the Canadian
Seed Growers’ Association of the maritime
provinces was held in the fair buildings
this afternoon, Rev. Father Burke in the
chair. There was a good attendance in
numbers. After introductory remarks by
the chairman, a paper on Good Seed and
How to Grow It was read by Donald In-
nis, of Tobique River (N. B.) A dis-
cussion on this paper was led by Thos. S,
Waugh, North Bedeque (P. E. L), who*
also read a paper along the same lines.

Williams H. Moore’s paper on Soil Cul-
tivation greatly delighted the meeting as
read by C. A. Archibald, of Truro.

“A summary of observations made dur-
ing the past summer while inspecting
special seed plots with comments on the
present outlook fo rnext year's seed eup-
ply”’ was mext presented by S. I. Moore,
representative of the reed branch, Truro
(N. 8.)

L .H. Newman, secretary of the C.,H.
@. Association, discussed Hill Selection’ of
Reed Potatoes. basing his statenments wan '
facts ascertained by P. R. Brown, Wal-
lace Bay, in connection with an experi-
ment on Green Mountain potatoes. He
made ute of a diagram prepared from the
facts brought out in Mr. Brown’s experi-
ments.

Mr. Fuller, superintendent of the Agri-
cultural Society, and of Nova Scotia, fol-
Jowed in an able address on How Can We
Encourage a. Wider Application of the
Methods of Plant Improvement Through-
out the Maritime Provinces. He stated
his reasons why more has not been done.
1. We have not a .grain growing country,
but one more suitable:to live stock. 2.
Not enough done in connection with cul-
tivation of the soil. As long as farmers
will not take sufficient interest in culti-
vation you cannot get them to make proper
selection in seed. He asserted that in his
opinion the best means to bring about
these more desirable results would be ta
how up the financial advantages, and to
increase the education of the: people.

A general discussion on all these papers
ensued by the chairman, Father Burke,
S. I. Moore and D. Innis.

L. H. Newman, secretary of the Seed
Growers’ Association, followed in a mas-
terly resume of the work of the associa-
tion. !

The annual meeting of the Maritime
Poultry Association, held in the board
room of the Winter Fair building today,
was one of the largest in the history of
the aseociation. President Fenerty pre-
sided. Secretary Elderkin read the min-
utes of the last meeting, which were
found satisfactory and adopted.

A discussion arose as to the improve-
ment of the prize list and exhibition facili-
tias. A committee consisting of Rev.
Father Burke, Prof. Jos. Landry and Seth
Jones was appointed to decide upon how
to fix the sweepstake cups contemplated
for. by the poultry interest. The judges,
Messrs. Jarvis and Hutchins, addressed
the ‘meeting, the former declaring that
many of the birds outside the winners at
this fair were superior to prize winners
at many of the western fairs where he had
judged. !

The following is the result of the elec-
tion of officers:

President, E. L. Fenerty, Halifax, re-
elected; vice-president, New Brunswick,
Walter McMonagle: for P. E. Tsland. Rev.
Father Burke, and for Nova Secotia, Mr.
Thompson, Halifax. The directors are for
Nova Scotia, Messrs. Craig, Jackson and
Ball; for New Brunswick, Messrs. Jones,
Ayer and McLeod; for P. 4. Tsland,
Messrs. Hazard, Ross and
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