
as he strode to the window and
again looked out. Miss Jones
was economical in the common
utilities of her lonely life. She
had not looked to the esthetic in
clothing her pets, but to their
comfort. Some of the chickens
were robed in red flannel, others
in part of an old quilt. Some of
the overcoats had ruffles at the
neck, others had bands, giving a
sort of "knickerbocker" effect.
Altogether the result was incon-
gruous and comical. John Moore
fancied he saw something spec-
tacular in it all.

"I've got an idea, Beulah." he
said. "I'm looking for a novelty,
and that's what brought me here.
I want to buy those chickens."

Miss Beulah regarded her
cousin sharply and then suspic-
iously."

"They're not for sale," she de-

clared at once.
"Then I want to borrow them
rent them, we'll call it. For

one day, Beulah, overcoats and
all. I'll agree to return them safe
and sound. How many are
there?"

"Twenty-two.- "

"Very well; I'll give you fifty
cents apiece to help make a show
with them for one day. There's

fe your money, and I'll call for them
in the morning. If that wise head
of yours can think up some comi-
cal frills ahd other additions to
those overcoats, as you call them,
the better it will be for my pur-
pose."

"See here, John," challenged
Miss Beulah, "whatever wild
speculation have you got in that

busy head of yours now?"
"Just this, Beulah," explained

John. "I'm county committee-- -'

man. There's an election day
after tomorrow, as I suppose youa
know." i

"No, I didn't know," replied j
the lady very distantly. "I never3
look at the papers now."

Her eyes dropped rather sadly1
as she said this. Her cousin shot
a quick glance at her and shook
his head and sighed. Miss Beulah
had been almost a recluse for
n'early two years. The reason for
it no one ever ventured to discuss
in her presence. It was a tabooed
subject.

"Well, we are working up a
procession," John went on to ex-

plain; "torchlight, music and all
that. We're going to have a hay-

rack, showing prosperity heaps
o'f apples, corn, goddess of liber-

ty and the like. I want to scatter
those winter-clothe- d pets of
yours over the load. It will be a
great catch."

It proved a greater catch than
the ingenious committeeman had
expected. It was two days later
when Miss Jones saw a wagon
draw up to the yard. Her pets,
well fed and lively, were being re-

turned safe and sound to theirt
coops, as her cousin . had prom
ised.

The weekly paper had just ar--
rived. Miss Jones had flushed inj
a startled way as she read "the
news." It appeared that the
overcoated chicks had been the,
novelty of the procession. The'
district had a great many chick- -

, en farms. The home display had


