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n ing and confldence Increased. She

i looked very well this morning. Since

Bill Cannon, the b Xt R Dominlck's return she had locked
il mn, & bonanza ng, an a o " y

daughter, Rose, who had passes oo Mrs, | Raggard and thin. Sometimes she had

Cornel seemed to see, showlng shadowy

ellus ‘.['ti‘un'n ball at Ban Francisco to

pany her father, arrlve at Antelope
!nick Ryan calls on his mother to
beg a ball Invitation for his wife, and is
refused. The determined old lady refuscs
to Enize her daughter-ln-law. Dom-
Inlek had been trapped Into a marriage
with Hernice Iverson, & stenographer.
#everal years his senior, Bhe squanders his
money, they have frequent quarrels, and
he slips away, Cannon and his dsughter
ere snowed Iin at Antelope, Dominick
Ryan ! rescued from storm in  uncon-
sclous condition and brought to Antelope
hotel. Antelope Is cut off by storm. Rose
Cannon nurses Dominick back to life,
Two weeks later Bernlee dlscovers in A
paper where husband is and writes letter
trying to smooth over difficulties between
them. Dominick at last is able to jlon
fellow snowbound prisoners In hotel par-
lor. He loses temper over talk of Buford,
an actor. After three weeks, end of Im-
prisonment 18 seen. Telegrams and mall
Arrive. Dominick gets letter from wife.
Tells Rose he doesn't love wife, and never
did. Btormbound rnpla begin to depart.

e and Dominick embrace, father sees
them and demands an explanation. Rose's
brother Gene is made manager of ranch,
and ls to get it {f he stays sober n_Year.
Cannon expresses sympathy for Doml-
nick's position in talk with Rose. Domi-
n! returns home. Berny exerts herself
to please him, but he is Indifferent. Can-
Bon calls on Mrs. Ryan. They dlscuss Dom-
inick's marriage difficulties, and Cannon
suggests buying off Berny.

CHAPTER Xll.—(Continued.)

There was something strange about
Dominick since he had come back,
something that Intrigued her, that she
could not satisfactorily explain. Bhe
assured herself that he was still angry,
but in the deeper places of her under-
standing the voice that whispers the
truth and will not be galnsaid told her
it was not that, Nelther was it ex-
actly antagonism. In a way he had
been studiously kind and polite to her,
a sort of consciously-guarded polite-
ness, such as one might practice to a

guest with whom one was Intimate
without being friendly. She tried to
explain to herself just what this

change was, and when It came to put-
ting the matter in words ghe could
not find the right ones. It was a cold-
nees, a coldness that was not harsh
and did not express itself in actions or
phrases. It was deeper; It was ex-
haled from the inner places of his be-
ing.

Sometimes ag she talked to him she
would meet his eves fixed on her with
a deep, vacant glance, which she sud-
denly realized was unseeing and un-
heeding. In the evening as he sat
reading In the eramped confines of
the den she surreptitiously watched
him and saw that a moment often
came when he dropped his book, and
with his long body limp In the arm-
chalr, his chin sunk on his breast,
would sit with a brooding gaze fixed
on nothing. Once, as he was dream-
ing this way, she said suddenly:

“What are you thinking of, Domi-
nlek? Antelope?

He started and turned upon her &
face that had reddened consclously

“Why should I think of Antelope?”
he said, and she was aware that her
remark had etartled him and made
him uncomfortable.

“For no particular reason,” she an-
swered lightly; “you just looked as if
you were thinking of something a long
way off.”

8he tried to reassure herself that it
all rose from the quarrel. To belleve
that comforted her and gave her con-
fidence, but it was hard to think it,
for not only did her own instinct pro-
clalm against it, but Dominick's man-
ner and attitude were In distinct refu-
tation of any such theory, He was
not sullen, he was absent; he was not
resentful, he was indifferent. And in
gemell outward ways he tried to please
her, which was not after the manner
of a sore and angry man. On this
very Sunday he had agreed to meet
her and her family in the park at the
band stand at four. Bhe always dined
with her sisters on Sunday and if
the weather was fine they went to the
park and listened to the musie. It
wag nearly a year now since Dominick
had joined these family parties, pre-
ferring to walk on the Presidio hille
aud the CHff House beach with a
friend from the bank. But on the eve-
ning before he had rromised to meet
them: been quite agreeable about it,
Berny had thought, when her plead-
ings and importunities had finally ex
torted from him a promise to join
them there.

She left the dining-room and walked
up the hallway to the parlor, her head
drooped. anxietles gnawing at her.
The little room was flooded with sun-
ghine, and she parted the lace cur-
talns and, throwing up the window,
leaned out. The rich, enveloping
warmth surrounded her, clasped her,
peemed to eink deep Into her and
thaw her apprehensions that were so
cold at her heart. She drew In the
sweet, still air, that did not stimulate
but that had in it something of a
crystalline youth and freshness, like
the air of an untaigted world, con-
cerned with nothing but the joy of
living. The scents of flowers were in
1t; the mellowness of the earth and its
fruits. Peace was the message of this
tranquil Sunday morning, peace was
in the sunshine, in the sound of bells
with which the air was full, in the
fall of feet—Ilight, joyous feet—on the
pavement, in the volces of passers-by
and the laughter, sweet and broken,
of children. It was not right for any
one to harbor cankering cares on such
8 day. The earth was happy, aban-
doned to the sunshine, Irresponsibje.
care free, rejoicing in the perfect mo-
ment. The woman felt the restoring
Pprocesses that Nature, In {ts tireless
generosity, offers to all who will take
them. She felt eased of her troubles,
soothed and cheered, as though the en-
wrapping radiance that bathed her
held &n opiate for jangled nerves.
Blinking in the brightness she leaned

through her reflected face in the mir-
ror, the lines and hollows of that face

| when time ghould have put & stamp on |
of animosity gtirred In each of them,

it that neither massage nor pigments
would efface. A sudden moment of
revelation showed her herself as an
old woman, her nose pointed, her
mouth a thin, tight line. This morn-
ing the glass gave her back none of
these disconcerting hinta. She was &t
her best, and as she dressed carefully
and slowly, she had the satisfaction of
seelng that each added article of ap-
parel increased ber good looks. When
she flnally put on her new hat—the
one she had bought in celebration of
Dominick's return—and over it tied a
white and black dotted vell, she was
so gratified with the picture she pre-
sented that she was reluctant to leave
it and plrouetted slowly before the
glass, surveving her back and side
views, and finally lifting her skirt that
she might see the full effect of her
Iflac petticoat as it burst into sight
in an ebullition of pleats and frills,

Walking up the avenue she was
bridlingly conscious that her brilllant
appearance drew its t-ibute of glances.
Many people looked at her, and their
sidelong admiration was an even more
exhllarating tonic than the sunshine.
She walked with a light, elastic step,
epreading perfume on the air, her
progress accompanied by a rich seduc-
tive rustle, Once or twice she passed
members of that exclusive world from
which she had stolen Dominick. She
swept by them, languidly indifferent,
her eves looking with glacial hauteur
o~er thelr heads. The sound made by
her brushin: sllk petticoats was grati-
fyingly aggreeslve, She {mparted to
them a slight disdainful swing, and
Hfted her dress skirt daintily higher,
consclous of the impeccable amplitude
of her em-rging llac frilla.

The habit of dining with her own
people on Sunday had been one she
had never abandoned, even in the first
espiring days of her rarriage. It was
a sort of family reunion and at first
Dominick had been a not unwilling

| participant In its domestic festivities.

The solid bourgeols respectability of
his wife's relatlons appealed to him.
For all his advantages in money and
education he was of the same class
himself, and while Berny was, if not a
beloved epouse, a Yet endurable one,
he had found the Sunday gatherings
and subeequent hejira to the park not
entirely objectlionable. For over a year
now he 1 o= ared from it, pleading
the need of cpen air and exercise, and
his slsters-in-law, wha had at first pro-
tested, had grown used to his absence
and accepted it as something to bear
uncomplalningly.

The day was so fine that thery hur-
rled through their dinner, a hearty
and lavish meal, the chef d'oeuvre of
Hannah's housekeeping, and, loath to
lose a moment of the sunshine, deter-
mined to walk down to Van Nees ave-
nue and there catch an outgoing car

He Stocd on the Top Step for a Musing Moment,

to the park. It was the middle of the
afterncon and the great thoroughfare
lay still and idle in the slanting light.
There was something foreign, almost
tropical In its vista, in the scene that
hung lke a drop curtaln at the Hmit
of sight—pale blue hills dotted with
ochre-colored houses—In the, back-
ground of sky deep in tint, the follage

among them. They progressed with
an un-American dellberation, tasting
the delicate sweetness of the alr, re
jolcing In the sky and the sun, paus-
ing to look at the dark bushiness of a
dracaena against s wash of blue, the
skeleton blossom of a Century plant,
the pool of thick scarlet made by &
parterre of geranium,

The three gisters—Hanpah and
Pear] leading, Berny and Hazel walk-
ing behind with Josh—fared buoyant-
ly down the street. As they passed, |
they commented on the houses anl!E
thelr Inmates. They had plenty of
stories of the dwellers in those solemn |
palaces, many of whom were people |
whose humbls beginnings they knew |
by heart, and whose rapld riee had |
been watched almost awe-stricken by |
an admiring and envious community. |

As the Ryan house lcomed lnto view |
thelr chatter ceased and thelr eyes, |
serious with staring attention, were
fixed on the mansion which had so |
stubbornly closed its doors on one of |
them. BSensations of varylng degrees |

except the child, still too young to be
talnted by the corroding eense of
worldly injustice. Bhe skipped along
eldewise, her werm, soft band clasped |
In her Aunt Hannah's decently-gloved |
palm. Some wave or vibration of the |
intense feelings of her elders passed |
to her, and as they drew nearer the |
house she, too, began to grow grave,
and her skipping quleted down lnto & |
sober walk, |

“That’t Uncle Dominlck's house,
fsn’t it?" ghe sald to Hannah.

Hannah nodded. By far the most
amiable and wide-minded of the sis-
ters, ghe could not rise above the|
sense of rankling Indignation that she
felt against the Ryans for thelr treat-
ment of Herny.

“That's the biggest house {n San
Francieco,” sald Pearl over her shoul-
der to her parents. “Ain't it, Popper !

"1 guess it 18, answered Josh, giv-
ing his head a confirmatory wag, "and
even if it ain't, it's big enough, the
Lord knows!”

“l can't see what a private family
wants with all that room,” eald Han-
nah with a condemnatory air. “There
must be whole sootes of rooms on that
upper floor that nobody lives In."

“Don't you fret. They're all occu-
pled,” said Berny. “Each one of them
has their own particular soote. Cornle
has three rooms all of her own, and
even the housekeeper has a private
bath!"

“And there's twelve indoor serv-
ants,” said Hazel. “They want a lot
of epace for them. Twelve servants,
just think of 1t!™

“Twelve servants!” ejaculated Han-
nah almost with a groan. “Well, that
don't seem to me right.”

They were close to the house now
and silence fell on them, as though
the antagonism of Its owners was ex-
haled upon them from the mansion's
ageressive balk, llke aa unspoken
curge. They felt overawed, and at the
same time proud that one of their
number should have even the most
distant affiliations with a family too
exclusive to know her. The women
with thelr more responsive aid sensi-
tive natures felt it more delicately
than Josh, who blunderingly expressed
c2e of the thoughts of the moment by
remarking:

“Some day you'll llve in there, Ber-
ny, and boss the twelve servants.”

“Rats!" said Berny, giving her head
an angry toss. “1'd rather live In my
flat and boss Sing.”

Josh's whistle of facetious incredul-
ity died away incomplete, for at that
moment the hall door opened and a
portly masculine shape emerged upon
the porch. Berny, at the first glance,
was not sure of Its identity, but her
doubts were dispelled by her brother-

in-law’s quick sentence, delivered on
‘the rise of a surprised breath.

“Bill Cannon, by gum! What's he
dolng there?”

This name, as powerful to conjure
with in the city a8 In the mining-
camps, cast Its Instantaneous spell up-
on the sisters, who stared avid-eyed
upon the great man. He for his part
seemed oblivious to their glancea and
to thelr presence. He stood on the

proud, unapproachable distinction of
the Ryans.

“Don’t he look as If he was think.
ing?™ sald Hazel In a whisper. “1
wonder what's on his mind.”

“Probebly that Menday's pay-day
and he don't know whether he can
scratch through,” eald the jocose Josh

Berny did not say anything She
felt the Interest In Cannon that she
did in all conquering, successful peo-
ple, and in her heart it gave her a
sense of added fmportance to think
that the family ehe had married into
and who refused to know her was on
friendly terms with the Bonanza King

A half-hour later they had found

seats In front of the hand stand in the |

park, and, settllng themselves with &

great rustling and preening of plum- |

age, prepared to enjoy the music Han-

nah and Pearl were given two chairs |

at the end of a row, and Hazel
Berny, with Josh era escort, secured
four on the line immediately behind
Dominfick had not yet appeared, so the
sisters spread thelr skirts over a va.

and |

cant seat between them, and Berny, in |

the Intervals of inspecting the people
around her, sent exploring glances
about for the tall figure of her hus-
band.

She was very fond of the park and |

band stand on such Sunday afternoona
To go there had been one of the great
diversions of her girthood. She loved
to look at this holiday gathering of all
types, among which her own class wag
largely represented. The outdoor am-
phitheater of filled benches was to her
what the ball-room and the glittering
horseshoe at the opera are to the wom-
an of soclety., She saw many old
friends among the throng, girla who
had been contemporaries of hers when
she had first “gone to work"* pnd had
long eince married in their own world
and now dragged children by the hand.
She looked them over with an almost
passionate eurfosity, discomfitted to
Eee the fresh youth of some, and
pleased to note that others looked
weighed down with maternal cares
Berny regarded women who had chil-
dren as fools, and the children grouped
about these mothers of her own age—
three and four sometimes, with the
husband ecarryving a baby—were to her
only annoying, burdensome creatures
that made the party seem a little rl
diculous, and had not half the Im-
pressiveness or etyle of her elegant
costume and lilae frills,

The magnificent afterncon had

Berny Turned, Startied.

to lean across Dominick and attract
Hazel's attentlon by a poking finger
directed agalinst her knee, when the

brought out a throng of people. Every | WOM&n, with a word to her companion,

seat in the lines of benches was full
and foot passengers kept constantly
coming up, standing for a few meas-

moved her head and let a slow glance
sweep over the rows of faces.
“Hazel,"” Derny hissed across Doml-

tremulous and eccld deep down 1o her
bones.
Hazel rose to her feet, shaking her

| skirts into place.

“Let's go on,” she said, “it's getting
chilly Come along, Josh. 1 suppose
if you were let alone, you'd slt here

ures, and then i o Ry | nick, “look at that girl, Who Is she? | till sundown listening to the music in
» moving en. They were | v E

of all kinds. The beauty of the day
h . y * ¥
had even tempted the more fashion-

able element out, and the two risters | profile.

1

She did not divert her eyes from the
woman's face, which she now saw in
It was pretty, she thought,

AW many elegantly-dressed ladies of |MOre from a rich, unmingled purity
the sort on whom Hazel fitted hatg al | ©f coloring than from any particular

day, and that evoked in Berny a deep
and respectable curiosity, Both wom-
en, sitting high fn their ehairs, craned

thelr necks this way ar h ing |
¥ and that, spving | moment later the moving eves lighted

through breaks in the crowd, and fol-
lowing attractive figures with dodging
movements of thelr heads. When
either one saw anything she llked or
thought Interesting she laid a hand on
the other's knee, giving it a slight die,
and designated the object of her at-
tenffon in a few broken words, de-
tached and disconnected like notes
for a sentence.

They were thus engaged when Ha-
zel saw Dominick and, rising, halled
him with a beckoning hand. He made
his way toward them, moving delib-
erately, once or twice pausing to greet
acquaintances. He wags taller than
any man in the surrounding throng
and Perny, watching him, felt a sense
of proprietary pride swelllng In  her
when she noted his superiority. The
son of an Irish laborer and a girl who
had begun llfe as the general gervant
in a miners boarding-house, he looked
a8 If his forebears might have been
the flower of the nation. He wore a
loose-fitting suit of gray tweed, a wide,
gray felt sombrero, and round his
walst a belt of yellow leather. His col-
lar turning back from h! neck exposed
the brown strength of his throat, and
on lifting his hat in a passing saluta-
tlon, his head with its ecropped curly
hair, the ears growing close against
it, showed golden brown in the sun-
light.

With a phrase of greeting he jolned
them, and then as they swept their
skirts off the chair they had been hid-
ing, slipped in front of Berny and eat
down, Hazel began to talk to him.
Her conversation was of a rallying,
Joking sort, at which she was quite
proficient. Berny heard him laugh and
knew by the tone of his volce that he
was pretending and was not really
amused. She had nothing particular
to say to him, feeling that she accom-
plished enough in inducing him to Join
them, and, sitting forward on the edge
of her chalr, continued to watch the
people. A blonde coiffure some rows
in front caught her eye and she was
studying its intricacies through the in-
terstices that came and went between
the moving heads, when the sudden
emergenc: into view of an unusually
striking female figure diverted her at-
tentlon. The woman had come up
from behind and, temporarily stopped
by the crowd, had come to a standstill
a few rowe In front of where the sis-
ters sat. She was accompanied by
a young man dressed in the Sunday
dignity of frock-coat and silk hat. As
he turned to survey the llnes of filled
chairs, Berny saw that he had a pale
skin, a small black mustache, and dark
eyes,

But her Interest In him was of the
slightest. Her attentlon was Immedi-
ately riveted upon the woman, who be-
came the object of a glance which in-
spected her with a plercing eagerness
from her hat to the hem of her gkirt.
Berny could not see her face, but her
habiliments were of the latest mode
and of an unusual and subdued ele-
gance which bespoke an origin in a
more sophisticated center than San
Francisce. Berny, all agog with curl-
osity, stared at the lady's back, not-
ing not only her clothes but a certain
carelessness In the way they were put
on. Her hat was not quite stralght.
The comb, which erossed the back of
her head and kept her hair emooth,
was crooked, and blonde wisps hung
from it over her collar, The hand that
held up her ekirt in a loose perfune-
tory manner, as though these rich en-
casings were possessions of no mo-
ment, was covered by a £at particuiar-
1y wkite glove.

Such unconeclousness added the dis-
tinction of !ndifference to the already
marked figure. Berny wondered more
than ever who It was and longed to
see the averted face. Bhe was about

beauty of feature. The head with Its
gravely-traveling glance continued to

| turn till Berny had the satisfaction of

| Indifferently,

geeing the face in threequarters. A
bruskly, =as though
checked by the imperative stoppage of
regulating machinery.

Only a person watching closely

a trance.”

Dominick and Josh rose and there

was an adjusting and putting-on of
wraps. PBerny still sat motionless, her
hands, stiff in their tight gloves, lying
{ open on her lap.

“Come along, Berny,” sald Hazel
“It’s too cold to sit here any longer.
Why, how funny vyou look, all pale

would have noticed Iit, but Berny was |

watching with the most vigilant close-
ness. She saw the infusion of a new
and keener interest transform the
glance, concentrate its lazy, diffused
attention into something that had the
sharpness and suddenness of a leap-
ing flame. The next moment a flood
of color rose clearly pink over the
face, and then, most surprising of all,
the lady bent her head in a grave, de-
liberate bow.

Berny turned, startled—and in a
vague, undefined way, disturbed, too—
to see who had been the object of this
salutation. To her astonishment it
was Dominick, As she looked at him,
he replaced his hat and she saw—to
the augmentation of that vague sense
of disturbance—that he was as pale as
the bowing woman was pink.

“Dominick,” she exclalmed,
that?”

“Miss Cannon,” he sald In a low
tone. ]

“Roge Cannon?” hissed Hazel on the
other gide of him, her face thrust for-
ward, and tense in the interest of the
moment, “Bill Cannon's daughter?”

“Yes. | met her at Antelope.”

“Berny, did you see ner dress?” Ha-
zel hung over her brotherdin-law in her
excitement. "That's straight from
Paris, I'll bet you a dollar.”

“Yes, | saw it,” said Berny in a
volce that did not sound particularly
exhilarated; “maybe it is."

She looked back at Miss Cannon
who had turped rway and was mov-
ing off through the crowd with her es-
cort. Then she leaned toward Domi-
nick. His voice had not sounded nat-
ural; as she placed her arm against
his she could feel that he trembled.

She sald notuing but settled back
in her chair, dryly swallowing. In
those few pas* moments her whole
world had undergone a revolution that
left her feellng dazed ~nd a little sick.
It was as If the earth had suddenly
whirled around acd she had come up
panting and clutching ambng familiar
things reversed and upset. In an in-
stantanecus flash of lllumination she
saw ever~ hing—the look in the wom-
an's eyes, her rush of color, Dominick's
volce, his expres:ion, the trembling
of his arm—Iit was all perfectly plain!
This was the girl he had been shut in
Antelope with for three weeks. Now
she knew what the change was, the in-
explicable, myster'ous change that
had so puzzled her.

Bhe felt bewlldered, and under her
bewilderment a pain, a fierce, unfa-
millar pain, gripped her. B8he did
not for the moment say anything or
want to speak, and ghe felt as a child
dees who is dazed and stupefied by an
unexpecteC assault of i1l treatment.
The elight sensatior of Ilnward sink-
ing, that made her feel a little eick,
continued and she sat in a chilled and
drooping silence, all her bridling con-
ceit in herself and her fine clothes
stricken suddenly out of her.

She heard Hazel asking Dominick
questions about Miss Cannon, and ghe
heard Dominick’s answers, brief and
given with a reticent doggedness.
Then Hazel asked him for the time
and she was conscious of his elbow
pressing agalnst her arm as he felt
for his watch. As he drew it out and
held it toward the questioner, Berny
suddenly leaned forward, and, catch-
ing his hand with the watch in it,
turned its face toward her., The hand
beneath hers was cold, and shook. She
let it go and again sank back in her
chalr. The feeling of sickness grew
stronger and was augmented by a
sense of physical feebleness, of being

“who's

and shriveled up! You're as bad a8
Josh., You and he ought to have mar-
ried each other. You'd have been &
prize couple.”

Josh laughed loudly at this sally,
leaning round the figure of his wife to
present’his foolish, good-humored face,
creased with a grin, to Berny.

“Are you willing, Berny?" he cried
gaily. "1 can get a divorce whenever
vou say, It will be dead easy; brutal
and inhuman treatment. Just say the
word!™

“There’ll be brutal and inhuman
treatment if you don't move on and
stop blocking the way, Josh McCrae,”
sald Hazel severely. I want to go out

that side and there you are right in

the path, trying to be funny.”

The cheerful Josh, still laughing,
turned and moved onward between the
seats, the others following him The
mass of the crowd wag not yet leav-
ing, and as the lttle group moved for-
ward in a straggling line toward the
drive, the exching opening of the Wil
liam Tell Overture boomed out from
the sound.ng board.

with heads turned and ears trained on
the band. Josh's hand. passed through
his wife's arm, affectlonately pressed
her againet his side, for despite the
sharpness of their recriminations they
were the most loving of couples,

Berny was th= last of the line. In
the flurry of departure her gilence had
passed unnoticed, and that she should
thus lag at the tail of the procession
wae not in any way remarkable, as,
at the best of times, she was not much
of & walker and in her high-heeled
Sunday shoes her progress was always
deliberate.

|
Looking ahead of her, she saw the

landscape still as a picture under the
slanting. lurid sunlight, It seemed to
be painted with unnpaturally glaring
tints, to be soaked in color. The grass,
crossed with long shadows, was of the
greennesg of an aniline dye. The
massed foliage of tree groups showed
a melting richness of shades, no one
clearly defined, all fused in a thick,
opaque lugciousness of greens. The alr
was motionless and very clear. Where
a passing carriage stirred the dust
the powdery cloud rosc, spreading a
tarnishing blur on the crystalline clar-
ity of the scene. The sun Injected

these dust films with gold, and they |
them |

settled slowly, as if it made
heavy, llke ground-up particles of
metal.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Wasted Erudition,

A physician at a recent conventlon
of railway surgeons in Phlladeiphia
sald of a sgfety device that has avert
ed many railway accidents:

“The advantage of this device ls
now almost universally recognized.
Indeed, the railroader who disputes
its advantage !s as antiquated as the
old resldenter who said:

“‘Educatlon be hanged! Thar's
young Bill Smithers took an engineer-
in' course in a correspondence school
and tbew put up a sign on his carriage
house, and badn't no better sense than
to spell “carriage”
Washington Star.

Hippopotamus Described.

Johnny, who bad been to the elrcus,
savs the Youngstown Telegram, was
telling his teacher mbout the wonder
ful things he had seen.

“An' teacher,” he cried. “they had
one big animal they called the hip—
hip—hip”

"Hippupotamus, dear,” prompted tte
teacher.

“l can't just say Its name~ ex-
claimed Johnny, “but it looks just lke
9,000 pounds of liver.”

It was a favor- |
ite piece, and they left lingeringly, Ha- |
zel and Josh particularly fascinated, |

"‘8.1‘3‘&!" R |

Qld Farmer Says He Has Never
Anything Better Thar
Rocks and Wyandottes

Seen

Plymouth

fowl

breeds in exister

At tities
best

it 15

wrpose for

it ean't be used

shuavin benard Al

wetical in thetr

for all pu

things

ing them answer

poses I8 very like corr
cyclong,
cecded |

Une per
duction
want the breed

mueh

man has suc-

hing

nts fowls for the
theretore, will
whose hen

Anothe

of epgs, and

be the hest layvers

the best table fowl, and an & v
different bread will be selected. The
third man wants a fowl with a cer
tain fancy feather and pays a fancy
priee for (t. A farmer living several
miles from town cares very littie for
fowls of any particular kind, yet he

Columbian Wyandotte Pullet.

will admit that they are zn unfailing
gource of supply in case of emergen

cy in supplying the table, buying the
groceries and keeping him out of
debt for long intervals.

The farmer's flock should be pro-
litie without sacrificing other qualj-
ties. They should be good tuble fowls,
To satisly .n equirement they must
be of good slze, plump and of good ap-
pearance when dressed. They must
be hardy and good foragers, as there
is much waste foced on the farm that
can be converted into cash returns
by the fowls. The hens must be good

sitters and mothers, as manyv larmers

are nol ready to buy ineubators—al-
thovgh they should do so at once.
These are guestions that are being

studied by the careful, and each in
dividual will have to determine the
matter for himself. An old farmer
who is now off the active list, buat sl
lives on the farm and raises poultry
as a diversion says he visited many
poultry shows just to ifnspect some
of the best birds of the new varieties,
and he says that he has never seen
anything better than the Plymouth
Rock and Wyandotte varieties for real
business stock. He said: “"You can
tell inquirers that these two breeds
| are gtill at the top, and there are
enough varieties of them to please
any sensible person. As to individual
taste, the old Indian said if men were

all alike they would all want his
Bquaw.”

So many varieties of chickens have
been evolved that it seems as It there

should be nothing left to be scught
or desired in the way of beauty or
utility.

Sell all the roosters not neded for

breeding,
- - L
|  Don’t buy breeding stock thul lacks
| in strensth and vigor,
| . & &
|  Keep everlastingly and eternally
| after the lice and mites,
. L] Ll

A box of crushed oyster

should always be kept in reach
[} - - -

shells

Keep ‘he coops for the small chicks
at a distance from the hen house.
L - -
Low perches will Induce young stock
to roost In the poultry house early io
| life,

The color of the egg shells has noth-
| ing to d~ with the food value of the
| EEEE,
{ L] - -
A combination of the heat with lce
pests i8 enough to cause fowls not to
| do well,
- - -
The flavor of eggs and their color
depends very much upon the kind of
food given

After the moult a little linseed meal
lse a fine thing to round out the poul
try ration with,

L] L .

Commence to gather dry road dust
and put away io barrels in a dry place
for pe.t winters use.

L ] » .

Sprinkle a little carbolic acid in the
hens’ dust batl occasionally. Afier
each raln stir the dust and make it
tine again.

. L] .
it 15 sald that if alfalfa hay 158 used
for hens mnests and scattered around

|

|
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|
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| the chicken coops the chicken mites
| will beat a hasty retreat

} - - -

When purchasing grit and oyuter
shell it 18 best tw get by the bhun
dred pounds. There is a great saving
in the eost if It is purchased lo this

mADNer.



