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THE PIMIENTA
PANCAKES.

Sheep Man Outwits Cowpuncher
In the Wooing of a Maiden.

While we were rounding up a bunch
of the Trinugle-O cattle in the Krlo
bottom! a projecting branch of a dead
mesqulte caught my wooden stirrup
and gave my ankle a wrench that laid
me up in camp for a week.

ICopyrlght, 11)07, by tba McClure company.J

By O. HENRY.

On the third da; of my compulsory
idleness I crawled out near the grub
wagon and reclined helpless under the
conversational fire of Judson odom,
the camp cook, and then I asked:

Juil laid down his six shooter, with
which he was preparing to pound an
antelope steak, and stood over me in
wlini I fell tvbe a menacing attitude.

"Jud, can you make pancakes?"

"S.iv. you." he said, with candid
though mil excessive cooler, "did you
Dlpan (hnl straight, or was you trying

"THAT m A DAD HABITYOO HAVE."

to throw the gaff into me? Some of
the boys been telling you about me
and that pancake racket?" ,

"No, Jud," I snid sincerely, "I meant

It. It seems to me I'd swap my l>ony

and saddle for a stack of buttered
brown pancakes with some first crop,
open kettle, New Orleans sweetening.

Was there a »tory about pancu Les?"
Jud was mollified at once when he

Raw that 1 had not been dealing In al-
lusions, lie brought some mysterious
bags and tin boxes from the grub wa-
gon and sot them in the shade of the
haekberry where l lay reclined.

"No, not a story," said Jud as he
worked, "but just the logical disclo-
sures in the case of me and that pink
eyed snoozcr from Mired Mule Canada
and Miss Willella Learight. I don't
mind telling you.

"1 was punching then for old Billy
Toomey, on the San Miguel. One day
I gets all ensnared up in aspirations
for to eat some canned grub that
hasn't ever mooed or baaed or grunt-
ed or been In peck measures. So I
gets on my bronc and pushes the wind
for Uncle Kinsley Telfalr's store at the
I'imlenta Crossing on the Nueces.

"About 3 in the afternoon I throwed
my bridle rein over a mesquite limb
ami walked the last twenty yards Into
Uncle Kinsley's store. I got up on the
counter and 1old Uncle Kinsley that
the signs pointed to the devastation of
the fruit crop of the world. In a min-
ute I had ii hag of crackers and a
long handled spoon, with an open can
each of apricots and pineapples and
cherries and greengages beside of me,
with Dncle Emsley busy chopping
away with the hatchet at the yel-
low Cllngl. I was feeling like Adam
before the apple stampede and was
digging my spurs into the side of the
counter and working with my twenty-
four inch spoon when I happened to
look out of the window into the yard
of Dnde Kinsley's house, which was
next to the store.

"There was a K'rl standing there—
an imported girl with fixings on—phi-
landering with n croquet maul and
amusing herself by watching my style
of encouraging tie fruit canning In-
dustry.

"I slid off the counter and delivered
up my shovel to Uncle Kinsley.

" 'That's my niece,' says he, 'Miss
Willelln Leartgbt, down from Pales-
tine on a visit. Do yon want that I
Should make you acquainted/

" 'The Holy Lund,' I says to myself,
my thoughts millingRome as I tried
to run 'em Into the corral. 'Why not?
There was sure angels in Pules—
Why, yes, T'ncle Kinsley,' I says out
loud, 'I'd be awful edlfled to meet
Miss Learight.'

"So Uncle Emsley took me out In
the yard and gave us each other's en-
titlements.

"I never was shy about women. I
never could understand why some men
who can break a mustang before
breakfast and shnve in the dark get
all left handed and full of perspiration
and excuses when they see a bolt of
calico draped around what belongs In
it. Inside of eight minutes me and
Miss Wlllella was aggravating the cro-
quet balls around as amiable as second

cousins. She guve me v dig abuut the
quantity of canned fruit I had eaten,

and I got back at her Sntfootsd about

how a certain lady named Kve started
the fruit trouble in the Oral free grass
pasture.

"That was how 1 acquired cordiali-
ty for the proximities of Miss Willella
Learight, and the disposition grew
larger as time passed. She was stop-
ping at I'imienla Crossing for her

health, which was ver.v good, and for
the climate, wlili li was 40 per cent
hotter than Palestine, I rude over to

see her once every week for awhile,
and theu 1ligured it nut that if I dou-
bled the number of trips I would see
her twice as often.

"One week I slipped in a third trip,
and that's where the pancakes and the
pink eyed snoozer busted into the
game.

"That evening while I set on the
counter with a peach nnd two dam-
sous in my month I asked Uncle Ems-
ley how Miss Willella was.

" 'Why,' says Uncle Emsley, 'she's
gone riding with Jackson Hlrd, the
sheep man from over at Mired Mule
Canada.'

"I swallowed the peach seed and the
two damson seeds. I guess somebody
held the counter by tlie bridle while I
got off, nnd then I walked out Straight
ahead till I butted against the mes-
quite where my roan was tied.

" 'She's gone riding,' I whispered in
my bronc's ear, 'with Birdstrme Jack,

the hired mule from Sheep Man's Can-
ada. Did you get that, old Leather

and Gallops?'
"That brone of mine wept in his

way. He'd been raised a cow pony,
and he didn't care for snoozers.

"I went back and snid to Uncle Ems-
ley, 'Did you say a sheep man?'
"'I said a sheep man,' says uncle

again. 'You must have heard tell of
Jackson Bird. He's got eight sections

of grazing and 4,000 head of the finest

Merinos south of the arctic circle.'
"I went out and sat on the ground in

the shade of the store nnd leaned
against n prickly pear. I sifted sand
Into my boots with unthinking hands
while I soliloquized a quantity about
this bird with the Jackson plumage
to his name.

"I never had believed in harming
sheep man. I see one one day rending

a Latin grammar on hossback, and I
never touched him. They never irri-
tated me like they do most cow men.

And because I'd been lenient and let
'era live here was one going around
riding with Miss Wlllella Lenrlght!

"An hour by sun they come loping
back nml stopped at Uncle Emsley's
gate. The snoop person helped her off,
and they stood throwing each other

sentences all Hprlgbtful nnd sagacious
for awhile. And then this feathered
Jackson flics up in his saddle and
raises his little stewpot of a hat and
trots off in the direction of his mut-

ton ranch. By this time 1 had turn-

ed the sand out of my boots and un-
pinned myself from the prickly pear,
and by the time he gets half a mile
out of I'imienta I singlefoots up be-
side him on my bronc.

"1 said that snoozer was pink eyed,
but he wasn't. His seeing arrange-

ment was gray enough, but his eye-
lashes was pink and his hair was san-
dy, and that gave you the idea. Sheep
man? He wasn't more than a lamb
man, anyhow-a little thing with his
neck Involved in a yellow silk hand-

kerchief and shoos tied up In bowknots.
"'Afternoon!' says I to him. 'You

now ride with an equestrian who is
commonly called Pead-Moral-Certaln-
ty Judson, on account of the way I
shoot. When I want a stranger to
know me I always introduce myself
before the draw, for I never did like
to shake hands with ghosts.'

" 4Ah,' says he, just like that—'ah,
I'm glad to know you, Mr. Judson.
I'm Jackson Bird from over at Mired
Mule ranch. It looks like rain.'

" 'Willie,' says 1, riding over close to
his palfrey, "your infatuated parents
may have denounced you by the name
of Jackson, but you sure molted Into
a twittering vvniie. Let us slough off
this here analysis of rain and the
elements and get down to talk that
Is outside the vocabulary of parrots.
That Is a bad habit you have got of
riding with young ladles over at Plml-
enta. I've known birds," says I, 'to

be served on toast for less than that.
Miss Willella,' says I, 'don't ever
want any nest made out of sheep's
wool by a tomtit of the Jacksonlan
branch of ornithology, Now, ure you
going to quit, or do you wish for to
gallop up against this Dead-Moral-
Certalnty attachment to my name,
which is good for two hyphens and at
least one set of funeral obsequies?'

"Jackson Bird flushed up some, and
then he laughed.

" 'Why, Mr. Judson,' says he, 'you've
got the wrong Idea. I've called on
Miss Learight a few times, but not for
the purpose you imagine. My object
is purely a gnstrononiical one.'

"Ireached for my gun.
" 'Any coyote,' says I, 'that would

boast of dishonorable'—
" 'Walt a minute,' says this Bird, 'till

I explain. What would I do with a
wife? Ifyou ever saw that ranch of
mine! I do my own cooking und mend-
Ing. Eating-that's all the pleasure I
get out of sheep raising. Mr. Judson,
did you ever taste the pancakes that
Miss Learight makes?'

"'Me! No,' I told htm. 'I never was
ndvlsed that she wns up to nny culi-
nary maneuvers.'

" 'They're golden sunshine.' says he,
'honey browned by the ambrosial flres
of Epicurus. I'd give two years of my
life to get the recipe for making them
pancakes. That's what I went to see
Mifss Learight for,' says Jackson Bird,
'but I haven't been nble to get It from
her. It's an old recipe that's been in
the family for seventy-flve years.
They hand It down from one genera-
tion to another, but they don't give tt
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awaj to outsiders. IfI could get that
recipe so I could make them pancakes

for myself on my ranch I'd be a happy
man,' says Bird.

" 'Are you sure,' 1 says to him, 'that
it ain't the hand that mixes the pan-

cakes that you're after';'

" 'Sure,' says Jackson. 'Miss Lea-
rlght is a mighty nice girl, but I can
assure you my Intentions go no fur-
ther than the gastro'—but he seen my

hand going down to my holster, and

he changed bis similitude—'than the
desire to procure a copy of the pau-
cnke recipe.' be linishes.

" 'Yon aln'l such 11 bad little man,'
snys 1, trying t" I" 1 fair. 'I was think-
ing some of making orphans of your

sheep, bui I'll lit you ily away this
time. Hut you stick to pancakes,'

says 1, 'us close as the middle one of a
stack, and don't go und mistake senti-
ments for sirup or there'll be singing
at your ranch, and you won't hear It'

" 'To convince you that 1 am sin-
cere,' says the sheep man, 'I'll ask you
to help me. Miss Learight and you
being closer friends, maybe she would
do for you what she wouldn't do for
me. Ifyou will get me a copy of that
pancake recipe 1 give you my word
that I'llnever call upon her again.'

" 'That's fair,' I says, and I shook
hands with Jackson Bird. 'I'll get It
for you If I can and glad to oblige.'
And be turned off down the big pear
flat on the I'iedra in the difection of
Mired Mule, and I steered northwest
for old HillToomey's ranch.

"It was five days afterward when I
got another chance to ride over to
Pimientn. Miss Willella and me pass-

ed a gratifying evening at Uncle Ems-
ley's. She sung some and exasperated
the piano quite a lot with quotations
from the operai, I gave imitations of
a rattlesnake and told her about
Snaky McFee'a new way of skinning
cows and described the trip I made
to St. Louis once. We was getting
along in one another's estimations fine.
Thinks I, if Jiickson Bird can now be
persuaded to migrate I win. I recol-
lect his promise about the pancake
receipt, and I thinks I will persuade it
from Miss Willella and give it to him.

"So along about 10 o'clock I put
on a wheedling smile and says to Miss
Willella, 'Now, If there's anything I
do like better than the sight of a red
steer on green grass it's the taste of a
nice hot pancake smothered in sugar
house molasses.'

"Miss Willolla gives a little jump on
the piano stool nnd looked at me curi-
ous.

" 'Yes,' says she, 'they're real nice.
What did you say was the name of
that street in St. Louis, Mr. Odom,
where you lost your hat?'

" 'Pancake avenue,' says I, with a
wink, to show her that I was on about
the family receipt and couldn't be
side corralled offof the subject. 'Qome,
now, Miss Willella,' I says; 'let's hejir
how you make 'em. Pancakes is Just
whirling In my head like wagon

wheels. Start her off, now—pound of
flour, eight dozen eggs, and so on.
How does the catalogue of constitu-
ents run?'

" 'Excuse me for a moment, please,'
says Miss Willella, and she gives me a
quick kind of sideways look nnd
slides off the stool. She amblod out
In to the other room, and directly Un-
cle Emsley conies in in his shirt
sleeves, with a pitcher of water. He
turns around to get a glass on tho
table, and 1 see a forty-five in his hip
pocket. 'Great postholes,' thinks I,
'but here's a family thinks a heap of
cooking receipts, protecting it with
firearms. I've known outfits that
wouldn't do that much by a family
feud.'

"'Drink this here down,' says Uncle
Kinsley, bonding me the jflnss of wa-

"DIRROTIiTUNCLE EMSLEY COMES IN."

ter. 'You've rid too far today, Jud,
and got yourself overexcited. Try to
think about something else now.'

"That wus all the pancake ipedflca-
tlons I could net that night I didn't
\u25a0wonder that Jackson Bird found It up-
hill work. So 1 dropped the subject
and talked with Uncle Emsley awhile
about hollow horn and cyclones. And
then Miss VVillella came and said
'good night,' nud I hit the breeze for
the ranch.

"About a week afterward 1 met Jack-
son Bird riding out of Pimlenta as I
rode In, and we stopped In the road for
a few frivolous remarks.

" 'Got the bill of particulars for them
flapjacks yet?' I asked him.

" 'Well, no,' says Jackson. 'I don't

teem to have any success in getting
hold of it. Did you try?'

•• '1 did,' says I, 'and 'twas like try-
Ing tv dig a prairie dog out of his hole
v.ith a peanut hull. That pancake re-
ci ii>t must be a jookalorum the way
they hold on to it.'

" Tin most ready to give It up,' says
Jnckaon, so discouraged in his pro-
nunciations that I felt sorry for him.
ilul I did want to know how to make
11,1111 pancakes to eat on my lonely
ranch, 1 says lie. 'I lie awake of nights
thinking how good they are.'

•\u25a0 'You keep on trying for It,' I tells
him, 'and I'll do the same. One of us
Is bound to get a rope over its horns
before long. Well, so long, Jacksy.'

•You see, by this time we was on the
peacetnllMt of terms, wbeu I saw
that he wasn't after Miss Willella I
Ikul more endurable contemplations of
that sandy haired snoozer. In order
to help out the ambitions of his appe-
tite I kept on trying to Ret that receipt
from Miss Willella, but every time I
would say 'pancakes' she would get
si.rt of remote and fidgety about the
eye and try to change the subject. If
1 held her to it she would slide out

and round up Uncle Emsley with hi9
pitcher of water and hip pocket how-
itzer.

"One day I galloped over to the store
with a fine bunch of blue verbenas
that I cut out of a herd of wild Bow-
its over on Poisoned Dog prairie.
Dncle Emsley looked at 'em with one
eye shut nnd stiys:

" 'Willella and Jackson Bird was
married In Palestine yesterday,' .says
he. 'Just got a letter this morning.'

" 'Haven't ye heard the news?'
" 'Cattle up'?' I asked.

"I dropped them flowers in a cracker
barrel and let the news trickle in my
ears and down toward my upper left
hand shirt pocket until it got to my
feet.

" 'Would you mind saying that over
agalu once more, Uncle Emsley?' says

I. 'Maybe my hearing has got wrong,
and you only said that prime heifers
was $4.80 on the hoof or something

like that.'
" 'Married yesterday,' says Uncle

Emsley, 'and gone to Waco and Niaga-
ra Falls on a wedding tour. Why,
didn't you see none of the signs all
ulongV Jackson Bird has been court-
ing Willella ever since that day he
took her out riding.'

" 'Then,' says I in a kind of yell,
'what was all this zizzaparoola he
Klves me about pancakes? Tell me
that.'

"When Isaid 'pancakes' Uncle Ems-
ley sort of dodged and stepped back.

" 'Somebody's been dealing me pan-
fakes from the bottom of the deck,' I
says, 'and I'll find out. I believe you
know. Talk up,' says I, 'or we'll mix
a panful of batter right here.'

"I slid over the counter after Uncle
Emsley. He grabbed at his gun, but
it was In a drawer, and he missed It
two Inches. I got him by the front of
his shirt and shoved him In a corner.

" 'Talk pancakes,' says I, 'or be made
Into one. Does Miss Willella make
•em?'

" 'She never made one in her life,
and I never saw one,' says Uncle Ems-
ley, soothing. 'Calm down, now, Jud,
calm down. You've got excited, and
that wound in your head is contam-
inating your sense of intelligence. Try
not to think about pancakes.'

" 'Uncle Emsloy,' says I, 'I'm not
wounded in the head except so far as
my natural cogitative instincts run to
runts. Jackson Bird told me he was
calling on Miss Willella for the pur-
pose of finding out her system of pro-
ducing pancakes, and he asked me to
help him get the bill of lading of the
Ingredients. I done so, with the re-
sults as you see. Have I been sodded
down with Johnson grass by a pink
eyed snoozer or what?'

" 'Slack up your grip on my dress
shirt,' says Uncle Emsley, 'and I'll tell
you. Yes, It looks like Jackson Bird
has gone and humbugged you some.
The day after he went riding with
Willella he came back and told me
and her to watch out for you whenever
you got to talkingabout pancakes. He
said you wai in camp once where they
was cook' ilni(Jacks and one of the
fellows cat you over the head with a
frying pan. Jackson said that when-
ever you got overhot or excited that
wound hurt you and made you kind
of crazy and you went raving about
pancakes. He told us to just get you
worked off the subject and soothed
down and you wouldn't be danger-
ous. So me and Willella done the best
by you we knew how. Well, well,'
says Uncle Emsley, 'that Jackson Bird
la sure a seldom kind of a snoozer.'"

During the progress of Jud'a story he
had been slowly but deftly combining
certain portions of the contents of his
sacks and cans. Toward the close of It
he set before me the finished product—
a pair of redhot, rich hued pancakes on
a tin plate. From some secret hoard-
ing place he also brought a lump of
excellent butter and a bottle of golden
sirup.

"How long ago did these things
happen?" I asked him.

"Three years," said Jud. "They're
living on the Mired Mule ranch now.
But I haven't seen either of 'em since.
They say Jackson Bird was fixing his
iuih'li up fine with rocking chairs and
window curtains all the time he was
putting me up the pancake tree. Oh,
Igot over it after awhile, but the boys
kept the racket up."

"Did you make these cakes by the
famous recipe?" I asked.

"Didn't I tell you there wasn't no
receipt?" said Jud. "The boys hol-
lered pancakes till they got pancake
hungry, and I cut this receipt out of a
iewspaper. How does the truck taste?'.'

"They're delicious," I answered.
"Why don't you have some, too, Jud?"
Iwas sure I heard a sigh.
"Me?" said Jud. "I don't never eat

'em."

Men's Felt I ~^Z
Hats

Our famous "Gordon" Hat, \^ JWin new black, brown and 1 **3
gray soft styles, and black in sY^J^Tnew stiff. The price of a \ X^m**^..

"Gordon" Hat is always VtUP^

You should see our Cluett Shirts in
the very latest styles and colors

\u25a0 jjpjfi Metis lan

v4§F '-<^^^K^m the newest motlels in
MM women's and men's shoes are

y^PPFjipP^^PM now in stock. Every pair
JP^|yg^r of shoes we sell are fully

ACORN BROS.
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Insures Good Crops
Campbell's Scientific Farmer

An Illustrated Monthly Magazine, per year, $1.00. Devoted to Scien- (fl* 4
tific Soil Tillage—the only exponent of successful soil culture — *§P I
regardless of rainfall or irrigation.

Campbell's 1905 Soil Culture Manual
A Hand Book and Treatise on the Campbell System of Soil K.S'%
Culture. Tells how. Illustrated, 50c »WW

The Colville Examiner one year $1.50
Acombination of all §O 2, Sthree publications as above for only *i\r-*'l*^l%J

By special arrangements with the Campbell Soil Culture Co. of
Lincoln, Nebr., we are enabled to make the above liberal offer,
which holds good only until September 1, 1909.

'Every farmer in this section is interested in this proposition. The
Campbell System is an insurance of good crops year after year; the result of
25 years of careful painstaking observation and experiment by Prof.
Campbell. Not a theory, but a proven fact. You ought to at least
investigate it for yourself.

HERE IS SOME EVIDENCE
„Judge L. Cou(h, Hartford, To*., says, wheat thai give a net profit ol over $16.00 pet acre.

years and find that itmore than doubles the yield." AtNorth Platta, Nebr., at the branch ex-
J.,W. Foreman, Alaxandar, N. Dak., perimental faim ol the Stale Agricultural College.

says."l thinkwell of your system and by applying!! by following the Campbell method of tillage to the
herebelievewewillrankwiththebestin agriculture." letter in 1907, 62 bushels of winter wheat were

In Hitchcock County, Nobr., in 1904 a «row" »" «»•»'"' '"> "»»\u25a0" bushels.
field cultivated by the same scientific princi- Near Ouymon, Okla., in 1908, a marvelous

total failure of fully90% of all wheat'planted in that as outlined by Mr. Campbell does bring results, was
county because of adrouth lasting seven months and demonstrated, Avery large per cent, of the wheat
twenty-thtee days. was a failure because of drouthy conditions beginning

W. 8. Bailey, Lamar. Nebr., says, "Ithink inAugust. 1907. and continuing until after wheat
Mr. Campbell is doingmore for the western farmer I"'""',yet this field produced 48 bushels to the acre,
than any man living" Wheat at the nearest station was worth 90 cents.

* AtOrainfield, Kansas, in the dry year of 111''-^'1904 the Campbell plan of tillage pioduc.d a crop of "„"',\™Tnothing becaus^bey diel not I«ow how.

You can got a sample copy of the Scientific Partner and Soil Culture literature freeby writing the Soil Culture Co., Lincoln, Nebr. Send your subscription for tho com •bination direct to this office.
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Poultry Secrets
r~ Disclosed! I

TPHERE are secrets in the poultry business, as JBm/t
*\u25a0 in any other ; the best methods and newest mß!^KL^^

discoveries seldom reach the amateur poultry raiser
and the general public for years after they are origi- gJ^^L- s
nated. A new method of absolutely insuring the - U
fertility of setting eggs, for example, has tt^^^HSii

Enormous Cash Value JM
and illdiscoverer is net to be blamed (or kecpine it to himself. Now, lor the
first time, the lecretl of many of the most successful poultrymen are made

Obtained in an Honorable Way " "

(1) by outrijhtpurchase; (2) byfree permission given the author, Michael K. „iS £**c"'k £$&***f
Boyer; (3) by collecting old, valuable, but little known methods; (4) by Mr. , ,"'y i""/ls Ml> ?°«
Boyer's own experience covering 30 busy years. Since this book was first ad- ,"' Cl"'y/<nvls,amt score.
rertised four or five months ago, it has been necessary to print eight editions, /'."',, i?' '"""' ""*".-
and many new and valuable secrets have been added to the original book. ' ""ncr'° '""evealet.

. AFew of the More Important Secrets
Read What Purchasers Say Boy

ee ŝ
new sysle"l v"»>»"*„« fertility of setting

(

a»W,7ri'l^^" tt'bcSlftlSii; Wood's'lngenlous method for saving the weak Incu- j
•re worth their welihl in told. Why, 1 paid |5 oator chicks. I
fortin.prouteJ o.u method. Jou certtlnly (iv. I.K. Fetch's System of Inbreeding without the least

SWrSiSSri. mica. N. Y. SelecXg thejyh, g hen S -thecentral thought of the I
Received vourhook of "PoultrySecretl." It'«»n so-called Ilogan, Potter ami Palmu Bvilamaexceptionally instructive work, and worth 110 to The PlliloSystem, a brief outline tllllniwl.il itU»- IU.pro,re..i«e poullrym.n. I would not care to for what it isvaluable Itake tliat for myOOBf if) OOQld ""tnet auothor. ca,,M..i __\u0084, t^ A t i '

HOBT. «'. KI.NusI.AJiD,Montville.N. J. several new loou formulas, many of them the same asexpensive "patented " foods.
ta&*«ffi.^AjS£,i.JJSMKc-'S ™c "IS-cents-a-bushel» .nethod of producing
tl.l.HUM Jor the p».t fifteen ye.ri, and have f 1**1; ,
al«.iite\orvlK<.klli.ti.piil.li,hedonthiiinbJecl Oreiner 8 Lorn I<eedtng System : and oilier new rulesliiinylilirary.indlconiiderthiibookofyourithe torfeeding corn and grain,
mullvaluable Ikuowhyfsrfortliereneral public. TrUSlow'S Secret of obtaininir hlirh \u0084lnrL >t „ j *L. A. RICHARDSON, Mu-in.: 111. poultry stock. """""S h'Bll marl";' Prices lor

Your book "Poultry Secret!" received, aleo The Angell method, admirably adaDted to th« smallthe K.hruar, and M.rch uumban of the Farm flockln village or suburb *ual>le<l lo tne Bm>"

»:,r":!r. .i::n°n;,"m=".,I°ewortnhon" £™. Gru£dy'6, mti£°iot, obtainlnK bulk>' tooi *\u25a0 «>«'»''pate of either pu'lic.iion 8 cents a bushel.
r. L. VANDKRBURDH. Hereford, Teiai. Dr. AY ood's Secret of Laying Food for producinu eras

' ' l^°doIn'uay':' tttlUn «>"«inlng w.fy iSn
ANDMANYOTHERS, NOT ENUMERATED HERE

It would be absurd to expect every bit of this information to be unknown tomrvon. . ,„„„,,!,
nosuch claim. Hut to the great majority of poultrymen itwill be absolutely new, ando?great valueABOUT FARM JOI'KN AI.l-rarm Joarnall hat for thirtyy«r. mad. a >p«l.lt, of poultry • till.d.BMim.ntif .1,1 yedited »nd more valuable than m.ny upecialUed poultry paperi. Thit iioulv one\u25a0ininn1.......T „». .™. t.
hi.Ulinmonthly with MO.OOO .üb«,lb.r.. HOT . dreary, technics farm paper, bSlyprl^oa eh~p pljl,'fullof medical and tr..hy advertisement., but a maw me fortin home - town. villa» or countryT will printedNindIlluttrated. clean, clever, quaint, and alwayi .heerful ; Intenaely practical ; equally .thome on» ttowand «ir. JlTm ™ou a suburban back garden ; «nd In» done way! UNLttg 1»Y OTHER PAPIER tnomand Mr* farm or
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SEND OR BRING YOUR ORDER TO

THE COLVILLE EXAMINER


