|
I
BN

e g

1

TE R e AR RIS e

LT -—r ST :'r—'—c-:"rt:w-;____w,s#a

A s g e St i gt e Al A

...(_‘ i

e
Under the
Red Robe

By STANLEY J. WEYMAN

(Copyright, 180, by Stanley J. Weyman.)

CHAPTER L
AT ZATON'S.

-| It was as bad as his croaking.

““But the cardinal!” he cried -in &
quavering voice. “The ecardinal, M.
de Berault? The last man you killed
is not forgotten yet. This'time he will
be sure to—" ]

“Do you hear?” I hizsed. The fel-
low's impudence passed all bounds.
IlBa_-
gone!” 1 gsaid. “I suppose you are
afraid he will kill me, and you will
lose your money?”

Frison fell back at that almost as it
I had struck him, and I turned to my

my motions with impatience.
knows he did look young;

, “Marked cards!”
' There were a score round us when
the fool, little knowing the man with_
whom he had to deal, and as litile how |
to lose like a gentleman, flung the
words in my teeth. He thought, I'll |
be sworn, that I should storm and
swear and ruffle it like any common
cock of the hackle. But that was
never Gil de Berault's way. For a'
few seconds after he had spoken I did'
not even look at him. I passed my
eye Instead—smiling, bien entendu—
round the ring of waiting faces, saw
that there was no one except De Pom-
bal I had cause to fear; and then at
last I rose and looked at the fool with -
the grim face I have known impose on
older and wiser men. |

“Marked cards, M. I'Anglais?’ 1
sald, with a chilling sneer. “They
are used, I am told, to trap players—-
not unbirched schoolboys.”

“Yet I say that they are marked!"
he replied hotly, in his queer foreign

jargon. “In my last hand I had
nothing, You doubted the stakes.
Bah, Sir, you knew! You have swin- |
dled me!”

“Mounsieur is easy to .f-awindlc—wlleni
he plays with a mirror behind him,” |
I answered tartly. And at that there |
was a great roar of langhter, which |

might have been heavd in the street,
and which brought {o the table every |
one in the eating-honse whom his vio-
lence had not already attracted. But'
T did not relax my face. I walteﬂ;
until all was gquiel again, and then'g
waiving aside two or three who stootl:
between us and the entrance, I pointed :
gravely to the door. “There is a little
space behind the church of St. Jacques, |
M. I'Etranger,” I =aid, putting on my_!
hat and taking my cloak on my arm. '
*“Doubtless you will accompany me
Rhither?”

He snatched up his hat, his face
burning with shame and rage. “With
pleasure!” he blurted out. “To the
devil, if you like!” .

I thought the matter arranged, when
the marquis laid his hand on the young
fellow’s arm and checked him. “This
must not be,” he said, turning from
him to me with his grand fine gentle- |

man's air. “You Lnow me, M. de !
Berault. This matter has gone far
enough.” |

' ®Too far, M. de Pombal!” I answered
bitterly. “Still, if you wish to take
the gentleman's place, I shall raise no
objection.”

“Chut, man!” he retorted, shrugging
his shoulders negligently. *“I knowl
you, and I do not fight with men of
your stamp. Nor need this gentle-
man.” A

“Undoubtedly,” 1 replied,” bowing
low, “if he prefers to be caned in the
streets”

That stunz the marquis. “Have
n care! have a care!” he ¢ried hotly.:
"You go too far, M. Berault.”

“De Berault, if you please,”” I ob-
Jected, eyeing him sternly. “My fami- |
1y has born the de as long—as yours,
M. de Pombal.”

He could not deny that and he;
answered, “As you please,” at the same
time restraining his friend by a ges-|
ture. “But none the less, take my
advice,” he continued. “The cardinal
has forhidden dueling, and this time
he means it! You have been in trouble .
once and gone free. A second time it '
‘may fare worse with you. Let this
gentleman go, therefore, M. de Berault. I
Besides—why, shame upon you, man!”
he exclaimed hotly; “he is but a lad!"”

Two or three who stood behind me
applauded that. But I turned and they
met my eye; and they were as mum as
mice. “His age is his own concern,”
‘I said grimly. “He was old enough a '
while ago to insult me.”

“And I will prove my words!” the

1ad cried, exploding at last. He had'
epirit enough, and the marquis had had .
‘hard work to restrain him so long.
“You do me no service, M. de Pombal,”
he continued, pettishly shaking oft |
his friend’s hand. “By vour leave,i
this gentleman and 1 will settle this
matter.”
. “That is better,” I said, nodding
dryly, while the marquis stood aside, !
frowning and bafled. “Permit me to "
lead the way.”

Zaton's eating-house stands scarcelyl
& hundred paces from St. Jacques la
Boucherie, and half the company went '
thither with us. The evening was
wet, the light in the streets was wan-
ing, the streets themselves were dirty !
and slippery. There were few passers
in the Rue St. Antoine; and our party,
which earlier in the day must have
attracted notice and a crowd, crossed
unmarked and entered without in-i
terruption the paved triangle which
lies iImmediately behind the church. I1:
saw in the distance one of the cardi-
nal’s guard loitering in front of the
scafiolding round the new Hotel Riche-
lieu; and the sight of the wuniform'
gave us pause for a moment. But it'
was too late to repent. |

The Engliskman began at once to
strip off his clothes. T closed mine:
to the throat, for the air was ehllly.l
‘At that moment, while we stood pre-'

with his head bare and his fair hair

drooping over his smooth v.fotnml’si

forchead—a mere lad fresh from the
College of Burgundy, if they have such !
a thing in England. I felt a sudden
chill as I looked at him: a qualm, a!
tremor, a presentiment. What was!
it the little tailor had said? That I
should—but there, he did not know.
What did he know of such things? If
I let this pass I must kill a man a day
or leave Paris and the eating-house,
and starve,

“A thousand pardons,” I said grave-
ly, as I drew and took my place. “A
dun. I am sorry that the poor devil
caught me so inopportumely. Now,
however, I am at your service,” |

He saluted, and we crossed swords
and began. But from the first [ had no
doubt of what the result would be.
The slippery stones and fading light
zave him, it is true, some chance, some
advantage, more than he deserved;
but I had no sooner felt his sword
than I knew that he was no swords-
man. Possibly he had taken half-

a-
|

|
!

|
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“SHAME!"

dozen lessons in rapier art, and prac-
ticed what lie learned with an Fnglish-
man as heavy and awkward as himself,
But that was all. He made a few wild,
clumsy rushes, parrying wildly. When
1 had foiled these, the danger was over,
and I held him at my merey. |

I played with him a little while,
watching the sweat gather on his
brow, and the shadow of the church-
tower fall deeper and darker, lil{e-_thel
shadow of doom on his face. Not out
of cruelty—God knows I have never |
erred in that direction!—but because, |
for the first time in my life, I felt
a strange reluctance to strike the!
blow. The curls clung to his forehead; |
his breath came and went in gasps; |
I heard the men behind me murmur,
and one or two of them drop an oath;
and then I slipped—slipped, and was
down in a moment on ‘my right side, |
my elbow striking the pavement so
sharply that the arm grew numb to
the wrist.

He held off! I heard a dozen voices
ery, “Now! now you have him!” But
he held off. He stood back and waited
with his breast heaving and his point
lowered, until I had risen and stood
agdin on my guard. _

“Enough! enough!” a rough voice
behind me cried. “Don’t hurt the man
after that.” -

“On guard, Sir!"” I answered coolly—
for he 'seemed to waver. “It was an
accident. 1t shall not avail you again.”

Several voices cried “Shame!" and §
one, “You coward!” But the English- |
man stepped forward, a fixed look in
his blue eyes. He took his place with-
out a word. I read in his drawn white
face that he had made up his mind to'
the worst, and his courage won my ad- '
miration. I would gladly and thank-'
fully have set one of the lookers-on—
any of the lookers-on—in his place; [
but that could not be, So I thought of
Zaton’s closed to me, of Pombal’s in-
sult, of the sneers and slights I had |
long kept at the sword’s point; and,:
pressing him suddenly in a heat of af-
fected anger, I thrust strongly over!
his guard, which had grown feeble,
and ran him through the chest.

When I saw him lying, laid out on
the stones with his eyes half shut, and
his face glimmering white in the dusk
—not that I saw him thus long, for
there were a dozen kneeling around
rim in a twinkling—I felt an unwonted
pang. It passed, however, in a mo-
ment. For I found myself confronted
by a ring of angry faces—of men who,
keeping at a distance, hissed and:
_threatened me. 1

They were mostly canaille, who had
gathered during the fight, and had-
viewed all that passed from the far-’
ther side of the railings. While some
snarled and raged at me like wolves,
calling me “Butcher!” gnd “Cut-
throat!” and the like, or cried out
that Berault was at his trade agnhl.l
others threatened me with the ven-

i

|

adversary who had been awaiting'
GoclI

as he stood * o the better, 1 must ask you for your

1

.round.me,
‘of the cavdinal’'s guard closed round

me. - \ .

I had some acquaintance with the
oficer in command and he saluted me
{eivilly. “This is a bad business, M. de
Berault,” he said. ' “The man is dead
they tell me.”

“Neitner dying nor dead,” I an-
swered lightly. “If that be all, you
may go home again.”

“With you,” he replied with a grin,
“certainly. And as it rains, the soon-

sword, I am afraid.” ;

“Take it,” I <aid, with the philoso-
phy which never deserts me. “But the
man will not die.”

“I hope that may avail you,” he
answered in a tone I did not like, “Left
wheel, my friends! To the Chatelet!
March!” '

“There are worse places,” 1 said,
and resigned myself to fate. After all,
I had been in prison before, and
learned that only one jail lets no pris-
oner escape.

But when I found that my friend’s
orders were to hand me over to the
watch, and that I was to be confined
like any common jail-bird caught cut-
ting a purse or slitting a throat, I con-
fess my heart sank. If I could get
speech with the cardinal, all would
be well; but if I failed.in this, or if the
case came before him in strange guise,
or he were in a hard mood himself,
then it might go ill with me. The
edict said, death! -

And the lieutenant at the Chatelet
did not put himself to much trouble
to hearten me. “What! again, M. de
Berault?” he said, raising his eye-
brows as he received me at the gate,
and recognized me by the light of
the brazier which his men were just
kindling outside. ‘““You are a very bold
man, Sir, or a very fonlhardyr one, to
come here again. The old business, 1
suppose?”’

“Yes, but he is not dead,” I an-
swered ccolly., “He has a trifle—a mere
gseratch. It was behind the church of
St. Jacques.”

“He looked dead enough,” my friend
the guardsman interposed. He had not
yet gone.

“Bah!” I answered scornfully. “Have
you ever known me to make a mis-

take? , When I kill a man, T kill him."

I put myself to pains, I tell you, not
to kill this Englishman. Therefore Y“e
will live.”

“l hope so,” said the lieutenant,
with a dry smile. “And you had bet-
ter hope so, too, M. de Berault. For it
not—" s

“Well?” I said, somewhat troubled.
“If not, what, my friend?"’

“I fear he will be the last man you
will fight,” he answered. *“And even
if he lives, I would not be too sure,
my friend. This time the.cardinal is
determined to put it down.”

“He and I are old friends,” I sald
confidently.

“So T have heard,” he answered, with
a short laugh. “I think the same was
said of Chalais. I do not remember
that it saved his head.”

This was not reassuring. But worse
was to come. Early-in the morning
orders were received that I should be
treated with especial sirictness, and
I was given the choice between irons
and one of the cells below level.
Choosing the latter, I was left to re-
flect wpon many things; among oth-
ers, on the queer and uncertain na-
ture of the cardinal, who loved, I
knew, 1o play with a man as a cat
with a mouse; and on the ill effects
which sometimes attend a high chest-
thrust, however carefully delivered. 1
only rescued myself at last from these
and other unpleasant reflections by
obtaining the loan of a pair of dice;
and the light being just enough to
enable me to reckon the throws, I
amused myself for hours by casting
them on certain principles of my own.
But a long run again and again upset
my calculations; and at last brought
me to the conclusion that a run of had
luck may be so persistent as to see
out the most sagacious player. This
was not a reflection very welcome to
me at the moment.

Nevertheless, for three days it was
all the company I had. At the end of
that time the knave of a jailer who
attended me, and who had never grown
tired of telling me, after the fashion of
his kind, that I should be hanged,

| came to me with a less assured air.

“Perhaps you would like a little
‘water?” he said ecivilly.

“Why, rascal?”’ I asked.

“To wash with,” he answered.

“l asked for some yesterday, and
you would not bring it,”” I grumbled.
“However, better late than never.
Bring it now. If I must hang, I will
harg like a gentleman. But, depend
upon it, the cardinal will not serve
an old friend so scurvy a trick.”
-“You are to go to him,” he an-
swered, when he came back with the
water.

“What? To the cardinal?”’ I cried.

“Yes,” he answered.

“Good!” T exclaimed; and in my joy
I sprang up at once, and began to
refresh my dress. “So all this time
I have been doing him an injustice
Vive Monseigneur! 1 might have
known it.” ’ .

“Den’t make too sure!” the man
answered spitefully. Then he went on:
“I have something else for you. A
friend of yours left it at the gate”
he added. And he handed me a packet.

“Quite so!” I said, reading his ras-
cally face aright. ““And you kept it

. dinal, flung the edict as long as you dared—as long as you
paring and most of the company | S¢ance of the car 4 § :
seemed o little inclined to stand oft | \® MY teeth, and said with glee that thought I should hanmg, you knave!

from me, 1 felt a hand on my arm, and,
turning, saw the dwarfish tailor at,
mwhose house in the Rus Savonneriz!
I lodged at the time. The fellow’s
presence was unwelcome, to say the
least of it; and though for want of
better company I had sometimes en-
couraged him to be free with me at
home, I took that to be no reason why
T should be plagued with him before !
gentlemen. I shook him off, there-
fore, hoping by a frown to silence him.'

He was not to be easily put down,

however. And perforce I had to
speak to him. “Afterwards, atter-.!
wards,” I said. “I am engaged now.”

“For God’s sake don’t Sir!” wasl
the poor fool’s answer. “Don’t do it!
iYou will bring a curse. on the house.l
He is but a lad, and—"

., “You, too!” I exclaimed, losing
patience. . “Be silent, you ‘scum! |
What do you know about gentlemen’s

+ guarrels? Leave me: do you hear?” of-_ﬂ:e p_laee_.a}:d,tm 1o lie by for a

the guard was coming—they would saol
me hanged yet.

“His blood is on your head!” one
cried furiously. “He will be dead in
an hour. Aad yeu will swing for him!
Hurrah!” ;

“Begone to ycur kennel!” I an-,
swered, with a look which sent him a
yard backwards, though the railings
were between us. Aud I wiped my
blade carefully, standing = little apart.
For—well, I could understand it—it
was one of those moments when a man
is not pupular. :

But I was not to be cutdone in sang-
frold. I cocked my hat, and drawing
my cloak over my shoulders, went
out with a swagger whickh drove the
curs from the gate before I came with.
in a Jdozen paces of. it. The rascals
outside fell back as quickly, and‘in's
moment [ was in the street. Another
moment and I should have been clear

Was not that so? But there, do not
lie to me. Tell me instead which of
my friends left it.”” For, to confess
the truth, I had not so many friends
at this time; and ten good crowns—
the packet contained no less a sum—
argued a pretty staunch friend, and
one of whom a man might be proud.

The knave sniggered maliciously. “A
crooked, dwarfish man left it,” he said.
“I doubt I might ecall him a tailor
and not be far out.” .

Chut!” I answered: but I was a lit-
tle out of countenance. ' “I understand

An honest fellow enough, and in debt:

io me! I am glad he remembdered.
But when am I to go, friend?”

“In an hour,” he answered sullenly.

Doubtless he had looked to get one [’

of the crowns; but I was too old a
hand for-that. ; If.I came back I could,
buy his services; and if I did not §
should have wasted my money, =

|.i;5iiiiﬁ.;;§n_.: sudden scurry took place| - ¢
The crowd fled way. into
the gloom, and in & hand-furn a dozen:
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It is advisable that the child work
tor awhile with the simplest forms
(symbols), such as shown in previous
lessons; not that the drawing of
them i3 difficult, but that it may have
ample time to grasp the possible
‘beauty of arrangement in varying
combinations. The teacher need not
be surprised if the first efforts show
a lack of grasp of the symbol-combin-
ing idea—which may be quite new to
the child. The teacher’'s own experi-
ence may be lacking in the presenta-
tion of forms and their combination,
and he must allow time for the famil-

(Copyright, by Joseph B, Baw!os.)

iarizing of this mode of plcture ex-

NS
by which. it can. draw something.
Gradually the sense of seeing (as the
artist would use the phrase) will be
developed, though mot by the process
of drawing from the actual object.

Present the subjects shown in
group 2 as the other subjects were
presented, by drawing the symbols
of the haycocks, fence and hills—an-
nouncing threm as such—and also sev-
eral combinations of the forms. The
haycocks, hill and tree trunks (group
3)-are a variation of the same forms.
One of the combinations in -group 3 is
drawn with slightly accented lines.

The results will probably vary. as

FLOWERS

LEAVES

CROCP 1,

HAYCOCKS

F.R.

CHGROTUE 2,

\- e

JAM

nLLS ‘
st ary 75
HAYCOCKS TREETRUNKS . _
R
GROUP 3. *

pressiam, natrral though it is, since
it is a departure frola the wusual
method. : . f

To give variety, follow the list of
subjects suggested by such easy forms
as some flowers and their leaves. The
much modified tulip shown in group
1 is an example. it has been reduced
tv a round: and a few spikes. The
crocus can be similarly rendered.

Choosing New Forms. !

To sustain the child’s. interest the
teacher must be on the alert to!invent
new forms ‘suggested by -careful ' ob-

soon. the: vegetables, fruits, etc., will
become tame subjects.” Then ‘material
for out-of-door ‘scenes should be pro-
vided. These must be chosen for their
simplicity, as the other forms . have
been, and, at first, for the obvions ar-
rangement of the forms.. Muck of this
simple material may readily be called
to mind without effort. The scenes
shown in groups'2 and 3 are exam-
.ples of many of their class. They will
‘be followed by - others ' slightly im-
icreased in difficulty as to treatment.
The gradation is devised to accustom
‘the child to"the use’of ~the *fofms
and have it instinctively gain a' sense
of making+its ‘objects appear to exist
under natural cond!tions. Not ‘that it
should at first learn to druw anything,
it it 8 -D1ing,

servation. He may expect that very-

1 0 materlal.

GROUP ¢

they did in the case of the apples and
mug on the shelf. They may be crit-
icised in the same way, encouraging
the best and leaving the poorer to fol-
low the examples of the better.
Let Child Invent Symbols,

- It will soon occur to many teachers
and parents to make the first of these
out-of-door pictures interesting by find-
ing the material near at hand, in the
school yard, the park or the front
yard. When the material is not prom-
ising stories may be invented to make
the child feel as though he were pic-
turing facts and not--dealing with so
many study forms. Soon the- ‘child
may be asked to look for the symbols
or forms in nature, just as the teacher
does. Have it bring its contribution
to the list of character' forms, and,
when possible, use them. Some of
these contributions from the child’'s
observation +are full of inferest:and
often amusing, as shown by group 4.
They are to be much encouraged and
governed by the same treatment and
criticism as the regular subjects’

‘The garbarge barrel and rat is from a

little girl of seven living in a tene-
ment, district. The front yard gate
and cat, whilé ambitious, shows ‘the

«child *geized ' the ‘idea ‘of symbolizing
‘the forms and presenting them with

no little grace.

T 'The jars of jam need
0O commERt. LS P A

EASY LESSONS IN
- DRAWING

By FREDERICK RICHARDSON

. (Instructor in Composition and in Charge of [lustration Classes in the Art

 In finding it3 own material the child
sometimes develops the comic elemsant.
Do not discourage this, but tell it the
best training of that particular talent
is gained by taking the regular work
seriously and afterward making comic
use of it at home. There is no rea-
son for discouraging a sense of humor
(in some natures ii seems ever pres-
ent), but it should be subjected to the
same training in expression as though
it were the romantic, heroic or re
alistie.
Misuse of ‘““Artistic.” '

If the child develops the purely ar-
tistic feeling and produces with its
circles and squares results that ome
is tempted to call artistic it seems
preferable to avoid this misused term
in the schoolroom. The child will not
comprehend it. Leave it to clothe its
ideas with such beauty as its innate
aesthetic instinct is capable of, aided
by emulation, without having its ef-
forts toward betterment misclassed as
“artistic.”

IN MONTANA BLIZZARD.

Traveling Salezsman Relates His
Stage Coaching Exnerience
in the Winter.

Ike Boyer, of Helena, left the other
marning for Madizon county points, an
while waiting in Butte the night befove
told some interesting tales of his #x-
perience while making the territors in
southern Montana which is not vet ov-
ered by the railroad, says the Ana¢ onda
Standard, .

“The time of my life.”” he said, ‘“‘was
experienced between Bannack and Ar-
genta. I was making the trip by stage
and my driver was one of the old-time
stage drivers of the overland road, The
only name I ever knew for him was
‘Shorty,’ and he was one of the bhest that
ever pulled the ribbons over a team of
horses in Montana,

“Shortly after we left Arger.ta it ba-
gan snowing. but we paid little aiten~
tion to the storm, being wrapped up coms-
fortably. When we ‘topped’ the hilland
started across the foothills to connect
with the eld Bannack road we ran into
the teeth of the blizzard. The ther-
mometer began dropping rapidly and al-
most before we knew it we found our-
eslves chilling fast. To add to our
trouble the air became so filled with
snow that we could not see the length
cf our sled ahead of us. The storm
came so fast and fierce that the horses
refused to face it, and before we realized

were helplessly floundering through the
snow, which seemed almost bottomless.
By this time darkness had come and we
were off the trail.

“To make the matter worse the horses
in floundering broke the tongue from the
sled and we were holed up for good.
Then we saw that we were in for it for
the night and prepared to make the best
of a bad bargain. There was a little
straw in the bottom of the sled. and we
tied the horses up so that they couid
eat this. The-driver and myself walked
back and forth. about a vod apart, all
right long and in this manner managed
to'keep warm. Wedrank up aH the sam-
ples I-had- with -me, smoked: seyveral
boxes of sample cigars, and it seemed
as if the night would never come to an
end. % :

“Occasionally I would get uncommon-
ly ‘tired and sleepy and would attempt
to doze oft, but ‘Shorty’ would stand for
nothing of the sort. He would rouse me
by drastic means. if necessary, and make
me continue my walk to and fro opposita
him. Finally. after the lapse of at least
a century, the night came to an end and
daylight began showing around the
gulech. With the approach of dav the
storm went down and the air cleared.
‘Shorty’ immediately began rustling and
before long found a pole that could be
used as a sled tongue. and we toggled up
matters and continued our trip to Ban-
nack. We arrived there in time for a
late breakfast and were not surprised to
learn that the thermometer had regia-
tered 15 below throughout the night.”

STAMPS MADE TO MATCH.

‘Pﬂ}ier and Envelopes Regulate
the Color of the’

* Postage.

“Why a purple stamp?’ askcd the
girl whose social circle is too small
and unimportant to have even its rim
touched by that of the one surround-
ing New York’s society set, as she held
up a violet-scented pale-purple three-
cent stamp, according to the New York
Press. “Has the government in-
creased letter postage?”

“Not at all,” replied the social sec-
retary, proceeding to stick more pur-
ple stamps on purple envelopes and
blue ones on azure vellum. “The rate
is the same, but we must have every-
thing to matech. Mrs, Blank has a fad
for purple this year and she chooses a
purple note paper, purple ink, purple
sealing wax and a purple engraved
erest. Think how hideous a brick-
red two-cent stamp would look on this
lovely violet symphony, so she buys
three-cent stamps instead, which look
as if they had been made to order, so
perfectly do they match.”

“Isn’t it expensive?” the other girl
inquired. :

“Of course it is, but that doesn't
bother the society woman. Now Mrs.
Dash won't use anything but blae sta-
tionery, =o sh+ has to put five-cent
stamps on all her letters.”

The Czar’s Daughter.

On a recent occasion at New Peter-
hoff all the members of the czar’s fam-
ily were present at a ceremony, in-
cluding his four little daughters
These, howcver, drove up last, to
find that the entrance to the palace
was blocked by another ~arriage.
Grand Duchess Olga, the eldest of
the four, was visibly disconcerted,
and, beckoning to a tall Cossack, she
ordered him to bid the owners of the
voiture to move on, and make room
for the emperor's daughters. The
soldler saluted, but made no attempt
to obey the mandate.. . The irate little
lady, unable to tolerate the insult
thus . openly offered to her imperial
person, leaned. out of the carriage
and called aloud in her shrill, baby-
ish voice: “Please to move on.” There
was a moment’s silence, then the
door of the carriage opened slowly,
‘and no' less a personage than’'the czar
himself alighted, and shook his finger

_) daughter.

rebukingly at his imperious [fttle
er.—M. A. P. .

it we were off the road and the horses
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QUACK GRASS DESTROYER.

Home-Made Device Which Will Up-
root the Troublesome Pest
of the Farmer.

Once 1t is allowed to infest thor-
oughly the.right kind of soil, few weed
pests are more difficult to eradicate
than quack grass. An ordinary culti-
vatar will make little impression on
it, and about the only thing that can
be done, anyway, is to cover the roota
up and smother them out.

This is a slow process, however.
Hence the advisability of coasiructs
ing an implement such as is shown
in the accompanying picture. Into the

HOME-MADE QUACK
STROYKR.
head of it. which consists of hard
wood and is six inches square and six
feet long, are inserted at regular dis-
tances apirt 12 steel teeth, each one
inch square at the top and running
down to a sharp point. A good black-
smith shovld be able 1o make them as
required. They want to be two feet
long and placed at an angle of 30 de-
grees with the tongue, This, of
course, should be joined securely to
the head (mortising best accomplishes
it). and also well braced witn iron
braces. . An old mower or rake seat
should then be placed on it so that
the driver can ride if he wishes, and
thereby force the tecth in to their full
depth. It is thus possible, says the
Prairie Farmer, where soil is practi-

GRAES DE-

cally free from stones, to tear. out all,

or nearly all, the quack roots. As
they will collect on the teeth, It is
necessary to stop and remove them
at intervali; this can be readily dome
by lifting the implement up as one
would an old-fashioned hay rake.

HOW ONE MAN DID.

After a Sories of Failures He Malkes
a Success of Winter Culture of
Vegetables.

A thrifiy German friend of the
writer, who had the usual large fam-
ily, was not content to rest and lcaf
during the winter months. He was
burdened with a heavy mortgage
which went on 3656 days a year, and
piled up interest against the labor of
the summer. He declared that he
would do something to offset the mort-
gage fiend.

Visiting a large market during the
winter season he saw how readily fresh
vegetables found sale at handsome
prices. luquiry revealed the fact that
these vezetables were grown in hot-
houses near the town, and that a
bhandsome profit was made.

Two hundred dollars was spent in
the house and equipment arnd when
winter blasts came the fire was start-
edand lettuce sown. The plants came up
quickly and started a filne growth.
When about half ready for the mar-
ket a bit of carelessness caused the
house to become overheated, and two-
thirds of the crop was lost. Nothing
daunted, the dead plants were rooted
out and another crop sown. This was
attacked by lice, and almost destroyed

before our friend knew what was the.

matter. Fumigation was resorted to,
but the crop had been practically
killed. Thus far the resuits had been
disastrous. Our friend was working
in the dark, so to speak. He was
learuing by experience, but it was
costly.

Ha determined to visit greenhouses
of yuccessful gardeners and learn the
secpets of their success. In one week
he tearned the simple rules regarding
soi}, moisture, heat, ventilation and
furisigation. He returned home and
made another efiort. This time the
crep was raised, not, however, with-
our troubles, but it was placed on the
market and netted $75. The next year
the subject of greenhouse gardening
was studied in greater detail, and sev-
eral changes made. The house was
started early in October, and kept go-
ing until the first of April. The sea-
son neited him about $500, or almost
as much as he made on his farm dur-
ing the summer. Since the first ex-
periment, says the Ohio Farmer, two
larger houses have been built, and
the business has increased until it
nets about $1,500 a year. The people
are anxious for the products, and are
willing to pay big prices for them.

THE HOG NEXT SUMMER.

The Way in Which One Farmer Man-
ages His Young Hogs With-
out Corn.

Now is the time to think of the hog
next summer.
try to give my young hogs all the
range possible, so that I wul not have
to feed much corn. There is a good
deal of clover in my nrsture mixed
with the grass, and this helps out. As
the grass is blue grass, [ get a good
deal of that element that is called
protein, and so the hogs do not come
up very hard on the corn rvation. I
have two reasons for mot wanting to
feed corn to the young hcgs; one is
that they are growing, and corn does
not supply a very large portion of the
muscle-making elements they need at
this time, and the other is the high

‘price of corn, which makes it u very

expensive food. In fact I figure out
that I lose on every pound ¢: corn
that goes into my hogs; though I tave
to -feed some of it on account of thu
necessity for putling a finish on them
In the fall. The more clover avd blua
&rpss 1 can get tiem to eat the belter.
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" FEED. NOTES. '

Uﬁlizinj'fhe Scraps and Refuse fiom
the Takle in Feeding the
Heus,

We are doing the best we can Ly the
hens these days, and they are paying
us liberally in eggs for our trouble. *§
wouldn’t bother with the hens as you
do,” a neighbor said to me receutly,
and, by the way, this woman is buy-
ing eggs.

Like many other farmers we ecan-
not give our hens the full list of feeds
advised by the scientific poultry teach.
er. OQur way is making the most ol
the feeds we have on hand, producea
on the farm. Wheat, oats and corn
are grown on the place and the hens
get their share of each. No focod we
produce is too good or too expensive
for the hens when the grocer gladly
pays the farmer's wife 25 cents per
dozen in cash for eggs. After corn has
been ground for the horses. hogs and
other stock we run it through a sieve,
save the fine meal for soft feed and
the cracked grains that won't go
through the sieve we throw in litter
for the hens.

Every year we plant pumpkins with
the corn and raise them for feed. The
hens like them,and we find they are
good for them, as well as for ithe other
stock. The seeds are the most valuable
part of the pumpkin, it is claimed, and
the hens like the seeds best, but will
eal every bit of the pumpkin except
the rind. I notice wher the hogs are
fed pumpkins there are always a num-

ber of the active little Leghorn hens

around picking up the seeds.

At our place the richest, greasy
slop, and all the table seraps and
waste pieces of fresh meat go to the

hens. Potato and apple peelings are
quickly run through a meat ecutter.
then mixed with their mash. The

butchering offal, cracklings, ete., is all
saved for the hens. The cracklings
are worth mere as hen food than they
are for soap grease. We have lately
learned that hens like buttermilk bet-
ter than skim-milk. They won't
drink skim-milk if they can get but-
termilk. Now we save every bit of
the latter in a large jar for the hens
and the pigs get the skimmed milk.

There are so many feeds on the aver- -

age farm that would go towards malk-
ing a perfectly-balanced ration for
the hens, if the farmer would only

make use of them. says the Ohio
¥armer. The result, we find, of
giving the hens a variety in {heir

bill-of-fare is a larger egg yield. Of
course, it won't do to push the egg
yield too fast for fear of reducing fer-
tility and vitality; but there's no use
of the whole flock being idle all win-
ter, not laying enough eggs to pay
-for their feed.

PIANO CASE CHICKEN HOUSE

Arrangement of T-70 Boxes So as tc
Make a Most Convenient Shel-
ter for Hen.

Car jilustration shows result of com-
rining two piano cases to form the
lody of a hen house. The cases are
placed back to baek and separated
three feet. The backs are removed
and the boards used for the roof or the
pealk at Loth ends. The dotted lines
in the drawing indicate the position cof
the cases. Nests and roosts can be
suitably arranged inside. The cases
are attached with four-inch boards
running across the bottom and top ot

\\
A E TN
]
i ‘!1" i @
A REERER
- ] ! H
‘0 i : 1
dm i1
¥ | I“ <
0, Wi MR L
OUTLINES OF PIANO CASE POULTRY
f o HOUSE.

ends. Between these a door is swung
at .one side, white at the other a sash
and glass will'admit light to the coop.
In the end of one case a square open-
ing ‘may be cat and provided with a
drop slide.. I& both peaks square
openings ‘are cut and protected with
netting. Thesge are for ventilalion and
may be kept open winier and summer,

The boards forming the roof should
be covered with tarred paper to make
the house water tight or if desired i
can be shingled at a very small ad-
ditional cost. explains the Orange Judd
Farmer. The doer can be made from
three or four pieces of boards held
together with battens and supported
at one side of the jamb with three
Btrap hinges, while at the opposiie
side a hasp and staple are provided.
at hand the
additional cost for a house of thig
kind, including tarred paper or shin-
gles, should not exceed $5, but often
the materials may be at hand and the
cost is then insignificant.

CACKLES.

The farmer that sends partly soiled
egss to market hurts the whole egg
trade and himself indirectly.

The legs of the birds should be
washed whenever they do not appear
smooth. It may be some parasite is
attacking them.

Let every hen hatch now that will,
even #¥ it is some trouble to ‘care for
the chicks; prepare a good place for
them; these early chicks afford high-
priced broilers and early fall layers.

Alfalfa is the best and cheapest
green food for pouliry that can be
grown. Have a patch handy to the
poultry yard.

The hen that is allowed to become
very fat will not lay eggs no matter
how carefully cared for dnd fed.

In buying fowls take eare and not
buy disease or parasiies.

Scratching sheds ifor winter wuse ara
very profitable. The exercise ihey
make possgibhle keeps the hens in
health and in:reases the number eor
egas.

Good Time to Set Hens.

A good time to set hens is in March
end April; then not till the time so
they can raise their brood while they
moult. They haven’t much else to
do at that time, anyhow, ‘and notling
maltes a hen feel like laying iu the

full like having turned off a dozen
flug chicizens. .
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