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' theremark: “Datyaller man beencast’n
. sheep's eyes at- yo' all ebenin’. I
~ boun’ he gwine ax yo to marry him.”

“How can you say that, America?
¢ He pays all his attention to mother.”

i"%ided that upon the mother must he de-

‘gome cider.

Lavender:
Creighton’s
Lovers

By OLIVIA B. STROHM

(Copyright, 1905, by Olivia B. Strohm).

CHAPTER XI.—CoNTINUED.

In the huge chimnzy, under the
crane-hung kettle, flickered a small
tire. Shadows damnced on floor and
walls—on the white draped bed in the
corner—on the snowy cloth spread
over the table, a rude slab on oaken
posts.

Guns hung on the buck horns above
the door; an old print of the Madonna,
and a few family portraits in dull
frames, decked duller wall. The color-
ing was somber, but the firelight glow,
and the sparkle of silver on the table,
brightened the interior. Everywhere
was a nameless charm, foreign to the
wildwood. Perhaps it was in the white
curtains—in the basket of gay worsteu.
in the wild flowers blooming on man-
telpiece and table.

When the meal was finished, Lav-
ender filled her father's pipe. “Do you
know, dad. that you are giving your-
self altogether too many fancy airs?
There is such a painful contrast be-
tween your buckskin coat and this gold
tobacco box. And as for mother—that
knot of real lace is poking fun at the
linsey gown it adorns.”

“But not at the face above it, child,”
and Mr. Creighton looked fondly at

his wife. ° As for you, saucy minx,”
he added, “these dainty hands and
feet are quite out of place here. As

long as you wear high-heeled slippers
and an amber bracelet, don’'t laugh
at your poor father's luxury.”

“But the shoes—my dear Virginia
shoes—are wearing out. What shall I
do then, Dad?"

“Do as did the men at Valley Forge,
dear; bind them up with rags.”

Just then there was a shuffling step
outside, and the rattle of pails. Lav-
ender flew to the door to admit Amer-
ica, who, as she entered, grumbled to
herself: *“Reckon y'all t'ink I'm slower
'n’lassesin winter, but dat ole mooly cow
is de mos’ onrulines’ critter eber I seed.
She was in de gully crost de crick, an’I
had de beatenes’ time gittin’ her—
callin’ ‘Suke’ till my th'oat mos’
cracked. Den it tuk me a pow'ful time
to git my strippins.”

While she was talking America was
emptying the warm milk into broad
pans, and Lavender carried them into
the small leanp to that served as kitch-
en, and which the old negress calls the
“quarters,” in memory of days on
Blennerhasset island—days which she
would never allow to be better, but to
which, in many little ways, she paid
unconsecious tribute.

Suddenly, in the midst of pouring
the milk, she stopped with hands on
her hips, exclaiming: “Fo’ Gawd, I
done forgot to tell y'al dat some-
body’s comin’ up de ribber. Hit mout
be Mars. Gerald, but de skift ain't
white. Dar was only one man in it,
and peered like he was pullin’ fer dis
yer sho'.”

Unconsciously, Mr. Creighton’s eyes
sought his gun, and his hand moved
to the hunting-knife in the silver scab-
bard at his belt.

Lavender went to the window —a
loop-hole heavily barred. Twilight was
almost over, and the zome of giant
pines that bound the clearing loomed
into the fast blackening zenith.

“Somebody is crossing the stile,” she
said. “Ab, it is Semor Gonzaga.”

Opening the door, she met him with
frank cordiality, and he bowed im-
pressively over her hand.

They were all surprised, but delight-
ed, and Mrs, Creighton asked:: “You
are living mear us, senor?”

“Not permanently, madam, it is my
purpose to travel through the new ter-
ritory, and I only stopped for a short
stay in St. Charles. Friends are rare
in this country, and one likes to re-
main near them as long as possible.”
He glanced at Luvender, but she was
busy with the snood that bound her
hair, and took no notice of his words
or look.

To the exiled family, the presence of
a visitor was a treat, and they were all
brighter for this breath of the outer
world. Besides, this man was edu-
cated, had traveled much, and there
was food for conversation outside their
present narrow scope in his wide
knowledge of men and things.

Gonzaga noticed that Mrs. Creighton
was paler, thinner, with deeper lines
about the mouth, and at the corners
of her shadowed eyes.

To Mr. Creighton he gave attention
as a new factor in his plans. But he
mentally decided that he need take
him slightly into consideration. The
elder Creighton was a quiet man—not
gelfishly absorbed, but with a mind
which, being long focussed upon prac-
tical daily troubles, was narrowed to
the contemplation of those things
which were his own and his family’s
immediate concern. Reserved, not
talkative or fond of entertaining, his
well-bred courtesy was, nevertheless,
unfailing; his habit of mind intelli-
gent, sober.

Gonzaga read this all clearly, and de-

pend for influence with Lavender, Of
this he took careful note, saying to
himself with an amused smile: “To
the father, a sweetheart more or less,
will not matter; he will concern him-
self little with me.”

The evening was nearly over, and
still the visitor had addressed no word
in private with Lavender. For this, the
maid was thankful; hers was a keen-
ness of intuition, fostered by the va-
ried experiences of the last few
months; by the new and strange mode
of life. The shrinking bashfulness—
the guileless ignorance, which the fash-
ion of the day demanded in malds,
were lacking in her, and circumstances
had served. to cultivate neither. So
she difl not fail to note and read aright,
the visitor's covert glances and smiles
of admiration.

Once she went to the kitchen for
America greeted her with

“Saltin’ de cow, to ketch de ealf”
the old servant said, sagely.

Lavender laughed a rippling accom-
paniment to the cider gurgling from
the Yug. “I'm afraid the Spanish cav-
lier is not im your good books,” she
said.

“I ain’t sayin’ nothin’ agin 'im; he
mought be all right, and, then again, he
moughtn’t.”

And Lavender, who could extract
nothing more to the point, returned to
the company.

When the cider was poured, Mrs.
Creighton said: “Let us drink to the
kind friend who sent us this.”

The Spaniard paused in the act of
raising his glass, a curve of interroga-
tion in his handsome brows.

Lavender's cheek glowed with an
added color, not altogether a reflection
of the firelight.

Her mother continued: “It was
brought the other day by Mr. Wins-
low's trusty Indian guide. You re-
member Owatoga, perhaps? He who
was with us on the boat? It seems
that he prefers to remain with Mr.
Winslow—ever at his beck and call.”

ionzaga merely touched his lips to
the glass, then asked, coolly: “Wins-
low? Ah, yes; where is the gentle-
man? He seems to have disappeared.”

To the slighting tone, Mrs. Creighton
replied, warmly: :

“I am sorry to say it is long since
we saw him, but we had a message
from him saying he is detained a pris-
oner at St. Louis, on parole. Informa-
tion, through whom he does not know,
was given the authorities of his con-
nection with the Burr expedition. It
seems that affair is, for some reason I
cannot understand, regarded by the
government in the light of a conspir-
acy. Trouble is brewing for the lead-
ers, and until that is settled, our friend
is held in St. Louis.”

Here Gonzaga inquired: *“You say
he has written—when, may I ask?”

“Owatoga delivered the note on his
first trip here.”

The Spaniard paused with the cup
at his lips: “The Indian? He was the
bearer of a note, did you say?”

“Yes, a few lines written on the day
of Mr. Winslow’s arrest.”

Lavender, put in with a little tem-
per: “It is a disgrace to our country
that honest men can’t go forth to find
a home without interference—without
insult.” .

But the Spaniard hardly heeded; he
was thinking of what they had just
told him—that the note had been given
—that he had been outwitted. Holding
the cup of cider untasted, he reit-
erated: “And you say that the Indian
delivered the note on the first visit?”

As Lavender nodded assent, a gleam
of baffled anger lit the dusky eyes.
Only for a moment; lifting the cup, he
slowly drained it, then said, with an
indolent smile: “On behalf of my own
country, I am quite interested in Col.
Burr's project. There seems a prom-
ised advantage to Spain in the affair,
but I can readily see how the gentle-
men in office at Washington might ob-
ject.”

Lavender flushed at this, and went
abruptly into the kitchen, leaving the
elders to champion a cause in which
she would not trust herself to speak.

A few moments later she returned,
and, to make amends for her rudeness,
said: “America is not sure that she
closed the door of the shed. If Senor
Gonzaga will allow us, we will go that
far with him. Perhaps we will meet
Gerald, too; he ought to be coming
home now.”

The Spaniard was delighted at the
prospect, and said so, adding an effu-
sive good-night, and begging that he
might come again.

Outside in the moonlight the forest
lay half asleep. Grasses waved laz-
ily, the frogs kept up their drowsy
monotone, and birds twittered in the
branches. At the water’'s edge, where
the boat rocked with the lulling waves,
they paused and gazed down the river.
There was no sign of life on its broad
bosom; in the air was a scent of shells
and water grasses; the sky was clear
and starry.

“Let us row down and meet your
brother,” suggested the visitor, and
Lavender, waving a mischievous fare-
well to America, jumped into the
skiff.

“We won't row far,” she called back.
“Wait for us.”

“In a paniec, the old negress rushed
to the water's edge. “Whar yo two
gwine dis time o’ night?”

Seeing her distress, Lavender
pented. “Let us go back,” she com-
manded. But he had Lavender alone,
with the fast growing path of water
between them and interruption, and
Gonzaga was the last man to forego
this first opportunity.

“Why do you not want to go with me,
Miss Creighton?’ he demanded, with
uncivil abruptness.

Lavender ignored any deep meaning
in the words, and there was no em-
barrassment, only wide-eyed surprise
in her reply: “I don’t mind, I assure
you, but it is late, and mother will be
uneasy. America, too, see, she 1s
fidgety as a hen whose fledglings have
taken to the pond.” She laughed, and,
hanging one arm over the boat's edge,
let the water trickle through the pink
dam of her fingers.

“You don’t mind belng with me!
High praise, indeed!” and Gonzaga
shrugged his shoulders, and raised his
brows sarcastically. Then, dropping
the oars, and bending toward her:
“Now, listen to me,” he said, “I, on
the other hand, declare that it is my sole
delight to be with you. It has been
since first sight of you was a balm
to my tired eyes.”

His voice, soft in time with the
melody of waves against the idle oar—
his face with its southern beauty, lent
dignity to the words which, from a
less romantic cavalier, Lavender would
have scorned as mere fustian.

But there was magic in the time and
place, witchery in the hour which
subdued the girl's levity, and awak-
ened a dormant sentiment. But this
sentiment was not for the man be-
side her. With every beat of her quick-
ened pulse, her thoughts were borne
farther from him. Her eyes had a
soft charm, her voice a tender cadence,
but the softness, the tenderness which
his words had awakened, were for an-
other.

re-

dreamily, and the unconscious coquetry
led him on. |, .
“Do you believe in love at first
sight?” was his next question. ~..
Lavender laughed uneasily—for now.

“You speak prettily, senor,” she said, |-

brought her back to him. “No,” she
lieve in love at all.”

Ignoring her speech, he ‘went on:
“There is a southern flower that, in a
night, throws all its great heart bare.
S0 my love for you had its being.”

“And so in a night it will die.” Lawn
ender tried to speak lightly, but she
could not meet his ardent gaze. In
stead, her own followed with dismay
the starry track aver widening between
her and the shore.

“It will never die, cara mia, it will
live always, and from its roots shall
spring another—your love for me. Is
it not so?” he leaned toward her; his
senses swimming in a passion for this
girl in whose fair face was reflected all
the crystal of moonlit wave and sky.
For the first time in this man’s career,

out of reach. Gold he had won and
lost as easily—land and fame had
cheaply bartered for a song—a smile.
But this maid, half child half woman,
with at once the purity of moonbeams
and a rare, earthly witchery about her,
had suddenly become for him the one
thing worth striving for.

“From my love shall spring another
—yours for me. Is it not so?”

“] do not think so, senor. I am
too modest to believe in the strength
of your feeling for me. It will die
before mine can have birth. No, no,”
she commanded, as he was about to
speak, “I cannot listen; I—I am not
ready now. I thank you for your
love, if it be love—I do not know,”
she ended, dreamily.

“Then, ignoring his ardent interrup-
tion: “I am not ready to hear of love
—I do not want it.”

Her earnest, yet matter-of-fact tone
maddened him, and he blurted out:
“You do not want it? But there is
another love that you do want—the
love of a spy, a traitor!”

She met his blazing eyes with a
look of cold disdain. *“You talk in rid-
dles, senor.”

“A riddle you can easily read, lady,
but if you prefer, I shall construe it.
You deny me, only to give your love
to that other, the champion of a bold en-
terprise which counts for its success
upon the dismemberment of a great
republic. This conspirator against the
flag for which the blood spilled is
scarcely dried—this brave Kknight-er-
rant of the gaming table—this—"

“No more, sir! Did you, then, bring
me out to listen to insult of my friends?
For that you traduce Mr. Winslow, I
can no longer doubt. I fear, Senor
Gonzaga, that the flower which was to
bear the fruit of love requited, will but
nourish the parasite of hate.”

Calming himself quickly. “Forgive
me,” he pleaded, “but as all is fair in
love and war, so jealousy of a rival is
not a erime. That he is a successful
rival makes it all the harder.”

“You presume much, senor. Mr.
Winslow is no man's rival where I
am concerned—he does not wish to be.
But that he is a true gentleman, and
an honest man, I am as sure as that
this water runs.”

There was a pause, while he took up
the oars. “Shall I row back to shore?”
he.asked, humbly.

“If you please; we have been drift-
ing away.”

“And drifting apart, lady?”

She was silent. e Wy

“You are cruel—you will forgive me?
Much should be forgiven a love like
mine.”

His voice was a yearning whisper,
and he bent low to reach her ear.

She smiled faintly: “I am only too
ready to forgive—we shall be friends
again—on one condition.”

“Name it,” he demanded.

Her manner had resumed some of
its archness, her voice its gayety, as
she said: “Never speak again of that
flower—Ilet it die.”

“It will never die,”” he declared,
huskily., “Its perfume shall abide
with you—its fragrancé enwrap you
like a garment. But I shall not speak
of it again; not umtil you are quite
ready to listen.”

CHAPTER XII,

Against the current Gonzaga rowed,
with many a backward glance. Into
the stars loomed cypress and willow,
bordering as with a badge of mourn-
ing the land on either side.

Soon the lights of the settlement
straggled into view, and, brighter than
the others, long hospitable rays shot
from the tavern close to the water’s
side. Here the Spaniard moored his
boat and stepped ashore. But he was
in the mood meither for drink nor
cards, still less for song and laughter.
Since the tavern laggard could not be
stranger to these, he would not go
there to-night.

His thoughts were with the maiden
he had left behind in the forest; with
her whose conquest was not to be easy.
Passion and threatened pride consumed
him; the laughter within the tavern
jarred. He was passing the door,
when it was suddenly burst open from
within. At the threshold stood Gerald
Creighton, his handsome face deformed
with anger and ablaze with wine. With
collar torn, and coat awry, as if in a
struggle, he stood half defiant, half
afraid. For back near the plastered
wall, where sputtering candles flecked
the gloom, stood the small, crooked fig-
ure of a man brandishing a knife. His
eyes gleamed through red lids, his
voice was raucous with rage. “You
want my gal, do ye? Well, git her,
you might—fer women are all d—d
fools—but she hain’t the say-so. I'm
a father as kpows my Dbusiness,
and I'll see ye wallow in the black-
est pit afore she's yourn! Ye want
to marry her? No, yedon’t, and ef ye
did—" he broke off with a rasping
chuckle, and made another dash for
Gerald, but was prevented again. This
time the Spaniard, watching from the
willow copse, saw a woman slip quietly
to the door, and close it, leaving her-
self and Gerald eutside.

The noise from within was fainter
now, and for a moment the two stood
silent in the shadowy night—alone,
save for the watchful presence of Gon-
zaga, himself unseen in the background.

Then the octoroon spoke, low, with
the sibilant softness of the south:
“Please hurry home now, Mr. Gerald,
or there will be more trouble.”

(To Be Continued.]

. Our Expressive Language.

“Doctor Highprice, do you take apny-
thing off for cash?”

,“Yes, madam, anything. What did

-you wish -taken ,off, your finger ‘o

his tone and manner roused her—

your ear?”—Town Topics.

declared, “I am not sure that I be

something he ardently desired seemed.

“Bring in the hoboes!” was the or-
der, and Policeman Flynn knew that
that meant to round up all vagrants.
The department had been severely
scored because of the increase in the
number of petty thefts.

Now, the term “vagrant” is compre-
hensive in its meaning, and may be
made to include many different kinds
of people. Anyone who has no visible
means of support and no place to sleep
comes under that general classifica-
tion. Whether he is anxious to steal or
anxious to work is quite immaterial;
if he has no job and no home and no
money, he is a vagrant, and his inten-
tions count for little or nothing. A
man of Policeman Flynn's judgment
would like to discriminate occasion-
ally, but, under such an order as had
been given, a conscientious officer has
no chance. So, when he saw the man-
ager of a small manufacturing estab-
lishment on his beat holding a shabby-
looking fellow by the collar, he knew
that the time had come for him to act.

“‘Here, officer,” said the manager,
“run this fellow in.” :

liceman Flynn.

“Oh, he's a plain hobo,” was the
reply. “This is the second morning
I've caught him sleeping in the door-
way, and he had the nerve to ask me
for a job.”

“Why don’t ye give it to him?” in-
uired Policeman Flynn.

“To him!" exclaimed the manager.
“Why, look at him! Do you think he
really wamts a job? It's only an ex-
ruse.”’

“Ye can’t tell be 'a ma-an'a luks
whal he wunts,” was Lhe sage sugges-
tion of Policeman Flynn. “To luk at
me mebbe ye might not think I wa-
anted & million dollars.” Then he
surned to the vagrant and demanded:

“Where d' ve live?”

“Anywhere,” sullenly answered the
man.

“What d’ ye do {'r a livin'?"

“I'm looking for work.”

“Where d' ye wor-rk la-ast?”

The man gave him an address, but
added:

“That was three months ago. [ got
a dollar a day as a sort ‘of general
bhustler, but they cut down the force
and let me go.”

“An' ye've had no job since? No
wondher ye're lukin’ r-rocky,” com-
mented Policeman Flynn. *“But or-
dhers is ordhers, an’ if ye ha-ave no
home an’ no money, an’ no wor-rk, I'll
ha-ave f'r to take ye in.”

On the way to the station the man
complained bitterly of his hard luck.
He was a comparatively young fellow,
but poorly equipped for the battle with
the world. His education had been
neglected, and he was handicapped by

*“There, Officer’”” Run This Fellow in.”
the fact that he had been prepared for

neither a business nor a trade. So,
while it was possible to get men of
better attainments for even minor po-
Bitions, his services were at a dis-
count. Even as a day laborer, he
Jacked the physique that would com-
‘mend him to an employer.

. “But I'm honest,” he protested. *I
really want to get a job, but what
chance is there for me in these
clothes?”

“Thrue f'r ye,” replied Policeman
Flynn, looking at the dilapidated suit.
“'Tis like ye dhressed in th’ da-ark
an’ didn't notice what ye was ta-akin’
from th’ wardr-robe.”

Flynn was on night duty at the time,
and the arrest was made just as he
was relieved In the morning, so he
brought the prisoner in himself and
had him “booked” as a vagrant. Then
he sat about the station and smoked
for a time before going home to break-
fast.

“’Tis a sha-ame,” he muttered, “that
th’ la-ad sh'u’d be sint up If he wa-ants
f'r to wor-rk.”

After a little he went to the cell in
which the man was confined and beck-
oned him to the door.

“Honest, now,” he said, “w'u’'d ye
wor-rk if ye had th’ chanst?”

“Just try me,” answered the man in
a tone that carried conviction with it.

Policeman Flynn left the station in
thoughtful mood, but, instead of go-
ing home to the waiting breakfast, he
went back to his beat and presently
stopped at the place where he had
made the arrest. In one of the win-
dows of the establishment was the
sign: “Man Wanted.”

“I thought I ray-mimbered it,” he
said, as he went in and asked to see
the manager. ‘ '

“Ye're lukkin’ f'r a ma-an?’ said
Policeman Flynn inquiringly, when he
had reached the manager’s office.

“Yes,” admitted the manager.
you know of one?”

“Ye're lukkin’ fr a ma-an,” repeat-
ed Policeman Flynn, “an’ whin ye
ha-ave ye-er ha-ands on wan that
wa-ants f'r to wor-rk ye sind him to
th’ po-lis station.” r ;

“I'm looking ‘for a man and not a

“Do

hobo,” retorted the manager,

sharply.

“What's he been doin'?" asked Po-

HE HELPS A PRISONER.

“There's th’ makin’ iv a ma-an in
manny a hobo,” suggested Policeman
Flynn.

“Possibly, possibly,” admitted the
manager, “but this is no eleemosynary
Institution.”

“Say that ag'n,” said Policeman
Flynn; “I don't folly ye.”

“I say this is no charitable institu-
tion,” repeated the manager. “We're
looking for a workman and not a
tramp. Did that fellow convince you
‘Mat he really wants to work?”

_I"I'll la-ay me hat ag'in a plugged
liickel that he wa-ants I’ to get a job
th' wor-rst wa-ay,” asserted Police-

man Flynn. “If ye're lukkin’ fr a
ma-an, why don't ye give him a
ckanst?”

The manager looked, surprised, but
not convinced.

“Why, as a matter of fact,” he said,
“I don’t believe he wants a job. That
was only an excuse to escape arrest

He Reached into His Pocket, Pulled
out a Silver Dollar, and Cooly Handed
it to the Prisoner,

as a vagrant. Just remember how he
looked. Everything was against him.”

“An' iverything will be ag'inst him
till some wan gives him th’ chanst”
insisted Policeman Flynn. “Oho!
we're a fine lot iv gazabos in this
wor-rld, we are f'r sure. We throw a
ma-an down an' shtand on his chist,
an’ thin we ask him: ‘Why don’t ye
get up?" ‘I'm thryin’ to,” says he;
‘give me a ha-and,’ he says. ‘Get up
fir-rst,” we says, niver takin’ a fut off
his chist; ‘we’ll be gla-ad f'r to help
ve,' we says, ‘whin ye're on ye-er feet.’
Did ye niver notice how we hold out
th’ helpin’ ha-and to thim that's up
an' tur-rn our ba-acks on thim that's
down?”

“To tell the truth,” said the man-
ager, thoughtfully, "“if the fellow had
looked halfway decent and had had a
home I would have been tempted to
give him a trial, for we need a good,
willing man.”

“Ye must ha-ave a home befoor ye
can get wor-rk, and ye must get wor-rk
befoor ye can ha-ave a home,” com-
mented Policeman Flynn. “Ye must
ha-ave th’ clo’es f'r th’ job, but ye
must ha-ave th’ job f'r to get th clo'es,
D’'ye see th’ wa-ay it comes out?”

“You're a clever pleader,” asserted
the manager, with a laugh. “Sit down
and tell me what you have learned
about the man. It's strange to find a
policeman helping a vagrant.”

“'Tis often done, if ye only knew it,”
said Policeman Flynn.

When the case was called in the po-
lice court Policeman Flynn gave all
present the surprise of their lives.

“Ye-er Honor,” he said, “I'll ask ye
f'r to l'ave th' ma-an go. I made a
mista-ake. He do be havin’ a job.”

“He doesn’t look it,” returned the

magistrate. ‘““He looks like a hobo
without food or shelter. Has he any
money ?"”

Policeman Flynn looked troubled,
but only for a minute. Then he
reached into his pocket, pulled out a
silver dollar and coolly handed it to
the prisoner.

“Yis, ye-er Honor,” he said, blandly.

“Discharged,” said the magistrate,
Then he added thoughtfully, half to
himself: “You can make a man and
unmake him and remake him, and the
job that’'s least often done is the last
one, but I believe that policeman is
trying it.”

(Copyright, 1906, by Joseph B. Bowles.)
(Copyright, by the Century Co.)
One Way Round.

An old man who sells produce in the
towns near Lowell, Mass.,, has his
share of the best kind of wit—the un-
expected. Not long ago he delivered
a pair of dressed chickens to one of
his customers. She was in the kitch-
en when he brought them in, and,
woman-like, shivered a little when she
saw the headless fowls.

“I should think you'd simply hate
to cut off the heads of those innocent
chickens!” she exclaimed, involun-
tarily.

“I do,” replied the old man, “and so
I never do it. I manage to get around
it.”

“How?"” the housewife demanded,
with eager interest. “The heads of
these chickens are gone.”

“0, yes,” sald the old man, cheer-
fully. “I chopped the chickens off."—

‘| ‘Lowell Citizen.

“Father to the Man.”

When Dr. John Dewey, now head of
the department of physology at Co-
lumbia, was professor at Chicago, he
had a good deal to say about the train.
ing of children. He particularly urged
that they should call their parents by
their first names. About this time he
went home one day to find water trick-
ling through the ceiling of his study,
and, on investigation, found his son
converting the bathroom into a nata-
torium. Mildly expressing his sur-
prise, he was greeted with: “Don't
stand there shooting off your mouth,
John; get'a mop and get busy-béfore
the old woman comes home.” :

Our Pattern Department

A PRETTY TUCKED BLOUSE.

Pattern No. 5643.—This dainty lin-
gerie blouse is one of the most atirac-
tive of the season. The style is gener-
ally becoming, but particularly so to
the slender woman, as the deep pleat
at the shoulder gives width to the fig-
ure, and lends additional fullness in
front. The arrangement of the tucks
in vest effect leaves a space in front,
thus affording a fine opportunity for a
bit of hand%vork, or a pretty design in
lace. If elbow sleeves are not de-
sired the pattern provides for full
length sleeves finished by deep cuffs.
As shown in the illustration, white
China silk was uced, trimmed with
narrow Valenciennes insertion; but
several materials are adaptable such
as mull, dimity, organdy, batiste and
taffeta silk. For 36 inches bust meas-

ure, three and one-quarter yards of
27-inch material will be required.
Sizes for 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42

inches bust measure.

This pattern will be sent to you on
receipt of 10 cents. Address all orders
to the Pattern Department of this paper.
Be sure to give size and number of pat-
tern wanted. IFor convenience, write
your order on the following coupon:

NAME
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A SIMPLE LITTLE FROCK.

Pattern No. 5615.—~The little frocks
hanging straight from the shoulder
are always appropriate for young chil-
dren, and they are quite simple to
make. This one was made of white
lawn, narrow edging being used for
trimming the collar and sleeves.
Linen, nainsook, gingham, chambray
and China silk are all suitable for
reproduction. For a child of three
years two yards of 26-inch material
will be required. Sizes for 1, 2, 3, 4
and 5 years.

This pattern will be sent to you on
receipt, of 10 cents. Address all orders
to the Pattern Department of this paper.
Be sure to give size and number of pat-
tern wanted. For convenience, write
your order on the following coupon:

No. 5615.
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BAN PLACED ON FIRST WIVES

Short Girl Hates the Subject After Her
Experiences.

“Nothing makes me feel quite so
silly,” said the short girl, “as to be
told by some man that I look like his
first wife. I never know what to say.
On the first occasion of that kind 1
asked if the dear departed was good-
looking.

“‘No,” said the man candidly, ‘she
wasn’t, but she was a good cook. She
could mash potatoes better than any-
body 1 ever saw.’

“The next time I tried the sympa-
thetic racket. ‘It is too bad you lost

‘her,” 1 sighed.

‘“‘Oh, sald he, ‘vou needn’t take it so
hard. I don't. The othe: fellow can
worry along with her a good deal bet-
than I could, so we are satisfied all
round.’

“The third man, in reply to my com-
passionate murmurs, responded heart-
lessly. ‘She was all right. She had
nine sisters, all beauties, but I chose
the plain one of the family, and I
never regretted my choice.’

“And so it goes. No matter what I
say I do not seem to sirike the right
key. There must be some appropriate
answer for sentimental compliments
of the kind, and before I have further
need of it I wish somebody would tell
me what it is.”—N. Y. Sun.

Made a Difference.

Young Wife—The Ilandlord says
he’ll paper the bedroom, but will have
to put it on over the old paper and
not scrape the walls.

Husband—Well, .that’s” all right,

* “But the room {8 much too small
already.—Cassell's Journal. '

WHEAT MIDGE.

Description and Habits of This Enemy
of the Wheat Plant.

Prof. H. A. Gossard, entomologist
of the Ohio station, says:

The fly, which is a close relative of
the Hessian fly, is a very small, deli-
cate insect, appearing oo the wing
some time in June, usually about the
date when the fireflies first appear
and the blossoms of the locust trees
are fading and falling to the ground.
The eggs are laid in a cavity or
groove at the upper end of the outer-
most chaff, so that the young maggots
on hatching can readily reach the in-
cipient kernel. These reddish larvae
imbibe nourishment from the milky
kernei, ceasing to feed after the grain
becomes hard. When full grown they
seek the earth, generally by crawling
down the stalk when it is wet with
dew oc by sliding down in a raindrop.
Going about one-half an inch beneath
the smface, they make cocoons not

Wheat Midge (Diplosis tritici), a, fe-
malie fly; b, male fly; ¢, larvae
from below.

larger than mustard seeds, very diffi-
cult tc find, in which they remain un-
til the following summer, when they
again issue as flies. However, many
of the larvae have not left the heads
by harvest time and these are carried
into tle barn or stack; they soon be-
come dry and shrink away from their
skins, becoming “cased larvae;"” these
do not feed; they again become active
when thoroughly moistened, even after
having lain quiescent for more than
half a yvear. Since the chaff from the
threshing machine contains countless
numbers of these “cased larvae,” it
shoulld be ‘promptly burned; the bulk
of the straw can be put to its custom-
ary use without special danger.

The codling moth larvae hides away
somewhere in the fall, or as soon as it
leaves the apple; then spins a cocoon,
but does not become a pupa till the
return of warm weather. If it is in
an orchard it hides in crevices of the
bark, on tree trunks or under rubbish.
The fewer hiding places there may be,
the greater is the probability that it
will be picked up by birds, fowls or
predacious insects, or attacked by
ichneumon flies before it can find win-
ter quarters. The moral is obvious—
clean up the rubbish.

The great majority of the flies are
always derived from the pupae buried
in old wheat fields. Rotation of crops
will be of some help in controlling
them, many of the flies becoming lost
and perishing while hunting new fields
In which to lay their eggs. However,
the only thorough remedy is to plow
the stubble undér in the fall to such
a depth that the flies cannot make
their way to the surface the next year.
This should be done as soon after har-
vest as possible. Plowing to a depth
of eighl or nine inches is sufficient.
Burning the stubble before plowing
will help. Neighborhood cooperation
in all these remedial measures is im-
portant.

FOR GOOD ROADS.

What Pennsylvania Is Doing to Im-
prove Her Highways.

Pennsylvania thinks it has the most
liberal good roads law in the country
and thinks it is doing more to make
good roads than any other state in the
union. The law, which was passed in
1905, runs for five years and appro-
priates a total for the state’s share
in making good roads, $6,356,232.
Nearly $1,000,000 was expended for
the fiscal year of 1905 and for the
years 190607, each, $1,250,000 is set
aside. For the next two years the an-
nual expenditure will be $1,600,000.
This represents three-fourths of the
sum expended. Of the remainder the
county pays one-eighth and the town-
ship one-eighth. The roads must be
permanent and the standard ie very
high. There is a state departmsat of
highways, and when the state first be-
gan this system that department com-
plained that the counties and town-
ships refused to do, or were very slow
in doing theél part. But the small
beginning won for itself, and now the
local bodies are most eager for the
wori, making greater demands than
the appropriatton can meet. The
amount of work already applied for
by the counties outruns the state ap-
propriation by millions of dollars. In
other words, the farmers, seeing what
good roads mean to them, are eager to
pay their part where the state helps
go liberally. In 48 of the 66 counties
the entire amount allotted has been
absorbed. Chester county, for exam-
ple, has made 11 miles of road and
has anplied for 13 miles more, which
exhausts its share of the state aid.
But it has additionally applied for
229 miles more. Altogether the state
{s so pleased with the good roads ex-
periment that it is believed the legis-
lature will enlarge the appropriation.
The state treasury has a large surplus,
and it is proposed to exhaust it in giv-
ing the state good roads.

A USEFUL DEVICE.

Ring with Legs on It for Holding Ket-
tle Over Fire.

A very usefyl device is a ring with
legs on it like that shown in the cut,
to support an iron

. kettle when used
out of doors for
heating water.
Place the band as
near the base of
the kettle aa pos
g sible. so that it
will not tip over, and you will find it
a great convenience when building

SOME EXPERIMENTAL ROALDS.

What Is Beiiig Done in lilinois by the
Highway Commission.

The Illinois state highway commis-
sion is pushing as rapidly as possible
the construction of a number of ex-
perimental roads in various sections
of the state. There has been much de-
lay in getting this work started, owing
to the negotiations it was necessary to
take up with the various railroads for
freight rates. This has permitted
work to begin at some points and to
be delayed at others.

One streteh of road has been com-
pleted at Salem, I1l. This road is situ-
ated in Salem township, just outside

the limits of the city of Salem. The
highway commissioners of Salem
township applied for broken stone,

which was furnished them, and a piece
of road built by the loeal commission-
ers; owing to the lack of proper meth-
ods, the road thus laid was poorly
made, says the Farmers' Review. The
state highway commission completed
about 2,200 feet of fhe work with the
aid of a steam roller and modern
methods of construction, making as
smooth and fine appearing a piece of
road as can be found anywhere.

The width of the macadam is about
14 feet and put on eight inches deep:
part of the work was resurfacing the
road laid by the local commissioners,
at the end of which was about 600
feet of newly constructed rocd. The
exact cost of this work cannnt be as-
certained, owing to lack of records on
the work done prior to that under
charge of the state highway commis-
sion. The estimated cost of this work
per mile, including grading and shap-
ing the subgrade, hanling the stone a
distance of about a mile and a gquar-
ter, spreading and volling, is about
$2,500. The material was furnished
free by the state from the state rock
crushed at the Southern Illinois peni-
tentiary at Menard. The freight on
the stone over the Illinois Southern
rallroad was paid in ballast.

The contract between the portion
of road built with the steam roller and
that upon which the roller was not
used, furnishes a most striking illus-
tration of the importance of proper
equipment and technical experience in
highway construction,

The improved piece of road is at-
tracting a great deal of attention lo-
cally, and the travel over other routes
in the vicinity is almost entirely di-
verted to the new road, in spite of the
fact that the distance is thus in-
creased.

There is another interesting piece
of road work in the vicinity of Salem,
which has been carried on through the
efforts of Mr. John H. Greene, who
for the past six years has drageed
and kept in excellent condition one
mile of road near his farm. During
the past winter it is said that the
Greene road was the best piece of
road in the county. This piece of
road has been kept in better condi-
tion than the average road in the
county for less money than was spent
on other roads where a grader and
four to six horses are used. It is an
interesting fact that Mr. Greene has
been using off and on for the past 15
years, a road drag very similar to
what is known as the “8plit Log
Drag,” and has done much to in-
terest the people generally in this
work, and recommends its general
adoption for the maintenance of earth
roads.

HIDING A CELLAR DOOR.

By Arrangement of Boxes It Can Be
Done Very Easily.

My cellar 1s situated just under the
kiichen and for a long time we
warted a door that would not be un-
«iohtly and in the way, writes a cor-
respondent of the Farm and Home.
Finally we constructed an arrange-
ment shown in cut. A heavy frame-
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Cover for Cellar Door.

work was built of 2x8 inch stuff cov-
ered with matched board. The two
parts, & and b, are the same size and
hinge together with heavy hinges.
The top of this is used as a table, ex-
cept when it is desired to go into
the cellar, when part b is drawn aside,
exposing the cellar stairs.

‘FARM BITS.

In Germany 121 per cent. of all the
land cultivated is planted to potatoes.
This is for human food, stock feeding
.and alcohol making.

Take advantage of rainy days and
mend some of the harness. It is not
safe to allow the harness to get weak.

The springs are low now, Good
time to dig them out and make them
larger and better. Stone them up, too,
and put a good cover over them. I
know of some good calves that have
been drowned in open springs.

Fix up just the best you can when
you go out driving. It makes the wife
and children proud when they see
“what a fine looking man father is.”

Keep your eye out for a sapling that
will make a good harness hook. Often,
when in the woods, you may come
across one. Cut it and take it home
to be nailed up in the right place in
the stable.

Mend the Grain Bags. ;

Grain bags with holes in them are a
big nuisance. Pretty good idea to
mend the holes before thrashing time.
Turn the bag that has a hole in it
wrong side out and neatly stitch on
the patch. The bag will look much
better than it would were the piecq

the fire.

put on the outside.

— e

s T

il

Ny S T e e 4
- TR

Lt

PR { SN

A N WSl i T

ft

b R

s

e




