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MARTIN LLOYD. 

. Styaqpsls.—Doctor Strickland, re
tired, is living with his family at 
Mill Valley, just out of Ban Fran' 
clsoo. Anne, the doctor's niece, la 
twenty-four. Allx, the doctor's 
daughter, la twenty-one. Cherry 
the other daughter, is eighteen. 
Their closest friend Is Peter Joyce, 
an odd, iovaMe sort of recluse. He 

: Is secretly - in love with beautiful. 
Cherry. Martin Uoyd, a visiting 
mining engineer, , pays. court to 
Cherry and wins her promise to 
marry him. 

- (CHAPTER I—Continued.) 
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"Peter Is a dear fellow," the doctor 
mused. "But Cherry—why, she's bare
ly eighteen! He—I don't suppose he 
really ever kissed her—" The old mail 
hesitated, began again: "Just fancy," 
tie assured her. "Just an old father's 
fear that she Is growing up too fast!" 

"Because we all, and you especially, 
spoil her," Anne reminded him, smil
ing. "Peter," she added thoughtfully, 
"has kissed us all, now and then!" 
She stooped for a dutiful good-night 
kiss, and was gone. 

Downstairs, the doctor sat on, think
ing, and his face was grave. He was 
thinking of little Cherry's good-night 
Iciss, half an hour ago. She had rested 
Against his arm, and he had held her 
there, but what had been the thoughts 
behind the blue eyes so near his own? 
He realized with a great rush of fear 
that some man had kissed Cherry to
night, had held her against a tobacco-
scented coat, and that the girl was a 
woman, and an awakened woman at 
that. Cherry—kissed a man! Her fa
ther's heart winced away from the 
thought. 

Young Lloyd- and Peter had walked 
tiome with hor. But if Anne was right 
In her maidenly suspicions of Lloyd's 
Intentions, then it must have been Pe
ter who surprised little Cherry with a 
«udden embrace. 

And as he came to his conclusions 
« certain relief ct«pt into the old 
man's heart. Peter was an odd fel
low; he was ten years too old for the 
•child. But Peter was a lover of books 
and gardens and woods and music, aft-
•er all, and Peter's father and this old 
man musing by the fire had been "Lee" 
*nd "Paul" to each other since boy
hood. Peter might give Cherry a kiss 
as innocently as a brother; In any 
case, Peter would wait for her, would 
be all consideration and tenderness 
when he did win her." 

Cherry, he reflected fearfully, was 
«s pretty as her mother had been at 
eighteen, with the same rounded chin 
and apricot cheeks, and the same 
-shadowed innocent blue eyes with a 
film of corn-colored hair blown across 
them. She had the strange, the inde
finable quality that without words, al
most without glances, draws youth 
toward youth, draws admiration and 
-passion, draws life and all Its pain. 
Her father for the first time tonight 
formulated in his heart the thought 
-that she might be happily married-

Married—nonsense! Why, what did 
she know of life, of submission and 
courage and sacrifice? It would be 
.years, many years, before the snowy 
frills, and the pale gold head, and the 
firm, brown little hand would be ready 
for that! 

Not many hours after he went slow
ly up to bed morning began to creep 
into the little valley. Allx, at her 
•early bath, heard quail calling, and 
looked out to see the last of the fog 
"vanishing at eight o'clock, and to get 
a wet rush of fragrance from the Per
sian lilac, blooming this year for the 
first time. At half-past eight she came 
out Into the garden, to find her father 
somewhat ruefully studying the tum
bled ruins, of the yellow banksia rose. 
The garden was still wet, but warm
ing fast; she picked a plume of dark 
*ind perfumed heliotrope, and began to 
fasten it In his coat lapel while she 
kissed him. 

"We'll never get that back on the 
roof, my dear boy," Alix said mater
nally. 

Her father, pursed his lips, shook 
his he&d doubtfully. The rose, a short 
week ago, bad been spreading fanlike 
branches well toward the ridge-pole, a 
story and a half above their heads. 
But the great wind of yestereve that 
had ended the spring and brought in 
the summer had dragged it from its 
place and flung it, a jumble of emerald 
leaves and sweet clusters of creamy 
blossoms, across the path and the 
steps of the porch. Alix tentatively 
tugged at a loose spray, and stood 
biting her thumb. 

Her attention was distracted by the 
setter puppy who came clumsily gam
boling toward her. "Hello, old Bumpy-
doodles !" she said with rich affec
tion, kissing the dog's silky head, and 
burying both hands in his feathered 
collar. "Hello, old Buck!" 

"Alexandra, for heaven's sake stop 
handling that brute!" said Peter 
Joyce disgustedly, coming up the path. 
"I dare say you've not had your break
fast, either. Go wash your hands! 
'Mornlfig, Doctor!" 

Father and daughter turned to smiU 
upon him, a tall, lean man, with r. 
young face and a finely groomed head, 
ind with touches of premature silver 
el his temple*. 

He was a bachelor, just entering 
his thirties, a fastidious, critical, ex
acting man by reputation, but showing 
his best side to the Stricklands. They 
had a vague idea that he was rich, ac
cording to their modest standard, but 
he apparently had no extravagant 
tastes, and lived as quietly, or more 
quietly, than they did. He liked soli
tude, books, music, dogs, and his fire
side. The old doctor's one social en
joyment was in visiting Peter, and 
the younger man went to no other 
place so steadily as he came to the 
old house under the redwoods. 

"'Morning, Peter!" said Doctor 
Strickland now, smiling at him. 
"Have you had yours?" 

"My house," said Mr. Joyce, fastid
iously, "is a well-managed place. Say," 
he added, pursing his lips to whistle, 
as he looked at the rose tree, "did 
Tuesday's wind do that?" 

"Tuesday's wind and Dad," Alix 
answered. "Will it go back, Peter?" 

"I—I don't know!" he mused, 
walking slowly about the wreck. "If 
we had a lever down here, and some 
fellow on the roof with a rope, may
be." 

"Mr. Lloyd Is coming over!" Ally 
announced. Peter nodded absently, 
but the mention of Martin iJoyd.. re
minded him that they had ail dined 
at his house on the very evening when 
the mysterious gale had commenced, 
and with interest he asked: 

"Cherry catch cold coming^ home 
Tuesday night?" 

"No; she squeezed in between Dad 
and me, and was as warm as toast!" 
Alix answered casually. "How'd you 
like Mr. Lloyd?" she added. 

"Nice fellow!" Peter answered. 
"He's awfully nice," Allx agreed. 
"Who is he?" Peter asked curiously. 

"Where are his people and all that?" 
"His people live in Portland," the 

girl answered. "He's a mining en
gineer, and he's waiting now to be 
called to El Nido; he's to be at a mine 
there. He's lots of fun—when you 
know him, really!" 

"Talking of the new Prince Charm
ing, of course," Anne said, joining 
them, and linking an arm in her un
cle's and In Alix's arm. "Don't bring 
that puppy in, Alix, please! Break
fast, Uncle Lee. Coiikj and have an
other cup of coffee, Peter!" 

"Prince Charming, eh?" Peter 
echoed thoughtfully, as they all 
turned toward a delicious drift of the 
odor of bacon and coffee, and crossed 
the porch to the dining room. "I was 
going down for the mail, but now I'll 
have to stay and see this rose matter 
through! Thanks, Anne, but I'll 
watch you. Where's Cherry?" he 
added, glancing about. 

Cherry answered the question her
self by trailing in in a Japanese wrap
per, and beginning to drink her coffee 
with bare, slender arms resting on the 
table. Nobody protested, the adored 
youngest was usually given her way. 

"I heard you all laughing, under 
the window and itv—woke—me—up!" 
Cherry said dreamily. 

"It seems to me," Anne, who had 
been eyeing her uneasily, said lightly, 
"that some one I know is getting pret
ty old to come downstairs in that rig 
when strangers are here!" 

"It seems to me this is just as de
cent as lots of things—batliiug suits, 
for instance!" Cherry returned in-

"Hello, Old Bumpy.doodles!" Said 
Alix, Burying Both Hand* in His 
Feathered Collar. 

stantly, gathering the robe about her, 
and giving Anne a resentful glance 
over her blue cup. 

"I have a rope somewhere—" the 
doctor ruminated. "Where did I put 
that long rope—what did I have It 
for, in the first place " 

"You had it to guy the apple tree," 
Alix reminded him. "The tree that 
died after ail—" 

"Ah, yes!" said her father, his at
tentive face brightening. "All, yes! 
Now where Is that rope?" But even 
as Alix observed that she had seen it 
somewhere, and advanced a tentative 
i:uess as to the cellar, his eyes fell 
upon Cherry, and went from Cherry's 

absorbed face—for she was dreaming 
over her breakfast—to Peter, and he 
wondered if Peter had kissed her. 

"Come on, let's get at it!" Allx ex
claimed with relish. "Come on, 
Sweetums," she added, to the dog. 
She caught his forepaws, and he 
whipped his beautiful tali between 
his legs, and looked about with agon
ized eyes while she dragged him 
through a clumsy dance.. "He's the 
darlingest pup we ever had!" Alix 
stated to Cherry, who was departing' 
Tor the upper regions and a complete 
costume. 

"Bring your cigarette out here, Pe
ter," the old doctor said, crossing the 
garden to look in the abandoned 
greenhouse for his rope. "It's not 
here," he stated. Then he began 
again, "You brought Cherry home last 
night?" he asked. 

"As a matter of fact, I didn't," Pe
ter answered, in his quick, precise 
tones. "I came with Lloyd and Cherry 
as far as the bridge, then I cut up the 
hill. Why?" he added sharply. 
"What's up?" 

"Nothing's up," Doctor Strickland 
said slowly. "But 1 think Lloyd ad
mires—or is beginning to admire— 
her," he said. 

41 Who—Cherry!" Peter exclaimed, 
with distaste and incredulity in his 
tone. 

"You don't think so?" the doctor, 
looking at him wistfully, asked eag
erly. 

"Why, certainly not!" Peter said, 
his face very red. "She's much 
younger than Anne and Alix—" 

"It doesn't always go by that," the 
doctor suggested. 

"No, I know it doesn't," Peter an
swered in his quick, annoyed fashion. 

"I should be sorry," Cherry's father 
admitted. 

"Sorry!" Peter echoed impatiently. 
"But it's quite out of the question, of 
course! It's quite out of the ques
tion. She—she wouldn't consider him 
for an instant," he suddenly decided 
in great satisfaction. "You mustn't 
forget that she has something to do 
with it! Very fastidious, Cherry. 
She's not like other girls!" 

"Thats true—that's true!" Doctor 
Strickland agreed, in great relief. 
They turned back toward the garden, 
in time to meet Alix and several dogs 
streaming across the clearing. Over 
the girl's shoulder was coiled the 
great rope; she leaped various logs 
and small bushes as she came, and 
the dogs barked madly and leaped 
with her. Breathless, she stumbled 
and fell into her father's arms, and 
both men had the same thoughts, one 
that made them smile upon her tom-
boyishness indulgently: "If this is 
twenty-one—eighteen Is three long 
years younger and less responsible!" 

CHAPTER II. 

Immediately they gathered by the 
fallen rose vine, all talking and dis
puting at once. A light rope was tied; 
an experimental tug broke it like a 
string, tumbling Allx violently in a 
sitting position, and precipitating her 
father into a loamy bed. Anne, who 
was bargaining with a Chinese fruit 
vendor frankly interested In their un
dertaking, had called that she would 
help them In a second, when behind 
Alix, who was still sitting on the 
ground, another voice offered help. 

A young man had come into the 
doctor's garden; work was stopped 
for a few minutes while they wel
comed Martin Lloyd. 

He was tall and fair, broad, but 
with not an ounce of extra weight, 
with brown eyes always laughing, and 
a ready friendliness always In evi
dence. Anne's heart gave a throb of 
approval as she studied him; Alix 
flushed furiously, scowled a certain 
boyish approval; Cherry had not come 
down. 

"Can you help us?" The doctor 
echoed his question doubtfully. "I 
don't know that it can be done!" he 
admitted. 

"What's that you're eating—an apri
cot?" Martin said to Anne, in his 
laughing way. "I was going to . say 
that if it was a peach, you are a Can
nibal !" ! 

"Oh, help!"\Alix ejaculated, with a 
look of elaborate scorn. 

"No, but where were you last 
night?" Martin added in a lower tone 
when he and Anne could speak- unno-
ticediThe happy color flooded her 
face, 

MI have to take care of my family 
sometimes!" she reminded him de
murely. "Wasn't Cherry a good substi
tute?" 

"Cherry's adorable!" he agreed. 
"Isn't she sweet?" Anne asked en

thusiastically. "She's only a little girl, 
reaJIy, but she's a little girl who is 
going to have a lot of attention some 
day!" she added, in her most matron
ly manner. 

Martin did not answer, but turning 
briskly toward the doctor, he devoted 
himself to the business in hand. 

They were all deep in the first 
united tug, each person placed care
fully by the doctor, and guys for the 
rope driven at Intervals decided by 
Martin, when there was an interrup
tion for Cherry's arrival on the scene. 
With characteristic coquetry she did 
not approach, as the others ha'd, by 
means of the front porch and the gar-1 

den path. but crept from this study 
window Into a Veritable tunnel of 
green bloom, and came crawling down 
it, as sweet and fragrant, as lovely 
and as fresh, as the roses th&nselves. 
Her bright head was hidden by a blue 
sunbonnet, assumed, she explained 
later, because the thorns tangled her 
hair; but as, laughing and smothered 
with roses, she crept into view, the 
sunbonnet slipped- bade, and the love
ly, flushed little face, with tendrils of 
gold straying across the white fore
head, and mischief gleaming in' the 
blue, blue eyes was framed only In 
loosened pale gold hair. 

Years afterward Allx remembered 
her so, as Martin Lloyd helped her to 
spring free of the branches, and she 
stood laughing at their surprise and 
still clinging to his hand. "The day 
we raised the rose tree" had a place 
of its own in Alix's memory, as a time 
of carefree fun and content, a time of 
perfume and sunshine—perhaps the 
last time of its kind that any one of 
them was to know. 

Cherry looked at Martin daringly as 
she joined the laborers; her whole be
ing was thrilling to the excitement of 
his glance; she was lrtftdly conscious 
of what she was doing or saying. Mar
tin came close to her, In the general 
confusion. 

"Ilow's my little sweetheart this 
morning?" 

Cherry looked up, her throat con
tracted, she looked down again, un
able to speak. She had been waiting 
for his first word; now that It had 
come It seemed so far richer and 
sweeter than her wildest dream. 

"How can I see you a minute?" Mar
tin murmured, snapping his big knife 
shut. 

"I have to walk down for the mall 
—" stammered Cherry, conscious only 
of Martin and herself. 

Both Peter and her father were 
watching her with an uneasiness and 
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Laughing and Smothered With Roses, 
She Crept Into View. 

suspicion that had sprung into being 
full-blown. Both men were . asking 
themselves what they knew of this 
strange young man who was suddenly 
a part of their Intimate little world. 

Peter, in his secret heart, had a 
vague, dissatisfied feeling that Lloyd 
was a man who held women, as a 
class, rather in disrespect, and had 
probably had his experiences with 
them, but there was no way of ex
pressing, much less governing his 
conduct toward Martin by so purely 
speculative a prejudice. Somewhat 
appalled, in the. sunny garden, strug
gling with the banksia,. Peter decided 
that this was not much to know of a 
person who might have the audacity 
to fall in love with an exquisite and 
Innocent Cherry. After all, she would 
not be a little girl forever; some man 
would want to take that little corn-
colored head and that delicious little 
pink-clad person away witli him 6ome 
day, to be his wife— 

And suddenly Peter was torn by a 
stab of pure pain, and he stood puz
zled and sick, in the garden bed, won
dering what was happening to him. 

"Listen—want a drink?" Alix asked, 
coming out with a tin dipper that 
spilled a glittering sheet of water 
down the thirsty nasturtiums. "Rest 
a few minutes, Peter. Dad wanted a 
pole, and Mr. Lloyd has gone up Into 
the woods to cut one." 

"And where's Cherry?" Peter asked, 
drinking deep. 

"She went along—just up In the 
woods here!" Allx answered. "They'll 
be back before you could get there. 
They've been gone five minutes!" 

•. * » * » » * 
Five minutes were enough to take 

Cherry and her lover out of sight of 
the house, enough to have him put his 
arm about her, and to have her raise 
her lips confidently; and yet shyly, 
again to his. They kissed each other 
deeply, again and again. 

Their talk was incoherent. Cheny 
was still playing, coquetting and smil
ing, her words few, and Martin, hav
ing her so near, could only repeat the 
endearing phrases that attempted to 
express to her his love and fervor. 

"You darling! Do you know how I 
love you? You darling—you little ex
quisite beauty! Do you love me—do 
you love me?" Martin murmured, and 
Cherry answered breathlessly: 

"You know I do—but you know I 
do!" 

"Congratulate these crea
ture*—they are going to be 
married!" 

AID BETTER SIRE CAMPAIGN 
More Than 5,000 Pastors to Carry| 

Message Into Rural Districts 
of the 8outh. 

Prepared by the United States Depart
ment of Agriculture. 

The message that better sires offer 
an effective way of obtaining better 
live stock of all kinds Is to be carried 
into rural districts of the South by 
more than 5,000 country pastors. In 

A Registered Hereford Used to Build 
Up Beef Herds of Louisiana. 

accordance with a request from the 
board of missions of the Methodist 
Episcopal church, South, the United 
States Department of Agriculture has 
supplied the rural survey secretary of 
thg board with the necessary informa
tion. 

A stereopticon lecture based on a 
set of 70 lantern slides prepared by 
the bureau of animal industry is to 
be' used as a part of the work. "We 
feel that we can be of material as
sistance to you," the rural survey sec
retary of the board stated to the de
partment, "in carrying your message 
to the people who need it most." 

CAUSE FOR UNTHRIFTY PIGS 

Dr. Evvard of Iowa Station Suggests 
That Round Worms May Be at 

Bottom of Trouble. 

When young pigs ^are not (doing 
well, it may be that round worms are 
the cause of their unthrlftiness. A 
100-pound shote at the Iowa experi
ment station was very unthrifty. It 
was killed and examined. John M. 
Evvard, in charge of swine feeding 
work, says that In one-half foot of 
that hog's intestine there wpre 63 
worms that weighed two-fifths of a 
pound. 

To prevent such conditions, keep the 
pigs growing. Feed well. Keep the 
lots clean and free from rubbish. Drain 
the pastures and lots. For emergency 
cases use santonin and calomel, about 
five to ten grains each for a 100-pound 
pig, or 7% to 15 grains each for a 200 
to 300-pound pig. It may also be well 
to allow free access to such condi
ments as air-slaked lime, charcoal, 
slack coal, powdered sulphur, glauber's 
salts and common salt, these being al
lowed free choice style, each being 
placed in a separate compartment of 
a self feeder. 

HORSE SHORTAGE IS FEARED 

Secretary Dinsmore of Horse Associa
tion Says Demand for Draft 

Animal Is Strong. 

Reporting the fact that citizens of 
Denver recently rejected an ordinance 
which, if passed, would have made It 
a horseless city, Wayne Dinsmore, sec
retary of the Horse Association of 
America, says in a recent communi
cation received by the animal hus
bandry division at University farm: 

"We need more good draft horses* 
The demand for them is stronger and 
prices are higher than at any time in 
history, and unless everything pos
sible is done to bring about horse 
breeding we will have a shortage in 
coming years which will materially In
crease the cost of production and 
transportation." 

FURNISH FOALS WITH GRAIN 

When Pastures Begin to Dry Up 
Young Animals Must Have Feed 

for Best Development. 

As the pastures commence to dry up 
the proper development of the foal 
calls for the feeding of a little grain 
In order to maintain the milk fat and 
keep the foal developing to the best 
advantage. Colts that belong to work
ing mares should have a separate feed 
box and receive a little grain each 
time the mother is fed. Those on pas
ture should be provided with a creep 
where grain can be kept available for 
the foal at all times. If these meth
ods are followed the colt will con
tinue to gain and will not shrink 
when weaning time comes. 

EWES DISOWN THEIR LAMBS 

(TO B£ CONTINUED.) 

Trouble Sometimes Overcome by Pen
ning Mother Up With Her 

Young—Other Plans. 

Bwes that will not own their lambs 
may sometimes be induced to do so by 
penning ewes up and forcing them 
to permit tiie lamb to suck, a few les
sons of this sort usually being suf
ficient. Some shepherds moisten the 
lamb's head and neck with the ewe's 
milk, claiming that this will make the 
ewe own the lamb. Shutting the ewe 
and her lamb by themselves for a 
few days should prove effective, 
though a vicious ewe will sometimes 
kili her oxn lamb if shut up alone 
vlth ii. 

BUM "Bayer" on Genuine 

Take Aspirin only as told In etcfc 
package of genuine Bayer Tablets of 
Aspirin. Then yon will bo following 
the directions and dosage worked out 
by physicians during 21 years, and 
proved safe by millions. Take no 
chances with substitutes. If you see 
the Bayer Gross on tablets, you can 
take them without fear for Cold*, 
Headache, Neuralgia, Rheumatism, 
Earache, Toothache, Lumbago and 
for Pain. Handy tin boxes of twelve 
tablets cost few cents. Druggists alee 
•ell larger packages. Aspirin Is the 
trade maik of Bayer Manufacture of 
lfonoacetlcacldester of SallcylicaciAr— 
Advertisement. 

"SHOW" HAD HER APPROVAL 
8mall Girl Enjoyed It and Was Not at 

All Backward In Telling 
World. 

"Sister" is six, and her delight Is 
Indianapolis. Last summer Ola took 
her when she went to see Stuart 
Walker's "Peg o* My Heart." Sister 
squirmed and wiggled and whispered 
that "this isn't a real show" until 
Ola declared "never again." 

But shortly afterward she and her 
husband had to take "Sister" along 
when they went to see the premier* 
of "Abe Martin" at English's. First, 
they cautioned her: 

"For goodness' sake, be still." 
Imagine their surprise, amusement 

and also embarrassment when after a 
lively ensemble, "Sister," who had 
been shrieking in glee, clapped her 
hands, and while the whole audience 
turned to see, shrilled: 

"Oh, Ola, this is a real show 'cause 
it's got pretty girls and they sing 
and dance."—Indianapolis News. 

Perfectly Safe. 
"Ma, may I go boating?" asked 

Doris. "Indeed, you shall not," replied 
her fond mother. "Who in the world 
asked you?" "Mr. Buffers," said the 
girl. "Oh, very well, you may go with 
him. He has a cork leg and if the 
boat upsets you can just hang on to 
that." 

Equipped for Fight. 
Miss Gushington—Do you believe 

that when poverty comes in at the 
door, love flies out the window? 

Mr. Hardfax—Sure! Didn't yoo 
sver notice the wings on Cupid? 

Busy. 
"Did you do any fly fishing while 

you were on your vacation?" "A lit
tle. I did more fly swatting." 

Some men's nautical experience la 
confined to hardships. 

Sure 
Relief 
Q INDIGEST7M 

6 Bell-ans 
Hot water 
Sure Relief 

BE LL-ANS FOR INDIGESTION 

Women 
Made 'Young 
Bright eyes, a dear skin and a body 
full of youth and health may be 
yours if you will keep your system 
in order by regularly taking 

COLD MEDAL 

The world's standard remedy for kidney, 
liver, bladder and nric add troubles, the 
enemies of life and looks. In use since 
1696. All druggists, three sizes. 
Look lor tha n*m* Gold Modal on orery In 

and accept bo imitation 

8 W. Lake St, Minneapolis, Minn. 
Over 1000 students trained for good bud* 
ness positions every year. Employment 
department of schools secures positions 
for graduates. Write for free catalogs 

Clear Baby's Skin 
With Cuticura 

Soap and Talcum 
Soap 25c, Oiilaeit 25 uJ 50c, Talcs* 25c. 

EPILEPTICS 
Would you care to learn about new rational 
treatment for Immediate relief of epilepsy, 
positively stopping leisures from first day's 
use. Information Free. "SPECIALIST." 
Drawer A-692, LANDHB. WTOlilNO. 


