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(Copyright, by Joseph 3. Bowles.) 

Sybil Leith stopped on the old 
bridge, and leaned over the old rail
ing, seemingly to watch the ripple of 
the waters. She saw, as one sees 
things in a dream, the minnows dart
ing about in that restless fashion of 
theirs, and they made her think of 
the shuttles flying through the work 
In the weaving rooms at the factory, 
whose jar an drutnble came like a dis
cord to her, even now. How she 
wished she could forget the factory, 
and everything connected with It for 
awhile. 

As she^ stood there thinking, in a 
spiritless kind of way, a step upon 
the creaking planks aroused her. 

"Good morning, Dick," she said, put
ting out her hand. 

Dick's face was aglow at sight of 
her. To him she was the one woman 
in the world. 

"Good morning, Sybil," - he said 
cheerily. "You're taking a breath 
of fresh air, are you. Wouldn't it be 
glorious to live out of doors-all the 
time, these scorching days? It'll be 
like a furnace in the factory to-day, 
I'm thinking." 

"I wonder if a person never gets 
out who once gets into the mills?" 
she asked. "I think not. It's for life 
or death, 1 don't know which. I 
wouldn't cure much, if it wasn't for 
Lois." 

"I don't like to hear you talk in 
that way," Dick said, in his grave, 
slow way. "There's no need of 
your killing yourself at the loom as 
you're doing. It's only for . you to 
say yes, Sybil, and you're done with 
it forever. You know that there's 
nothing J-would be gladder to hear." 

She turned away from him almost 
angrily. 

"Don't!" she said, with a little ges
ture of Impatience. "What's the use 
of bringing that all up again?" 

"But if you only knew how I'd set 
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Leaned Over the Old Railing. 

my heart on it, Sybil," Dick said 
gravely. "If you only knew how I'd 
hoped and planned—" 

"I do know," she said a little more 
tenderly, but with much bitterness in 
her voice yet. "I understand it all 
Dick, but—there's Lois. It wouldn't 
be right for me to marry you,. and 
put such a burden on you as that. 
No, Dick, I don't think I'd better say 
yes. It wouldn't be right." 

They were at the factory door now, 
and went in together. The wheels 
were turning round and round in their 
tireless way.- She hung up her hat 
find turned to her loom. She took up 
her shuttles mechanically, and set 
them in their grooves and started the 
machine. A step at her side and 
caused her to look up. She saw Mr. 
Leverson standing there, regarding 
her Intently. He was her employer. 
The great factory, and the men and 
women In it, were his. 

"You look tired out," he said in his 
low, even voice. "You ought to rest." 

"What is that?" Sybil asked the 
question almost sharply. 

"Pardon me," he said, understanding 
her. "I presume what I said sounded 
like an impertinence to you. Will you 
stop at my house on your way home 
to-night. I have something to say 
to you that cannot be said here." 

"Yes, I'll stop," Sybil said. He had 
some instructions to give her, prob
ably. She didn't see why he couldn't 
give them to her in the office, as 
well. But she would stop, of course. 
He was her employer, and it was her 
business to do as he said. 

How cool and pleasant the path was 
from the street to the house that 
night when she stopped for her em
ployer's "instructions." 

"I have something to say to you," 
he said, coming nearer. "I suppose 
you will be surprised at it. It will 
be unexpected. You must not con
sider it as being said on the impulse 
of the moment, however. I am not 
the kind of man to do things in Htnt 
way. I have pondered the matter well, 
and what I shall say to you is the re
sult of deliberate thought. I suppose 
you have never thought of my car
ing for you, but I do. -I have watched 
'your face for a long time, and I 
j have grown fond of it. Will you be 

ay wife?" 
Mr. Leverson was a gentleman, and 

she knew he meant what he ttid. It 
came to her In a swift flash, and she 
felt the truth in a dazed and muddled 
way. She looked About her, and saw 
.the beautiful things which would be 
hers if she accepted Mr. Leverson's 
proposal. She felt as if she etood 
at the gate of Paradise, and some 

edhertoconve in. She 
wished this beauty to be hers. It 
was to be had for the taking. A 
word, and the hateful factory life was 
ended forever. She could rest, rest! 
And Lois! The poor crippled limbs 
might even be made straight Who 
knew? Then she thought of Dick, and 
her heart gave a little thrill, that wai 
like a reaching out of hands to him. 
And yet he was so poor—so miser
ably poor! He had only his hands, 
she thought,' swiftly. Then some
thing seemed to cry out to her, re
proachfully,' that he had more—infi
nitely more, than she could make her
self believe this man had—a great 
honest heart, brimful of love for her 

"I can't think now!" she cried, put
ting her hand to her throbbing tem
ples. "Let me go—some other time, 
maybe—" and then she actually laugh 
ed. But was only conscious of a 
great longing to get away from the 
man who had offered her his hand 

Presently she found herself in the 
street alone. Was she dreaming? 
Had Ralph Leverson really asked her 
to be his wife, or had the fever smit 
ten her with its mighty, merciless 
hand, and was this the delirium it 
generally brought? 

She went back to her loom next day, 
with the wheels of thought still turn 
ing. Should she choose this one, or 
that one? On the one hand, rest and 
the beautiful things which wealth 
could buy. On the other a humble 
home and the wealth of a loving 
heart. Dear, patient, willing Dick! 
How mean and selfish she seemed to 
herself, for hesitating in making her 
decision between the man she loved 
and who loved her, and the man who 
loved her, but whom she did not lo.ve. 

"I'm going home," she said, at last, 
sick, dizzy, faint. "I shall go crazy 
if I stay here. I'm not sure but I 
shall, anyway." 

She put on her bonnet and went 
out into the warm June day. 

But which to choose? Which to 
choose? The words made themselves 
into a little verse, and set themselves 
to the monotonous hum of turning 
spindles. 

Suddenly the clangor of the belt 
smote on her ears. She turned and 
looked down the road, wondering 
vaguely what the matter could be. 

A wild, shrill cry of fire came to 
her, on the wind, and at that instant 
a great, black cloud of smoke broke 
from the upper windows of the fac
tory. It was strange, but the first 
thought that came to Sybil was one of 
exultation. If the factory burned 
down, she need never go back to her 
hateful work again. She would be 
free. 

Then she turned suddenly and ran 
back to the burning building. Per
haps there was something her tired 
hands could do. 

She knew, before she reached it 
that it could not be saved. The win
dows were loop-holes of fire. The 
eaves were wreathed with a fantastic 
cornice of writhing ames. 

Suddenly a great cry rang out from 
the terror-stricken crowd. At the win
dow of his private office upstairs she 
saw Leverson's frightened face. He 
muBt have been asleep, and had prob
ably just awakened to the reality of 
his awful danger. She thought it 
was death. She could, see no way of 
escape for him. 

"I'll try to save him," some one said 
It was Dick. There was something 
grand in the sound of his voice/ it 
seemed to her. Then she saw him 
fighting his way through the flames, 
and the last glimpse of his face show
ed her hoW brave and determined it 
was in the wild tempest of fire. 

She dropped on her knees and hid 
her face in her hands, saying over 
and over again, in a prayerful way: 
"Dear Dick, oh, God save him!" She 
knew then that the lover who was 
risking his life for another, was more 
to her than the lover he was risking it 
for could ever be. She had made her 
choice. 

Another cry, like a gasp, from the 
crowd. She looked up and saw Dick 
at the window of Leverson's room. He 
had Leverson in his arms, and the 
man seemed to have fainted. 

"Throw up a rope!" cried Dick, 
hoarsesly. Some strong hands threw 
one to him. He fastened )t around 
the unconscious man and lowered him 
to the ground just as the flames burst 
out of the windows below him, wrap
ping the whole factory In a mass of 
seething fire. 

He saw the wire of one of the light 
ning rods, not a foot away from the 
window. He grasped the rod and drop 
ped down, down into the lurid abyss. 
The rdd blistered his hands, but he 
clung to it. The flames billowed about 
him, but he held his breath, and slip
ped down, down, down. A thought 
came to him, that he was going down 
forever, and then—a blank. 

The first thing he remembered, after 
that, was a woman's face beaming over 
him, and a woman's tears dropping on 
his face, and a woman's kiss was on 
his scorched lips, and Sybil's voice 
was saying in a broken way: "Oh, 
poor, dear brave Dick!" and then he 
thought he must have died, and this 
was heaven. 

They told him afterwards that he 
was a hero. Laverson came and 
took his burned and bleeding hands 
in his, and said to him that he had 
saved his life, and that he would prove 
his gratitude in a more substantial 
way than spoken -thanks. And he 
did. But Dick only thought of one 
thing. Sybil had chosen—and the 
woman he had loved, and hoped to 

l win—was won. 

TEACHING THE FACE TO SMILE 

How to Keep From Becoming an Old Woman Simply 
by a Trick of the Mouth. 

"A woman first shows her age in 
her mouth," said a woman who makeB 

study of the face. "As soon as a 
woman loses her ability to smile easi
ly, she is an old woman. 

"A child's face is all smiles; the 
face of a youth ripples quickly; the 
mouth of a girl of eighteen is all 
curves and prettiness. But as soon as 

woman becomes mature her mouth 
loses its tendency to curve. . She be
gins to droop and that is the beginning 
of old age for her. 

The mouth of any young animal in
dicates playfulness. It is young and 
smiling, so to speak. But the mouth of 
the aged will always show a dullness 
and a droopiness. As soon as -eares 
begin to come the smiles go. 

In woman the tendency to smile 
disappears at different ages. There 
are women of thirty who laugh easily. 
By laugh I do not mean that nervous 
tendency which is called a giggle. But 
I mean a genuine rippling laugh. There 
are women of thirty who laugh as easi
ly as girls of sixteen, but they are 
few. The mouth of thirty is usuuliy a 
settled one, without curves, without 
dimples, without prettiness of any 
kind. It sags at the corners and it 
shows that the woman has reached the 
age of thoughtfulness, of maturity, of 
cares, of sourness. 

"If I were giving advice to a woman 
would say keep your mouth young. 

Exercise the muscles at the sides of 
the face and keep them active. These 
muscles are very delicate and they 
move almost of their own volition. 
How. important, therefore, it is to keep 
them in good condition. 

"The muscles of the face, and par
ticularly those around the mouth, are 
so delicately constructed that they 
need the greatest care. They require 
discipline. If one does not discipline 
them they will tv^ltch. Who has not 
known the annoyance of a set of 
twitching muscles around the mouth 
and lips. If they are not massaged 
they will grow dull and heavy; and if 
they are not disciplined they will grow 
set. After awhile the mouth muscles— 
if not trained to take care of them
selves—will actually refuse to act. 

"There are old women who cannot 
Bmile. The mouth has lost its sweet
ness. This means that the muscles 
will not contract; that the mouth will 
not work Itself into a smile. It is so 
out of practice that a sweet, pretty ex
pression is impossible. 

"If I were advising a woman how to 
keep her mouth young, I would tell her 
to massage it every day. There are 
five movements " for the massage of 
the mouth. The first is upward, work
ing from the outer corners. Press 
the thumbs at the opposite corners of 
the mouth and gently push upward. 
This exercises the muscles that con
trol the outer edges of the mouth, the 
muscles that form the Cupid's bow. 

"The second exercise is that of 
molding the upper lip so that it will 
curl upward as one laughs. Take the 
thumb and press it at the outer corner 
of the mouth. Then gradually work 
the thumbs inward until they meet; 
just in the middle of the upper lip. 

This is a beneficial massage move
ment. It should be practiced once a 
day at least. 

"The third massage movement for 
the muscles of the mouth is from the 
tip of the chin upward. Place your 
fingers upou the. tip of your chin so 
that three fingers of each hand pres3 
into the flesh. Then gently but firmly 
massage upward and outward. Rub 
your finger tips from the point of your 
chin up to the middle of your cheeks. 
This movement makes your cheeks 
plump and gives them that babyish 
look which is so much admired; that 
round, pretty, childish look. 

The fourth massage movement is 
•that of lifting the corners of the 

ward while at the same time you 
presd the upper lip upward. You will 
get a full round rosebud of a mouth, 
just such a mouth as you would like 
to have in real life. 

"Then there are mouth exercises 
which It is a good thing to take. There 
are women who fill ilie mouth with 
^•aterancTTioTtTTfie wafer Thefe^for ar 
long lime. This makes the muscles 
firm. It is well to repeat this once or 
twice a day if the mouth seems in
clined to be stiff and unsmiling. 

"There is a threefold exercise which 
is practiced by those who have for 
gotten how to smile. This three-fold 
exercise is for 'the woman over thirty 
who finds that she does not smile as 
quickly or as sweetly as she did ten 
years ago. • 

"The threefold exercise is a muscu
lar one. To practice it try this: Draw 
the mouth .into a very wide smile. 
Hold it there for three seconds. Sud
denly relax and open the mouth very 
wide. Hold it open for three seconds 
Snap the mouth shut; press the cheekt 
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PLEA8ANT UNDER ALL CIRCUMSTANCES. 

mouth. Lift theni gently with the 
middle finger until the corners make 
a pretty Cupid's bow. Then smile 
until the mouth feels comfortable. 
This is a smiling exercise that does 
wonders for the flexibility of the facial 
muscles. -

"Pressing the lips outward is also 
good for the mouth, and Its expression. 
If your lips seem thin and if they are 
inclined to be tight and drawn—as 
one's lips are in sickness—the exercise 
of pressing them outward and down
ward is a most excellent one. Pout out 
the lips. Then pull the under lip down-

outward by tightening the muscles 
repeat this three or four times, taking 
care not to tire the jaws. 

Laughing aloud in a singing laugh 
will help the face that looks tired. The 
woman who is laughing is not scowl
ing, and the tired, heavs lines will in 
voluntary grow easier. The woman 
who has been laughing always .looks 
younger than the same woman after 
she has been crying. The laugh re
laxes the muscles of the face and 
makes them limber and flexible. 
Laughter is said to be good for the 
liver. Certainly it is good for wrinkles. 

FORCING THE MOUTH TO LOOK PLEASANT. 

A. Carrot Fernery for the House 

f 

A really beautiful ornament for the 
home can be provided out of the com
mon carrlot. The top part (if the car
rot is scooped out, pierced for a 
string and hung up, as shown in Pig. 

SOIL IMPROVEMENT 
By Prof. H. G. Phelps. 

Whatever the crop in whose culti
vation the farmer is engaged, the care 
and preparation of the soil is the first 
and most Important matter that com
mands his attention. Having for some 
years past annually mixed and pre
pared for use some 15 or 20 tons of 
chemical fertilizers for the improve
ment of the soil of whose cultivation 
I have bad charge, and noting the 
marked increase in the cost of the 
same, or of some portions thereof, | 
have come to be more and more thor
oughly convinced of the necessity of 
resorting to some other means to ef
fect the needed results. Witli nitrate 
of soda up to $52 per ton, an advance 
of ten or twelve dollars within the 
paBt few years, it is.nianil'est that the 
ordinary sources of nitrogen supply 
are becoming exhausted. Muriate of 
potash, however, has only slightly in
creased and phosphate is actually low
er, showing that the mineral manures 
still hold out. It lias been estimated 
by scientific investigators that the 
natural supply of phosphoric acid and 
potash now remaining in the soil is 
equal to the production of 5on annual 
crops, while the nitrogen supply is 
sufficient for only about 100. 

In years past the farmers of the 
west got rid of their manure hy draw
ing the same out. onto the ice of the 
rivers in the winter, that it might he 
carried away down the stream in the 
spring, never thinking it desirable to 
apply it to the land. Xow after many 
years of continual cropping with 
wheat or corn, they find it. accessary 
not only to save and apply their 
manure, but also to buy some com
mercial fertilizer. Prof. Snyder, of 
the Minnesota experiment station, has 
shown by experiments that in eight 
years of successive cropping with 
wheat there was a loss to the soil of 
1,400 pounds of nitrogen, though the 
wheat itself took but :>00 pounds. 
When he raised wheat but five years 
out of the eight, with one year in 
clover and two in oats, there was a 
nitrogen loss of only 450 pounds. By 
growing corn, oats, and clover for 
three years of the eight, and making 
two applications of stable manure—a 
light coat each time—(lie loss of ni
trogen from the soil was reduced to 
100 pounds. Thus it is demonstrated 
that the continual growing of the 
same crop tends to rapid depletion of 
the soil, while a rotation in which 
some leguminous crop is introduced 
operates to check the same. The cot
ton fields *of the south are a forcible 
illustration of the deteriorating effect 
of the continual production of one 
crop, as well as the wheat fields of 
the west. 

What we need to understand is, that 
the stored-up elements of fertility in 
the soil are to be regarded as so much 
potential energy, a portion of which, 
by our cultivation processes, is con
verted Into active energy, and that 
we have so managed the soil, in fact, 
that a large portion of this active en
ergy has been wasted. We must, 
therefore, seek to adopt such proc
esses as will conserve and preserve 
this Btored-up energy, except such as 
Is necessarily used in crop production. 
We know now that there are other 
than mere chemical processes going 
on in the soil. There are bacterial 
processes that play an important part 
in this branch of uatural economy, 
and we must so shape our methods of 
cultivation as to get the best advan
tage of these latter processes, and this 
we can do by growing to a greater ex
tent what are known as the legumin
ous crops, such as clover, cowpeas. 
soy beans, winter vetch, etc. 

There Is a class of bacteria known 
as "nitrogen fixers," rather than gath
erers, which take the free nitrogen 
from the air and store it up. It Is 
through the operation of bacteria that 
the potential energy in the soil is con
verted into plant food for the use of 
the growing crop. The conditions are 
most favorable for their work in warm 
weather and it is in such weather that 
the loosening of the soil by cultivation 

t. In Figures 2 and 15 are shown the 
methods of scooping out the carrot 
and piercing for the string. Fig 4 
shows how the carrot will grow If the 
hollow is kept full of water. 

should be carried on, In order to best 
facilitate their operation. * It should 
be remembered that humus is the 
basis of all the valuable nitrogen in 
the soil, and that the more humus we 
get into tiie soil the more potential ni
trogen there will be therein. The best 
farmer, on the whole, is he 
who most effectually provides the 
conditions that convert inert into 
active nitrogen. These conditions 
are furnished most completely by the 
application most completely by the 
application of stable manure, in prop
er quantity and in the prop
er manner. As it cannot generally be 
in sufficient quantity other agencies 
must lie resorted to; but, owing to the 
increased expense of commercial fer
tilizer rich in the nitrogenous ele
ments, it is necessary to secure the ni
trogen in some other way, purchasing 
only the needed amount of mineral 
fertilizer. To this end the growing of 
clover and other leguminous crops, as 
has been said, should be practiced 
more and more extensively. 

BEST WAYS OF 
HANDLING MILK 

By George P. Grout, North Da
kota Agricultural College. 

Duchess Painted Inn 8ign. 
lie sign board of an inn at ROBB-

kth, on the Clyde, was painted some 
ago by the duchess of Argyll to 

lie away a period of tedious wait-

The duchess is, of course, well 
sown as an artist, and has for many 
an had a studio in Kensington pal-

. where she spends many hours In 
iting and modeling. As a sculptor 
has great ability, and her tutor, 
late Sir Edgar Boshtn, thought 
highly of her skill. 

Birds of Evil Omen. 
The catbirds and orioles aboat town 

are causing superstitious persons much 
discomfort The birds have become 
very tame, and fly to the windows of 
many homes, pecking at their images 
in the glass. 

This is regarded by some people as 
an evil omen. 

Every woman who owns a sewing 
machine hat a number of "attach
ments" that ge with tt which |mr 

On the Wrong 8cent. - -
"Colonel, in your opinion, what is 

the cause of the financial depression?" 
"I know exactly what caused it, suh. 

I had too much confidence in the 
straight flush I held last night, and 

^__»l 

"You misunderstand, colonel. I am 
referring to the country at large." 

"Well, sub, there is no financial de
pression in the country at large. At 
resent, suh, everybody except myself 
i rolllpg ln^wealth." 

The Truth. 
Gobsa Golde descended painfully 

from his ninety-horsepower Limou
sine. . 

"I wish to purchase," he said, "an 
engagement ring." 

"Yes, §ir," said the eager clerk. "We 
have just imported a superb ring, sir 
—two ruby hearts surrounded " 

"No," said the aged millionaire, in a 
cold, disillusioned voice; "no, that 
won't do. There is only one heart con
cerned in this affair. The girl is mar
rying me for money." 

Mrs 

Fiction Ready Made. 
"Have you ever read any of 

Galley's stories?" 
"Yes: they're awfully improbable, 

aren't they? I don't see how she im
agines such things." 

"She doesn't imagine them. She 
just makes note of the excuses her 
husband gives her when he gets home 
late at night." 

Men accuse women of being vain 
yet a man seldom misses an opportuni
ty to look into a mirror. 

A Test of Timothy Hay 
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For many years past, dairy authori
ties have hold that milk and- cream 
would not absorb bad odors from sur
rounding atmosphere after milking un
til cooled to a temperature equal to or 
below that of the surrounding atmos-' 
phere and it. was further believed that 
milk gave off animal odors when warm
er than the air and absorbed others 
when colder. For this reason dairy
men in general did not hasten to re
move milk from the barn until con
venient, and often left it there until 

! cooled nearly to the temperature of 
| the surrounding atmosphere. Late in

vestigations <m milk absorption have 
disproved these facts, and it is now 
held that warm milk will take on bad 
odors just as quickly as the cold milk. 
It is very obvious, therefore, that the 
milk should not remain long in the 
bam. The quicker it can be gotten 
out of the barn the better if good re
sults and a high price for the butter is 
expected. Besides absorbing bad odors, 
many of the changes which take 
place in milk and its products are 
caused by the growth of tiny bacteria 
or plant life which multiply very rap
idly under favorable conditions, if 
the best results are to lie expected, the 
milk should be kept as free from all 
forms of filth and dirt as possible as 
filth and dirt contain millions of the 
tiny forms which may grow and spoil 
your milk and cream. 

The farmer or producer should use 
all possible precaution to keep out all 
forms and trust to the butter maker 
to put in the proper kind to produce 
the desired flavor. It is just as neces
sary that the butter maker have 
full control of the cream as it is that 
the housewife have full charge of the 
bread making. The housewife uses 
yeast to sour her bread and the butter 
maker uses a starter to sour his cream. 
ICithei would sour without these, but 
the housewife knows very well that 
she would make a poor quality of 
bread without yeast. The butter mak
er knows lie can make only a poor 
quality of butter without good culture, 
but I have often heard the question 
raised as to the importance of keeping 
cream sweet until delivered to the 
factory. The producer should strive 
to prevent unfavorable bacteria from 
gaining entrance into the cream, then 
keep it cold and deliver the product 
in a sweet condition for the butter 
maker to handle. The result will 
please the producer as it will mean a 
high quality of butter and a good-sized 
monthly cream check. 

Are They Lousy.—When your hens 
appear droopy in cold weather, look 
for the large gray louse on the bead 
and neck. Melted lard applied in 
small quantities is a good remedy. 

A Nuisance.—A horse that is too 
smart is a nuisance. 

This rack shows how timothy hay 
was eaten by cattle when cut at differ
ent stages of maturity. Each of the 
four compartments were filled with 

equal quantities of hay cut at periods 
indicated, and cattle allowed to eat 
from each department as they felt 
disposed. 


