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BT W. J. CUPDT.
Iw.t poultry plant In Qrrn la
te owned and conducted. I

auDarlaitva advlaadlr. becauaa
I "know chlcfcena." Tha plant ta lo-

cated In tha orchard of the Stata Hoa-plt- al

for tha Inaana. I made a vlatt
there lately, and after as much fu.a
aa If I were eeeklna- - pereonal commit-
ment to the Institution. I got In. This
atatemenl la not made to deter Tliltora.
for all are welcomed any day of the
week.

Mora than a year aso the deplorable
condition of tha plant lad

Ptelner to aeek tha proper man to
run It. Ha found him In Max JJuller.
a nchlcken man- - born for tha work,
statement of ainla fact la enough to
show ha waa needed. 111a firet action
waa remoTaJ of four loada of refuse
from the one house In feneral use.

Mr. Muller la demonst ratlns; that
commercial caa be
dona In Oregon. The bouaewlfa with
two dozen hens to clean up tha table

makes a profit of two or three
dollars a year on each fowl, the only
expense belns; purchase of
a sack of wheat. If she be so minded
ahe wrliea to the county paper a finan-
cial atatement of her profits, and naif
the people who read It are spurred to
calculate the Immensity of the bnel-ne- ss

If they should enter It. For If
there be a profit of 4( a year on t
bene, there should be I10M a year on

i!) fowls. Ot course, anybody caa
raise chickens!

Why 60 Many Fall.
It Is the tnoet alluring of enterprlaea

In the beginning, but. alast aad a
large fraction per cent of those who

CHAPTER III.
"trs adlr romaxaaplafl. sot after all.

the eommonplars are the sreai peeie
truths." trn'a.

Two weeks later and the night of
the Harwood dinner. Engineered by
Lurlle Page, who was admirable la
an entirely new complexion aad a rat-
tling sequin rown, the affair had at
least the semblance of sueceea. Prece
dence was a matter with which Mrs.
Page never concerned herself, so that
from her seat at the old Senator's right
ahe beheld what she considered aa ex-

tremely well-plac- ed et of people. Ia
reality they were as hope leas ly mixed
as

"Too have won a eoocea fou." she
purred to her host, telling over the list
of guests on her pointed rose-tint- ed

fingers. "The gayest of the young mar
rted set: the roost attractive debutaate;
New Tork's richest young man; the aa.
thor of the hour: the elite of the dip-
lomatic corps: and the Steele!"

"And Mrs. Page." added tbe wily leg-
islator, azniling upon bar fatly. "Don't
think, dear lady, that I fall to realise
that I owe It all to you "

"Nonsense!" she disclaimed ehe could
afford to be generous tonight: Indiana
had never seemed so far away. "I waa
really quite laxy: alias Traynor did all
the work. She must be Invaluable to
yon. Is she not?"

The Innocent question brought Har-
wood round pink eyes upon her sharp-
ly, but he m only a pair of drooping
darkened ltds.

"Quite so." he murmured Indistinct-
ly, "invaluable." And he proceeded to
devote himself to the authoress In
cerise tulle, who waa crumbling her
bread In a manner frightfully tempers
mental.

Mrs. Page turned to Steele, whom she
had taken good tare to place on her
rlghC but found him
engrossed with Miss Warrens. Tha lat-
ter, decided Luctle Impartially, waa not
unworthy of attention: the melting
cream softness of the gown she
wore brousht out the dense black
shadows of her hair and emphasised
almost to severity the simple Greek
fashion In which It waa dressed. It
was a type too unelaborate to appeal
to Mrs. Page: but ahe had to acknowl-
edge that It was both effective and un-

usual, and bad easily distinguished
Kathleen aa the debutante of the sea-
son. Mrs. Page leaned a little nearer
to hear what she waa aaylng to Steele.

-- Were you really out of town all
of those ten days? Then I am glad,
because I thought you bad quite for-
gotten your promise that we were to
be friends." (Mrs. Page's lip curled:

struck her as
ridiculously raw.) "How Uld the New
York speech go? I read It In the Post,
and thought that It waa splendid!"

It took wall enough." cHeel a Tolce
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Unter It "Tall down." Tfeey lack the
one ordinary esaentlal system.

Mr. Muller Is the feature of the asy-

lum plant, aside from the fowls. He
waa glren carle blanche when be took
the Job, the only requeet being that be
produce results. Bo he took the Barred
nymoath Rock for bla foundation
stock "the only chicken for this coun-
try." be told me. The eggs are large
and the meat Is perfect. There are
also two larjte flocks ot Pekln and In-

dian Runner ducks, and a feature of tha
scheme la a pbeasantry for reproduc-
ing the game bird of Oregon, to be
turned loose when needed to restock
the fields la different parts of the
state.

Chlckena are hatched by bens and
Incubators, I could not get an opin-
ion of preference from Mr. Muller.
"Both are all right. ha said. Both
are accessary at times and he get
good hatches from both.

How Plant I Arranged.
In the Incubator houae, which la

partly underground to Insure area-aa- ss

of' temperature, there are five

Q5
was unenthuslastlo "that sort of
thing generally does; eulogy la tbe eas-

iest form of eloquence. If I had not
written It some time ago I should prob-
ably have done It differently." He
spoke with a half tsadsr Impatience
as he recognised bow completely aad
how soon this new young lnflutnoe on
hie life had made him dissatisfied with
hie best work or rather, what until
recently he had called his best work.
"However, I have put together some-
thing on this new bill which I hope is
really better; If you come on Tueeday
you will hear It--"

"Oh I I shall come, surely. I have
always wanted to, you know, but Aunt
Ana thought It was no place for a
young-- lady reared In Virginia,' They
both laughed at her delicate mimicry
ot Mlaa Ann's primmest manner. "Now
that I know you. though, she la recon-
ciled: so I shall come very often,"

"Good! I hope you won't find us too
dulL" Steele's face waa turned from
Mrs. Page, but tbe satisfaction In his
voloe brought her suspicion attentive-
ly upon him. She had tried for a long
time to captivate his Interest, and she
wae not a woman who rejoiced at an-
other's success where she bad failed.

"Mayn't 1 come, too, Tony?" she
whispered softly.

"Certainly, only It's not In your
Una." he answered with oourteoua In-
difference, scarcely turning round from
Kathleen.

Mrs. Page's high, light laugh rang
out like the shrill rippling of shallow
water.

"Tony should be less candid In his
Infatuation," she aald sot to toco to
Harwood.

He scowled disagreeably as his sharp
eyea caught her meaning. "The Major
and I have plana for her," ha puffed
In an Important undertone.

Tbe widow nodded comprehension.
Til help," she voluntered. rising at
the same moment to lead the way Into
the drawing-roo-

In a very few minutes the men fol-
lowed. Nelson Harwood aad Bruce Mel-mout- h.

"New York's richest young
man," making an undignified dash for
Kathleen's sofa. They arrived rather
out of breath and at exactly the same
moment.

Mr. Melmouth was a sufficiently at-
tractive member of that playful Jeu-ce- ss

dorse whose antics the papers
are fond of retailing for the public
Sunday breakfast. One read ot Toung
Melmouth's sensational drive through
the Park with ten of the Fluffy Ruffles
chorus girls on tbe bos of his tally-ho- ";

or again how "That popular co-

tillion leader, Bruce Melmouth. nephew
of the wealthy Mrs. James Edison
Bruce and heir to the three largest
fortunes In New Tork City, was seen
on Saturday riding a skittish but per-
fectly managed ateed down Fifth Ave

Compensation
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Insane That Will

machines of 144 egc capacity, and in I
one niiea wun aocx eggs me quckiiuki
were Just peeping from the shells. "I
hatched 0 per cent of the egv-a,-" he
aald. Ten machines will be added to
the plant this Fall.

In another house tl hens were hatch-
ing. 10 of thara on pheasant eggs, and
the chickens are ere this In the brooder
bouse. This house Is a series of 8 by 10
pens, heated by hot water, opening
Into wire-fence- d runs and absolutely
cleaa and klering white from fre-
quent whitewashing aa are all the
buildings of the plant. The wood floors
are covered with chopped straw. Into
which the feed Is thrown. This feed,
by the way. Is dry mash from bins of
rolled oats, wheat, oyster shell and
grit The "natural" food of the fowl

bags and Insects Is supplied In the
form of fresh meat grounj In a chop-
per and given at frequent Intervals.
Before the chickens get Into this house,
however, they are kept a few days In
a Mandy Lea brooder to harden them

A

occasional

mincemeat,

C b llVll
nue In company with the beautiful
Miss Van Bronx," etc, etc

Kathleen, It must be said, paid vrry
little attention to him. He gave her
the Impression of having- - left undone
most of the things the real world waa
doing, and of having grown tired dur-
ing the process. Tbe only people wbo
really bored Kathleen were those wbo
could not conceal that- - they bored
themselves: Just now she preferred
Nelson Harwood, with his easy, broad,
swinging shoulders and - brown,
elongated young face. Had It fcot been
for Its generous coat of tan, the Xace
might have appeared forceless: but
when did II ever take reckoning1 of
Such points?

"Come her and sit with me. Kelson,"
said Kathleen with proprietary little
geeture of command. "I want to know
all about your trip, and have hardly
seen you since you came home."

"Bruce Melmouth wandered off to
the authoress In cerise tulle, and Nel-
son dropped down beside Miss War-
rens with a sigh of relief.

"Awful Jack, that New Torker," he
hazarded comfortably. "About my
trip. Kathleen? Oh, It didn't amount
to much I I went to all the stereo-
typed places, and did all the stereo-
typed things till I was sick of 'em.
I'd have come home long before, only
Uncle Nelse raised such row every
time I suggested cutting the thing
short."

"But you had lota of interesting ex-

periences, didn't you?" persisted the
glrL "Weren't you hunting big game
In Africa, or something T" she concluded
vaguely, her eyes suddenly drawn by
the flint In Senator Steele's, as he
smiled at her across the heads of some
superfluous people.

"Oh, yes. It was Interesting enough,
but a fellow my age. Just starting out
you know, ought to be at home settling
down to an acquaintance with his
business. The almighty dollar Is such
an elusive quantity, I think we ought
to get on Its trail as early as we can.
After all. money's the greatest thing
in the world; don't you think so, Kat?
Don't you want lot of It some day?"
he smiled at her arrogantly. He would
Inherit a few millions on his own ac-

count whenever the Senator should
step Into the celestial congress.

Kathleen brought her eyes back to
her old playmate's shrewd blue ones.

"Why, I don't know. Nelson." she
answered slowly; "I sever really
thought about It. I suppose It would
be nice to have money, but I'm very
happy Just as we are, and there are
so many things I want more

"What?" he demanded incredulously.
Here was a queer proposition a girl
who had other desires than clothes and
the wherewithal to get them!

"Why to be loved, first of all I mean
to prove myself worthy ot the love
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to meet the exigencies of the cruel
world they have entered.

Increasing the Chicken Supply.
Twenty hens and two roosters are

kept up for breeding purposes, and rec-
ord Is mads of their eggs. ' The roost-
ers, all thoroughbreds, of. course, are
changed at Intervale.

Following the Ufa of the chicken,
when a few weeks old a suitable num-
ber are placed In a colony house. A
wire fence encloses them for a few
days. In which Uma they acquire such
familiarity with the house that whan
the wire Is removed - and they are
given the run of the orchard they al-
ways return.

The plant contains five houses for
laying hens, with eight nests to the

of those I care for, and then to count
for something real In their lives; ana
to study, and to hear beautiful muslo
and to oh! to really be somethlngl"
fehe ended In a glow of enthusiasm, her
eyes black with earnestness.

Nelson felt uncomfortably out ot his
depth. A debutant wbo talked of
tudy, and being things, was was

quite unusual, you know, and er-- a
little distressing. He caught at the
one loophole she had left.

"But muslo that is, good music--
pna t a a r A

talking about good muslo?"("Whoagay voloe, and Mrs. Page stood
neiore mem, uer irnnmalevolently; "because we. are going
to have some," she oontinued "that is.
If Miss Warrens Is kind enough --will
you sing for us, dear?" She took the
girl's hand In an Intimate elder-sister- ly

manner, which could not have been
Improved.

Kathleen acquiesced with agreeable
promptness. "Certainly, If you opera-spoil- ed

people can find patience for
an amateur." She started over to the
piano, and Mrs. Page returned to Nel-

son with the complacency of an ex-

tremely taotful person.
"Forgive me for Interrupting, ahe

whispered slbllantly threugh her
pointed white teeth they wer her one
original feature, and remarkably like
her; "but people were begging for
muslo, and she really alnga."

"That's all right." Nelson laughs
shortly, he oould not tolerate Ella-chu-

relict. "We weren't talking
about anything special."

"Oh! Weren't youT" she cooed,
widening her eyee at him. "Why not?"

Without the ceremony of answering,
he went over to turn Kathleen'e muslo:
but she had none, and before he oould
reach her, she began to sing. In a full,
liquid dear oontralte that Indescrib-
able sort of a voice which, for want of
a better adjective. Is called "sympa-
thetic." '

Steele, who had never heard her sing
before, listened with surprised enjoy-
ment, watching her out of half-sh- ut

eyes. He was glad ethe had not chosen
anything operatlo, or out of the amor-
ous ballades soufflees, generally a cult
with girls of her age. To this new
craving for simplicity the old melody
she had selected proved wholly beauti-
ful, and' he found his taut nerves re-

laxing and his heart growing happier
as he listened. While be continued to
be rather amaxed at the lasting quality
of the Interest she had aroused in him
since her debut, secretly he waa not a
little delighted that be was still Capable
of such an Interest; and he cultivated
It carefully. Conscious that the young
girl acted upon his complexity-wor- n

soul with all the tonlo of a precipitate
cold shower, he grew constantly more
eager to shed his weary cynicism for a
simpler manner which he had almost
forgotten, and to exchange opinions

JUNE 25, 1911.

house. These nests open on the out-
side,- with hinged covers sloping to
shed the rain.

I was Impressed with the tameness
of the fowls, and when I remarked
upon It. Mr. Muller laughed, and lift-
ing the cover, showing eight hens on
nests, picked out one and replaced her
with no fuss on her part, and she kept
right on In the process of production.
How many people can do that In their
backyard coops? Tet that tameness Is
a need In the business.

Preventing Spread of Disease.
The breeding plant will be shut down

about July IE, and that yard, as well
as other inclosures, sown to rye and
clover. That "sweetens" the land and
prevents disease gaining a foothold.

with her on every subject under the
sun.

As ah rose from the piano he started
to go to ber, but was waylaid by Olive
Traynor, Senator Harwood's private
secretary. A neutrally gowned person
of Indefinite age, with mouse-gre- y eyes,
vague eyebrows, and a smooth, char-
acterless coiffure, the harmlessness of
her features was perfectly matched by
her dead, uninterested manner. Carter
Howard had said she was the most as
sertive negation In existence.

"Ah! Senator 6teele," her voice waa a
faithful copy of her hair, "wont yon
tall ua something about the President's
attitude towards the Venesuelan skir-
mish? Senor de la Vega and I have
Just been discussing it, but we don't
really know anything. Of course you
were In executive session when It was
brought up, and went to see the Presi-
dent as the Senate representative, so "
shs stopped conclusively.

Steele's sxpreselon chilled with in-

tense Irritation. He had always felt an
unaccountable dislike for Miss Traynor.
Now her assurance In effecting a con-
versational hold-u- p, and bar effrontery
In demanding tha official secrets of an
executive session, caused him to drop
his usually Imperturbable taet for pat-
ent sarcasm.

"Feminine intuition so carefully de-

veloped as yours. Miss Traynor, needs
no outside assistance, surely. As for
Senor de la Vega, he and his country
evidently act on the same principle
that where Ignorance can be simulated
It Is safer than to appear Informed."
He-me- t the Venezuelan's vindictive eyes
with a steady contempt, then turned on
his heel and Joined the group about
Kathleen.

The diplomat looked after him with
the expression of one who notes an ac-

count to be settled In full, later.
"He Is rather what you call prlmltlf.

is he not, this Senator?" he asked in a
voice as smooth as a highly polished
stiletto.

"Hardly on affable terms with
finesse." returned Miss Traynor mo-
notonously. "Never mind, I'll find out
for you some other way."

She looked emotlonlessly after Steele,
noticing that his tired face glowed Into
animation as he talked to Kathleen.
Miss Traynor had not only a retentive,
but an extremely orderly, memory; her
data were kept carefully pigeon-hole- d,

ready for Instant use. Tonight she reg-
istered a new entry, smiling hsr harm-
less, tal smile.

"There's a reason for that woman's
passivity," remarked Carter Howard to
Mrs. Steele as they passed her on their
way out Into the hall; "no one would
ever put themselves out to be so need-
lessly respectable, without some fixed
purpose. I must say, though, that ahe
has learned her metier perfectly. On

State Insutuuons
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But there Is no disease in the prem-
ises, anyway.

The colonies of ducklings are inter-
esting. They are orphans that have
never known the Joys of a parent, but
they do not ulss her, for each flock
is "motnered" by an overgrown Plym-
outh Rock capon, who calls them to
feed and clucks the riot act when, they
stray. The tender solicitude mani-
fested by these abnormal creatures for
their charges is an interesting study.

The Pekln and Indian Runner ducks
are kept In another part of the grounds,
where they have cemented basins of
running water in which to disport.
Contrary to custom, they are not kept
up until 9 o'clock to prevent them
laying anywhere. "I teach them to
lay In the house." aald Mr. Muller, and
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rarely meets a person so entirely con-
sistent."

Juliet looked gravely Into his keen
hazel eyes.

"Perhaps she finds in consistency her
claim to distinction. She has always
seemed rather pathetic to me, for some
reason."

"Repression is apt to be. Isn't it?
Anything fearfully overworked Is bound
to go to seed, even self-contr- and
lsactlvlty such as mine for Instance
always grows pathetic as the years roll
over It."

Mrs. Steele regarded him thoughtful-
ly, leven while she smiled. "One would
never call you Inactive, Carter; you
are as determinant as as Anthony,
only different."

"Tee." agreed Mr. Howard, settling
his glasses farther up his nose, "that is
It different."

"I mean, rather more Impersonal,"
Juliet added quickly, as though she
feared he bad misunderstood her com-
parison.

"You mean less serious. Anthony has
gone in terrifically hard for one thing
all kls life, while I have found merit in
carefully going In for nothing. And do
you know, Juliet, I am nearly sure that
I have had the best of It. You see In
tbe first place I have all the advantages
of an unlimited acquaintance with my-

self, which has been a fine thing for
both of us.",

"I don't know." Mrs. Steele looked
charmingly stern when her best friend
waxed a not un fre-
quent amusement with him. "I think
you might spend some of your time
more profitably than forever agreeing
with yourself."

"I am not the one to allow monotony
to pall," Mr. Howard reminded her with
dignity. "The minute the marginal
utility of my own reflections begins to
decline, I pack them off and come to see
you."

Juliet laughed hopelessly. "You know
I am resigned to listen; In the end It all
amounts to the same thing."

"I see now why Anthony Is a success-
ful politician," said Carter plaintively;
"you never let him see that even you
believe In him: splendid training for
combatlveness, that!"

"Are all politicians combative?" ased
Juliet with laudable Innocence.

"Well, a bit belligerent," affirmed
Mr. Howard mildly. "They take their
cue from the Administration, you see.
By the way, how did Anthony come out
with the Venezuelan affair?"

"Very satisfactorily, I believe, though
It was a frightful bungle, all around.
The President finally consented to com-
promise with Congress."

"I am Inclined to think that Anthony
has what Is vulgarly known as 'a pull"
with His Eminence In Authority."

"They do seem to understand each
other," Juliet acknowledged with a half
defiant flush of pride. "Of course, you
don't like the President, Carter, so "
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-Incubators and

when he showed me the eggs I bo- -

lleved him.

What Asylum Plant Proves.
The needs of the Asylum are three

cases of eggs dally. That is 1080 eggs.
The capacity of the plant Is now much
less, but there will be about 2000 bens
and pullets In It this Fall. This num-

ber will be Increased yearly, until the
production is sufficient to supply all
the state Institutions.

Such Is the plan of Governor West,
announced a few months ago. At his
request Professor James Dryden, of the
department of poultry husbandry at
the Oregon Agricultural College, vis-

ited the Asylum plant and recommend-
ed the project as feasible. And be-
cause I have seen the plant and know
the man in charge, and believe In Mr.
Dryden, and, as I said in the begin-
ning, "'know chickens," I am sofa In
saying that commercial poultry-raisin- g

can be made a success in Oregon. It
is being done on large poultry farms
on the other side of the continent, and
it will be done here. All needod Is
System.
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"You are mistaken," Carter Inter-
rupted amiably; "I do like him; In fact,
we're Buch good friends that I feel free
to talk about him behind his back!"

They had been pacing up and down
the badly-don- e Spanish hallway, and
Juliet paused before the stairs, turning
a moment to look back into the drawing--

room. Under the chandelier Kath- -
leen stood talking, with Anthony and
Melmouth and de la Vega listening at-

tentively. Juliet looked back at Carter
uncomfortably.

"What do you think of Kathleen
Warrens?" she asked.

"A great relief among a sea of debu-
tantes," pronounced the oracle, "de la
Vega and Melmouth agree with me, I
see." He looked beyond Anthony at
Nelson who waa plainly fidgeting, while
pretending to entertain the authoress.'
"I hope she isn't going to marry young
Harwood."

"Hear the philosopher! My friend,
you were meant to have been a wom-
an. First, your Intuition; and now
this new trait proves It! But if she
should, why not?"

"Don't trust him," Carter answered '
briefly. "Long weak faces mean well,
mean anything; you can never be cer-
tain what. The charming Luclle has
the remains of one just like it."

"Good-nigh- t, pessimist!" Juliet
gave him her hand in a wholly friend- -

ly clasp. "Tell Tony I am ready to
go, please, and don't forget you dins
with us on Saturday." She moved on
up the stairs. Carter looking after her
until the last blue fold of her gown
had disappeared. Then he went back
to the drawing-roo-

"She has gone?" It' was Mrs. Page
who called" across from tha alcove.

"I beg pardon you were speaking
of r

"Juliet, of course," she pouted lm- -
patiently.

Carter nodded comprehension. "Oh
I see Juliet; I really could not tell
you whether she has gone or not, but
I dare say If you hurry you might
catch her." He smiled agreeably as
he turned his back on her noisy ser-
pentine train.

"Now that you are in town I shall
accept no more excuses," Kathleen
was telling Steele, half seriously;
"Mrs. Steele has come to us ever so
many times, but you you are always
busy, or away, or something. You are
really no sort of a friend at all! But
I'll give you one more chance. If you
think you like to haar me sing, come '

in on your way home some afternoon
and Auntie shall give you tea while
I make the music you must, or I shall
forfeit my half of the pledge! '

Steele smiled down at her with eyes
that held something warm and sym-
pathetic as he took the hand she gave .

to him.
(Continued next Sunday.)!


